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) AND.WATCH THE SMOG ROLL IN,.. . o ad

byzﬁarry Welssmaq;

. When Jerry was a little boy he would often 51t on the alr-condl—
&ioned porch ‘0of. his fathert's house and watch the smog’ ‘banks roll in,
That was 1n-61d\Losangeles, where’ the city's thick yellow haze blendsd
indistinguishab¥y into the muddy pollution of the Cataliha Channeli, "*
and thoughtful people wore oxygen masks to protect them from both
hazards; And‘that'was before Grandfather died. - ---'~‘ _ ;F " |

In those &ays 1t seemed to Jerry that the light of the afternooh
sun brought new life to the withered o0ld man who so often sat beside-
him on the porch. Most of the day the old fellow, Jerry's father's
father, spent sleeping in his favorite” chalrk hnaffected by all of the
monumental happenings- of the world. But in the late afternoons, with’
the sun dlpped in bloody fire, he would wake and his eyes would re-
flect the sun's ruddy complexion. Then he woudd speak, ever so slowly
and wearily at first, of the days long past when the earth was green -
and the skies blue and clear. ' He seemed %o dlrectly absorb energy .
from the dying sun as he spoke and his voice took on the v1gor of the
youth that he had'left so long ago.

The metamorphosis was slow. Flrsb the flre would only fllcker on
the outside of his eyeballs, a reflection of the sun itself, but then
the radiant warmth would sink deep within his cranium, there to push
back the veils of time and 1gn1te the -01d watchfires of- “the-1little boy
$rapped inside the old man's skull, Flnally it would PG dutwand,
to his torso &nd limbs until they too seemed strong and*fully fl@shed
again,

On days when the smog was not %oo’ heavy, the old man and the
young boy would take walks inithe hazy-afternoon, whit:Jerry cdne Lo -
con51der the magic time., The same stories were told, but the grand—«
father's voice was deepened by the air-mask clamped: Onto his wrinkled
face and the boy would pay a little less attention as he scampered’ all
around his elderly companion, 3 moon ‘for rthe old fellow's planet.
Although Jerry s father complained bitterly from time to time about
the 0ld man's walks, afraid for his own father's safety, gramps would
not be denied his "evening constitufional." When Jerry, due to the
pressures of school~work or the invitations of friends, could not
accompany him, the o0ld gentleman would go alone, seemingly afraid to
waste any of the sun-given llfe, always carefully masked and protected
against the encroaching smog and the cold of early evening.,

One such day occurred in eorly march but Jerry 8 ﬂrandfather did
not return on time that day. " -

He was late.. o B _ _
He Wwas late for dlnﬁera;* RESEEEEE S 'fi

......

Jerry's parents began to worry. They had paid the local- gang the
usual protection fee, but....And then there was the rlslng carbon
monoxide count.ess

Jerry's father 'vised the police.



. "Yes,” the desk sérgeant said in a crisply efficient voice, "you
say that your father, a senior citizen living at the same residence as
you, is missing, Mr...ah?" he consulted the control board below hlS _
plckup "Mr. Greene," . o

_ “Yes, officer, He often takes afternoon and early evenlng walks,
but he is always punctuaily home before seven o'clock," Jerry's father
said, "I'm frankly worried about him, It's nearly ten now."

"§ell, let's see."” The pollceman once again ﬂlanced at the panel
just below the 'viser screen. "You've paid your local gang fees, and
all your utilities are up to date, "Hmm, have you bought a police~
man! s stroll ticket?" ' ' ' 3 :

. “Oh yes, yes, surely. ' Here it is." Mr. Greene held the rectanc-
ular blue plastic card up for the officer to see. L

"That ellmlnates organized v1olence, unleSS 2 new gang 8 trylnol'
to move into the area, and they probably wouldn't do: that w1thout
informing us first, . They'd better hoteses o

"Let's get the paperwork done, and then I'11 send out a counle of
men in a ground-car to lock for him,"

"Thank you very much, officer."

The man on the screen was used to thls sort of treatment from the
public. Ever since the riots of '?3 had been so efficiently put down,
the citizens of the land had treated their defence forces with. reSpect
They had better——or else. ;

"We just have to f£ill oub this form here," said the pollceman,
displaying a cliapboard and official document blank to Jerry's father ..
and then laylng them flat on the table. "Now exactly what, is the
nigsing party's name?" _ L

"Gharles Haskens Greene, Senior Citigen Third Class.”

nﬁge?n . . o : .

”Seventy-éix."

"Sex?" .

"But officer, he's too o¢ld.

The sergeant got a tired look on his face.
* * *

They got through all of the standard cuestions in a few minutes
with a minimum of trouble and misunderstanding. The secondary ques-~
tions, however, took more time, evern when Mr, Greene had his father's
vital statistices folder right in front of him.

“Library card number?"

"Mother's meiden name?"

"High school number and dates?"



"Original gene reguirements and parents blrth aliowance:- form 3
number?” oAl R

"Boctors? Dates of operations and replacements?"'
"I don't know. I don! t. know, - I ,DON'T KNOW'"

"Please try to keep conprol- of yourself, Mra Greene*" the;police~
man sadd, a grim look in his eye.

"Yes,...yes, sir. But I can t poss1bly f1nd out all those :
things. They,weren't as organized. back then whan father was born, and
he has lost papers thoughout the years and never replaced them."

--"well Mr. Greene, we. can.t send out a car unless the form isg.
completely filled out. Can't get an authorization for gas: expendi~ _
tures and for adding to the smog level without a complete form. And
you wouldn!s; expect me to send two men out on bicycles: in thls weather

and with the gang condition the way it is."

Mr. Greene remembered the pictures of the three cops who had been

killed over on Wilshire the day before, their throats cut neatly by
.the v1broblades of--a wandering gang. They had been on bicycles., Of
course, the pelice had: completely wiped out. the gang as soon as they
caught up with them, and the parents of same too for good measure,,but
the fact remained that three cops had been killed in open sunlight on
bicyclés, ., and-he was asking the sergeant to send out some men at
night the same ways. Why a man could cet hlmself killed, thinking

like that.ooo

Nt P ot

Lo "0k, no, sergeant # Mr. Greene, ssld., "I'm not esking,anything
llke that. - It's] just that my father 1s...mq g," .

S S
««.ﬂThe pollce cannot be helq respon51ble for prlvate citvizens who
do not keep careiul records." . - b e

"Yes, offlcer. ;Ef“

Jerry sxfather consumed a whole box of. Nowor pllls that night, .
but they didn't seem to do.any good.. And, needless to say, the police
never left their well-fortified statlon. _

* * *

They found the old man in the.morning, sprawled in a scrawny heap,
2ll skin, bones and clothes. He'd always seemed thin fn life to Jerry
but pathetically so in death. .He Wwas half a block from home,

"I'm sorry, Mr. Greene f the sergeant said when he ‘came to make
out his final report on the case, "but the CO count just went too
high, DNow if we had just been able to complete that fOrmeses"

Jerry s father took a handful of Nowor and ans;ered the officer's
cuestions. It seemed that someone had stolen the old man's alr-mask
right off his face, someone stronger ad younger, and left him there,
alone and coughing, in the black, s*lrllng, poisonous mist.

Jerry stood by and watched ouletly while they carried the Stlff’
body into the house and laid it down on the old man's bed. - Then he L
hesrd hls father call the undertakers. .



Sﬁ ‘Late id the afternoon; the man from: Mother Murphy's Mortuary
showed up, black plastic-briefcase in hand. He was tall and dark®and
very, very efficient. He came right in and strode smoothly to the
kitchen table, flipped his briefcase onto it and, in one skillful
motion, flicked both 1ock-tabs to 5pr1ng it open. He was plainly in
command of the situation and enjoying every moment of it.

~~3ii>ﬂMwename“ie=Mr. Deverg" he announcede

"Now, Mr. Greene," he told Jerry s father, "we understand that
you wish- Mother Mnrphy to-handle your father's funeral arrangements.
- May: I-compliment’ you on a wise choice. e offer a complete line of

funerals, and we tailor every ocecasion individually to the bereaved

family and their emotional, spiritual, and financial needs., 4All you
have to do is to look th;ouch this catalogue and’ Select the funeral

that you belleve the devarted Would enjoy." o

: Jerry S - father took the folder and examlned 1t ouestlonlngly. :
Then he looked up. "what about the individual tailoring?" :

~ "Oh, that comes in after you choose the funeral type.- We -examine
your bank account, credit’ ratings, job future and earning power’,
latest tax. forms—and then determine if you can afford to keep up the
easy payments., Then we 1nform you of our decision. That, he: eald
?proudly, “1s Mother Murphy S Personal Tollorlng Plan," . .-
Jerry's father nodded. "What about thls funeral type "ehe aSKed,
pointing to a moderately-priced programme,

"That's our family special, and usually goesg for around &5000,
depending on the oayments and, of ¢ourse,: the recommengatlons bised
on the results of the personal tailoring. 4 very wise décision., T'11
check your flnances." Mr., Devers removed a2 small radio from his case
and spoke into it for & few-minutes: Then he listened to its hushed
speaker for another minute or so. "BEverything's all set," he said
finally. "A hearse is on the way from our central offices and'the
cemetery has been notified to expect us. Wow all we have to do is
£ill out this little form here." He once again dipped into his briefe
case and brought fortkh @ form that looked amm21noly like that of the
polices * "Incidentally, the: cemetery is Meadowland," he said, "very
exclusive, conveniently near shopping centers and wlth a larde church
Just a block away."

T 5 e A Greene had finished the box of Nowor during the interview so
" he sent JFerry to the drug store for another contaider of the- tranquil-
izers (guarahteed safe, harmless, non-habit forming and containing no
Cuban toBacco.). He knew that it was zoing to be a bad day. _”hen he
collapsed 1nto a chalr OPDOnlte Mr. Devers. : -

When'ﬁerry ﬁot back they were Just finishing and his father was
~showing signs of needing the pills badly. His face was red and his
eyes wild’ ‘ag ‘he 5rabbed the 01115 and culcalv crcmmed alhandful down
hlS throat.- -

"Now, W' GreEne tt Mr; Devers vas saving,'“if weican't find your
father's library card number, food preferences, type of Emwn preferred
(Australlan-ﬁooked or Kentuck@—blueg his parents' birth allowance
certlficate ‘fumber and” their merriage vapers, then I'™m afraid that he
can't be buried at Neauowland. It's not the facts themselves that are
important so much as the fact that they are missing. Mother's won't



£)

be able to handle the arrangements either,. Im- afrala if<we can't find
these answers. 4nd," he added in a voice of doomy~"I'm sure all the
other funeral homes Wlll feel the same Way. ; _n;w_q__w '

"But I don t want you. to feed hlm or send hlm books or even give
him a special type of grass. 411l I want is for—you tQ bury himi"

"Now I've just explained that, Mr. Greene," Mr. Devers sald "In
our modern’ eivilization every cltlzen must . keep ornper records, and
must be able-to £1ill out all the forms completely.:: This is the basis
of our high culture. without all the paper that. makes: the wheels g0
igugga we would just Dbe animals scuatting in caves. Surely you see

a . .A‘:

_ "But-—I—rjust?-caﬁﬁtéeget-—the--iﬁfofmation!’AIt jus% doesn't
existi" Jerry*s father was fighting for control. .and the Nowor wasn't
helping guch, His voice was scratchy and he was-Dbeginning to shake.

"I'misorryy't Mr, Devers saidy.:
* * x -

“" Late' that 'afternoon Jerry smuck into his grandfather's room. The
dying sun and smog outside the dirty window tinted the room a rich
golden-red as the boy walked silently up to the o0ld man's bed and
peered into the-half—open eyes. He had hoped to .see that the magic
time had once aga®hn kit the ancient hearth fire within the aged skull-
as 1t had done every afterncon of his life. And somehow it was there,
but deep, very deep, :too deep to do any good to the body that was so
stiff with death, ‘

, Then Jerry allowed hlmself to cry, hands at his sides, head bowed
to ‘Bis chemt.  Bubt the tears.came only for a momént, just long enough
td gay I mise you," and then stopped. The boy snuck back out and
rca:éfhlly closed the door behlnd :him., HRT

P TR
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© i ‘more mortuary ‘men, grlm vultures of an uncarlng vorld, came
and went in as many days,.always with the same, "I'm terribly sorry,
Mr. Greene. If we could only complete all the items on this form."
Jerry's father seemed to subsist solely on: Nowor pills..

