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Inprimis
by Lee Gold

Instegd of starting out with a boring spology for why'this zine
is so late, let's talk about something else. S

I've been doing some thinking about gostaks distimming doshes.
lately. Given our knowledge of the evolution of the English language,
there should be gome way of figuring out what it means....S0 I
starfed in the middle with "distims." Now, "di" as a prefix means
twice or doubly - and "stim" is probably future slang for stimulate.
So the gostak has a highly stimulating effect on the doshes. My next
conclusions are considerably more tentative. 4 gostak, to my ear,
rings strangely akin to a go-stick, which would probcbly mean some
kind of whip. Dosh is more of a problem. It mizht be derived from
dosser (i.e. sleeper) or from dasher. 4anyway the sentence works out
to mean that s whip tends to encourage people to labor. 4ll in all,
the motto points to a repressive and cruel society.

 Our current issue isn't quite what I forecasted last time. For
one thing, I decided to write a Vampire Story, and so held off the
Vampire Compubter Interview until ne:t ish. '

_— - PRV

the blood is the life DEUT. XIT 23

1 also considered writing sSome songs fobr "Fan-Ed on the Roof"
but never got past the first lines: "Collator, collator make me a
zine" {to the tune of Matchmaker.) No, I take that back; I did two
lines fo the tune of "If I Were a Rich Man." ("If I did a slick
zine/ Hugo, hugo ~ Hugo, Hugo, Hugo, Hugo, Hugo, Pong.") Unfortun-
ately, davinning and fans just don't seem to mix,

We do have an updated discussion of how to build a Bheer Can
Tower to the Moon. The problem came up 1n conversation just after

we'ld exhausted the topic of the champagne swimming pool. (80° cham-
page?) Unfortunately, someone reminded us that alcohol is suited to
drinking but not to bathing in. It burns the eye tissues about

' twanty times worxrse than chlorine. _

Sandy Cohen married Leslie Swigart June 20, 1970

and, speaking of the Moon, have you heard about the bill that
Grumman Aerospace (which built the Aguarius Lunar Lagder) sent N. A,
Rockwell (which built the Apollo 135 command and service modules;)?
Dawing - "$4 first mile, $1 each additional mile" for 400,000 miles
"50 pounds oxygen at $10 per pound - $500" and "Sleeping accomecda-
tions for two, no TV, air-conditioned, with radio, modified American
plan, with view - prepaid. Additional guest in room atoﬁ8 per night
(checkout no later than noon Friday) - $32." With a 20% commercial
discount, a 2% cash discount, and a final item of'$100,009 for421 o
keeping the whole thing confidential, the total pill was $417, .
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i Still More Last and First Lines

- Anybody who can identify the sources of the following memorable first
and last lines in less than fifteen minutes ranks as an honorary

| member of the Third Foundation. :

first lines _
T. She was born a thing and as such would be condemned if she failed
‘to pass the encephalograph test reguired of all newborn babies.

. James Quincy Holden wag five years old, -~ X n =
3. Andrew Harlan stepped into the kettle.. R L S
4, One winter shortly before the Six Weeks War nmy tomcat; Petronius
the Arbiter, and I lived in an old farmhouse in Connecticut.
5, There was a boy called Bustace Clarence Scrubb, and he almost

deserved it. : _ N

dast lines

6. Until the body melts and the brain ceases to gel, a man who has
come out whole after having been put through his paces by the Delian
has a ‘heart for living. ‘

7. A Anea had said, carefully he hooded the brilliance of his light
that he might hot blind them; and turning full around at last,
entered once more, and for a little while again, into the habitation
of Man. : S

8, The creatures outside looked from pig to man, and from man to
pig, and from pig to man again; but already it wag impossible to say
which was which.

9, God is dead! -

10. "Where," I asked him, "is.-the land of the Wagon People?".
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. Answers to Last Issuels Guiz

l. Why was the regular report not turned in from Eden - see Mark

Clifton's Eight Keys to Eden.

2. Why were the sexual habits of the fleet and the flock different

on Diomedes? ~ see Poul Anderson's War of the Wingmen (The Man Who

Counts ) ' - T

5. How could the Dogs stop the ants - see Simak's City.

4, VWho killed Rikaine Delmarre - see Asimov's The Naked Sun

5. VWhy was the ring with the H on it important - see Heinlein,

Between Planets - - - -

6, what was the mysserious planet Gilbret blundered on =.on his way

back to Rhodia - see Asimov's The Stars Like Dust.

Eﬁm What did Hip Barrows find in the cave - see Sturgeon's More Than
an : - T

B. Why were red Cadiglacs being stolen - see Mark Phillips' The

Imposgibles. |
3. How could the Chulpex be stopped? — see Davi '
the Maze. | . Pp ee Davidson's Magters of
10. Vhy did the birth rate drop in St. Louis when Molly B

to town - see Mead's The Big Ball of Wax. ¥ lood came

— — ———
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The Boskanian®s bat is a bratty bat that bedeviIS'butt. fes.

' _ erfl e
The chan%ellngfs cat is a curious cat that creates cantrapé?s
The dero's device is a devilish device that distorts data,



True to Type
by Lee Gold

For the first few moments George Howells merely stared dumbly
at the white~faced man who had just opened the door. : '

"Well, what do you want," the other at last demanded.

"I'm sorry,” said Howells. "It's just that you're the first
vampire I've ever seen." He took a deep breath, then said firmly,
"Wr. Vacek, I am Sergeant Howells of the Los angeles Police Depart-
nment. I have information leading me to believe that you've been
guilty of extortion., Suppose you invite me inside so we can
discuss it. ' ' '

Expressionlessly, the other stood aside from the door and
motioned Howells into phe house, then led him through a darkened
hallway into a comfortably furnished living room. Howells plopped
himself down in one of the large, overstuffed easy chairs with a
gigh of relief. "I was afraid you might have cobwebs all over
everything.," he ‘explained. & '

"You seem to be soumewhat straying from your proposed topic of
coaversation,” said Vacek. "You said that I was...an extortioner?”

"4nd ‘a vampire," Howells reminded him.

"pecording to modern science, there are no such things as
vampires." ' '

y "Of course not. 4nd that's what the Royak family believed too,
until you showed them diffebent. They've told me all about it,
Vacek. A4bout how you led them into their bathroom to show how you
didn't cast a reflection in a mirror. About how you borrowed a
kitchen knife to cub your wrist with-~and how the cut didn't bleed--
and healed up in less than a minute. About how you turned into a
bat! 4nd about how you then demanded two hundred and fifty dollars
a month--or else youl!d fang their only son--and then he'd turn into
a vampire tooi

"They're willing to testify against you, Vacek. And you won't
be able to do anything about it. Look here!" The sergeant pulled
on a chain around his neck and lifted out from under his shirt a
silver crucifix. Vacek winced a%t the sight of it.

"Put — that - thing - away," he said.
Calmly Howells replaced it. :ﬁIfm_pot the only one who's wearing
one of these," he said. "Every member of the Royak family has one
on toa. ' There's no way for you to stop them from test%fylng.
You'll be in jail before you know it, Vacek, unless...
"Unless what?ﬁ
wOnless you want to make a little bargein with me."

"What-kind of bargain?"



-

" want to become a vampire. You can make me one. If you do,
I won't arrest you."

"and what about the Royaks?"

"T to0ld them last night that I was going to try to arrest you
tonight, wearing this cross-—that if I éied, it'd prove that the
cross wouldn't protect even me against a vampire. let alone a Jew.
I told them that if I didn't get in touch with them by next week
it'd mean you'd have killed me and that they'd just have %o resign
themselves toipaying the money. They can afford it, if they have
to. They're rich enocugh," _

"Butt why do you want me to kill ydu," asked Vacek. "Why do
you want to become a vampire. Itts a hazardous life, full of dangers

that most mortals have never even guessed at."

"I don't know if I can make you understand. You're a foreignemy
you know. And then, after all, you are pretty old, aren't you?'

"Over five hundred years old," Vacek said. "It was back in:
the middle of thé fifteenth century vwhen the great Count Dracula'
his voice grew bitterly ironic,"” condescended to bestow on a mere
peasant the gift of immortality.

"Since then I have lived in many placed. It was only seventy
years ago that I first entered this country, only twenty years ago
that I first came to Los Angeles. It is 2 most agreeable city. I
would dislike to leave it. Even the smog which so bothers the other
residents never annoys me, because i1t always diseppears affer
sunset. And then too the opportunities for pleasure--and profit--
are immense.

"But now I too, am wanderin% from the subject. I repeat, why
do you wish to become a vampire?' o

"I'1ll tell you - but only after I've become one.":

Vacek shrugged. "¥ery well., I have o choice but td'accept
your proposal. But first you must remove that cross."

Howells obediently pulled off the chain, got up, opened a
window and flung the shining metal out into the darkness,

He turned to find Vacek had also risen and was now coming
towards him, his eyes glowing bright with anticipation.

* * *

4 moment afterwards, Vacek contemplated the corpse of George
Howells, as it lay untidily sprawled on the floor. There would be,
he kpew, a time lapse of about an hour before the new vampire would
regain consciousness. Metunodically, he now began to search the man,
seeking some ‘clue to what had driven him to make his bizarre
proposition.

A search of Howells' front pockets revealed only a police badge,
three sticks of chewing gum, and a ticket for an Elks-sponsored
raffle. The back pocket held Howells' wallet and inside it a gas
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credit card, an American Legion membership card, a California
driver's license-—and a medical ID card.

Vacek studied this last item carefully. Could it be that
Howells had some fatal disease? Was that why he had been so deter-
mined to die? But no, everything noted on the card seemed perfectly
normal. Howells was certified as non-diabetic, non-allergic to any
common drugs, blood type O, Rh positive, and innoculated agalnst
tetanus. what then could be the reason for the policeman's strangg
desire? Vacek put back the wallet and other trivia, and seated
himself once again. 4s he waited for Howells to reawaken, he felt
the familiasr flow of renewed eneryiy that showed that thé blood of
- khis victim was already circulating in his own bloodstreanm,

Finally the policeman's eyelids began to flutter. Soon he was
fully awake., "I don't feel any alfferent " he said suspiciously.
"How can I be 'sure: you've really killed me7 Have you got.... UNo,
you wouldn't have any mirrors around....I've got it." He pulled
out his police hadge and stared at the carefully polished surface.
It showed a distorted reflection of the room behind hlm, but no
hint of his own features.

"It's worked," hé cried exultantly. "I really am a vempire.
Nothing can stop me now," :

"btop you from what?"

"From destroying the 51nlster forces of World Communism--and
saving the American Way of Lifel"

Vacek looked nonplussed.

"I told you that you might not understand,! Howells said,
"being a foreigner and all, But believe me, Vacek this. is what
I've dreamed of all my life---2 way to foil the cunning machinations
of the Red Menace and preserve the American Dream.... .

mat first I thought the answer was in the American Legion. But
I soon found out that they weren't fully aware of the true nature of
the danger threatening our republic, They didn't realize that you've
got .to fight fire with fire, slander with dlander, assassination
with assassination....So then I joined the John Birch Societyesa.”

"pidn't that work out either," Vacek'asked éhfibusly."'

"Well, they were okay as far as they went " Howells conceeded.

. "But even so they eventually zot too publlclzed. Now=days they

just can't.get the same Kind of results they used to.

"Last month, when our local Rirch chapter wasn 't even able to
stop the county school district from approving the use of a plnko
. textbook, I made up my mind - this was no time for just joining
~ groups. This called for a one-man crusade against the forces -of.

' Communlsmu

”And then I got assigned to the Royak complalnt—-and I found
out about you-—and it all ®fell into place."

"and now? Jhat are your plans?"
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“1.i go bto Peking rirst--get Mao and all his goons. Then

" Hanoi. Then Moscow. Then...well, there'll be lots of nights ahead

for me. I'11 fang them all to death,%..or will that mean they'll
turn intc vampires, just like I did when you killed me?" '

~ '"No," said Vacek, "not unless they know that you are one of the
undead—--and unless they desire to become one also., EKnowledge and

"will=~both are necessary."

.~ "Oh,...Then all I'll have to Go is to creep up on’ them so they
won't see me until the moment I fang them. Then they won't have time
to realize I'm a vampire. 4And there's no way for them to stop me..
They won't be able to hide from me, because I can fly anywhere they
can go to. And they can't kill me-~not unless they have silver
bullets. = And they won't have those, because no good Communist would
be superstitious enough to believe in vampires, right?"

"Right., But remembcr,” Vacek spoke goberly," there are other
dangers which you face now beside.s that of being killed by men:
the destructive power of even the slightest ray of sunlight, the
painful barriers raised by crosses, garlic bulbs, and other common
objects. And then there's--~"

~"Oh, I know all about all of that stuff," Howells said. "i've
seen all the old Dracula movies on the late-late sShow." )

He wrinkled his brows in concentration for a moment, then
vanished, Outside, in the daikness, a lLat sped its way through the
night, heading west across the Pacific towards the far off coast of
Agia. 7 - _

* * *

For some time Vacek sat alone in his living room, contemplating
the bizarre events of the last few hours. "He will fly first to the
Asian capitels," the c¢ld vampire told himself, "and then teo Moskva),
then to all the western Communis* capitols--uvarszawa, Praha, Budapest
~—and inevitably, among all the others, to Ducuresti, capitol of ny
0ld homeland. He will destroy its zZovernment, bring back the old

-.regime, the descendants of Count Dracula will rule my homeland again
.oppress the: peasants as they did before....

"No," Vacek cried out loudly, "I will not permit it. It is
true that I left Transylvania over three hundred years ago. DBut
still,.,it is my motherland. I will not let Howells destroy my
country. I must stop him, stop his patriotic crusade. PFor I,..in
my own way...am a patriot too."

Seconds later, Vacek was winging his way through the air, using
all the skillacquired through centuries of flight to take maximum

advantage of every vagrant air current. He must overtake Howells
and stop him before it was too late., -

He was compelled by the growing approach of dawn to take refuge
for the day in Jepan, in an abandoned copper mine. 4s he lay there,
cowering away from the sunlight, he began to wonder if this desperate
trip would really be necessary., There were so many dangers besetting
the path of a naive vampire. Howells might be already dead; slain
perhaps by the unsuspected arrival of dawn, B -
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Or even 1if the pollceman had survived the transoceanic flight,
even if none of Mao's guards carried a piece of garlic for a mid-
. night snack, even if none of them were sgtill reactionary enough to
carry a silver bullet in case of emergency«—there vas still that
other way of death, the one the movies never mentioned, the one
that killed over nlne tenths of the new vampires in thelr first few
weeks of existence. Tmuckily, he himself was 'so constructed as to
be immune to that particularly revolting type of final death. Rut
Howells, he knew already, was not.

But still, Vacek reflected, Howells mizht, by sheer chance;
succeed in eluding the lesws of probability until he had accomplished
his mission. No, this was a time not for hopeful waiting but for
action....As soon as the last ray of sunlizght had faded from the
sky, Vacek was on his way again. . -

Only a few hours ‘later he’ reached Peking., He felt - veary from
wingtip to wingtip but kxunew that he could not yet spare the time to
re-energize himself. That would have to wait t1ill later. First
he must see whether Mao still remained alive.

Stealthily maneuvering to avoid sny patch of light that might
reveal his presence to a passer-by, he flew towards the closely-
suarded complex of buildings which housed the government of the
People s Republlc of China--and, vhich contained the living quarters
of the country's nominal dlctator, Communlst Party Chalrman Mao
Tse~Tung. :

There was a moment of intense concentration and then, in place
of the flying bat was only & wisp of fog, drifting steadlly forwards
to the chairman's office bulldlngo _

-As he saw what 1ay w1th1n, the old vampire relaed w1th relief,
No v101ence would be necessary. Howells vias already taken care of.
Again the pollceman s body lay sprawled untidily on the floor; this
tine, however, in a death that Uould last for all eternlty.

Be51de the corpse stood Chairman Mao, psychologically shaken,
no doubt, by the sudden materialization of the body at his feet,
but physically intact--sayge, of course,” for the loss of a few ounces
of blood. _

: "I knew it all the time," Vacek told himself. "It was bound
to catch up with him, sooner or later. Not so soon, perhaps, in
America or in western Furope where over forty per cent of the popu-
lation is blood type O. Bubt here in China where more than two out
of three people carry e¢ither the 4 or B agglutinogen in their
blood...Howells was doomed.” ' '

For in the long run, the old vampire reflected, it was among
the undead as with the living—-only the fittest survived. 4nd among
- vampires, the fittest were those who had been born with an AB
blood type, the universal recipients for bloocd transfusion.

* x n * * * . * * *

d why, he
" me on face," said Dlooenese, and when he was aske s
rggiged “Begguse lﬁ a little while everything will be turned up51de
down.-' , --Diogenes Laertius



5 '~ REVIEWPOINT

Once again the 3rd Foundation's staff of critical amateurs become
amateur critics and comment upon the new books pppearing on the s.f.
scene. As in the previous Reviewpoint columns, the opinions )
expressed are those of the dndividual critics and do not necessarily
represent the feelings of the 3rd Foundation.

The Left Hand of Darkness, Ursula K. LeGuin, valker Books, Inc §4.95
Ace, 75¢; Science Fiction Book Club #1.49 reviewed by Darrell
Schweitzer :

E ol .
NDon't read the information above. I want to ask you a question.
What is the most important SF book about sesx published in the last
few years? What book presented the most daring and original SF
approach to sex and completely ignored taboos? Well? DBug Jack
Barron? Flesh? Image of the Beast? Any given Dick Geis book?

Guess again. It was The Left Hand of Darkness. Puzzled? TYou
haven't heard about it being "dirty"? That's nobody's idea of =a
shocker, you may claim.

~ This is all true. The fact that there is not a trace of sensa-
tionalism or cheap publicity about Darkness is one of its strong
points. It is not "dirty" although it is indeed about a kind of sex
we don't consider "nmormal." It is written with a maturiBsy and
restraint that eludes most people. I shuddem to think of what might
have resulted if Phillip Jose”Farmer had written it for Essex House.

Darkness presents a truly bold idea. As inconceivable as it

- may be .to us "normal" people, it 1s quite possible that somebody

" -may engage in another kind of sexual activity and find it fulfilling

. -and meéaningful. //According to the Kinsey statistics, it can't be

" toa inconceivable to most American men.~LG// On the world of Winter,
where the novel 1s set, the natives are functional hermaphrodites
(but "human" in every other way.) This becomes quite a problem for
Genly Ai, an Darth envoy, who must live among these people until he
can persuade them to join an interstellar union. To him the
Gethenian (Gethen is the native name for the planet) sexual cycle is
utterly alien, if not repulsive. To them he is a "pervert." (By
the Gethenian definition a pervert is anyone who remains the sanme
sex all the time as opposed to the way they change.) 4As he learns
to accept them, we also learn the most important lesson SF can teach
us: difference does not make inferiority. How are we ever going
to learn to live with the green tentacled blobs that everyone writes
about if we can't even accept somecne like the Gethenians who is
human except for one small detail. :

Don't get me wrong. The Left Hand of Darkness is not a sermon.
It's a novel and a brilliant one, an intensely moving experience.
Miss LeGuin writes beautifully, with an eye for detail. i/inter is
one of the most vividly realised worlds in the entire genre (and in
only 218 pages. It took Frank Herbert a lot more than that to bring
Arrakis in Dune to life.) Its people are real people--different,
but real human people with all the depth and warmth that the
printed page is capable of conveying. . The scenesare real, You feel
that you've been there., What more can a novelist do?



The Lerit Hend of Darkness is perhaps the finest 3F novel of ?7
the 1960's., It has already won the Nebula Award as best of 1969,
It has also made the finals for the Heicon Hugo., Wwill it win? It
damn well better!

The Left Hand of Darkness - another view - Lee Gold

When I finished reading this book, it was with the feeling
that for the first time I had seen aliens brousht across as truly
aliens. - Not as human-beings-who-just-ha:pen~-to-be-green-and-have-
tails and not as human-beings-rtho-are-only-siz-inches-high-and-used-
to-high-gravity-fields and not as....etc. '

The Gethenians interact in different ways than heterosexual
humans, homosexual humans, bise:xmal humans, hernaphrolitic humans,
or any kind of humans. T his is partly because for the major part
of their cycle they =~ . asezual. Division into male and female
does not occur outside of romantic/sexual situations. The result
1s that the society lacks most of the role-gpolarity of an y
visualizable human culbure.

I fbund the cultural implications of this novels to overshadow
the plot and the characterization, (4 fate which often befalls -
s.f. bocks.) It is definitely worth reading. ' '

Dark Stars, Robert. Silverberg ed, Ballantine, Dec, 1969, 95¢
reviewed by Bill Bakewell : .

Dark Stars is an anthology of siiteen stories that feel as dark
as their title., My favorite among them was one by Poul anderson
entitled "Journey's End." Despite the dark tone of the siiteen
stories, I find them all written well. Dark Stars is worth buying
and reading on that basis. :

Isle of the Dead, Roger Zelazny, Ace Special, 60¢g 1969
reviewed by Leon Taylor, Box 89, Seymour, Ind, 47274

_ Like it or not, Roger velazny is science fiction’s guru for the
Seventies., His quick hip wit underlaid by a quiet, cool well of
emotion epitomiges the basic conflict of this gceneration, that of
socially acceptable frivolity versus soclally despised honesty; what
Zelazny wins awards for is in proving that these two can, and better,
coexist. Zelazny's protagonist--and desnite the number of stories
and novels that he has written, there is only one--is easy to identily
with because he is the man of our daydreams: filthy rich, indecently
handsome and disgustingly prompt with the right quip. . What's more,
underneath that psychedelic caznival of sex values lles a pure strem
of--well, of whatever makes tThe homo sap different from Fh? homely
ape, Anyway, it's there and it's in this book toe, but it's highly
analogous to passing throuzh a sleepySouthern toynz'.drlve at any-
thing above the posted speed limits and you'll miss it all.

The book? ‘'ell, yes, I was getting to that. TIsle of the Dead
matches coins with every other Zelazny novel with its obsession of
mythology, its hard-nosed action reminiscent of the mystery pulps,
and its basic insatiability. It differs in that its provagonist is
a god and the copyright date is 1969. It is, accordingly/neverthe-
less {(circle oneB, a very good autobiography with some tall-tale
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yarnings on the side. An autobiograohy of Roger Zelazny? Nay., 4n
autobiogr.phy of our times.

Maybe Zelazny is dropping hints of this when he says that
Francis Sandow, resident god of Isle, was spanked by his first
doctor in the middle of the twentieth century. 4nd all through the
book, despite its supposed 2600 AD setting, we are bombarded with
numerous unsubtle Peferences to Vietnam, taxi cabs, Shakespeare and
marbles--not to mention one unbelievable three-page treatise on the
evils of tipping sandwiched in the middle of the narration without
so much as the distinction of asterisks. welazny's universe 1is
inconsistent as hell--that is, if Zelazny's universe is actually one

of the far-fetched future. thich it isn't.

"#nd now that I've told you that Zelazny is actually an Angry
Young ‘Man double agent, that fen vote him Hugoes because he stokes-
their dreams, that Francis 3andow is a psychological symbol for the
turbulénce of our decade, let me say that Isle of the Dead is one of
the smoothest running, neatest clicking action stories that IT've read
all year. Not only that, but it's also an enjoyable fantasy making
side escursions into religious myth. And just to drive you to drink
I'll contend that velazny can belt out those hardboiled detective
stories with the best of them.