Fach day, just before thevsun went dévun for good, the little boy
went back into the shrine of his grandfather's roon, to peer again
into the eyes under the half«closed lids.: Bach time he hoped to see
that the daily secrificiel death of tne sun might have somehow myster-
iously rekindled life in the old man's husk, as it had once brought
back his youth:when he was only half dead. - Jerry. would not guestion
such a miraclé, he Wwould joyously accept it w1th0ut thoubht of how it
might come about. L e

And each day thst answering fllckerlnc flame deep within the eyes
grew dimmer and dimmer. On the. third day It wasn't there at all. And
the body was beginnlno to smell. :

It was a good smell that smell of - granafather. It“was him,:but
more so, concentrated, as if his soul were veporizing.: It was his .
shaving lotion, and his cigars, the fresh roasted peanuts which he so
“loved, and hlS Sunday apple cider. It was the scent of his sweat alsa

On the fourth day, the odor wasn T good at all.



The ‘£ifth day after his grandfather died was a wsaéturdey, and
Jerry was home from.school, He got up early, looked up some informa-
tion in his encyclopedia as he had been patiently taught the.year .. -
before, and made some notes on the back of one of the half-filled out
forms: 1Téft by the mortuary men. Then he went. out intb the garage for
& metetr stick and shovel, and then hunted around in the back yard for
Just the right spot.

- He found one that he thought would do under his mother s favorite
nesQuite bush, which was just startlng to flower. With the stick. he
drew-a rectancle in the dry dirt, six feet by three, and started .
digging. : Lo

Jerry dug all that day, and sSunday too, while his father arﬂued
unsuccessfully with police and mortuaries and took more and-more Nowor
which was how being delivered daily to the house in cartons by a local
pharmaceutical company. ' ;

On Monday morning a man from the Department of Public Health came
to see Jerry's father.

I "But don't you have any forms to £ill out?™ Jerry s father asked
after the man had spoken hlS piece.

"Ofcourse I do, Jr. Greene " he said, slightly shockea. "Hene
they arey. all properly filled out too." He handed the papers to Mr.
. Greehe. "You have refuse .coanstituting a »ublic health hazard on your
vremises, and it must be disposed of 1mmedlately " -

LR

"But this isn't refuse; this is my father.”

e tg. dead, dsn't he? And he's starting to decay too, no doubt.”
Jerry's father turned slightly green, but the Fublic Health man went
on unnoticing. "Do you know what diseases can start from a decaying
corpse? Everything! TB, cancer, typhoid fever....It's like a natural
inoubation factory for all the worst diseases thet have beset mankind
throuzhout the ages. -No, no, Mr. Greéne, it must go in the 1nterest
of publlc health, emotlonal 1nterest or not "

"But what can I gg with hlm?"
"Have him buried! Isn't it obvious?"

_ "I ¢an't! They won't let me! I can't £ill out the nroper forms
.I"and-'aaand...." Ll -

"I'm sorry, bir, Gréene. But if the refuse &s still 6nfthe“
premises by this coming vednesday I'®l be forced to remove it to .-the
public dump. Good-day." =

* * *

Tuesday Jerry Suayed home from sch001 and dug in the backyard.
He didn't tell his parents, but they didn't seem to notice or mind.
He finished in the afternoon and went back into the house. Then he
“washed and put on his best clothes and went softly to the door of his
grandfather S room, - :

He passed his father and mothef in the living room,.the man star-
ing 2t the celling and his wife cryinz while she methodically popped
»ills into his mouth from an open case at her feet. Then Jerry was

- . . oo r : . : . .-



at his grandfather's door.  He opened it. - : T 7

--The smell was overpowering, but Jerry went ahead, shielding his
nose with his handkerchief., He picked up the withered o0ld corpse in
his kems and found it surprisingly light. Then he carried -the body
outside to the grave he had dug, being careful to don his alr-mask
before stgpping out into the haze. :

He lowered the body tenderly to the ground by the grave, and
then jumped in. It wasn't six feet deep; he was too small to get it
more than four, but it was the ‘thouzht' that counted. TFrom inside
Jerry was able to get the proper leversge to lift the body from the
edge and place it on the bottom. Then, kneellng, he positioned the
corpse as the book had sazid: hands clapped over stomach. - But he
didn't close the eyes. It wouldn't be grandfather with the eyes
closed. ' ST . Coe EEE

_ He scrambled out, brushing off his clothing and bowing his head
for a moment in silence. Z¥Finally he started shoveling the dirt back
over the shrunken body on the floor of the zrave,

He was Jjust flnlshed as the bloody sun dmpped below the far
smog-shrouded hills,

"Good~by, Grandfather," he said, and felt a lone tear trlckle
down his cheek, Then he carefully put the shovel and meter-stick .
away and went inside.

* %* i ) *
The Public Health man came on .Wednesday.

"Well, Mr. Greene, I'm here for that refuse.~ He had two ex-
football ends with him to carry the old man's heavy body, and a can
of spray disinfectant, ‘

Jerry's father showed him to the room - it would have done no
good to resist. The men : .entered, and the "psst, pssst" of the spray
can could be heard for a few mlnutes. Then they came back out.

"Mr. Green, you don't know how havpy I am that you took care of
this little matter all by yourseif. I'd like you to know that I don't
enjoy these cases, but it's my job and I have to do it. ‘Come along,
boys."

They lefte.
Jerry's father llftea hlS eyes up to heaVen and falnted.

The police showed up about the tlme Jerry g0t home from school.
They knew it all. , A

"Sorry, Mr. Greene, but your boy buried the old man in your back-
yard and now I've got to take him in," the sefgeant said. "Evading
forms, if no other charges. That's a bed business: our whole soci-
ety is buidt on people filling out tvhe forms correctly and completely.
When someone attacks that, Lhey attack us all, NOW,I' ve got to take
him in, juvenile or no Jjuvenile. S

"But I can't dig up the old man's body - no forms for that one
- yet."


opened.it

< Add 86 Jerry went to gaily for littering.
oz # o ® - * - * - * - * -
f#om Ambrose Biérce's THE DEVIL'S DICTIONARY |
Noise: the chief prodict and authenticating sign of civilization.
* . * * * * * *
The Unclassifieds

Robert Heérbck;_ﬁorld*s;bnly immortal men; died last night

after shooting himself accidentally with a Weapon Shop gun. In thé

waVe of this legs, the antvi-gun lobby once again tried to get a bill
pasged providing for vegistration and licensing of all guns.,

] L4 . L 4 * » _# » %
Eavesdropping
the following are remarks taken out of context from several Third

Foundation meetings.
collected by Lee Klingstein

"I was not thinking about a six-foot-tall rabbit,"

“Have you ever talked to a tree?"

"You only take tails to the White Harte."

"a phallus is a rocket symbol." L

"The only thing this place is lacking is a sunken bathroom."

"He swapped his motorcycle for an electric vultar and gave it to me
as a wedding present. I don't play the wultar.

* x  J % e * * bd

" and you thouoht only science fiction writers used strange character
‘names?

found in Bartlett's Quotations:

Aldlborontiphoscophornio.
Where left you ChrononhOuontholoros°

from Chrononhotontholog gos, Act I, Scene I
by Henry Carey

* * * . ,;f, * A *
Typoed Titles

Dope World by licLaughlin
The louse that Roared
Donovan's Drain .

They Shall Have Scars



Tiptoe throuzh the Baycon 9
by Sandy Cohen

It has often been said that there is a first time for everything.
Thus it was that I found myself in Berkeley attending my first s-f
convention. What follows is my report of this event. It is a study
of what I saw happen, not a travelogue. '

To begin with, I should tell what I expected. The schedule
listed business meetings snd panel discuseions and speakers in the
worning and early afternoon., An suction would be held each afternoon.
Thursday evening was to be a charpagne party; Friday wine-tasting and
films in the evening; Saturday evening the masqguerade bell; Sunday
night the bancuet, and Monday afternoon the medieval tournament. That
was what was listed. What follows is an adcount of what I saw, felt,
and d¢id at $he Baycon.

Thursday

‘ God had not meant man to rise at such an ungodly hour. It's into
Lee's car and upward., Bxcelsior! Stop for food, 8top to taste wine,
and then we're in the Bay area.

The hotel was not what I expected., More of that later, We
checked in, and I saw all the peonle, Has fandom been taken over by
hippies? I hope not. I looked forward to the champagne party, even
though I dislike champagne. “ '

I then got my first lesson in conveantions: don't plan ahead.,
Bhere's Bill Warren, and he says that maybe, perhaps, possibly
"Barbarella" will be shown as a sneak preview in Frisco. So I found
myself looking straight down an unbelievable hill wondering if I would
survive long enough to finish the "sh'ma.,” I survived - and saw the
world premiere of "Barbarella," the world's longest stag film (well,
not really). (See Reviewpoint)

We return. There are parties. By the end of the evening (3% au)
I am friends with the Chicago zroup. I come from Minneapolis, the
rival voting bloc. What's hometown pride where licuor is concerned?

Friday

The others swear that I'm inhuman. TYou aren't sunnosed to get up
before noon, but I'm hunzry. There are fans everywhere, but very few
unattached girls. Oh well, at least there's food.

Friday morning I met people, saw srt, listened to speakers and to
hucketers, In short, I was a fan, The convention seems to be waiting
for something. Then Harlan Ellison and Harry Harrison speak. I
listen, The entire con seems worth it,

Friday evening is wine-tasting. I don't especially like wine,
but who cares. There are also authors. I swear I wouldn't have ssked
him to watch my copy of Dangerous Visions for me if I had known he
was Phil Dick. But I still say that with a wife like that he's a
dirty old men., Of course, he agrees. a

The Star Trek episodes are good. They are going to show movies
but the parties are starting Yea Chicago, yea St. Louis! I wander
down to the movies. Jim says I'm stoned. He's right but who cares.



o
It's a conventions

Saturday

The others are muttering witchcraft, but in my case it's warlock-
craft. "But Sandy, it isn't natural to have twenty drinks and not
have a hangover., Besides, it's only 9:00," Others are more direct:
"Go to Hell." ©So I went down o the hotel lobby.

By this time our rooms were like Grand Central 8tation. It's a
good thing the hotel supplies "Do Not Disturb" signs, I've been too
drunk to care about little things - like a naked girl sleeping in the
TOO0m,.

I meet more people. I hear more seople. The conyention is in
full swing.

Now it's masquerade time. /Shor?t commercial ~ anyone who has a
picture of me in costume, please let me knows/ "How did you get that
button on your chest?" "Well, it only hurt a little while.,! I feel
great. This is a convention.

By now I have a girl on my arm and several drinks in me, '"Sup~-
port the Luna Free State! Iuna must and will be freel" We are judged.
I leave. Roger calls me., Ifm going to kill him. e don't have to go
up again, but since I'm down there now, we sure as hell are going to.

T leave again, This time it's Barry. I'm going to kill him too. We
sit eround for an hour. We lost. I leave again. It's a telegram for
Stan. Then it's Stan himself. I almost kill him. It is some btime
after 3:00, That (censored) glitter itches, And, goddammit, Gordon,
that spirit gum won't wash off.

Sunday

S5t. Louis in '69 - '69 in ®St. Louis. The girl is mad at me. I'm
mad, but I get over it quick. Tonight's the bancuet. I see people;
I hear people; I play chess,

The banguet. The hotel has underdone itself again. The wine is
okay, however., I still haven't zotten my desert. Phil Farmer is
talking and talking and talking., I zo out for a drink., Phil Farmer
is still salking., I get another zombie and another and another.

The Hugos. Bjo doesn't win. Dave Gerrold doesn't win. Larry
doesn't win, Harlan wins, There is no Jjustice in this world. I like
Harlan, but there's a 1limit to how many Hugos he should win.

More parties. My zirl says adios., I get drunk again. The one-
shot is in Lee's room. The »arty is across the hall. It's amaging
how talent I am while I'm drunk. Digby spoils my page of one-liners.
Oh well, he's entitled to his 'say also. I cannot type, so I will '
scream. 4:30 a.m.? Why bother going to bed. I'm a creature of
habit, I retire.

Monday

"Gee, guys, I'm réally humasn., I Just don't need much sleev.
Besides, I'm hungry. Iook, just becausé I don't get hangovers is no
reczson to burn me at the stake," -
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_ $ay good~-by. Harry Harrison lives where? He's a dlrty 0ld man,
His wife agrees, He promises to win as Hugo next year.