And you thought thet I was normal, didn't you..s.

Well, maybe I am. Then again, maybe I'm not. &ctually it
makes no diff, for the reason that I mention all these contradictions
concerning Isle is not because I'm unbalanced, but because this
illogic exists in the book itself. Zelaznyis a professional jugglern
which is not to say that hé is always a compebent one: 1in Isle he
keeps no less than a dozen balls in the 4dir at once,. spinning,
weaving, glittering in the spotlight--and occasionalily falling with
a big s-l-p-i-1-l-a-i-t. B ut Zelazny is also a wizard, for the
overall effect of his acrobatics is of a so0lid., treméhdously enter-
taining, tremendously stimulating circus. '

So come-@ith‘me and meet the main attraction: Francis Sandow,
the oldest creature in the universe: shaper of worlde;- lover of
WOLieN.a . | AS we've already mentioned, Zelazny has only one protagonist
but he e¢uips him with several ¢ifferent faces. This time I'm afraid
our hero's visage has slipped a little. Oh he's striking enough--

. ,and far more interesting than the lot of stock mannikins sf hacks

" generally throw at us--but he's...slow.’ 4 little fudgy. Now-Zelazny
attempts: to justify this by marking,i® doun to Sandow's introspection
I'say bull. This isn't Platonic self-examination; this is just plain
irresolution. When the time comes for decisive acticn, Sandow
performs admirably, bubt in the meantime...let's just say that the
pacing is a bit off color. 4nd because writing can take on such

delicate personalized shadings, perhaps what disturbed me may not
disturb you.

In addition, Zelazny does not successfully develop his char-
acter's complexities. His presumed goal--to make Sandow a rich
real,” living being--is praiseworthy andhonestly attempted and néver
guite comes off, The problem here is that selazny does not under-~
gtand what i% is for a human to be an immortal god, -llortal-wice
Sandow sounds pretty authentic~-Zelazny has a keen ear for common
dialogue, both inner and otherwise--but a god he isn't, only a



foolish o0ld man playing at charades. lkioreover, Sagndow!s complexities
and inconsistencies of nature are never fully integrated; they stand
apart, like unmized tea and water, aloof from each other in a clear
glass. Instead of stirring the glass, Zelazny presents several
mechanical flashbacks which, I suppose, are intended to be Turaning
Points of Sandow's life; the only trouble is that such Turaning Points
presented without Jjustification or linkage ldok ridiculously out of
place., Too bad that the many graceful statues of Zelazny's pen must
be marred by such misshapen stick figures. .

But for all his faults, Sandow is a pretty personable companion
and you will find him amusing.for the book's duration--that is, if
you don't look too closely. Not only that but he also has some
interesting things to say about life, and T think that any sf char-
acter 'loaded with such information deserves a few hugzahs. TFor
instance, in the opening three pages--which are the bast written in
the entire book--Sandow compares life to Tokyo Bey, where anythingca
can and does wash up. A rather common theorem, but Zelazny says it
nore colorfully than most. Sandow also moves well, something which
can be attributed to his possible/probable stature as a Pei'an god
(Shimbo of Darktree, Shrugger of Thunder. Now that's poetry.) In
case you're reaching for a handy reference, the mythology this time
is one of Zelazny's own devising. The Peilans are an spdent and wise
alien people with their om souped~up religion, and Zelazny does
neither of them justice, '

A boeok that promises more than it delivers. I do not mean to
gay that Isle initially undertakes more then it fulfills--for it is
fairly satisfying--but that Zelazny promises vo do bebtter in his nex
novel than he did in the present one. Isle of the Dead is a good
performance, but not a brilliant one. I{ has colors and iron spikes
.and shadows, all of them well-worked, but they are not classic. And

- that. don't you knew, is what we've been expecting out of Zelazny all

along: a bonafide classic, one that will knock s readers and
. mainstream reviewers alike for a loop. So Far, he hagn't done that.
Dut-he's finally beginning to come alive.

o mr—s,

A Sea of Space, William F. Nokan, ed., Bantam, May, 1970, 60¢
Bill Bakewell reviewer .

This collection of fourteen stories has more than the usual
amount of the lyric. &very story, with one exception, is somewhat
visual in the manner of description; this guality is especially
pronounced in the stories written by Bradbury, Chad Oliver, Sheckley,
and Bloch. N olan, in his own story "Lap of the Priritive," uses a
funnr and succinct description of a Venusian. "One Night Stvand" by
Ferbert 4:; Simmons is more aural than anything else.

In two stories, "The Undiscovered Country" by ¥illiam F, Temple
and "Tn Space with Runyon Jones" by Nowman Corwin, the authors
pulled a bit too much artistic license for my taste. Otherwise
they are guite good, Temple’s story being almost mu51qal at times.

It is as if I had "seen" these stories via some futuristic
telepathy machine instead of having read them in a paperpacka._l
“thopoughly enjoyed all fourteen stories despite shorfcomings in some
cf them,



"hiough Slime and Space with 4. L. Finch

by Greg Chalfin

A. L. Finch was in Gary, Indiana when he realized it would be:
an improvement to heed the numerous people ~Tho had, over the years,
told him where to go. So he went to Hell, The Devel recognized A.
1. immediately, and regarding him as a kindred soul (?), decided to
show A.L. around. One of the things that 4.L. was particularly
impressed by was the fact that vhenever the imps and Gemons used
their whips or pitchforks on the damned souls, the victims! wounds
would glow with various bright colors. "I got the idea from a2 UCLA
student movie," commented the Devil,

"Tnteresting. But what is that over there?" asked 4A.L.,
indicaving a hideous wachine.

"jh," said the Archfiend, "thet is a nideous machine into whose
maw I feed any of the damned souls who ere particularly loudmouthed
and obstreperous.”

"But why does that huge hammer-like object continually bash the
opening," wondered A.L.

"Unfortunately," replied the Devil, "loudmouthed obstreperous
types tend to clog the maw as they are fed into the machine, So
that hammer-like object periodically bashed the entrance to knock
loose the obstructions.”

Suddenly, just as the Devil had finished his explanation, the
bashing ceased, and the entire infernal machine ground to a sickening
halt., It was pandemonium. Finally one of the lesser fiends ran up
to the Devil and cried, "what should we do, boss? The basher won't
work and the machine is all clogged up. 4nd it's too dark to fix: 1"

"The only way I can light things up is to set some brimstone on
fire," said the Devil, "and that will make so much smocke that it
probably won't help anyway. You got any ideas, Finch?"

Fver helpful, A.L. replied, "Mihy not put a bunch of damned
souls near the machine and have your demons torment them. Your
glowing—wound phenomencn should zive plenty of light."

The Devil put the suggestion into action and found that the

Technigque worked very well. '"Finch, how did you ever think of such
an unusual solution?"

"Not unusual at all,™ A.L, answered. "Back where I Just came f
from, everybody knows about wound-light on the maw-bash."

* * * % * * * * *

When asked what he would take to let a man -give him a blow
on the head, BDiogenes said, 4 Helmet."
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Had I been present at the creation, I vould have sive
: ; glven some usef
hints for the better ordering of tﬁe universe. .

Alfonso the Wise 1221--1284



Rick Sneary uscd to «sk that ve include morc motoricl about 3rd *l
Foundction members in vhis fanzinc for the benefit of recders vho
don't know our group personclly. Tais serics of truc lifc
adventures is the. result.

TALES OF ToE WdTIdD rFOUNBaTION

Chapter Tuclve. Hicl Gilden's Roport

The stuff svirling croundé in the ovil stow —cs fi urcs of the
members of the Third Foundstion's Inncer Circle. Had Zeyle turncd
to the usc of Voodoo?

gurcs nad clroady

It scemed so sacn The four poonlc whose f£i
i ortunate four -icrc

" geltcd mlungcd over a cliff «t Malibu. fThe unf
Jim, whe¢ Jarrcens, ¢nd 3%cve Cohan.

4lso unaccountcd for wus Barry Weissmun who discpacorcd whilce
driving back to Berkeley on the frecusy. This was roported to the |
Gelectic Coorainator by Richerd Irvin who was reburning toRiversides

That night at the LASFS mccoving, Royle took the plece of David
Gerrold, the then current »rocedural director, ané <fter disnatching
all whose =ho wers not mewbers of the 3F Inner Circle, matericlized
Giip, his new hen chman, '

Giip, who hid ¢ one time offered vo trade tThe location of the
lurker in the Durk (the self-procleimed ultimcte in evil und Sandy
Cohen's sworn enemy) for & 3F me@mbersaisn, now said:

"I pomised you Imrk. He's risht here.” & shodow flickered
wround tine wjell, «né once more the room fillecd with sioke.

¥ % #

The smoke billevied around us for a fiew seconds und then, though
the room Tos still dork, I coull geinse tThe air cleuring,

I shouted, "Leel Banty! Le:liel” Lut there wis no cnswer. I
vas alone in un emnty universe, Suddenly I hecrd o sof t nHurring
noise behind me. I turned in time to see un inbenze beum of light
shoot out from « tube of indeterminuble lenzth.

Giip's voice suid, "Welcome o vhe ol vime move house, kIs
Gilden."

Tefore me cppeared the familicr MGM lion. Following cfter it
was the spectaculsr opening of 2001: 4 sw.ce Odysser. I stood
viatehing in owed fuscinction, g8 I hed so neny vimes before. But
something wios missing. I thought at first th.© I hod gone deud bub
then I heard the recssuring purr of the projector in the boeckzround.
T had n ot gone deuf. It wos wiother one of Rezyle’s evil psycholog—
iccl torvcures.

"ijhet do you necn, old time move houser 2001 is « new movie."

Giip chuckled evilly cs he .nevered. '"Ferhips in your time it
vias, oub this ig the yedr 802 ,7014"



‘22 . Jhere hud I heard that yeur beforeY Someplace in the vast
complex bthot was my mind, it struck & fomiliar chord.

"But where is the Lurker in the Dork?"

"He's here,” Giip assured me. '"Somevhére..." His voice faded
cnd with it so did the oppressive durkness. 4 flime grew silently
and devoured the picture of 2001 which wus now in the midst of the
Down of kicn secuence. ' :

The fire died down cnd I found nyself seated on-a patech of cold
ground. (lassa must be buried around here somevhere, I thought.) I
could mcke out the faces of Scndy, Leslie wnd Lee, lit in eerie
reGness around the cheerless blaze: Their faces were taut and
immobile, as if they had endured «ll the suffering their minds could
sustéin and now, f£illed with sorrow over the loss of their friends

- and having nomenturily lost their sense of wonder, they sat as I did
around the fire.

But five of the Third Foundation Inner Circle were not there.
Sten, Gordon, Steve Goldin, Barry Gold and Bill Dakewell had not come
through to 802,701. The heinous Raoyle had, split us up cgain.

After o long silence when each of us was left with only our own
morbid thoughts, and the sounds of the wilderness around us, Lee
said in an unusually cuiet voice, "Where were you, kiel?" The other
two looked at me expectantly, waiting for wmy answer. I told them of
my e:perience with Giip, and of his one clue.

"802,701." Lee repeated when I hod finished.

Sandy said, "ItIs just liké7thefﬁérciless Rayle to tesse us
with the very thing thot we are looking for.”

o "But didn't R}chard'lrwin conclude that the plot to steal
2001 was a ruse?" Leslie asked. -
"Thut's true,” I agreed, "but this action by Giip leads me to

beljeve thct there mcy be more complications vo this plot that
meets the eye. You're the Clarke-0'file, Sandy. .hut do you think?"

_ "To tell you the truth, I've ulmost lost truck of all the
romifications of the plot. But I would zuess that nothing is beyond
“‘Reyle's villainy." . '

_ I chuckled grimly. "We could sure use a Derk Shadows writer
right now. He might have & chcnce to untangle this mess.