. The medieval tournament makes a good spectacle. But 1t ig tlme
to go. Off to the airport with Gordon, Steve, Nathan and his sister.
Gordon and I fly back tooether. It is 9:00 p.m.3 L. 4., airport is.
busy. The convention is over,

what do I have to show for it? There is an autographed“bﬁby'of
Dangerous Visions, There's my knife and "Tanstaafl" button and.glitter.
There's a program book and an empty billfold., There are memories of
things done and things seen, of a costume and of a zirl, of assorted
drlnks, of people and of a place. That is what a convention is:
memories, ’

% % * * * * * ' * o *

fly-speck: the prototype of punctuation. It is observed by Garvinus
that the systems of nuntuation in use by the various literary nations
depended originally upon the social habits and general diet of the
flies infesting the several countries, -

Ambrose Bierce = The Devil's Dictionary

* . * E * % * * ¥ * : %

LETTERCOL continued

For some reason Rayl did not pull off tie Bayvcon plot. I Xknow
this to be true because I have spoken with six subvivors. On tThe
other plot, we were not so lucky. I have a copy of the October, 1934
Astounding which announced that "Childhood's End will run for five
parts starting in December of that vear. Great Ghu! Do you realise
nat this means? The Mightiest Machine will not appear and the para=
dox could change the course of Science Fiction history.

"Alas! I have no time-machines left, They were all sold in a
fall clearance sale-and the nev mo&els von't be in till January. We
don't have that much time, since btime in the past runs twice as fast
as that of the-present, and the December Astounding will- appedr in
about a month our time.: I will be forced Yo build a timeé machiné and
T will 'need many things, including: <three hairs irom the gar of a
unicorn, a lizhtbulb from Atlantls, the froant tooth of a Barsoomian

- Phroat, a blaster from an Earle Berzey cover, three tons of plutonium
~and a cony of Third Foundation #85. If vou have any of these itens,
please smend them and do your share in the prevention of disaster.,

Tiil next - tiune,
“I remain, o
Whatever I an, S
T.c. Darrell Scaweltzer
113 Deepdale Road
Stratford, Pa, 19087

Thanks for the earlier report that Rayl plans to submit Childhood!s
End to ASE in 35 and then sue Clarke for ”Jalacarlsm" (310) Our
paratime pro is already on the case.‘

We also heard from Dwain Kaiser, just two days after #83 uent to ohe
collation table, He asked us not %o print it now, because it's too
out of date,



1% R REVIEWPOINT -

Once again the 3rd Foundatlon s staff of Crltlcal amateurs become
amateur critics-and comment upon the new books appearlnﬂ on the s.f.
scene. - As in the previous Reviewpoint columns, K the opinions expressed
are those of the individual critics and do not. necessarlly represent
the feelings of the 3rd Foundation as a whole. .. N

Barbarelga

Scene: - a’ bloated, sexless spacesult rolls in apparent weldhtlessness.
Slowly, as the background music swells,. the figure tugs at its left .
gauntlet and pulls it away, finger by finger, reveallng a_very feml-'
nine hand., The hand proceeds to take off the other gauntlet in a = |
similar manner. Closeup on the fishbowl helmet, whlch up until now
has been opaque. This slowly clears from the top down, revealing the
face. of Jane Fonda. Suddenly, as $he rolls in zero-g, the back of her
suit is rlpped off like the lid of a sardine can, revealing:her back
to the spine and loosenlng all the other »arts of the suit. She
slowly removes one arm, then starts working on the rest of :the suit.
For a few minutes of transition theré& are pieces of spacesuit flying
all over, thus allowing her to be fa01ng away from the screen as the
last of them float away. Now comes the most explicit scene of themovie,
at least as far as Fonda's charms are concerned - the credits. A4s
Fonda rolls about in simulated zero-g, the individual, still-8crambled
letters almost cover her at the strategic spots. Then, while Fonda

is STILL generally uncovered, THE TETTERS FLY AWAY AND FORM THE. WORDS
OF THE CREDITS IN THE EXTREME CORNERS OF THE SCREEN AROUND HER, It is
certain that the. producer could care less who reads the opening cred-
ite. More things are happening in the credits here ‘than in the Pink
Panther. At one point, the letters in the words ardund her, break
formation and,. streak:.nc for the exposed nipple’ ef her breast, -explode
againgt it with a brief burst of color.

After the credlts, the pace slows (con51der that statement) to :a
slow walk to give us a brief background of the general situagtion and
a basis for the rest of the actlon. After this dbrief resplte, the
action once again becomes fast, furious and sexy. Twice in the movie
Barbarella is being slowly tortured to death ‘with suitably horrific -
props -~ both scenes being expllclt and bloody-as hell. -They provide a
suitable background t6 -Barbarella's murmuréé “"You'lve saved my lifel
I wish there were something I could-do to* renay you." &t almost all
times when she says this, the clothes she's wearing are practically.
nonemlstant due to the wear and tear of her tortures._ The virile men
who rescue her ogle this (thus giving the viever a chance to do like=-
wise) and agree that there is Just one little thinZe...

There isn't a whole lot of social criticism in it, but the action
sex and innuendoes make an enjoyable (}!!) film, I consider it worth
seeing, if. only to see if they cut the credits.

GM

* * I T * * * * * *®

EOOl;fAjgﬁace.Odyésej’—:and - Planet of the Apes

As a warning to you poor souls who have not velt seen these two
fine films, I hereby state that this is a review, not a criticue. IT
is meant t0 share my feelings with bthose who have already seen both
films, and thus takes for ranted that everybody knows the plots.



Thus some elements are given here freely thet should not be known '3

before one sees eilther film. For those who haven't yet seen them, a
word: See. No sf fan worth his spacesalt should miss them. For the
rest of you, read on.

I enjoyed both movies, found tnlnas that I 11ked ln both and
found things that I objected to in both.

TWBnty-oh-one (as I insist on calling it) is in my mind the
better. It is a realistic film of sf, stressing the science. It is a
beautiful work of astronomical art, with walzing spaceships, space-
stations and planets, with a messagze-metaphysical plot that so far

trenscends the mediocre mid-section plot of HAL, etc., that this sinks .

into insignificance.

But that is its problem: the middle plot reads like a 1910 sf
plot,-complete with Frankenstein monster. True, HAL fits with the
Nietzsche. "Thus Speke Zarathustra" motif - ape to man to superhuman
with the villain being a false superman (HAL) symbolized by the.
Strauss music from the same source, but that does not excuse it. If
the film is great (and it is), then it must be in spite of this plot,
not because of it.

Planet of the Apes, on the other hand, has what Twenty-ch-one
lacks? ~a good plot. Trite but good. It has sll been done before,
but never so well, with so dramatic goments, as when Heston is recap-
tured after r31Q1ng hell for a while in 4nesville and finally says
his first words in some time: ‘"Keep your paws off me, you dirty apel"
and the closing seguence, with The corroded statue of liberty gazing
aown, half buried in sand, on our hero and heroine. :

But here the science is screwy, not as bad as we have seen it
before, but bad. Like, how doeés a spaceship on a slower-than-light
journey where everybogy is in suspended zanimation, manage to get _
turned around 180° and get directly back to Earth? Is HAL there? Or
did God poke his finger down and turn the vessel around? :

And the evolution of the apes to that level An 2000 years? Bven
with mutations, 20Q000 is more like it. And then they speak English.

What is more unusual is the factv that Heston never even gueStions"
the fact that the Apes spesk anllsh' He just accepts it without
batting.an eyelash.

Nevertheless, despite all errors in both filme, they are both
great. I1f we agsume thnat tiae impossible cid hanpen and give the
nremises of APES the benefit of the doubt it becomes a great flick,
with great anahogy, -good acting, superb plot, and well carried out all
the way from special effects to emotlon-pached secueinces, like the '
final one. If 2001 had:only had Serling write the middle...

In fact, that's the comment T have to make - put the two together
and we have 'hat we have been dreamiéng for ever since THE TIME MACHINE
and DESTINATION MOON, MOON gave us the idea that there could be good.
Hollywood sf. Maybe, if these two turn out as successful monetarily
as they seem to be, we may eventually see a child of theirs, a good
science-fiction story with a good plot. Maybe it will even be. called
SON OF 2001: A SPACE ODYSSEY AND PLANET OF THE APES?

BW
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Strange ‘Beasts and’ Unnatural Monsters, Phlllp Van Doren Dtern, ed.,j

Fawcett Crest §1166 60¢.‘

Philip Van Doren Stern has assembled one of'the bettdr collet-"
tions of horror stories that I have read. Among the thirteen stories
are tales by Ray Bradbury, H. G, wells, and 4. Conan Doyle. " The R
introduction is an interesting descrlptlon ‘of “the genesis and history

of the tale of horror and 1ts s1x basic types. . NI

Perhaps ~the best- of the lot -is: "Sllme" by Joeeph Payne Brennan.
Hig§ skillfully concelved black blob IS a aersonmflcatlon of all of our
mterrors of the nlaht. —

Daphne du Maurler S "The BlIdS" has excellent descriptions of the
atmesphere and. the weathér around the reg 1on where the blrds o0
berserk and start attachlng humans. !

A story surprisingly relevant 1n tnls perfectlonlst aee ig” "The
Elephant Man" by 8ir Fredericek Treves.. It describes the claclal Jjoy-
lessness of the life of an obscenely: deformed youhg man, who is exhib-
itéd as a freak by a sucdession of showmen, 'Sir Frederick speaks the
more elocuently these days because the feglings of his Elebhant Man
are like those of us who, for sonme reason or another, are not nearl3
perfect. “This one is reguired reading
~ - Other tales deal with army ents, & man—eaulnv oactus, and other
nthlnvs that creep and go squlsh in“the night. At least one of the 81&
basic types of horror. tales is reeresented in this colleotlon.._.
Strange Beasts and Unhatural Monsters should be read by all’of us whio
enjoy these tales dut of the night.

. WB

"'z

Dau"hters of uhe Dolnhln, Ballantlae, 75@, Roy Meyers.

‘This is a UOod B8k o zive. to’a youn sster to stirt hlm/her off
on sf., It's fast-paced, actlon-fllled and involves a number of
intriguing concepts which the younger, recders will not have come
across yet. Ba81cally, it's like ‘a’'®arzan of the, bea”'story, involv-
ing the further adventures of a man raised by dolphins’(the earller
tale covered in the previous volume, Dolphin Boy. g

oo BWO

Gift from Earth, Larry WNiven, Ballantine, 75¢.

Now this is &n excellent novel, of sound scientific extrapolation
of the "organ bank problem" on an Farth colony world. Altholgh the
‘herfo. eartlclpateé in a revoluulog he does not cause ‘it the soclal
"factors causing it have been buildinz ‘'for a long time and are nrec1p1~
tated by the arrival of the "gift" by hamrobot Since the society,

a strlctly two-¢lass cultiire with "érew' as aristocrats and ""colon-
_ists" as eons, is based on organ hank control, one.can assume that
“the ”Ulft will dlsturb thls fact of life. No more should. pe said;
read on, read onl _ : o

The Maklng of Star Trek by HoddemberrJ and Whltfeld Ballantlne, 95¢.

The Making of Btar Trek should reellv be called the Adoratlon of
Star Trek, for that more than anything else is what this volume does.
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it makes Star Trek out to be the .greatest thlnC to happen to Sy since
the birth of H. G, Wells. All of Roddmnberry's comments are in
CAPITOL letters to show their importance, and all the real juicy
material as well as the names of the writers of the warious shows is’
deleted down to a bare minimum., The most interesting things I found
in it were the pictures (line drawings) of the sets. Everything
else - Well, if you want $0 spend that sort of money on that sort of
thing....Personally, I'm glad I didn't.

BW

* S ) _ * : * Tk ™ *

Stop me if you've heard this one already, bubt....

- Do you know what HAL 9000's first name becomes 1f you move each
of the lebters up one in the alohabet? :

* * . * # * :'__* . g % L%

Swords in the Mlst Fritz Leiber, Ace, 60@, 1908.