) Suddenly Lee gove a tiny shriek. I thought at first that a
rodent had bitten her cnd we almost had to suppress her. Iuckily,
ve didn'tv have & burlap bag with us. Wwhen ve had cuieted her down,
she said, "I've got it!" = '

"By George, she's zot it," we all intoned together.

I asked, "Got what?"

"That yecr, £202,701. I know what it is."”

"yell whaot is it." asked Sandy.
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"It is the yecr thet the Time Traveler (for so it will be
convenient to speak of him) landed in the Time Mochine!"

"You'lre rizht," I excluimed,

"What are you two babbling about," dem.ndéd Sandy, who had rezd
rothing but Childhood's End for s3es. _ '

Eetween Lee ond myself, we euplained the stronge tale of the
liorlocks ané the Eloi. Wwhen we hud finished, the nizht seemed %o
hcve become cooler., uaether it »es wn 1ll wind or merely our feur,
heizhtened with the telling of the ~risly story, we hod no time o
contemplcte, for suddenly Scndy yelled, "lLeslie! She's zonel™

It was true. ‘ile spread out, instituting a Phase One search.
The signs showed that there had been no struzgle, iadicating that-
waoever had kidnaoped her had elther a rudimentery Lnomlea”e of
chemistry or a very cuiet club.

Then Lee said the one .ord that e had all been thinking but.
had been afraid to say: "Horlocks."

.Jhile Lee and I studied the spoor ané made plans, Sandy Tran
around our now smoldering fire shoubing eplthets and shak1n¢ his
fists at the elements.

£ stooped old man in a night-shirt and & long white beard walked
in from the forest and leared at him for & moment, and then vent back
out into the_wilderness. He was followed by a bllnd men and two
very uzgly sirls. From their conversation I counld tell they wrere
looking for a place called Dover.

Iee and I decided that weslie had been tcken East towvard the
Trising sun. we managed tu subdue Sandy by quotlnU long naessages from
the conclusion of cltv end the 3tars to hlm, but’ thou zh this culeted
his rage, it did nothinz to <igpell his zZloomy mood, Ve aid not
begrudze him this, but we found his*logical wrocesses had been buried
beneath his anger, znd so he iras unfit to help us wlan rationally.

tie vvalked Fast, I in the lead, Lee neut, and 3andy brincing up
the rear. (It is a Z6od thing uhat I hed reamcubered to take it -

along. It was to come in handy later.)

APter we had been alliing for abvouv a quarter of en hour, I saw
something up shead that made my blood run cold. Lee ran intoc me and
said, " hat's vrong?!

I pointed and said, "Look."

Her gaze followed my indication and she stood amazed. I looked
back and Sandy vias standing with his jaw slack, his anzer and grief
forgotten for the moment. For there, 511hou$tted in the risingz sun
was a full size monolith.

"I told you," I said. "There is more to this 20C1 business
than we thought." '

;Je anproached slovly 2CT0SS ULE Zrassy clearlnU I went around
to the sunlit side of the zreat blocL. Looking at it in disbelief,



“TI began to laugh. From small chuockles it grew into peels of
hysterical, tension-rlieving gaiety.

' A
|

Lee joined me, and then Sandy. There, primted in large purple
block letters was the word JELL-O., The monolith seemed to be no
more than a gilant package of Grape JELL-O!

When the humor of the situation wore off, Sandy said, "What.
about Leslie?" This sobered us all, and we set off again following
the trail, '

-A short time later, we came to one of those wedls that is an
entrance to the underworld of the Morlocks. A constant thrumming
had been growing louder for some time, and as we leaned over the
edge of the well, we could hear its source deep beneath the earth.

"Can you think of a more logical ally for the Iurker in the
Dark than the light-hating lMorlocks? Ny zuess is that he is down
tkbene Probably Leslie too."

Sandy shouted "Leslie!" and flung himself over the ﬁrecipice;

"Sandy," Lee and I.yelled together as his form grew dimmer in
the stugian darkness.

"ihat do we do now, GC," I asked.

"There's only one thing we can do now, There are two Third
Foundation members down there slone against the ILurker in the Dark,
Morlocks, and Space knows what else. what can we do but do our
best to try and save them.

"Hear, hear," I said, forgetting myself for a moment.
",ell, let's get started " Lee said. |
? H

I helped her over the wall, and she put her foot on the first
rung of the ladder embedded in the wall of the stone shaft., We
~elgmhedfor vhat seemed an endless time. Twice I slipped on the
dew-wetted metal bars., Then from below me there came a shoutb.

"Yipe," Lee called.
"Whatt!s the matter?”
"One of the rungs is loose. I almost fell. Be careful;E

I remembered that Morlacks are smaller and lighter than Men.
This dark stair was built for them, not for us. I wondered how
Gordon would have done had he been here,

Then finally, after interminable minutes, we reached the bottom
of the shaft. We had passed through a region of almost total dark-
ness, but now, in this infernal domain, an eerie light emanated from
within, Even the Morlocks could not work in total darkness. ILying
there in the sand at the foot of the ladder was a strange object
that I had never seen before. Iee held it up for our inspection.

"What is it," I asked.




o
iee laughed as she said, "It's an old-fashioned corset."

"It!'s not nearly that funny. Look what it says here on the
other side." There written in gray letters was the inscription:

MAL WEST'S FIRST FOUNDATION

1 said, "Only Rayle, an old 3F member, could think of a ghastly
puitf 1ike that,.” :

Lee only looked around pensively, at a loss for words and-
throw pillows. ' -

"Come on," I said, -leading the way along a low tunnel where
even Lee had %o bend over to get through without hitting her head.

This continued for some time and then made an abrupt right turn.
The ceiling here was a bit higher. Then the passage emptied out intp
a tremendous cavern. The celling was lost in darkness above, and the
walls geemed tc stretch to infinity. The room was filled with great
~machines whose purpose could only be guessed at, The heartbeat sound
had never been so strong. o 1

There, only a short distance away was Leslie. ©She was tied to
the pipes of one of the mysterious machines. She saw me and T
motioned her to silence. With a loose elbow she nudged the
bedraggled figure ne:xt to her. Sandy locked up and was about to
shout, but Lee got there in time to put her hand over his mouth.

Then, using my Tom Mix combination Flashlight, Signal Ring,
Decoder, Pen Knife and Portable Nuclear Generator, I freed them both.
Lee kept a sharp look out, but there was no one around,. not even the
“ ubicuitous Morlocks. It was too easy. 1 suspected it was a trap,
‘but we would never know if we did not at least try to escape.

We made our way back to the shaft. The sand under the open
sky was wet, and as I looked up, I got a raindrop in my eye. Grey
clouds rolled by overhead, and an occasional flash of lightning set
our faces in high relief. The thunder played a random counterpoint
- to the monotonous rhythim of the Morlocks! machines. ' S

_ Then we began our arduous climb back to the .urface. If this

was a trick, Rayle, The Lurker in the Dark, and the Morlocks had bet- -
ter make their move soon. Once we got to the surface, we could.
quickly whip up a time machine from cddiments about our persons, and
get out of their cruel grasp. ' -

When we were abbut half way up, in the darkest part of the
chimney, I began to hear little scuttling sounds below us, "Snap
it wp," I said, "they're following us." :

Tt was a nightmare then. Beeause of the strange acoustics, it
was difficult to tell just how far behind us our pursuers were, bub
T could tell that the sounds were getting louder.

The sky began to clear, and the rain stopped falling. This
made' climbing easier for us, but also for our adversariles. When we
were only a few feet from the top, and the freedom of the.gugllt
world, a billious purple pseudopod crept over the top and into the

wello.
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Leslie screamed.
It was the Beast with no Name!

But how had it gotten here? The BWNN had been destroyed in 20th
century San Francisco by Barry Weissman and Richard Irwin. But the
Third Foundation should have known that you can never completely .
destroy a beast whose life is based on a Enox unflavored geletin
molecule. I saw it all in a faash! Rayle had scraped together the
remnants of the BWNN from the sidewalk eutside the Clairmont. Then,
drying it out for easier storage, he had put the BWEN in powdered
form into the JELI~0 box/monolith. ILater, with:.the coming of the
rain, the Beast had been reactivdted, and now, here it was.

Now our only chance was my power ring. .It was lucky for us the
Beast was not yellow. I aimed my ring to cover the well opening.
Beneath us, I could hear the powers of darkness advancing.

Meanwhile the Beast with No Name had spread itself across the
top of my power shield. But how long could my will create a barrier

against it? '
-I felt a clammy hand grab hold of my leg.
| to be probably continued next issue
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If witches there bhe, there must of course be some humorous
witehew..» slond. Daily Mail, May-l, 1907....4n elderly woman, Mme.
Blerotti had callled upon the Magistrate of the Ste. Marguerite dis-
trict of Paris and had told him that, at the risk of being thought a
madwoman, she had a complaint to make against somebody unknown. She
lived in a flat, in the Rue Montreuil, with her son and her brother.
Every time she entered the flat, she was compelled by some unseen
force to walk -on her hands, with her legs in the air. The woman was
detained by the magistrate, who sent a policeman to the address given
The policeman recturned with Mme. Blerotti's son, a clerk, aged 27.
"What my mother has told you is true," he said. "I do not pretend to
explain it. I only know that when my mother, my uncle, and myself
enter the flat, we are immediately impelled to walk on our hands."

M. Paul Reiss, aged fifty, the third occupant of the flat, was sent
for. "It is perfectly true," he said. “Everytime I go in, I am
irresistably impelled to walk around on my hands." The concierge of
the house was brought to the magistrate. "To tell the truth," he
said, "I thought that my tenants had gone mad, but as soon as I
entered the rooms occupied by themy, I found myself on all fours
endeavoring to throw my feet in the air.” o ,

The magistrate concluded that here was an unknown malad He
ordered that the apartments should be disinfected., : v
-~Charles Fort, Wild Talents
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Whoever in discussion adduces authority, uses not intellect but
memory. -~ Leonarde da Vinei
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More Reviewpoint

-~ Bpock Must Die, James Blish, Eantam Books, 60¢.
reviewed by M. B. Tepper

. 4 few seemingly superfluous yet necessary words before the main
~body of this review, :

‘T liked Star Trek., Not a$ much as those excited, "pointy-eared
fanatics™ known deprecatingly as trekkies--but still I admired the
show, _ : -~ S

S0 when Jim Blish's first book of adaptations of Star Trek
scripts was published, I quite- nalurally bought a copy. . 4s many of
my friends unfortunately discovered, soon thereafter, I was quite
disappointed., Blish had done a major violence %o the television
scripts that could only be likened to treason against the Federation.

I bought the second book, not too hesitatingly, because I
expected that the Editorial Voice at Bantam had by then hammered
some sense into the writer, and that he had mended his ways. He
hadn't.

I bought the third volume for two reasons. 1) the readers!
outery must have had some effect on Blish for the better; and 2) one
. of the stories had been adapted from a script by a friend of mine,
which script rarnked as one of my favorites. (OK, D.G.~-there's your
plug; now can I please go on?) :

Once, twice, three times in a row had I been stricken down by

Frror!' To this day I leave those three Star Trek books in a conspic-
uous spot on my shelf, to serve as a vperpetually-whispered *"Norbury"
in my ear., S

Hold on, I'm almost to the review. When I saw Blish's Spock
Must Diel, I giggled in knowing delight. Here, I thought, must be an
insipid Blish +to show up all others in childishness--a book that I
should be proud to tear apart in a review.

It didn’t work out that wzy, Dear Reader, and this review is an
apology for me and my prejudicial belief,

Spock Must Die! (ignore the title) is Well—w;itten? suspenseful
and intridately plotted. It is full - of Korzybskian philosophy, moral
gquestioning, Gufsimovian physics witn a Gell-Mann twist and van
Vogtian wheels~within-wheels. However, the characterisation is
nothing you haven't encountered before. Scotty's burr becomes almost
ludicrous in places, and Blish makes the error of referring to McCoy
as "Doc" rather than "Bones." DBut these are only minor flaws.