Thls book contains four long short storles - I belleve "novella"
is the new term - -all of them earller oubllshed in Fantastic betveen
1959 and 1964, They are "The Cloud of ‘Hate," "Lean Times in Lankhmar,“
"When the Sea-King's Away," and "adent's Gambl'b."l

I can detect no evidence ¢f rewriting in any of these except
in "Lean Times in Lankhmar" which now has the original (i.e. before
encountering Fantasti€'s Bditor) ending - telling “what ‘happened to
the cult of Issek of the Jug after Fefnrd‘s dlsappearance.

Besddes the prev1ously mentioned novellas, Swords in the Mist
also contains two new pieces. PBut don't let the summaries in tiae
Table of Contents fool you. The new pieces are just transitional
material, not real storles. One is four pages longz, the other one
six pages. =

This is a book vell worth buyings-parficularly if you haven’t
-read the stories before,

: .. K e
* * * ¥ * : # B A #
Sorceress of the Witch World by Andre Norton, Ace, oO¢, 1968 L
Other books in the seriés: Witeh World 1963, Web of the Witch World
19643 Year of the Unicorn 1965; Three against the Witch World 1965;
'Warlock of the Witch World 1967. .

This is the sixth and (aocordlnc to rumor) the last of Norton‘s
"gitch World" series, I hope the rumor is true. This series has
gone steadily downhill in ouallty, book by book.

This last book ig the storv of Kanthea the witch (now turned
sorceress), sister to Kemoc the seer-waerlock and Eyllan the warrior,
daughter to Jealithe - forméely one of the Wise Women of Estcarp -~
and to- Simon Tregarth, the stranger who came to the "w1tch world"
through one of the ‘other world Uabes. '

The story's endinz is forced. In fact, the entire novel is
 forced. This is one for completists only.
g o X
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For some time now Rick Sneary has been a2sking that we include more
materisl about: Brd. Found,atn.on members in thls fenylne for the’ benefltf
of readers who-don't know our-!IouD oersonally ThIS serles of true
life a&ventures is the result.j“ -

bhﬁ;*

TALES OF THE THIRD FOUVDATION

R

Chapter Five. Stanford Burns! Report

The world was a Ganzfeld, a timeless red fog with no detectable
shape or distance, fading from view and then cuickly returning. )
Unconsciousness Washed over me like a wWaveo..s

.o

.2l lay face down upon a floor, coldtorthe touch of -my cheek. It
was a dirty floor, littered with cégarette butts, tiny seraps of paper
and othexr such trivia, At flrst I thought I was at the Los Angeles
Second Foundation 8Bection's Hill, but then I realized that the place
was too clean for me to Dbe there.

A bright flash plerced the 01mness, followed by another in oumck
succession, -iliuminating the -surrounding lendseape. I was - surrounded
by .thousands. of;slowlyeunduleting bodies, =M ylng to the music.
"Mu51c? ‘Now 1 knew where I was! Ob that insious Rayl, that foul-
minded, obscene creature, that monster had set down in the middle
of a Dhrlne concert'

. Where Were the rest of the Brd Fs I must find them, if they were
at the concert; their voor, sheltered lives hed not.srepared them to
meet such toxture. I struggled to my feet, head swimming in a sea of
diszzyness, and made my way slowly throu:zh uhe crowd of weirdly dressed
(and undressed) bodies, _I made my way bravely onward, knowing that to
stop and rest -for even a minute iould be fatal -~ my exhausted mind
would be lulled.into oblivien by the motvion of the floures, the dull
booming of the music end-The kaleidoscope of colors ihirling high
overhead. The irregular flashing of the strobes seemed to etop “motion
completely. It vias 11ke being in an old-time silent movie,

There was a small cle”rln 1n the forest of bodies visible ahead,
and I made for it. There I found the Test of our fearless Tivesome,
Steve Goldln, ageed byt unhurt, wvas trying ineffectively to copyg with
Lee, who was on her knees, hands clap:: ed over her ears, eyes screved
shut ti. chty scrzaming at the “top of her voice. Rich was stering
uneomorehendlngly at the seectacle, qmouth ag zape, while Steve Gohan was
lying on the floor, curled up into a ball, whimpering. Jim was not in
sight, but what do you expect from an invisible man. I rushed in %o
helo bteve Goldin and together we got out little croup moving towards
an exit elcn, floetlnur in the dlstance llke a sign from heaven.

The fresh air hit us like a elap 1n the face, bringing us beck %o
reality. "That was the closest call we've had yet," exclaimed Steve
Goldéin . I mumb;ed a oulck acreement, oervellnc at how he had kept his
cool, o i , Ny ﬂ4

r

"Look, group," T said, "my place isp't far from here.” We'll be
safe thereo" ie started ouu, still too dazed &nd horrified to walk -

¢ -

At last we arrived at mytlﬁxu:y:apertment; Phe rest’ of the group
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gazed aboubt, eyes filled with wonder at the splendor of it all, so far
above their impoverished experience.

. "Fnough of this," I snapped, "You'reall acting like neos! Are
We TrueFen going to sit 1dly by and leb Rayl torment us by putting us
1n jams like that?"

"I don't think he was responsible,” sald Steve Goldin, his face
split in an ear-to-ear grin,.

"What!" gasped Steve Cohan in his high, plaintive voice.
"Explain yourself," said Rich.

"Just look at the fzcts," said Steve Goldin. "Rayl is an opera-
buff. For someone who loves opera, rock is beneath contempt. It '
woulldn't even be a good torture. Rayl v.ould Drobably sehd us to,a
bad pexrformance of Aida.”

”Taen who did it?" I asked.

”Iu could only be--" Steve Goldin began, but he got no furtner.
A dense gray fog began filling the room, .Thrée misty figures, cloaked
comdletely in black except for the ;clcon emblem on their che5us,
stepped out of the fog.

And suddenly another shape was pushing its way through ?he fog
too. A mass of charteeuse and passionate surple jello came slithering
to a stop in frontv of us, its surfece ripnling in laughter-at some
cosmic joke, The color slowly drained from our faces., It was THE
BhanT ITH NO Nabi. Twice this dastvardly creature from the Second
Galaxy had tried to tecke over the universe, and tuice ne had been
defeated and sent back to his home »nlanet. Now he wes back - bub wag
he viorking with Rayl or against him? '

We had escaped two traps, only to fall into a third. "Holy Frying
Pan," I thought, as consciousness slinped from ny zrasp like a wet bar
of soap. ‘ T

Chapter 6, Stephen Goldin's Renort

‘Bhaos reigned, chaos laced .Jith strong confusion. The three -
thugs in black seemed steritled by the appearence of THE BEAST WITH NO
N sME, TBWHN seemed ecuslly saocked by the misty fizures. And all
us Third Foundationers were stunihzd by the complexity of this multiple
attack. :

I'm proud %o scy that our sunerior 3F training carried the day.
ue all recovered our senses faster than our adversaries did. "Lee,"
I yelled, "the throw-pillows! Quicki" .

"Right," she said.

"But they didn't make any »uns," oSteve Cohan pointed out.
"Nevertheless,’ said Lee, "drestic situations recuire drastlc
action.” From her pubse (the special one that folds through the
fourth dimension) she nulled five of the dcadly throw-pillows usually-
used for 1ntra-oroanlnatlon Giscipline. ©She tossed one to each of us,
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and “we -éaught them-= all except noor’Stan. He had been turnlng to
protect his Playboy foldouts and didn't see the missible coming. It
caught hlm a glanclng blow, and he slumned to the floer, uncon501ous.

That left Lée, ‘Rich, Stevé- Cohan and szelf 0 deal w1th the
1mpend1ng menaces. However, pit four Third Foundationers against an
equel number of evil-doers and we '11 win every time. Even Wlthout our
two specialigts in” v1olence, Sandy and Gordon, we still make our
presence felt., Tearing in with a vengeance, my three colleazues
started beating the figures in black, mercileéssly pummeling them with
the throw-pillows that we adlllknew could be such 1n51d10us weapons.

I personally went after THE BEEST WITH NO NAME, . _

It c¢ringed as it saw me coming for, like most evil slime -creatures
Bt ig couardly at heart. I aimed a Dblow at one of its pseudopods, and
a small purple globule broke off and lay c¢uivering in the middle of
Stan's floor. I didn't worry about that, becsuse sl;me is the simplest
thing, and instead pressed my attack against TBWNN, Seeing that it
had lost its initial advantage of surprise, the cowardly_creature did
the one thing it could do - teleport away ad bLidGe its time until a
more ‘propitious occasion should arise. ST ;

R turned.to seé'if I could'give my friends ah& heip;with,their
struggles, but the battle was all over there too. The three thumgs lay
dead, victims of the invincible throw-pillows of the Third Foundation.

_ "It's a shame we couldn't take them alive," 31ghed Lee. .”Iéd
like to know whether it was Rayl vtho sent them," : :

-Foh, Raylly now," punned Steve Cohan,

8tan was just regeining conscicusness. "Ohhh," he groaned. -
"What hit me?" .

"A throw pillow," Rich informed him.

Lee filled him in on the details of bthe fight and reﬁeotsd her
wish that we had been able to cuegtion the Three men.

'That isn't necessary," I told her.. "I know who sent tThem. ‘It's
obwious from the falcon insignia on their chestS....It's the same
person who transported us o that anorrid shrine concert. Nathan, the
Black borceror. Falcons, you know, are his trademark.” __'L_ :

"Has Na than thrown in wlth Rayl," Lee asl ted with horror. _
"I don't think so. WNathan likes to work on his own. I'll tell
you what. Since I know Nathan better than any of you do, I'll:zo have
a-talk 7ith him. You four betbter hightail it back to head¢uarters and
try to get in touch with Gordon.and Barry I think we can best use
Barry's talents back here, and Gordon and Sandy are enouﬁh %0 handle
any “hreat Rayl can throwv at 4them up north."

‘They agreed and we split up. Thus it was, within another hour's
time, that I waswalking up the »athway to the laborestory of that half-
crazed alchemlst N athan the Black oorceror._

The Garage, as Nathan calls his laboratory, is & deauh—trap for.
the uninitiated. No one Who Bees not know his way about in fhere has
.ever been able to zo in without a =zuide and emerge alive, Having been
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there a number of times in the past however, I found my way stralghﬁ
to Nathan's Inner Sanctum.

3ood -0ld reliable Nathan was seated at his siorkbench mixing
sulfur and a few other chemicals as I entered. "Good morning," he
said without looking up, fully awvare that it was four o'clock in the
afternoon. "I'm busy mixing up a batch of something that ought to
make a good explosive., Care to watch?"

T iggnred his attempt to sidetrack the conversation. "Nate, why
aid you send uhose guys after us? You Xknew souebody would wind up
dead." . :

"Of course," said Naslihn, his eyes never leaving his chemicals,
"I just felt in the mood for killing soweone, that's all,"  His foot
suddenly shot out towards my groin but nulled back when it got within
a gucrter of an inch, Simulteneously his hand Jjerked out towerd my
neck but again stopped short. "I dould have killed you if I hadn't
held back, " he sald. Nathan is like that.

Then the White Goddess entered the room. Fran is Nathan's sister,
and a more perfect Zorcastrian pair you could not hope to meet, for
she is as good and pure as he is sadistic. Aside from holding the
dark powers of her brother in check, she is also the Keeper of Ancient
Learning. Vhen she comes into a room, she bring laughing sunbeams
dancing with her,

"Oh, ‘hi, Steve," she smiled warmly. "Don't mind Wate; he's in
one of his moods." . -

"I know. He Sicced three of his agents on the Third Foundation
this afternoon,”

Fran looked reprovingly at her brother., "Oh, Nate, you promised
me you wouldn't get mixed up» in one of those things again.”

“It was just for fun. You know I don't have much interest in
this puny little Galaxy. I viant to control the entire Universe."
Nathan's ambitions far outstrip . his abilities, but he has yet to
realize it.

"Still I don't want you wotvherint them agein, understand?"

"Sure," Nashan said without even listeninz. A¢ hhe moment he
was much more interested in hls caenicals anyhor. "I've gobv it
finished. Now to test it." - '

He shook out a small pile of yellowish-~gray powder on the ground,
vook a match from his pocket, la&t it, and »nut it down to. the powder,
The mztech went out. Five more matches were gimilarly expended to no
aveil. "Not enough oxydizer," he muttered to himself and went back
to his workbench. I decided to leeave.

A half hour latexn when I mede it back %o headcuarters, I was
feeling rather good about havinz (temporarily at least) kept a third
antagonlst out of the conkng strugule for Gslactic SUpTemacy .  Rayl
and L BEAST WITH NC ﬁAME are enough to handle witvhout Nathan
comlnc into the act. '

But my good feeling lasted only until I got inside the door.