There is some brilliant though slightly confusing imagery
towards the end, and scenes that you would give your soul to see on
- the TV--or silver--screen.

' i - . " just
Just let me give a short summary of the plot: WAR has just
broken.out betwee% the Federation and the Klingon Emplre. The .
'sﬁperior peace-keeping Organians have either been killed or immobil-
ized by the Klingons. 4&n attempt to transmit Mr, Spock halfway
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across the Galaxy with a juryérigged transporter backfires, and the
Enterprice winds up with two Spocks (a la The Enemy Within), one of
whom 1s dangerous, and must be destroyed.

Once more, there are flawg-—Blish makes an unfounded assumption
regarding Spock's anatomy, and forgets the @8ssymetry of the standard
Starfleet uniform. But still, the book is gzood, thought-provoking
and fun. If this is the new Blish, why, more power to him.

The Ship Who Sang, Anne McCaffrey, Ballantine, March, 1970, 95¢ .
reviewed by Lee Gold - :

This anthology contains six sequential stories about Helva,
showing her reaching.maturity. Her goals are independence and ..
emotional fulfillment, somewhat difficult aims to acgomplish for-a-
cyborg who, to own the right to control what missions she attempts,

“must first repay Central Worlds Brain-Brawn Ship Service for =
'raising her, educating her, equipping her with a star ship body, and

performing any unusual repairs, malntenance, "or technological”
improvements on that body. _ y

The society drawn is bglievable, partly because of its
defects. It does not offer™everyone & chance for happiness or even
contenivments It does attempt to make sure that only those who seek
unhappiness are likely.bto run into it. It is overly bureaucratic
“probably a.necessary vice for any large-scale organization). I
think I would enjoy living there.

This book contains five previously printed stories, which
appeared in the magazines between 1961 and 1969, as well as-a
sixth one, previously unprinted, which rounds off Helva's story.
As is only infreguently the case, the last stoxry is wholly up to
the quality of the earlier cnes in plot, theme and styie. This is
a book worth buying.
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L. A, SEEN continued from page 23

some serials. 4ll in all, é.uniQué bit of con program sbheduling,
with the credit going to Jim Shapiro and Iric Hoffman,

. "Archy & Mehitabel" had a special showing for the LASFS. An
animated feature, it comblies"Feter Max" style footage with vintage-
comic style footage. It's fair to good, although a bit difficult
to describe. It could have been better, but then again it could

- have been much worse. Carcl Channing plays Mehitabel, which was a

good choice, The big problem is how to advertize it, There are
Y00 many dirty words and dark innuendos for the kiddies. Any
suggestions would be appreciated.
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. .1t 1s the customary fate of new truths %o begin as heresies and end

as superstitions. . —-Thomas Henry Huxiey



PROBABLY SOMETHEING fsa
like maybe THE SOLAR SYSTEM THAT ISN'T THERE

by Tom Digby reprinted from Apa-I 105
10-20~1966

Welly ,it¥s like this--There's this spaceship exploring a region
containing only old stars--a region where the stars seem to have
formed much earlier than in our part of the galaxy and have all long
since finished their main sequence lives, One Sol-type star is
conspieuous for its youth--it seems to be about the same age as our
Sun.

The explorers decide to visit that system and find some very
strange things. The star radiates only in the range from far infra-
red to far ultraviolet--no radio waves or ¥-rays. They find several
planets by visual observation but they don't show on radar. An
attempt Is made to put the ship into orbit around one planet that
looks very much an Earth-type but the ship keeps flying off on a
tangent because the planet has no gravitational field. They finally
just float a few hundred miles above the surface with their radar
telling them all the vhile that there is nothing there and the nearest
solid matter is_a small amount fa mass no biggcer than Barth's mocn)
in the center of the sun. o -

They decide that teleporting crew members down without space
sults may not be a good idea since a planet that is missing its grav-
itational field may not have the ftype of atmosphere the ship's
instruments say it has. They teleport down wearing space suits and
find a planet that looks like a high civilization just packed up and
went somewhere for vacation or something. Cities, parks, cceans,
clouds and sunsets are all there and look peffectly real but are not
tangible. They can float through buildings, etc. like ghosts through
haunted houwes and an observer vatching them would be hard put to say
which (planet or men) is real and wihich is the ghost.

Tests show that the planet is real only as flar as wavelengths
in the range radiated by the sun are concerned, and that for all
practical purposes the party is just drifting in interstellar space,
Attempts to approach the sun to see what is inside are thwarted by
the heat which is practically the same as that radiated by a normal
star,

Mystery mounts. If any of the crew is superstitious a ghost
scare might start and spread through the crew, The ship's air, watexy
ete. are checked for hallucinogens. Nothing is found but some
suspect that the negative readings are hallucinations. The explorers
are both awed by the beauty of the planet and frightened by its
ghostly nature. Folklore of various planets (from the ship's library
is checked but this strange "Not a Planet” isn't mentioned. Written
inscriptions are found on signs, buildings, and other places but
match no known language-

Along about this time, the more telepathically receptive crewmen
begin to get a message, 2s though soweonc or something 1s trying to
reach them but needs time to adaept itself to their minds. ZXventually
they get something to this effect?

continued on page 22



Rembrandt van ﬂinkle

by Darrell Schweitzer

Outside the mid-summer thunderstorm raged, sending torrents of
rainvater streaming down the rcof, over the windovs and fleoding
the lawn. ' ' ' o ' -

"George?" Are you awake?" Marie Heynolds whispered.

The lump ﬁnder.the blankets, which was her husband, stirred
slightly.

"George. The roof is leaking again."
"Why don't ya go back to sleep?” he mwililed drowsily.

"Gebrge!“ Her bony, housework-roughened fist slammed down
on George's stomach.

".hat the hell do you want? Do you know what time it is?"
"Yeah, It's three 4.M. and I'm lying under Niagara Falls!l"
"vell, put a bucket under it."

"Oh sure,” she-said, "and Sleep with a bucket in my lap!! why
the hell haven't you fized it before now? I've been--"

"Nagging me for weeks!" he snarled back. "I didn't have time
is why. I just didn't have time. I was paintingi"

. "Painting! Painting! P-inting! Jesus H. Cwrist! Always
painting. why don't you break down and getajob? Wwho do you think
you are anyhow? Rembrandt?" :

Tiredly, George crawled out of bed. "You take my side. I'll
sleep on the couch. 4and don't worry azbout money. I'm working on
a very special painting.”

"Don't worry about money," she mumblcd. "a special paintingoe..
Enjoy your sleep on the couch. It's your last. They're repossessing
most of the furniture tomorrow."

"why didn't you tell me earlier?"

"I did but you couldn't have heard me. You were paintingl"

* * *

The phone rang.
"George will you get that," Marie called from the shaver.

"Can't dear. This is a very crucial stage of the painting. If
1 stop now, I might never he able to recapture the mood." '

"I syaar," she muttered as she wrapved a robe around herself,
"I'm not married to a man but a Paintbrushm"
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One minute later she called, "George! Do you know who that was?
It was the nice wan-from the real estate agency who is going to fore-
close the mortgage beceuse of lack of payments., Did you hear that,

gou d?ﬁned artistic good-for-nothing? They're gonna repossess the
ouse!’ ' o

But George paid no attention. He was painting.

* T % * .
: .Marie knocked on the door oi her husband's studio.
"George?"

No answer.

"George! Dammit I know you're in there. You have been for
the pest ten hours, without even stopping to eat! what §o you live
-ou?" she snarled. "The beauty of your work?" '

Still no answer. OShe pounded and kicked.

s George! Open up! How dare jou lock your own wife out like
is!

There Wag a stirring sound from within. Geofge camé to the door:
Bt he did not open it. ‘"Look, dear," he pleaded, "I'm at the most
c¢ritical part right now, and the books say thet I must continue or
everything will be ruined." '

"Books? Do you mean those books you got from the library?
The ones on Black Magic?" _

"Yes,"

"Now it's Black lMagic! I am married to a nut! George, you
let me in there or I'm gonna call the cops."

She tried the door. Tt was locked. She ran outside and tried
the windows. They were locked to0. :

* * *

"This way, officers.” . Merie indicated the door to the studio
%o the two policemen., "He's been in there for five hours since he
last spoke to me. I'm afraid he might have done something foolish,"

"You mean killed himsélf?“ one of them asked.
She bit her lip snd trembled slightly. "Yes."

They tried the coor and found it locked. Then they broke it
down.

The room wag in a state of disorder that was characteristic of
its usual occupant. Paint bottles and tubes were st.ewn about, half
empty, many open, on shelves, chairs and the large table in the
canter of the room. On a small. card. table standing before the casel
were the three anciént occult volumes open, with many place markers
in them. ;
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e The fi rst policcman chccked the closct. The othoer examined
the 7indows and found them to bo locked from the inside.

Therg was no sign of Guorge.

The first officcr scratchcd his head in bewilderment. The other
sturcd idly at thc painting which had just bcon completed. It was
a strcet sconc sct during a Greemviich Villuge art show. Paintings
on wooden rTucks or string tied between trees lined the sidewalk cnd
hcld the wttention of the numcrous passcrs-by. Near the center. of
the picture was a small man with & short but unruly beosrd, who was
busily and cnthusissticully pointing out the merits of his work bo
a proshcetive customer. A look of contuniment mized with a snicker
was on the crtist's fucc, as though he had csciped somcthing and
was now farevex: frece.
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PROBABLY SOMETHING continued

"Phis monument was built by (mecaninglezs neme) avnproximately a
billion Iarth years azo when tvhe normal course of stellar life cycles
forced its makers to abendon their netvive world and seek new homes
elsevhere. It is built to »reserve the menory of their origins and
Yo srovide a familior homc for the ghosts of their encestors so tThey
will not be forced to roam the void forever-in search of a nlanet
that no longer exists. Travelers are invited to explore the imeges
but are asked not to attewnt to ewnamine the projector or othcrwise
despoil this sacred place. The projection system teleports piotons
into or out of the various parts of the imcges as regulred and is
sovered by an intaniible, undetectably transperent forceficld wiiich
surrounds the zalexy end intercepts Just enoush of The radiation
pessing throuzh it to power one Sol-type star. It is exnected to
lasv several billion more rears, untvil long affer its builders are
other-:ise foygouten and the universe is peopled by snecies as yet
uncveolved. The machinery is »nrotected from those who ~ould atteim)t
to liarn its secrcts for evil Hurposes. This has been a sort of
telencthic recordinz. Iinzer here a while longer and journey onvard
in peace, with our zood -vishes."
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The elf's eft is an engaging eft that elates everybody.

Peghoots fox terrier is a frightened fox terrier that fears Forteans.

The Ganymedian genie is a glittering zenie that sarbs himself
gorgeously. -

The haunt's hog is a horrible hog that howls horrendously.
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An old.Egtor of a colleze said ©o one of his punils: Read over your
composivions, and haerever you meet with a passage which you think
is perticularly fine, strike it out. --Dr., Samuel Johnson
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The Irishman's ichneumon is an incredible ich i
ten oo s 1 neumon that invents
The anglgur's Jjabbervock is a jovisl jebberwock that jousts
Jestingly.
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a column on Los Angeles television and movies
by Sandy Cohen

Ever since the loss of the regular Channel 5 late, late night
movie, there have been just scattered showings of horror movies in
L.A. Many of these have been Meixican-made, including several movies
in series. These usually range from bad to ridiculous, but the
pacing, dialog, or dubbing often gives an unintentional laugh or
two during the evening. A buxom blondeis usually featured along with
a contrasting brunette, and the villain can be anything from a robot

to a mummy to a horde of false-faced vampyrs. I prefer the "Star
Drek" re#runs overall,

Now and thenm a better move shows up, however, "The Iast Man on
Farth," a low-budget adaptation of Matheson's I Am Legend starring
Vlncent Price, was recently shown. Although poor in .many respects,
the movie ig true to the book until just hefore the end. Now a
major studio is producing "I Am Legend," and there should be inter-
esting cowparisons. The new feature is scheduled to star Charleton

Heston, who seems to be on a sci-fi kick with the "Ape" movies and
now a vampire movie.