Lee was speaking'on tnejﬁélépnbné-and hung up juét és I enﬁered;m

©

"Things are getting worse, fast," sald the Galactlc Co ordnn
Her face was pale. N o _ L ; i

"Why, ' I asked., "Whatis hapnened nowvnf

"I've just finished talking to Ken Rudo)ph, t“easvrer of the Ioo
Angeles Second Foundation Sectlon, Tnc," It had been one.of Lee’s
most brilliant coups to pecretly Dlace a close relavive of hers in a
vosition of trust in the LASFSI so that he was, all vawittingly, a sp¥
for the Thlrd Foundatlon.

'“Do you remember all those mysterwous anonvmous checks that have
been flooding the LASWS in - recent months," she askod -

;-_”Yes.“ .
"Ken has just 1earned Iho has bben senc1nd uLem ~ and Whyl"
"Don't tell me g;c*s Raqu , o

.'._'_j"ro's Raylu' ) ‘
Ny aske&uyou not to tell me that."

- "He's been gending in these checke for months-and, what with
members never paying thczr dues, he bas nade tis entlre TASES flnan~
cially dependent on him, ile has Just delivered an ultimatum: 1f the
LASFS doesn't do what he says, he'll close- them down. "

I gasped. "That s terrible. 12t can we do?"

"We must fight Rayl alth every trick in the book m Sald Lee, a
spark of determination lighting heT eyes. "The Los an"eles Second
Foundaulon Sectlon, Inc. must not fall:

4o bc ornbabe continued |
in our npext issue .

* * . * * *
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) Mistitles Placed
Falcons of Bradley by Marion Ziumer Faradbedla
Cloak of Campbell by John ¥, Aesir

- Hoyle's Ride by Fred Ossian
. Farmer by Philip Jose Flesh S

' Agent of Splnrad by Norman Chaos’

Jeapon Shops of Vozt by A. E. Van. Isncr

I, Asimov by Isaac “Robot :

Delany 7 by Samuel R. Babel

Judgment on Norton by Andre Janus
Elllson, Go Home by Harlan Barthling .

The Stainless Steel Harrison by Harry Rat
_nord Piper of Otherwhen by H. Pucm Ralvan
‘The Abominable Pohl by Frederil: Darthman
SlnlSuer Rusgell by Iric Fran% bBarrier
and — with thanks to Darrell Schvwieltzer -
* Poul Anderson's World by Satan )



SCIENCE FICTION PRIIER
for beginning readers

R

W is for WHEREWOLF

Werewolves are in some ways very like vampires.
instancey like going "back to nature." But the two groups are. veryl
different in regard to some things. One major differencé is that
werewolves are not usually allergic to garlic.

Both groups, for

X is for AENOPHOBE

~A Aenophobe is someone who is very afraid of strange thlngs - thlnﬂs
like vampires, werewolves, and.bug~eged-monsters.

Y is for YNGVI

i

Yngvi is a louse.

Z i8 for ZOMBI

Zombis are also very like vampires in some ways. .There are-twe major
differences between them, The first is that zombis are very weak-
willed. The second is that they do not haye a drinking preblem.
apparent contradiction bet een these tvo facts has never, been >
adequately explained. '

¥ * * * s« LT w0 % *
Jorlds wifhout Bnd

Anybody who can identify the sources of the following memorable
planets in less than flxteen ninuces’ ranhs ag an honmrary member
of The Thlrd Foundatlon. . :

The

vore.

l, Cragon 5, HNikkeldepain

2, .thhla 7. Pern . _ -

3, Mount Lookitthat 8. Ray-See-Nee ‘

4, New Europe 9. Solaria

5. Nidor _ 10, Wing IV .

* ¥ * % * s — * ¥ TN LR o« o
Answers to Last Issue 'S oulz

1 EGather Darkness, Lelber . ¢

2. The Incomplete Enchanter, Pratt de eamp )

34 Dune by Herbert ! .

4. - The' ifeapor- Makers, Van- VO“t ! -

5, The Stars Like Dust, Asimov

6, The High Crusade, Anderson

7y Gray Lensman, B, BE. Smith x

8, lMagic, Inc., Helnleln

0. Pebble in the Sky, Asimov

10. The Synthetic Man/The Dreaming Jevels, -Sturgeon

* % * * * * . %

Sacoested Ace Doubles

Who Goes There? - I, Robot

Eerthman, Come Home -~ Why Call Them Back from Heaven7 o



QA - THE METAPHYSICAL HYENA
Part Dwo '

a novel reading experience by
Theobold Arthur

(who, dlsgulsed as.a mlld-mannered renorter for a Ureat metropolitan
newspaper, is in veality, David Gerrold ) _

THE STORY BEGINS HERE

Bome time after their departure from Earth, and after they had
settled down ¥to. a.xroutine of living ~ if ‘you want to.call.:it living -
Sam Hero looked out of the: window -and, waxing poetici, composed this -
little poem in free verse - also in free fall:

Stars
by Sam Hero

Stars of night,

Eyes that never bllnk,

Countless orbs,

Like diamonds,

Hung- against an: endless velvet blackdrop,
Myriads of sparkllng, _
Jevwels,

Holding back the infinite,

‘Holding back the darkness,

Speckles

Of dandruff on God's black shoulderc.. .

Along about this time SyIV1a Beautlful ‘threw her slide rule at
him, It caromed off of his left occipital = a very dangerous place to
caron off of - and struck the control panel, Sam cried out, more from
shock than pair.

"Oh{" Sylvia wailed in dlsmay when she say what her slide rule
had done. .

Sam, rubbing his damaged Iobe, gaid, "What the hell did you do -
that for?"’ :

"Never mind your head! Look - vhat I daidt" oylv1a held up an
undeniably important piece of machlnery. "Look' I've rulﬂed 1t'

"Well, that tears it! I uhlnk I'll go step out the air lock,"
Sam muttered. "After all, we can't survive: without the electronic
chronometer!" y o

"Oh, you needn't be so melodramatic,” she Sald.: "It's onii the
clock, and I only damaged its face." '

"Didn't help my face much . either,” muttered Saﬁ, still rughing
his head.

"Well, it's no big thing, she shrugged, examining the tiny
appliance, : , _ ;

"If it's no big thing, fheﬁ you must® have awfully:goodféim...



you still hit iti" 23

”Will:you please hold stilli" she said. '"Do you want me to Xkiss
the boo-booc or not?!" . : -

Bam held still long enou:ih for her to kiss his boo-boo., That
done, he muttered, "I sSuppose e could alweys use an- hourCIass to tinme

our eggs. Stlll I wish you'd learn to control your temoer once 1n a
whllen—. .

SVIv1a drew back her arm in order to send the clock after the
siide rule, but she was 1PL°rru3uea by her father.

"Children: Children!" commanded Sylvia's father, coming 1nto the
cremned control room, making 1t even more cramped.

THE BEAUTIFUL REVEREND

b3 - _..* N - % . . : "

The Reverend Simpson Osgood Beautiful, father. of Sylvia Beeutiful,
wvas a portly man -~ even under couditions of gravity. Here, in free
fall, he resembled nothing so much as a gicnt gas-filled balloon of ™
+the type that properly oelonged in a ihanhs”1v1nc Day Parades:

He was definitely a man who commaiided respect from family and
friends alike. He was known to have & fist of velvet in a glove of
iron, For this reagon, many of his associates had nreferred to refer
60 him by Jjust his initials. To his face, however, they hed simply

called him Simp.

Now, he entered the coatrol room of the swace capsule and upon
immediately sizing up the situation, he commended his daughter to con-
trol her temper, His deep resonant voice booming in those cramped
guarters hal an immediate effect.

"Go to Hell, Daddyi" said Sylvia Beautiful.

Sima turned - then he returned (in free fall, it's hard to do one
without Ghe other) to the nether part of the shla, which psychologi~
cally he thought of as beinz "down" and so, in this case, was as close
as he could_come 50 the nether regions. His reasons for this unseemly
retreat were well considered. bmlvla, as the pilot and captain of the
craft, was also lord and law, until such Vvime as they should land
sonewhere - an exvremely unlikely possibility.

Also she had thée koy to-the licuor locker and it was wise to keep
on her r-*rcn:)cl side. : :

Rubbing his wounded 3r1de, he mode a mental noue to give Sylvia a
good talking uO, if znd when they ever landed.

- *

* *

MEANWHILE BACK IN THE CONTROL ROOM

o7lvia returned her attention to the damaged clock, found that
deSpILe its shattered face it was still workinz. She clucked content~
edly and re-installed it on the cdnbtrol board. '



M Elsewhere in the control room Sam gingerly {elt the boo~boo on his
left occipital. Despite the fact that his face had not been shattered
he was not working - but then again, Sam never worked. "Dumb broad,”
he muttered, still rubbing his head.

"I'm not dumb," Sylv1a anewered not really paylno any attention
to him. She began checking out the eolp s controls and sensory
devices and discovered that absolutely nothing had changed since .
yesterday, or the day before that, or the day before thate.s.

* ' * - . * *

— — —— -

A CHAPTER FOR FEOPLE WHO LILb CHAPTERS

They were still drlftlnrI in space, mov1nﬂ in Uhe Larth s old
orbit, though in the opposzte direction. When they had left the Barth
it had been their intention to get as far away as p0551ble as--fast as
possible. They had set a trajectory in the Harth's orbit, moving
exactly opposite to the direction of the iarth, so that the sum of
their speed plus the speed of the Barth within its orbit would add up
to how fast they could get the hell away. from there - all thlncs
considered, a very wise decision.

* %* . - ¥ . - %* : -

A CHAPTER FOR PECPLE WHO DON'T LIKE CHAPTERS

* - * _ A . . K

bEX REARS ITS LOVELY HEAD

They had been drifting for a ‘month and two days now, and had
almost become resigned to the fact that their lives would end 1n
another year, ten months and v.enty-eight days. Almost.

Sylvia had been moody and sullen for several da vs. Following the
incident of the chronometer, Sam had tried to avoid her - and he had
bben ¢uite aucoessful, considering that it is not very gasy to avold
someone in a two-rOOm space capsule. :

wa Sylv1a entered the forward compartment swimmingjthrough the
open hatch,  "Sami..., she said gentlg. '

Sam grunted, not looking up from the mioro-viewer. He was
reading a novel entitled Surf Safari Nympho.

"Sam.s.s," Sylvia said pregnantly, cently dabbinz some perfume
pehind each ear. (Actually it wasn't really perfume, because Sylvia
hadn't permitted herself even this luikury. It was something she had
concocted from the oooklnﬁ stores out of a little vanllla and a dash
of -bourbon.) -

Sam sniffed. He wrinkled his nose.
””Sylv1a " he said, ' this is ridiculous. Either we fix that oxy-
’aen recycler or wedre going to have to get 'some air freshener.

bomethlnU smellsi"

(What he meant was that somethinz siielled worse than usual. None
of them had had 2 real bath in over a month, and if you think it's



hard to keep a house clean, try tidying up a space capsule sonmefime.
There are no rugs to sweep anything under, assuming of course you
could-decide. which sideé of the rug is "under."i:‘_;- : =

Of course they kept clean, and they were able to wash themselves
after a fashion, but on.the whole they had no wholly satisfactory
solution to the problem of cleznliness.,)

“Sam...lt's me.

“Sam leaned in her direction and sniffed. "By God, you're right!
What'd you do - spill something?" _

"SammmsSon.s.,’ . Sylvia said petulantly, "I put it on spécial for

FOUean' She moved closer to him, running her fingers through his hain
!

(As you mav remember, Sam was oremavurely bald ‘but the halr that
Sylvia was running her flngers through was not the halr on his head
but on his chin, ©Sam hadn't shaved for over a month becausé of the
need fo conserve water.)