Price gives a good performance, but nothing spectacular. "The
Last Man on Earth" is basicly a mood movie, and asgueh can be
enjoyed or disliked depending on when you see 1t. It makes for

enjoyable late night viewing, and I suggest you watch it next time
around.

Several major science Fiction movies are scheduled for release
in the near future. In particular, "The Forbin Project" (based on
Jones's Colussus) and "The Andromeda Strain” are due. "Childhood's
End" is also scheduled to be filmed, but just how definite that is
is open to guestion. Let's hope for the best.

I'm afraid I've been rather lax in the movie attendance lately,
due partly to my graduation, partly to my marriage, partly to my new
job, and partly to laziness. Among the movies I've missed is
"Beneath the Planet of the Apes." Friends who have seen it rate it
‘as fair--less than its predecessor.

Finally, I have an uncofficial report on the movies scheduled for
Westercon XXIII. A wide variety is expected with "Jack the Giant
Killer," "The Thief of Bagdad," and "The 5000 Fingers of Dr. T
antlclpated for the. fantasy fans. Also Disney's "Alice in Wonder-
land" and perhaps "“Archy and iehitabel"” for animated fiction buffs.
For shock thrillers there should be "The Hound of the Baskervilles™
and "The Cabinet of Calligari." (new version). For the sci-fi fas
there will be "5 Million Years to Earth," a supposedly excellent
feature. "The Lost Patrol," "The Vlklngs,” and "Duck Soup" (Marx
Brothers) are tentatively scheduled to round off the program. Not
ruch sci-fi this time.

Each film will probably be shown twice, vhich means 12 hours of
movies each day. There should also be several shorts and perhaps

continued on page 18
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bONGERNING CERTAIN PEOBLIMS INVOLVID
IN BUILDING 4 BHEER CAN TOWER TC THE MOON

by Barry and Lee Geld

" The fannish project of building a bheer can Tower to the Moon
began in the late '50s with Terry Carr's article in Tnnuendo #3, -

~ which set forth plans to erect a Tower from Carl Brandon's back yard.
Triangulation had indicated that at that time the Moon was only
fifteen or twenty feet away when directly overhead the back :yard.

. That would reguire for a pyramidal Tower about 2,000 bheer cans...
empty naturally. Carr vowed that "we will step up our production of
empty bheer cansl...Since we are gréat believers in Private Enter-
prise, we shall stand by our convictions and - be more enterprising in
our drinking." (Thanks are due to Harry Warner, Jr. and Quip for

"reprinting;én gxcerpt_qﬁhthis_grtiple;)

Pimes have changed since then, Now that Apollo 13 has proved
that the distance from here to the Moon Is difficult to cross (and
may indeed be nearer'a gquarter of a million'miles than fifteen feet),
the task of building a pyramidal beer car Tower bo the Moon becomes
well nigh impossible. In fact, wé& have fizured out that the base of
the pyramid would hove to be ten billion square miles, which would

not ounly creafe quite a pollution problem but also probably interfere
with needed brewery space, not a trifling consideration in view of
the fact that :'the pyramid would require almost two sextillion bheer
cans‘ . s T - . " - . .".

Therefore, we have decided to adopt a diffe.ent and simpler
method, utilizing the products of current technology not available
over ten years ago. We intend to have a cylindiical Tower to the
Moon, supported by a droplet of Bastman 910 placed between egch bheer
can and the one above it. ~(Fagtman 910, as you doubtless remember,
is the glueing agent so powerful that a strip of ‘1t painted on a
road will stop a car travelling at sixty miles per hour.,) It's
rather e:pensive of coursey but if fans are to get to the Moon in
time for David Gerrold's Iunacon in 2001 we must not be parsimonious,

‘The next problém is how, after we've done the first six feet or
so, shall we keep adding new bheer cans at the top. Initially this
can be done by ladder, but after the first three hundrgd feet or so,
even the ladder we plan to horrow from the fire station would be
inadequate. Our next stepn therefore, would be to switch to a Ugt AL/

“helium balloon, with a fannish dripking party aboard. As each bheer
can is emptied, it can he placed at th. top of the cylinder. Note
that the balloon will therefore lose ballast and rise higher, thus
enabling us to keep pace with the stcadily rising Tower. Once we've
gotten two to three miles up, we'll have to switch the party from
the balloon to a helicopter, but this should pose little difficulty,

N The real problem in logzistics comes once we effectively leave
Earth's atmosphere and enter Outer Space. At this point we would
have tc launch satellites filled with bheer cans. (Possibly, one
satellite launching at each convention, hen the raw materials would
be most readily available.) Then a fannish volunteer could be
launched, and - eqguipped for space walk - place the already in orbit
bheer cans on the end of the cylinder.. v : : L

 continued on-page H




A Letter to Richard Cabell of Buckfastleigh 22‘55

by James Branch Cabell
from Ladies and Gentlemen, 1954

It must remain to me always, Sir Richard, a source of regret
that by another writer you were high-handedly plucked from my fa mily
tree some while before I myself had the chance to employ you. For I
still regard covetously your story. And I think too (such being the
nature of every author) that he who borrowed your story might well
have made something moxre of it.

Born in 1620, you were duly graduated from Balliol College and
the Middle Temple, in order that, but a little later, you might
graduate also in what uninformed persons speak of loosely as Black
Magic. TYours was--by daylight--the leisured 1ife of a country
gentleman....Throughout the Perliamentary Wars you yourself sided, as
did most of the counitry, with Cromrell and his Puritans. People said
that after dark your pursuits were not wholly puritanic.

People said, in brief, that your faith was the faith of Old
Believers; and that the relations between Devonshirve's officially
recognized Jehovah andthe obscure zod whom yom honored after night-
fall stayed unfriendly.

At all events, when your bond had run out--in the October of
1677-~then black hounds came racing over Dartmoor; and toward midnight
they gathered around Brooke Manor House, breathing smoke and fire, and
howling eipectantly. Thase creatures, having served you for the
agreed time, were come now for their agreed payment, the country-side
remarked later. And these fire-breathing hounds obtained their
earned wages: for at midnight you mounted your black mare, and you
rode away, across the dark moor, in the company of tvhese hounds.

Your body, when men found it, was badly mangled; it was scorched
here and there; and your throat was torn open.

Well, Sir, and afterward~-a long while afterward, in the year of
grace 1902--one Dr. A, Conan Doyle took over your story, renaming you
Hugo Baskerville, He reduced the company of your familiamrs to a
single beast; and he lugzed into your story a superfluous ‘“yeoman's
daughter." Aftcr that, he endowed you :ith a fictitious lot of
brand-new descendants, including none of our surname; and he fetched
down to Dartmoor the accomnlished Mr. Sherlock Holmes, accompanied by
the amiable Dr. Watson, te solve the problems you had becueathed these
descendants., Doyle wrote, in brief, with you as his point of depart-
ure, The Hound of the Baskervilles; and he made out of your legend a
striking book....

Meanwhile my point is that Dr. Conan Doyle (who later became a
knight and your peer) left out of his book thet which is, to me, the
most interesting part of your story.

For they record, Sir, that sfter your burial you did not rest
quietly in your grave. Out of consideration for our family's
feelings, I shall not rehearse in this place any details of the old
and unpleasant secuel. It appears endugh to say that your corpse was
dug up and reburied in the scme place, just cutside the south porch
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of  the parish church, with all the ceremonies necessita%ted by your
pos t-mortem restlessness., And besides that, a very special edifice
was erected above your grave, Lo prevent your coming ou® again to
trouble thé meighborhood you had cnce adorned.

This tomb, in so far as I remember it, i& shaped rather like a
Chinese pagoda, with a weather vane, taken from your manor house, &
bit incongruously fixed at the top of it.... '

The Sepulchre, as Buckfastleigh calls your last prison house, is
kept locked; but the more reckless of humenkind are permitted %o
insert their fore-fingers intc the empty, large keyhole. Vhen
anybody presumes to do this, you promptly bite the intrusive finger;
for insile your &aemb, but once more out of your grave, you remain
active and malevolent and very, very, very hungry.  ILuckily, you
cannot get out of The Sepulchre, without special aid--or so, a%

least, they told me at Buckfastleigh--because you were properly

exorcised at the time of your second burial, with the harsh ritual
appointed for vampires. '

“Now by the yet living members of your family in general you are
regarded, I must tell you, Sir Richard, as a regrettable relative.
(Berein your position is mnot unigue: we have many such,) 7Yes,
have noted among your kinsmen a distinct tendency, in discussing
their former glories, to slur over Ghe third Sir Richard, in order’
to discuss such of those ancestors as were governors or burgesses or
ministers of the gospel or aldermen or yet something else more or
less superior from gentilityls standpoint, To 2 mere vamplre....

- Yet does this attitude toward you in some sort appear unreason-
able, For we of Virginia take a proper interest in our ancestors.
I have heard that we even boast of them. well, and in you, Sir,
your kinsmen have an ancestor .hom, by all reports, it is still
possible to meet face to face. Of their many ancestors you alone
remain immediately accessible: and yet not one single member of
your family, during the last two hundred and fifvy years, has

attempted to arrange a conference. I glone of the race, I believs,

have gone so. far as even to put a fiager inside your keyhole; and
vhen you bit me, I too, let it be admitted, withdrew from Buckfast-
leigh churchyard without following up the acquaintance which. you
appeared rather avidly eager tc make far more intimate, '

I do not -defend my conduct., It was prompted merely by prudencéa
From any rational standpoint, I admit that, as a Xisman, you ought

~not to have been thus coldly ignored, for your place in your family-s

pedigress is, or at any rate it ought to be, inalienable.
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hDid,yoﬁiever hear anyone say "That work had better be banned because

T might read it end it might be very damaging to me"?
Joseph Henry Jackson
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We must think of ohr whole economics in terms~6f a preventitive

pathology instead of a curative wnatholozy. Don't oppose forces;

use them. God is a verbd, not a noun. :
: -~Richard Buckminster Fuller



INTERNATIONAL -FIEND FUND

This year's contest between Neblros “Dlt@orth“ and the Creature
from the Black Lagoon was won by the Greature} We have, accordingly,
bought him his membershlp in the Heidelbe¥g World Con plus arranged
to cover his fare over: end back. (We understand he plans to swim
the distance.)

Two candldetes have already declared themselves for next year's
contest the winner to go to the:Boston vorldcon in 1971. The filing
period for candldates closes October 51, 1970. Our two current
candidates are: 7

The Bald Mountain Dwelier. 4 noted fiend artist, the Dweller's
drawings have been feetured, among other places, in Disney's
Fantasia. The Dweller has long been: & hermit in remote Eastern
Europe but now promises to end his Uaflaulon from Con Fandom if
elected to IFF.

sponsors: Baba Yaga, Morticia ndams,~8helob

Voivode Drakula. 4n old time fiend with a flare for the dramatic,
certaln bto be found striking vherever he zoes. He has authored many
pieces of faanish fiction; his mdést noted work is the pseudo-
biography he co-authored with Bram Stoker.

sponsors: Barnabas Collins, Roquat the Red, and Tash

Each cendldate has promised that barring acts of God, Satan Tetra-~

' - grammaton, or similar authorities, he will travel to the 29th World

Scilence Flctlon Conventlon in Bootona

. Tgbe ellglblﬁ tofvote, you must conorlbute two ounces of gold or a
certificate enti: Lxng the winner to one pint of blood,avd have been
active in fiend fandom prior to October 31, 1969, Cheoks and certi-
ficates should be. mede ceyeble to "IFF.," :

.. Nikolai Astredov - European Sponsor

29/Rue: Morgue
Parig; France

e

Khalk'ru - North American 8pon50r
Karak, Usunhi'yi (the Darkenln“-Land)
Alaska, United: States

.Contrlbutlons in excess of the mlnlmum will be accepted.

Reproductlons of this form are: encouraﬂed provided, proV1ded the '
- e t 1s reproduced verbatlmef o
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Don Hamptan Nice to see the Third Foundation again, especially
Box 12169  since the last halrf of it was stapled on upside down.,
Atlanta, Ga. It's not offen that material for dirty jokes is provided
30305 out of the blue 1like that. Gonuratulatlons anywayo
[/Cur collators apologize.-LG i _

I'm not an admirer of the Hyena, but if it gets any dirtier I
may get interested. Tom Digby's bit was fascinsting. I would sug-
gest that all comic books take place near the center of a large
cluster, maybe closer in toward galactic center, where dust and other
accumulations of matter are thick. Notice that there is never any
problem with lighting, since it never gets much darker than a cloudy
night on Earth, even in a planet’s shadow. This suggests that there
may be several suns around fairly close, What seemz to be planets
and stars when a character looks at the sky are simply nearby pieces
of asteroid. Since the area is so dusty, formation of rings occurs
around the larger chunks, If the concentration is high enough, the
entire cluster msy even share an atmosphere of some sort, mostly made
up of the heavy gases. That is why meteors and so on flame passing
through it, and why an oxygen helmet is all that is needed %o live
there,

As to population, there are at least two inhabited areas, One
fairly large planet:in the cluster has received a ship full of Terran
animals, who then mutated to become the dominant species. Another,
larger planet is an Earth colony, called with a stunning. lack of
imagination "Earth." This is what:confuses comic readers. :The large
number of suns in the area, coupled with the fact that most of the
planets are smaller. than Earth and so more open to radiati on from
space accounts for the high incidence of mutants in both crime and
erime~prevention. I deduce that the planets are lighter because of
the number of winged or otherwise flying hUman mitants that appear.

The whole area must have been settled dU“lnD Wy I, Notice how _
often Nazis turn up in the recordas that reach us? There were at least
two projects, though, since there are an even larger number of
fanatical anti-Nazis who often remark that they remember fighting the
Nazis in the 0l1d.days on Earth. So we have evidence of two colony
ships of some size, considering the present total population of
EAX¥Y "Earth,” plus an undetermined number of test-ships carrying
animals. The animal ships coasted on until they were stopped by the
thicker concentration of matter, which is why.the sky in the animal-
mutant sector is more crowded than it is in the human sector. o
Several alien civilizations are also spreading -into theicluster o,
from other directions. There will never be any hostile contact . on
other than an individual basis, though, since the galactic -empire
that the Watcher represents will undoubtedly anne:: the entlre area
if it shows promlse of becomlng a threat. . .

The reason 1 know all this is I'm a duck.

——— —_—_ _— = e —_— i ———— — —_—— —— e —— et
=== === === = === === === ——— —_——— ===
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L/ maller...and S0 mofe opeﬁ to radiation? ‘lould someone.pleasé
ezplain,--LG// SR
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Barrell Schweitger Did you know that mail would go faster 1if
115 Deepdale Road carried by a series of runners than it does now
Strafford, Pa. by turck //?-1G//, train, airplane, ship, and
19087 other modern methods? It has been estimated

L that 3rd class mail moves approzximately five
miles an hour. 4 well trained athlete can do better. .

The City of Rainbow's Ghost was a reasonably good but rather
frustrating story. It builds well (rather reminds me of the kind of
stuff they used to pub in AMAZING in the '50s ~ see the recent
reprints) but lacks any real climax. The world presented in the stopy
is well done, and this alone holds the reader's interest, but in
midstory there is a sudden shift in accent from the society t6 an
attempted plot, If Mr. Goodman wished to write about Marracott's
training as a berserker, it was not wise for him %o have devoted a
good -deal of his story to the marketplace, which had little or nothing
to do with the plot. The marketplace scenes are actually the best
parts of the story, but .they are written like part of a novel. They
take up too much room and Seem more important than the rest of the
story, yet remain only a detail. Pcerhaps the best thing that could
have been done is to have dropped the bersekker business and tell the
story of Marracott the packrat and trader. The marketplace was a
real and fascinating place. There is potential for a story in it.

Couple other flaws: Someone should teach Dan a bit about
grammar. The second paragraph on the first page doesn't contain a
single sentence. This gets rather irritating. Itis okay to bmeak
con ventional rules of writing when the story reguires it (Brian
Aldiss' Barefoot in the Head, for erample, rips grammar to shreds,
Then -there's always James Joyce....) but The City of Rainbow's Ghost
did not require it. It is best to write in normal English unless it
is absolutely necessary to do otherwise. .ssom.at %% end o

' -

st

_ .. -Sometimes the description fails, Dan might have thought his
description of the vehicle that Cousin Michael rode very clever but
it 4id neot communicate the proper image. 1 cannot visualize a cross
between a flatboat and a motorcycle with a little Model A thrown in.

= Resddes all this, City was better than most fanfic, well
developed, and more congistant than most. 4 good try.

Tales of Third Foundation: I'm beginning to suspect something
phoney in all this. I'm beginning to think that you're handing us
fiction rather than fact. The Lurker in the Dark indeed! 0ld
Lovecrypt is sure to rise out of his grave and teach you a thing or
two after this! [//Sandy's enemies do tend to have grandiose names.,
Turk will be disappointed, though, to be doubted on that account
alone.-LG// :

If Leon Taylor wants to see how Black Easter can be reviewed
(it does not defy review) I suzzest he see my latest Low Point X
column in NOW TO DEAL WITH YOU #4, wherein I give the book a good
working over. I don't think it's a bad book {although some people
do. See the review in NEW WORLDS 185) but it isn't a good one
either. That letter that was in IF shortly after Faust Aleph Null
(short version) appesred lists most of my gripes. The mobtivation is
poor. UWhy the Hell did they let all of the demons out when they knew



wamn wetl thet they couldn't control them? Surely Ware knew this.
He was an experienced magician. Despite this it is a good book,
[/but you just said?l~LG// The ending is brilliant-~-it'll tear your
head off, -

Sandy Cohen: Whoal!ll! T haven't seen Marooned (tho I will in
a couple days) but the sign on my local theater says they only had
55 minutes of air left. How then 4id anyone hope to launch a rdscue
mission. On the previous page, Whoever reviewed the book came up
with & most perceptive statement. Marooned is "aerospace" fiction
rather than science fiction., It wasn't written to be speculative,
This is especially obvious when one considers the fact thaet the

original version was about a lercury capsule.

I think this is a perfect euample of a new kind of popular-.
- fiction that is coming aboubt. It is a scientific fiction but not
 Science Fiction as we know it., (Our field should be called: Specu-
‘lative Fiction in order to avoid confusion.) It is the kind of
thing that science has caught up with before it was even written,
It is about current science and is therefore extremely ephemeral
unless the author wants to update it every other year. It %acks the
- attitudes and approachs of SF and seems only concerned with gadgets.
Its meaning does not extend beyond the story itself. You won't find
this kind of stuff in any of the better science fiction magazines
- though there are large quantities of it in ANALOG (stories about
‘Vietnam, offshore oilwell disasters, etc.) //The implication that
Analog is not among the rmks of the better sf prozines annoys me-
LG// Yes, it is now possible to write a space story without
writing SF. But it will become ‘dated and forgotten.

SF on the other hand can become dated and still get away with
it, Kem Bennet's "A Different Purpose” in the 9%h F&SF anthology
is a "first man in orbit" story written in 1959. It is still of
interest today because it deslt with something more than gadgetry
but with man's realization throuzh space travel that he is indeed
very small and through this his awareness of what we call God, (And
as a result the Russians 'decide not to put windows on their space-
craft in order to keep their men atheists.)

_ " Poul Anderson's "Third Stage" is another brilliant example of
an outdated but still relevant SF story., IlIt:.was in one of the
Ultimate reprint magazines a while ago. Read it.

_ {_'I;really'doubt that anyone will be interested in Marooned in
twénty years unless a new revised edition comes out every eighteen
months or so. Should keep Caidin busy.

Probably Something - interesting idea you got there, Digby,
tho I don't see why you would have to trade" objects fust to slip
bhetween universes. <Lhere shouldn't be any balance that could get
upset. They're just subdivisions of the Cosmic All. The book idea
is interesting. You might produce a readable Lensman story that

Wayo

TV Universe - Did it ever occur to you that the orchestra is
hidden in a vast underground bunker and the music is piped to hidden
ppeakers spaced only a few feet apart in every part of the universe
so that ohe is never beyond them? Better yet, maybe the cameba men

carry pwrtable record players.



. L wouldn't recomm-nd pulling the plul on a TV universe because

for all we know we might be part of a gigantic candid camera show
for another universe, and if they see us doing such a cruel thing
they might Jjust. pull gur plug. '

Lettercol: Glad to see all these perceptive people appreciatiéng
ny stuff. I suspect Bill Bakewell had been spying on me., I never
have told anyone in the fanzines my age (in order that my opinions
will swing as much weight as those of an adult) but he knows., 1Is
he #1 by any chance? [//Noj he.only has access to 3rd F information
dossiers-LG// I think Harry Warner is right about the sperm & egg
bit. (Well I only have have 1% years of biology as opposed to the
two that is standard in my school....) Sam Bellotto complained
about the space wasted by the trees being grown inside the ship and
rejected the story. (But I fixed him; see the Spring 71 Perihelion.)
[/71?-1G// The editor of Spaceway said that the only reason he was
returning it was that he didn't have room due to a failure to keep
up with schedule. (Spaceway is a bimonthly that publishes only 2 or
3 issues a year.) Aren't you.proud to have a story of such caliber
that it caused the editor of a prozine to explain why he rejected
it7? o '

: . In answer to Leon Taylor's guestion: No, I do not eat, sleep,
or wafich TV. I live entirely by photosynthesis. (I'm not a vege-
table, tho I'm a little green around the ears dometimes) and do my
writing and reading either outside or, in the case of cloudy weather,
under sunlamps, 4s for TV, considering the mental ity of the aver-~
age TV show, I'd like to know vhy anyone does watch it,

bye now, gotta run, the world just ended, I'm late, I'm late...

for

Vaﬁda'McInt&fé | 'Thanks for the Symposium stuff and Third Found-

218 Blaine ation. I can't say now whether I'll be able to
Hansee Hall come or not. Classes start the day after. *sigh*

Univ. of Vash. I'd like to be there (at your convention that is.

Seattle, wWash, The classes...vell,..since they're siving me Money

98105 . next year I shall probably feel obligated to buckle
down and be there once in a while.)

I really enjoy your COUCH program computer dialogs. (S0 why
did you send me a zine without one?) Have you thought of collecting
them and putting fthem out in a bunch? .

_ Must be off....I had intended this to be a nice chatty letter
but goshwow I was up late. (in the lab, get that) and I can't think of
a -whole 1ot to s8F...s - '

Robert Bloch I thought I'd acknowledged my pleasure at receiving
the Third Foundation #92 - but on return from New

York, there it is, staring at me from under the pile of newly

arrived mail. Please accept hy belated apologies~-~and thanks--for

a very fine issue, And I'm glad more fen are diuging Cabell,

Kenneth Scher To all of those who read my letter in TTf 788
3119 liott Avenue and assumed that I was complaining that Gordon

Far Rockaway, NY TLinzer cuts my reviews and/or was advertising for
11691 a new place to get my reviews printed, it ain't so.