Sylv1a put her arms around his. neck and zently dlsenoaged ‘him
from the v1ewer, "Bammm,...make love to me, "

sam's attempt to reply was smoroered by oylvma S huncry mouth.
At last ‘he broke free, protestlng, "But your father - 1s in the: next
rooms” ' _ . _. RS

She kissed him againj slowly, lévingly. "Don't worry;" shé mur-
muréd, gently blowing into his ear. "I gave him a bottle. He won't
bother us....He 8 probably passed out by now....” ohe: kissed him
again..’ : ' '

"But Sylvia," Sam protested, trjing po disengage himself, e
can Tt It’s not right!"

o ”Sam..., ghe said in a hurt tone, "who's to know?"
1 H

"I'11 know," insisted Sam.
T Co : : ! _ : o . )
"Sam,..;" she wailed, "make love to mel!. I don't want to die a
virgin!" This last she wailed ouletly on the off chance that her
father ‘hadn't vet passed out, -

"Well,ono! “Sam souttereo, "yh - you re a. pretty c1rl,..I mean,
that's something you shouldn't have %o wolry: about for 1ong....? :

"S0 what are you.waiting for, oam,” she asked throaully, as she
deftly unbuttoned the first six buutons of hls shirt. _

"Oh nol" protested Sam, shocked &and 11ustered as he tried %o .
refasten his buttons. "What I meant was that... uh’ - well, w1th your
looks, uvh = pretiy. scon, uh - some lucky young man will uh -"uh, come

along and uh...and vh...uk, snap you upi” I
- "Oh, really?" Her hand strayed to his trousers. "Who?“
"Now you stop that!” He pushed her hand away from hls zlpper.

."Sam;.o;" she pleaded tenderly. "Please help me, I don't want



A

%o die a virgini"

"Well, then don't} Just leave me out of it! Go bobther somebody
else'“ He shoved her hand away again.

"Who ! - My'father?!”. She moved in closer.

"Uh, well...then, do it by yourself! I mean,...l don't care if
you don't want to die a virgin° I do...sI mean, I don't want any part
of it., That is, I don't wanv to ruin myself - that is, I'm waving
1myself for the woman I marryl!'" He pushed her hand away from his
zipper again. '

"who's that, Sam? I'm the last woman alive..,anywherel"

"Oh, yeahT...0h, yeah,...that s rlvnt...I d forgotten -~ Hey!
- Now stop that'"

”You?re;just.playingchard—todgetl" she said cﬁtely.

Bam tried to refasten his belt buckle. "No, I'm not - I just
don't want to be gotten. Be51des, ‘what 1f you cot prevnant?"

"Oh, Sam, I won't. I promlse I won L zet Drcgnant'"

. "Sinpe when are space capsules eculpned elth-blrth-control,
pills?" Sam tried to pull his shirt back on as he said this.

"That's all rlght Sam! It'sall:riﬂht'"

"No! We can ' take that chance. It wouldn‘t be rizht to bring a
baby into this kind of existencel" iHe tried oo retrleve “his shirt but
was g?iﬁccessful. "Besides, what uould we say youl father? '+ 1 ¢

COpS' 70 S :

"Oh, Bam, please...” she whispered hotly. "StoP tormenting nme!l
I promise you that I won't get pregnant! Oh, Sam, pleasel- I won't.
I won't, I'll think sterilel"

"No, no, a thousand times!" San protested trylng to hold his
pants up w1th both ‘hands. - . _

"Yes, yes, a thousand times. Oh, yes...oh, Sam..."’she breathed
hotly. ©Sam tried to break free, but found that Sylvia had maneuvered
him up against the bulkhead. Now, she braced her foot against the
autopilot, satisfsctorily pinning him between herself and the wall,
She had also pinned Sam's rizht arm betiieen his body and the radar
console. This left him with only one hand free, which she grabbed
firmly by the wrist. This she smothered with wet kisses and attempted
to plunge into her bosom, Sam's protests to the contrary zoing
unnotlced.

: Seelncr that thls maneuver was only a deadlock, she stralﬂntened
her leg, the one braced against the autopilot. This had the desirsd
effect of pushing her flat up against him, although 1t must be admitted
that she overshot a mite. She came to rest with Sam's face securely
nestled within her cleavage, However, she still had one of Sam's arms
pinned against the wall and the other was now securely, althouzh
reluctantly, pressed between thelir respective navels, where it too

was unable to move. . -
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Thus, with one hand free, she was able to revurn her attention to
8am's trousérs, which were soon‘unbuckled, unbuttoned, unzipped and
uaworn. This was not really the first time that she had seen Sam in
his underwear, for modesty is a ‘Strange cargo to carry on a spaceship;
but it was the first time that she had caused this particular state of
undress.

Now, all this time, Sam had been trying to say something, but she
keeping his moving lips pressed firmly to her bosom, had been unable
to understand a word of it. DNow, as she broke free to take a breath,
Sam pleaded, "Up until now, it has Dbeen widely held that any particu-
larly satisfying form of sexual intercourse is virtually impossible in
a condition of free falll..."

Sylvia only murmured, "Well, we'll just have to see about that,
.o oBaNmMSON. ... She pressed‘her gouth firmly, hungrily, to his, her
hend now tu;g;ng at his underpants.
% - % - ' *— . - *

AH, YES

-4t this point, it mloht be 0 Sanm's benefit to have Sylvia's

- drunken father come raging into the room instantly size up the situa-
tion and give Sam a r*eed eound thrashing fov trying to corrupt the
morals of an innocent God~fearing girl,

However, rather than destroy Simp's faith in mankind - of which

~ Sam.and Simp were the sum total -~ it must be reported that the inciw-
dent ended instead on a somewhat sour and rather embarrassing note

- with Sylvia's virtue still marvelously intact, contrary to her efforts
otherwise.

Although somewhat embarrassed by it, Sam proved to be momentarily
unecual to the task before him, and all of b’lVla s-ministrations were
unable to reise his enthusiasm. Unable to malntaln ‘her own ardor in
the face of such a2 blstant reaectlon, Sylvia soon tired and .disgustedly
pushed herself away from cam and the bulkhead sue had held him so
firmly .against,

* * *

SCIENTIFIC NOTE

* i *

At some fubure date, a worthwhile and fascinating ‘subjéct for am
.extensive research project mizht be a study of the effects of free
fall on male virility. ﬂowever, until such time as a wore willing
subject present himself for this tyne of experimentation, this field
of interest will have to lie mmexplored.

No further comments can be made on the present situation except
- to mote that Sam, his face flushed with. embarraeement hurried to get

- back into his trousers.

* * o * * - *

INTERLOGUE

The door of the rear cabin opened up, and g skinny fellow not
wearing glasses walked into the cbntrol room.

"How did you get in here!" shouted Sam.

"I walked," replied the iskinny young man,



RE "Thet's what I mean! How did you Walk,-when there's no gravity?"

.. "It's simple. I'm the writer of this book - and I can.do what-
ever I want to. . : - o :

"You're the writer?" Sam gaped.

_'”Yeé; I am," I replied. .(If'i'm zoing to write myself ihto;a
chapter, I might as well use first person sinvular.)

"TI”I find that herd to belleve...." Sam shook his head. "I mean, I
always imagined the writer as being an over-sexed, chain-sgoking
octagenarian with the mentality of "

"Watch that}" I said warningly.

"Oh, sorry. I mean, I just find it hard to believe - that's all."

"You want me to prove it o you?" I bent to my typewriter.

Sam swung himself down from the branches of the tree, chattering
wildly. He paused to pick a flea out of his filth-encrusted beard,
cracked it and ate it. Then he jumped headfirst into the -

CStoP'" Sam shouted, "I velieve youl”)

.- but not soon enouvh as he crashed headflrst into the bushes.

"I said I believed you," Sam'sald, struzzling out of ‘the bushes;

"Oh, sorry," I said, "I didn't hear you in time.?

Sam grunted. Then he looked at me. "Uh, well, look - what do you
~want here? Youlve wrltven yourself into thls scene for a reason,
haven't you?"

"Oh, yes. I thought it would be fun. I've never been inside a
sppee capsule before and I fizured as long as I had the opportunity, -
I'd write myself aboard gnd see what it's like."

"Well, you're using up all our alr;”

"No, Itm" not - I'll aust write some more alr 1nto - your, tanks‘"

“That‘s white of'you, ‘Sam muttered

“Pleaee,..;" the young man looked palned, "1 try to be a liberal,"

"Oh, sorry," Sam said. He looked at the young man., The young,
man locked back at him. ©Sam smiled. The young man smlled. Finally
Sam said, "Well, uh - uh, what are you doing now?" - -

"Palking to you."

" "o, I mean‘wouldn't you be writing this scene down?"

"I am. That's how it's happening."

"Oh, Well, look, what happens nexti"
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HhR “that would be telling....” C Vhen e 4
"Yeah, but it's going to happen to me!" :

"And to Sylvia and to Simp," I agreed. "&nd it'll happen every
time someone picks up this book and reads it."

Sam shuddered. "Oy vey. You meen I'll have to dive out of that
damned tree ~"

The Writer nodded., "Bvery time."
"But I hate the taste of fleas!"

"That's téo bBad. You didn't believe me....I had to prove to you
I'm the writer." _

"I pelieve you now!" .

"But it's too late to change it now," I shook my head. "The
moving fingér writes, and hav1né wrltten, ebc.y €hc."*

."Oh, that's easy for you to say - you don 't have to jump out of
that tree. Now if I were writing this book - _

"But you re.not ~ I am," T said culetly.
"nobody would ever 1nterrupt ne’ agaln..,.” Sam flnlshed lamely.

*Iind it you Think I m 301ng to do another Godadamned rewrlte, Sdm-
Hero, you're out of, your ever-loving mindi{ .
. . ..' --The. Arthur

* * * I N LtE ”? T e *

- — ‘ny

INTERLOGUE

pr01sed my fingers over the keyboard. Sam looked at me. "All
rlght - what's going to hdppen nevt°"' : ) ' '

42 1 paused, my fingers over the keyboard ni really haven't decided
yet."

"Well, uh, 1ook...could 1vou Hrlte in ‘a couple of really good love
scenes .for. me?"?f.m L _

1"I already dld - and look what happened "
"Yeah, I wanted to talk to you about that -"

L WItm sorry, Saﬁ}" the Writer said, "but that's the way it has to
be. I had really planned to use you more for comic reliefecs.”

' "Comlc relleflf In this book? But I'm the hero. It's even my”
name ~ Sam Herol! How can I be the comic relief?" .
"Because “that's the way I want it," I said, "and I'm the writer,
You may“not Adike i%, but that's the breaks, babry."* -

"Oh, fine. ,That's easy for you to saye...."

I dedided to wrlte myself outv of wahat could become a difficult
situation. "Look, I've got another chapter to write, so I'm going %o
be going = but I'1l keep you posted on vhat's going to happen in the
next couple hundred pages.” . o

et

¥ The erter may not always be right, but he(s always the Writer.
Right?
‘—=The, Arthur



- : . . _ Do - s '
3Q "Hey! Wait a minute!" San grab¥¥ed the young ian's arm before he
could go out the door. "How do I get in touch with ‘you if there's
something I don't. like3" .

'"Just say so ~ I'1l be paying attentlon. Indoﬁ}t promise that"™
I'Ll do anything, but I'IL listen....! o

"Oh, ALl right." Sam let go of my arm.
The Writer opened the door andr.left the booke.

* * VU *

-~ “ o

HE'S GOT THE HULL WORLD IN HIS HANDS....

Sam quickly opehed the door to the rear cabin and looked in.
There was no one there - except, of course, Sylvia and Slmp. - They
locked at him curlouﬁly. - : . . .

"Did you see him," Sam asked. :”Uhere dld he 50?” .
”Who,“ asked Sylvia, not even looking “ip from her knlttlng.
"The skinny fellow - the one not wearing glasses."

CLr0hy you ‘mean the writer." Sylvia shpmgged.” "I like him. He's
a nlce boy except for that annoying habit of putting words into.other
people 8, mouthss 8 +He left. - He had to o back to hlS typewrlter.
He's wrltlng a novel, you know." ‘

"I know. I Just hove ‘he doesn't wirite himself into any more
scenes. After all, this is our story. If there's one thing I can't
stand, it's a pushy writer.," 5 foL

Sylvia looked at him. ”Jqu be glad 7ou're not being written

"Oh, yeah," Sam agreed, "you're righf:“' He bffered'é silent
prayer:of ‘thanks that I was not working with a collaborator,
* * * * : Tox

PLOT DEVELOPMENT

It was not long after Sylvia's autempted rape of Sam that she
noticed a very peculiar phenomenon., ©he applied herself as diligently
to this problem as she. had to the problemn of cetting Sam out of his
trousers.,

The phenomena at first manifested itself in the form of a wery
deflnlte radio signal agasinst the backszround noise of the stars.
Sy1v1a s first 1mmulse was to tell Sam, but she stifled it, not want-
ing to get anybody s hopes up and then have them dashed if the signals
turned out to be originating from a stray satellite or something.

At first she couldn't locate the origin of the signals, but after
a ghile ~ as the ¢ apsule kept moving - she was able to triangulate
the source. The source of the sirnals was Jjust moving out from behind
the sun in respect to their ship. 5She tried to sight it visually
through the ship's telescope, but it U&Sstlll too close ta- the sun
and was hldden by dits coronae.

After a ‘while, Sylvia thouﬂhtfully started checl{lnrr the other
bands of the spectrum and soon discovered that there were also tele-
vision signals originating from the same source. It took hér nearly
a week to translate the signals into a recognizable image; by thatb
time, the radio source had moved cut from behind the sun and was now
visible through the telescopes
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"Sam,? she said, "There's somethlng very funny going Olleees

Sam looked up from the micro-viewer. (where he was reading a
novel entitled Love Slaves of the Anmdzon.*) "I should hope so," he
said. "This is supposed To De a funny bookx”

"Not funny - ha—ha, funnaupecullar'“
"Ohess?" he 1ooked at her, : - :

$he looked .at him, * "Here, you ta&e a look throuah that tele-
scope and €11l me what you see'" o

bam floated over to the telesdope. He started to put his eye to
the "eyepiece, paused, looked ab:8ylvia .and cuipped, "If this were a
nutty science flctaon story, wriitén. ty a wacky over-sexed science
_fiction wrlter, I“would say that” this is the point in the story where
“you. discover g-twin Barth in-the same orbit - 18Qfdegrees away:from
_where. the  original Earth wags-. behlna the sun, Where R couldn‘t be
'seen.; ¥

- - .,,-_:_-..

He chuckled about it and put nis eye to fhe e*epleoe.

"Good God J said Sanm

“”th Th the hell provrammea that m1cro~v1ezer, anyway° (Gome to
thlnk Of lt’octc) L

THIS I8 A NUTTY ﬁCIENCE FICTION STORY WRITTEM BY A WACKY GVER*SEYED

-
l.

* CaaEEr o - * - *

..‘_,

IN”ERLOGUD
I "Wait a mlnutel" 1nternupted the reader, "I've been doing some
figuring here!'" He held up a shead of calculations.« "The way I see
it, if they've been in space for as long as you say, then they .should
have discovered the new, planet at least three weeks ago! The way you
have it, this planet has -been hldrns ‘behind the g £or a month, only
RO% mov1ng out from behind it! How do you explain that?"

"Who's wrltlng this- story?" demanded the Writer., "When you write
your story, you'll write it your way! This is my story, and I'1ll
write it any way I demn well pleasel And if my own private unlverse
just happens tg. work. a ;1tt1e bit differently than yours, well that's
its pr1v11ege'"i

"Oh,"."said the reader.

to be probably continued in our next issue
* % * * * % % * * * * * * *

Mistitles Placed

Rogue Camp by L. Sprague de Queen

Skylark Smith by Doc DuQuesne

A Padgett There Was by Lewis Gnome

The Wilson Tuckers by Lincoln Hunter

The Unpleasant Profession of Robert A. Heinlein by Jonathan Hoag



3 To All Concerned .-~ .From David Gerrold

I am putting together an anthology of speculative fiction, tent-
atively entitled, THE THIRD GENERATION., The title is derived from
Isaac Asimov's introduction to Dangerous Visions. In that introduc-
tion, he discussed the 3F writers of the 40's, and 50's as being of the
first generation. The writers of the late 50's and 60's are the
second generation. The purpose of this anthology will be to focus
supon the writers of the next decade, i.e., the third generation.

My goal is to collect the stories of a group of writers to be
watched for in the next few years, the writers of the newest wave.

" Of course, stories will be opurchased primarily because they are good
readable stories - but I am looking primarily for submissions from
the young, comparatively unknovn writer who shows promise. Enclosed
with this letter is a lis?t of guideliéres. These are not meant to be
inflexible rules, just something to give the Urlters an idea of what
I am lookihg for.

1. Vriter must have made at least one »rofessional sale brev1ous to
this. { am not looking to discover new writers, only to help them -
achleve greater exposure.

« . There are no linits as to what one way or may not wrlte about.,
I am an editor, not a censor - s0 write what you want to write.
waever, it should be readable.

3. Proper manuscript form, of ‘Gourse. Definitely double spaced.
Submissions without return postage will not be returned.

4, -1 would like to see stories that are a bit daggerous - or é&ven a
lot dangerous, stories that the writer thinks he may not be able to
sell elsewhere, I would like tc see stories that have some contro-
versy in them, stories that relate to the contemporary world. Howeven
this does not mean that all stvories must be controversial or topical.
Good stories:will be. purchased not because of tTheir subject, but
because they are: good stories.

5. I am not looking for specifically either science fiction or
fantasy. I am looking for swneculative fiction., If you want to be .
experimental, please feel free.

. 6. Length is not important, but submissions over 15, OOO woras
better be damn good. sy ‘

. 7« If you have any cue@tlons concernlnv this anthology or p0551-
ble submissions to it, please feel firee to “write. (I do not .promise
to answer promptly, but I will txry bto snswer.) »Send submissions and
letters to : o :

David Gerrold
15615 Debby Street - -
Van . Nuys, Calif., 91401

I hope to hear from you soon, May your fubtures be exciting.



LETTERCOL

Dear Lee,;f'“
While the. floo& -of Gcn-zlnes keecps cettlng uheud of me' nd ‘over.
ny reud-and~398pond ability, §-F has token a gpecial .clain to myr-mdﬁﬁ
attention.. Not that you are the best prdduced -or-the most finterest— .
ing fomgzine.in the felid todayesss (tHOugh cer6&1n1y¢on& cafisthe -more .
rapldly improving one) - It is-all this ¢go boo I get in reading itas
Both direct:and. indirect.. Never hag‘a’ ‘fanziné-staff appeared tQ act -
on.my advise and.suggestions.to the &évroe youris has...and it is7o
Cfoolishly flatterlng.-;“Foollsnly" as I know’'what I- havexsugcested are
only things you would have done anyway.. My trick was: getting.in -:.
there first.. Like Great Political leaders, who see Whlch way:the .
people are going,:and then gets in front of them, %o =i Tsam pleased
though not supprised that the regponsed to* 3rdf out’ side: ofibhe, areay
by people I reccomended, has been 'so good. And ‘I am“sure you -dnder-.
stand now Why 1 felt you were missing 3 lot ‘off engoyment by not send-
ing 1t out to 2 w1der audeance...j i e .
: Pardon 'if I flog ‘one’ of my.plt 1deas
. that if Fandom hes any real gzood (of & sgrious mature) it is the
increase of understanding between people.. We are only a féw, but as
we,touch_around'the=WOfld‘we'find'more in ¢ommon than things.thatoarg
different. The visit of the Shibano's is a good case in point.. T
don't know if you got to seé the slide chtures he had of Japaneesge: -
conventions, magazine publishing offlces, and his-den..,but it was
very interesting.. Except for the lack of blonds and the greater num-
ber of white shirts, they looked like convention and fan 3hotos of the
U.8., England or Germany., I'm.a believer inm One World, and Fandem is
on¢ small group that is helping in thls.., Aﬁd fanylnes,.., they
help too. '
" ' -To show my good feallnvs thls time’ T read all of issue ,84--
'”encludlng “the flctlon...I suspect every ‘fen that has written any fin
fiction ‘hag written .one about .a Dact “itht the devil and tricking hlm.
But then-<"so has nearly every. professional fantasy writer. The plot
isn't new - what is remarkable . is ‘Bow is 0ld-frame can be drusted off
"and revorked again and again,. with' S OIé “times” very good results.
Weissman's story is not very.&ceptional, but it is. well written. It
noves and it holds the interest, and the ‘dialog-doesn!tiseem unnatural
(If*you are use to natural conversations with the Devil,)s.. A1l in
all hig professionalism shows,. and it 1s the odd blt of serlous/
stralght fan flotlon worth prlntln o
" THe Tales of the Brd, on the other
‘hand, are stralgﬂt Faaan fiction, apd in this side of dose, quite
enjoysble. They are usually fun t6 read, and I suspect a lot of fun
to write. Apd, as.the writer is to some e'tent writing about pepple
and “things he knows about first hana,'lt i& cuite often better.done
- than stralvht fiction., I% also a0es well to make you into fabulous
' fannish people.... --¥ou do.in fact sound nmore like the LsA. fans that
I grew into Fandom Wlth? than those reflected by the .newly revised
'bhaggv.- Not -that' I don't like the new Sha (& have 'seen-only, the
. Tirst two' as -of" this wrltlnu) but these 1s Fy slightly polished alien-
]ness about it that makes me feal strange.. Where as. the brash enthu-
“seasmof the 3rdF crew seems verJ famllour and engoyable.o.. If T
had mOI‘e energy. ° Jn o @
~~ .. Reviews. are very hérd to comment on...and as. I
haven't read any of “the books mentioned I haven't anything to say. ,
I will look for the Leiber books though, as I want to get the series.
Even if I have to buy them new...



B I haven't softened on my view of poems and music... And I find
relationSpock to a vempire guite unreasonable... Unless it comes from
nizing teeVee channels, | .
~_ Reguarding daictionaries & warlocks. My Winston
College Edition (1945) says. "/A.S. waerloga, dese¥ver -wear,truth
+ loga,liar/ Archaic, 1, a person hav1nd gsupernatural powers; a wizard
or witch: 2, & charm or magic spell.” ‘My ‘German/English dictionary. .
‘doesn't define it, but in German, it is a masculine word... My other
non-specialized dlrectors eather say nothlng or are eguclly vague..
oome one should look: 1nto thiSees -
I didn't engoy the Metaoh331cal
Hyens. It was more clever than fun... Or as the English would say,. .
‘itwas too clever by half., The long list of names is a kind of New
wave trick which is encugh to put me off in it self...though a gener-
ally worthy list ... That is of the names I knew... Bub 1n general,
a nothing., , '
Gack! DMore llst of Llnes...Thls is somethlng that I like in
theory, but is frustrating for me, as I have a rotten memory...These '
appearto be a good selectlon as even I hear a bell ringing some were .
when I read most of them,s. But no names... No. 4 is g vag Vogt story,
ofcourse...and it is that.lines that is the most remarkable thlng in
the story... 4articles have heen written about it alone. But do you '
think I can remember the name of the story? Noe.. Sevacrams maybe
small Indian villages, or star clusters, but the storles name I don't
remember,s, =~ No. 6 is Ibelieve High Crusade.

Eavesdropplng,,was _
fun., Fans are always saymO funny things, an no one remembers . -them,. .
More of these, if you nlease...but Wlth credlt lines 1f poss;ble,

I
£ind it hard to. say anything about Bjo's "Our Tovn", as I~ agreq ‘with'
the views but found nothing new for me. Born in South Gate, I have
seen.los Angeles.from near at nand for a whole bunch of years. There
is .a lot about it I don't like, but a2 lot that I find fascinating,
Given time you can f£ind Jjust about anything, do just about anything,
or meet: just about anyone. The trouble 15 there 1s never enough time
(or for me, -energy), and most people don't make the effort. Many ‘dortt
seem to be able to see the trees for the forrest. Iike people who
drive through the desert at 60 ,mph,.and see nothing but .dry sand and
brush. 4 naturalist or desert rat knows-the dryest desart is alive.
with living things. ILos ingeles ig-often uzly-: -and 1acklng in form...f
but it is a live with many klnds of life, = -
. Bob Bloch must be able to read
very fast. As busy as he is, yet he still resds fan-ines--and wikites
some. It is almost a pitty he has become so rich and famous--he was

such g funny fanzine writer when poor and uiserable.

I was interested
in seeing the letter by Peter Slnclehon, as I hadn't heard him mention-
ed for over two years, and this explains why. He was an active
letter-hack for a number of years, and cuite popular, especially with
British fandom. He has had a rather rouzh time of it, but usually
stays c¢uite cheerfull~-if given to- Lalklng about iis poor health a bit
mich. 4 failing I usuelly fall inte too, as I fear do most peop;e who
suffer some kind of regular bad health.