1 thank Joanne bBurger for offering to get me in touch with severalt:
faneds who would be interested in printing them, and I thank Dan
Goodman for his letter in #90 for pointing out just where Joanne got
that impression. I was not complaining, merely commenting. I
routinely give faneds to whom I send material full contrel as far as
alterations are congerned (tho I reserve the right to bitch if I
don't like the results). 4s for doing my own zine...well, Ifve
already contacted Goodman about reprinting some of his material for
a zine I have some rather tentative plans for putting.out...based

@n alternahe-worlds material and related fields. : :

. . As usual, the material in ;90 was great. The computer dialogue
was one of the most original that I've seen in quite a while. What
‘is Tom Digby's address? //330 South Berendo, L.A,//. I'd like %o
write him.to get permission to reprint some of his "Probably Some-
thing's," including the one thish, if it's all right with you.
- //411 reprints that give us credit as source are fine by us-LG// As
" for Re-Birth Revisited, well people are inconsistent. Besides, how
do you tell if a variant is guperior if nobt by its ability to
‘survive? = The telepathic mutants have superior survival ability in
their superior method of communication, ‘Jhen the "norms" kill off
all the mutants they can catch (or sterilize them, which is the same
thing from a genetic viewpoint), they are in efiect acting as agents
.of evolution...the superior mutants are forced into the open by the,
fact ‘of their survival, while the lesser groups kill each other off,
Tesides, a society with a strong psi basis would not kill off cothers
with slightly superior abilities. The fact that the telepath's
culture has people of greater or lesser telepathic ability shows that
a certain amount of variation can be accepted. If, for instance, a
new mutatiion sprang up whereby the telepaths could also teleport,
this would probably be acceptable sincephysical travel by mental
power can be considered an extension of the superior communicating
ability. If, however, a group sprang up that was telepathic but
which was so much more intelligent than the telepathic "norms" that
the norms were definitely inferior, a war of extinction would probably
result. Humans can sllow 2 certain emount of superiority...after
all, things tend to balance out. Too much, however, is anathema.

By the way, I applaud your policy of blank_backcovefs.. Too
many are covered with sbominable artwork. ¥ f S

Number 91 was also quite good. "Distant Generation was-quite
good, tho it was rather obvious what Mommy was. . One problem, tho,
why couldn't the embryos have been decanted after the ghip had landed
Froperly programmed robots would undoubtedly Dbe doing much of the_ﬂ
early work anywsy while the children were adapting bto planetary life,
and if they were raised on the planet, they would have no trouble
adapting. _

Number 92. That lovely Barr cover reminds me of a story I read
somewhere about a time-travelling humter who kills a LARGE dinosaur
and is devoured alive by #he parasites who lived on it, and who
prove to be almost as big aw he was.

The third book of. the series about Kurland and Aperson will be
(or has been) written by Thomas uaters (who was, you will remember,
in the Unicorn Girl) and will be called The Probability Pad...&%
least according to Michael Kurland. Fraankly I found it slightly
superior to BK. ' '



r‘(more comments from Scher (the letter was continued by & postcarnd))

T've decided I forgot to make some comments in my LoC, so here
they are: Tales of the T.F. would be better with a bit of conti~-
nuity. I am aware that this makks me as a neo (and possibly a
Philistine) but what is the Incomplete Burbee? If it has come out,
how much is it? Soma (from the quiz in #90) is also found in Lord
of light by R. Zelazny. ill there be one or morelsegggisftp_The
City of Rainbow's Ghost? ' e O

//We try to remind people where Fales left off lastish, That's all
we can do ghort of about a page and a half summary. It all started,
I dimly recall, with the news that the First Foundation was missing....
Charles Burbee was a fan of note, both on national and local level,
who lived in L& and flourished over a decade ago. The Incompleat

(I misspelled it) Burbee is an incompleté collection of his writings.
There is too little demand at the moment to repay us for getting all
of those dry, ink-stained mimeo stencils onto the machine once flore,
Dan Goodman has no plans - at least not immediate ones - for a
sequel. I am trying to change his mind.-LG//

Harry Warner, Jr. Commiserations on your moving problems. But
4235 Summit congratulations on your ability to find a place to
Hagerstown, Nd. move into, something that is currently almost .

21740 impossible in Hagerstown. The city has gone on a

, good housing binge, it is tearing down whole
blocks of old houses, landlords are remodeling and improving other
0ld propexrties frantically, and in sll the excitement nobody pays
any attention to the people who are left homeless., Just today I
heard about an apartment in a medium-go0od neighborhood, whose land-
lord has jacked up rent from $150 to $225 per month; this in a part
of the nation with such & high poverty level that it's included in
Appalachia. .

The City of Rainbow's Ghost is an unusual story and a good one.,
It gives promise of representing the nucleus of a novel or a series
of stories, and if it served that way, it might be an even better
stery, for its one major flaw would be obviated if it were only =
small portion of a greater whole. There's a little too much explain-
ing~by~conversation. Is the author the Denny Goodman whom Bill
Donaho is always talking about? [//Dan says he doesn't know quite |
who he is, let alone what people are talking about him, He is '
known to Bill Donasho, though.--LG// S

I was the only person in fandom who didn't see the Priscnmer on
either its first or second appearance. But even so, Stan Burans makes
Portmeirion quite vivid and causes me to feel somewhat gloomy over
the way reality is always somewhat painful to see after it has served
as the baais for a work of art., If The Prisoner ever returns to
television, I probab ly will have forgotten about this article, and
when I first see the admiral playing chess and the ivy clinging to
the tower they'll have an odd sense of familiarity and I'll write a
fanzine article speculating on how licGoohan somehow put into the
Series lmages that lie buried deep into the subconsciocus of every
human, instead of realizing that Stan Burns' descriptions are half-
remembered while. the article itself is forgotten.



Your calendar fascinates me Just as much a CE

: s th :
mayb? the year before last did. One ninor correctign?geméigﬁ gfar o
wasn 't the date of Beethoven's birth. Maybe you meant it to be

the date of his conception and I'1l be watchin
i : i ing F Yy nex
Spring to see if Charlie Schultz takes your hiﬁt,f??uﬁs sarly next

Leon Taylor makes me want very badly to read B1.

supely he should have gualified a zrifleyﬁis stg%eiiigg-gﬁsggg. put
effect thgt "any new work from James Blish is an event" to exclude
the occaqlonal potboilers like fictionalizations of television stuff
"Ggqe_those are put aside, I'd consider Blish's fiction to be a good )
.cgnd;date for the next outburst of critical attention to one science
fiction writer. It hasn't been written about very much as a'wholéﬁ
and maybe the problem is the carefulness and excellence that Ieon

emphasizes. JTt's much harder to write criticism about sci icti
_ . -ence fict
when you must hunt hard for sericus faults. o cron

The reviews of Marooned .as book and film were written before .
Apollo 13, I assume. There must have been some high blood pressure
in Hollywood until the happy ending cocured for the real life space
adventure, Tragedy aboard spollo 15 would have probably wrecked the
box office for the film. //True. Suddenly hasn't been shown since
John Kennedy's murder for that reason.iG// '

I'm probably just ofie of hundreds of Third Foundations letter-
hacks to inform Tom Digby that this slippage between universes =~
happens all the time for anyone who makes a lot of orders by mail.
The oddest things occur. I got a big carton full of sex education
books from Marboro a while back, months after I'd placed an order
with them for anything, and I won't start to order sex education
books until I catch up on the backlog of locs to be written., Monky
Ward once sent me a projection screen containing twice the square
footage and fpriced at $25 more than the one I'd ordered, aCC?mpanled
by an apology that they had to substitute this for the size I'a
ordered and hoping that I wouldn't mind the substitution. Then
there's a specialist in musical literature in Beverly Hills who
issues very eupensive-looking printed catalogs two or three times
each year and no matter what I oxder from him always returns gy .
entire check with a note to the effect that everything is sold out.

an might be able o tell Larry Parr where to buy mead.
I remgggegoﬁgguely %er telling about her own search for it, but 1ﬁf
was on tape and therefore I can't check back, and of cgursihevint% ,
it had been in a letter I wouldn't have been able to find e g ed
either. There is an awful association in my menmory between-gzi and
Macy's, and somehow I don't think most fans would want to drink mea

purchased from Macy's:.

I ood surprise to find a full-size Barr cover, after so

. mauny gg Ei:-%anzinergllusirationg hage been showing up 1in Amra;s ot
smaller dimensions. The extra dimensions hglp this draw1ngta Dge :

. deal, by making clear what a lumpy sort of world these creafuge -

" belong in. Even more surprising 18 the sudden appearan%e of 2
Harness illustration in a current fanzine. You shoulq%'t Sprlﬁg
such things on fandom without explaining either that it's a% Onin
one someone found in a forgotten corner, oI that #=zek 1is gg urt 15
to fandom. I suspect that it may be the latter, because the s iis
is quite different from the kind of art he was creating during
last years before gafiation.



f‘f Harness returned to L4 from England (W%ergo§?i§a§968.
b Lnss Saientology Clear rating) Jjust before ayof AN
ge?tlng hlg ig' ail the illustrations for'the Migage. _ wasts
?gtil??egri%e %ed Johnstone for subscriptions.- G/,

. 3 :

i ting
i i ting but the number of interes
oh Sym%os;gg 2g§gd§régtigi2 August through thihgnd ggnzeptember
.fann;sh evegéiming. T can imagine at least two or : $Zr heng
e Feming % tal breakdowns from the effort to attend ¢ bz 108 ing
o ing those fow weeks., I went about it the other way%1 J;asn”t
g;giggatﬁgiih ago before the striégkbeg%nﬁigig iggiiegndyl'll ooba-
thinks 1t mz . ] :
%?;tzgziyci?:iltguﬁaggis%gggéﬁor the rest of the'summer to be on the

gafe side.

Now I've failed to write anything about a halféggzggriggﬁg in

The Third Foundation and there iin t eiou%haigaiﬁelganzines tha%

! i nder where John Charteris kep _ A ‘
%iéﬁtgﬁigngelong with his book collection, indImgggtgg Egsg igfetime

- : . ; . e

incredibly bad job I did on this gulz so may should heve _

at dishonorable member of the Third Founda y and |
"zgzgﬁiazg ghat by the time of Star Trek - backg;ound music will have
polluted the entire universe because no human will be able To bear
even an insbtant of silence, accounting for the sound track for tele-

vision series, and tourists probably are respensible for the cameras
being everywhere.

* % * * * * * %

BHEER CAN TOWER continued

I note that I have not yet gone into certain vital considera-~
tions. Chief among them is the problem of how to keep the pressure
of the Tower from collapsing the lower bheer cans., To remedy this,
we plan to attach helium balloons every five feet or so along the
atmospheric¢ portion of the Tower. Out of the atmosphere, we shall
have to contrive some photon reflecting device which will keep the
Tower buoyed up by the Solar Wind. These reflectors must naturally
be in continval motion to offset the effect of the Barth's rotation,

They would probably look like so many beany-propoellors whirling
in slow motion.

more nextish if interést develops

In the New York Sun, Dec. 1, 1882, is an account of the occult powers
of 4, W, Underwood, a Negro, aged 24, of Paw Paw, Michigan...."He will
++.by his breath, blown upon any paper or cloth envelop it in flames."
»««The phenomena look to me like a survival of a power that, may have
been. common in the times of primitive men. Breathing dry leaves
afire would, once upon a time, be a miracle of the highest value....

I think of these fire-agents as the most valuable members' of a

savage community, in primitive times: most likely beginning humbly,
regarded as. freaks; most likely persecuted at first, but becoming
established, and then so overcharging for their services that it was
learned how, by rubbing sticks to do without them—--so then their
fall from importance--but the preservation of them, as occasionals

by Nature, am an insurancée, because there's no knowing when we'll all
go back to savegrey again,.... = —-=Charles Fort, Wild Talemts