- : The L B. U. s additionmn, to youxr
list of Stef U. are more scolarly than informed.  Certainly there
seems guestionable reason to add Goya, Bosch or Kaye, as they relate
to a perlod before tha't of true Stef.  Like wise Vaugh Bode is such a
new comer {(vith a style I neather like or admire) that ‘the other Pro-—
fessors in the section should resign in protest. -- I was going %o



<
mentlon Doc Richardson tho...and rether think he should be head of the

~Estronony Department as~he“ha51actually ”tau%htL -astronomy in Astound-
l‘&g arblcm. o e L i e

Woolf' Abaut out of paper and ideés. 3o cut off to save
both. _

-v. Bood Show. and Goed Luck. '
o Rick Sneary ' l
g, .eﬁdpu 4?;:. 2982 Santa Ana Btreet South Gate, Calif

e

-

Many thanks, ,Bick, fgr thls letteor. q"énd for the_enes in the past. :
No one yet zI think) knows what a "sévagram" is. That's why it's so
much discussed., Our Bavesdropping editor says he doesn't want to
-ddentify who gaid what—-at léast .not.in the 3rd F. &nyone who really
“¢afes could, I- suppOse, reqguest special 1ds on the lines., We'll send
send you thegresults in a plaln, brown paper enveloae.

. e, PR i ERE e \ ‘\ . Y . -_ . . C
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1 ;y I have‘your'ZLne, so Here I am.
*2 .1 enjoyed Bargaining Foint, and I must say‘that I knew something
was golng to happenﬁibut I really wasn't sure:- exactly what it would be
until "I get to the ending, Of course I was ab. ‘the: Baycon and there
were ‘80 many: othér things on By’ mindes. :
T am?looking forward 40 the next’ 1nstallmentxof the’Tales of ithe
Third Foundation. I am waiting breathlessly to~£1nd out what- havpens
so I can make my escape too. - '
I would like to read a sequel to the Trlbble show, if it is any-
-thing lee Tne Metaphys;cal Hyena. Incidentally, is the "latter the .
“source of thé Jexpression "I dicn't even get past the dedication"?
(If you.a¥e interested, I did.):
°By ‘the way, yourrcover illo looks like 1t should have been an
entry .in my propellor creature contest. {in Aarathustra) which is,
howevef}jover.! Better luck: next tlme.;M

B Pt :“;g; e Jon1 Rapkln
B S . 67 Albert Street
Tt Johnson City, N.Y. 13790

.»
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&ear Lee.

R

T

The cover on this 84th Third Foundation both delights and puzsles
me, The pleasure comes from the cheerful appearance of the cover £ifx
¥6¢ it. But - I'm perplexed by the way the cover was reproduced. It
looks 1like Some sort of office copier not known to me, or a famlllar
copier. #hat is. ;working dlfferently from usual because it isn't accus-
tomed to fanacs I imazine ;that the day is icoming when copiers and the
supplles»forlthem will become .80 cheap that fans will begin to forget
the traditions and technicues of the nlmeobragh. T still blink every
t%me I see those $19.95 00plers on display in:Hagerstown's stationery
S 01’3.

._l_-,l.. s

Barry Welssman happened to choose a type of story that I rarely
11ke,.because contests bet ‘een - the dev11 and a human have been de-
scribed so often that it's :‘impossible to avoid the sensation that this
is where I came.in.' However, Bargaining Point has the merit of going
into the problem more therouzghly than most of the stories. But It
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shares the defect common to devil deal stories: the.xreader:is tempted
to go faster and faster, skimming sier more lightly.simplybecause he's
really more interested in how either the devil or the humza will be
outwitted than in the actual course of eventse I'd call this story
one of the better of the genre, and would also file':a.mild complaint.
The devil really answered correctly the cuestion about the phoenix
eggs, I believe, except when he called it unanswerable. Lots of ques-
tions result from ignorance of the person who asks the cuestion, and
the spread of knowledoe would slow down if nobody were allowed to
reply to those questlons that don”tadmlt of theamswer'they seem to
1mﬂy. N . . _

Thls is the flrst fanzine review I've seen of the book version of
2001. I suspect. that the nmovel will ‘touch off a lot of discussion
about how independent a movie should be. Should we watch the fidm
version of Camelot or Goldfinger or 2001 with the original musical
comedy or novel in the back of our mind, and not complain when the
film failed to account for matters known to us through the original
versions? It's not an easy cuestion Lo answer. The ancient Greeks
seen to have agssumed knowledge of certain basic matters on the part of
‘the. audience, when they, retold: the old inyths and histories in their
plays. 1 also suspect.that this assumption is something taken for
granted in 19th century Italian. opéra, so audiences didn't complain
then when they saw a Verdi opera based on’'some recent hit play or
other. Maybe something like this should bé &ranted the movies, and
perhaps we shouldn't insist that. they be self-conteined, comnlete
substitutes for reading the book, .

The. Metaphysical Hyena 1s much fun to read, even though it
started out in an unforgiveble msaner. - The duthor forgot Natalie Wood
in his 1list of dedicatg#esm. I hope they »ut it on for the final
:eplsode of Star Trek, just for, the Sake of zoing out with a bang.

But like Buck Coulson, I.don t see much point in the asterisk on
the contents page to denote the presence of 4 Pro. For one thing,
this star caused me some wasted time, because I hunted all over the
page for a misplaced footnote to which it might refer, before I
realized that it had another function. For the other thing, it's
slowly becoming apparent that there are no pros or fans, just prozines
and franzines (and even the prozines and fanzines aren't too different,
bince most titles in both categories have trouble making ends meet
financially). If you segregate the »ros from the fans in the fanzines
you either get a grouchy letter from Buck Coulson or you cause some '

.. neo readers to expect too. much from the pro.

- Bjots little article makes me almost want to v151t Los Angeles.
"I'm too confirmed a Hon-traveler to want to visit it without qualifi-
cations. But the odd- thing is: I find it impossible ﬁo arrive at a
mental plcture of Los Angeles. I've seen it of ten enodugh on tele~
vision and in the movies and pictures on printed materlals. But it
doesn't take on in my mind the definite form and substanfe that I
imagine other cities I've never visited to possess. I can't even Eet
the smog on my mental screen, maybe because people seem to take pic-
tures out there only on the clear day each year.

Jlm Harmon’s letter was particularly interesting I suspect that
" the main reason why people of his age -and mine have trouble COmpre=

- hending the interests and preferences-of young folks is: all of a
sudden, 1t's hard for oldéer people to experience the things kids like.



The music, for inmtance: .so much that .isrin.with-the young crowd is

never played on the majority of radio sfations bacavise of the middle~ . .
of-the-road-music policieg:so many of them mairntain, ‘and the bourgeois .-
-looklng man hesifates-$o: 34 into .a rock. concert; /even if he feels . -
guite young and:- openmlndea in his:invisible: regions. ..The older per-. -

e

son isn't quite 8s willing.to join the.mew.generation:in drug use; .-

unless he's willing to risk the seniority he's built:up at his place..
of employment and has a totally understanding wife and children. The
underground press isg hardey ito:read than #;4anzine, unless the'reader
has had a lot of exposure %o-the; latest words for things. Even a
light show mgy not. have. the game .effiect om mlddle-aged eyes which - 3
aren't.es-goed as-they used tg be. & couple of decades-a Qyskt- Wasn t-“
quite as hard for-older folks to try to understand and-enjoy-vthe -
things - that appeal to the teen~agers. and those in thelrmtwentxes.
Tales of the Third Foundatlon was pleasant to readgralthﬁugh I
got the 1m@ression that I was something like those perseons who- always
laugh at the . wrong places when ligtening to jokes, .simply because I -
don't know -the people involved ai:la€k .&he backgroundifar-the in-group
references. -And once again,.The :Third -Foundation has some of the best .
fillers around; I wish more, fanzines would try to figure out similar.:
items as a- change from the steady diet of plugs for a worlchn or
small illustration. N

YI‘S., &c.,

Harry Warner, Jr.

423 Summit Avenue
Hagerstown, Maryland, 21740

* * R £ * * * *
Dear Lee, -~ : . . - e

‘I could not 1ove thee, edltor, ‘S0 much, ‘loved T not passmng more.fi
Itts very hgrd to: “sandith a LOC into an’ Engllsh ourrlculum, but 8ix "
months“is 'a long tlme to keep you in suspense over my views., I
apologize "and enctdge the recuibite funds., Afiter all, if Seéldon
isn't a good cause, what is?-

A bit about the review of 2001, Far be it from me to° dlSpute
Mr. Clarke's authority. to interpew 2% his own book, but-this fashion of
calling . anythiné stronger than we are now a god has Jjust naturally .
got to stop.,‘Thevwhole point’ of ‘the book, it seems to me (and again
I apologize to Mr.,Clarke) ‘wag ‘that the tool, like counting on the
fingers, is qulte useful ‘on theé undergraduate level, but . there are’
better ways-to-“do it," whatever it is. The thing ‘6n the star (was it
a monolith? I'm not guite sure) has apparently found & way.' Not |
necessarily a god any .more than a graduate student is to.a freshman,
Unless I missed the poigt and Mr. Clarke differentiates vVetween
"gerving the purpose of and "is identifical to." A grad student can
cuite easily serve tHe puiposé of a god in places Where he knows the
snswers and the freshman dcoesn't,

The most interesting part of the whole ish was. Eavesdroyplng.
Was a buzz saw the only 1nstrument avallable? The half—frozqn is

Have ou ever trled a buzz aaw on a half—frozen rat? Eavesdroppings
from . _ - PR ?

- - = -— - - - - - ...... - -

easily under tood, cold slows the 01rculatlon and mlnimlzes the splash'

o o



F . .
(By .the way, when I tried it, it was chartreuse, the rat, that is,
and .not me, which explains the first -remark, but not your group's
senge of humor.) But the buzz saw seems to indicate an element of
haste., An ax, even, would have been beétter. Was the rat attacking,
do you think, so that the article nearest to hand was grabbed up in
self-defense? I can hardly believe 1t, a half frozen rat surely
couldn't be too agile.

- I don't know what California weataer is llhe, but here it takes
special equipment to half~freeze a rat during the summer and autumn,
Deliberate planning, you know what I mean? Some neglected social
ritueld, perhaps, peculiar to the west coast, Cut to abtist-mystic-
fan, bent over a musty volume in his study. The mysterious clock
with the eliptical cogs strikes twice, at which he starts and jumps
to nis feet. "Good heavens!" he shouts, "I forgot to feed the
gaunts!" .. Confused camera shots of the frenzied donning of the black .
robe, the rush down the unlit stone stairs to the altar surrounded by
shambling, thin:shapes, “A refrigerator. The shivering rat on the
alter.. .The search for. something with which”t¢ make the incision,
while Lhe low %orls from the blackness rise to shreiks. Cloge-up. of
the mystic-fan's face as hé 'sees and seizés the handy buszz BAW . Cut.
Would you mind if I attended one of your meetings someday? " Not today,
just someday. S

Love Tales of the TF., Mact always did avupeal to me more than
fiction. R

Don Hampton
15L Due West, S. C., 29639

Guests are always welcome to Third Foundation meetings. 4s I remembeg"'
the half-frozen rat came from an anecdote about scimeone's-0ld biology
professor. He was taking tigsue samples of agimals. He- ﬂot them by
buzz-gawing layers of tlssue from frozen. bodies - of rats. Then one
fateful day, ‘the freezer broke down, and he didn't notice it until...

% * x ¥ * % ® . R
Dear Creatures,

Thanx for 3rd Poundation #84. Flrst of all, "Barwalnlng P01nt"
grotched me very much because of the untruth therein contmined, I am
an apprentice demon and I know ‘that my master could not be fooled so0.
easily. I think I can talk him out of buyyln you in Ybrimstone but o
from now on you had better be careful. Hls Infernal Naaesty 1s rather
hot~ tempered, you know. . . :

The Tales of the Third Foundation was cood until the conclusxon.
There it préached a terrible heresy, namely sf is escape literature.
This “is not true outside of E. R. uurrou”hs. The very idea comes as
close as is possible to burning me up, cpnsxdering where I am right
NOW e

I disagree w1th the review of 2001,_ Lechnlcalltles are. oood
when they have ‘something to do with the story, as in 2001 and as
opposed to The typical Analog story.

"Phe Metaphv51cal Hyena"ﬂ“as the best thing in the 1sh. It is so
rldluulous that i¥ sounds like a tyoical yvarn from a 1958 Ama21n5
1~ can 't wait till the story starts.

This letter from Darrell Schwelzter contlnued on p 11









