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THFRINIS LT

by Lee Gold

We postponed the vampire's computer dialogue agzain thish,
this time in favor of anotaer ‘nputer dizlogue and (blast of
trumpets - tantara, tantara) THE BAYCON AFFAIR. This. {¥famous tane
play was written a few ieeks after the Larcon and performed at my
16-days=-before-my-~-birthday-party in 1968, Taningz cast included:
David icDaniel »laying the Vamoire and Herlan Fllison; DBarry Gold
playing David McDeniel; Laxry Iiiven as Narrator; Joyce McDaniel as
Startrekkie and Vonde nclatyre; Lee Gold pleying Joyce McDaniel;
and Fred ¥ratten as Dik Dsniels, Anton LaVey and David Gerrold. A
200¢ time was had Dy all. Cowiecs of the tsne are available for
those not content witih the fanzine script version.

We're trying an experiment this issue to see what a Third
Foundation with sowe interior artwork might look like. (Transla-
tion: a caeap electrostenciller justv turned up in the neizhborhood
ané we're zoing to see if he's any gZood.) (Cover, Baycon illos, and
levtercol illos were drawn oa stencil by Jack Heraness.) Given that
we cen get two legal lenzth pages of electrostencilling for what
it costs to offset one cover, 7e orobably iron't hav: many offset
govers in the future.
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The above is an electrostencilled Hziness illn

The ne:t major news is that nextish - snd maybe even a few
pages of thish - will be typed not on the cereworn (and W torn)
manual Olympia that has served me faithfully with little reward
and fewer cleanings since junior high school, but on a tvo-yesr-old
Selectric. It'll be tuelve pitch to conserve paper costs just a
little. Also mailing costs. And because it’s electric, I'1ll b
able to HAKE Y#dgE type twenty vords a2 minute faster. i v
Goshwowboyohboy.

Next issue we'll have that vampire commuter dialogue (at last),
the usual stuff, and the first of what may turn out to be a series
of astrology columns by Phil Castora, This one deals with castinz
horoscopes for beingzs born on other nlaznets than Tarth. ‘



Something wWicked This vay ComeSec.os.

Anybody who can icdenvify thae sovrces of tine followin: passazes in
less than fifteen ninutes renks as an aonorary merber of the Third
Foundation, .

1, DNorman applied his »nrivate rewedy for boredom--the' zame of "Spotb
the Primivive." You nretenced tutt tie neople around you were
nembers of 2 savage race. Take ias. Gunnison, nov 4is psrtner. It
was only too easy to imezine :net 3he'd do o the unlucky wmaidens

in whom her husband shoi/ed too muchr interest. Or 1o: she would
pound tribal policy intvo his head wien taey revirea to their hut.

Or how her voice would thunder out the death chants the vomen sang
o aid the men away at war.

2. Ur. Onselm's shoulders dién't wide out as far as his biz ears,
and they sank and gazged. His tiain legs bowved in e¢ the knee and
out av the shank, like two sickles put point to point. The right
eye scuinted mean anc dark, while the hike of lhis browr stretched
the left one wide open.

5. A tall, terribly thin old man apneared, covered -i/ith vorn pen
points and ledger sheets, his eyes two emnty zeroes., He turned to
Mr. and iirs. Dee and said, "Kaow that this Child has signed a Come=
pact with Me, to esnter My Apvprenticeship and be My Servent. And in
return for Services Hendered, I =mn teaching him the Damnation of
Souls, by means of ensnaring themn in a cursed web of Figures, Forms,
Torts and Reprisals."

4, Round tane corner caie a black horse; and on it sat a large man
who seemed to crouch in the saddle, wranned in a zreeat bleck cloak
and hood, so tvhat only his bootz in the high stirrups sihowed belovw;
his face was shadowed and invisible, TFrom inside the hood came a
noise as of someone sniffing to catein an elusive scent; vae head
turned from side to side of tie rcac,

5. Hoxrible things follovied-~anzuler, many jointed legs, and
presently when he t..cuzhv the whole body wasin sight, ¢ second body
came following it, and after thae® a third. The thinz was in threc
parts, united only by a kind of wasp's ~raist structure--a huge, nay
legged, cuivering deformity, standang ju=st behind the Un-man, so
that the norrible siadov's of both ¢anced in enormous and united
menace on the wall of rock behind them.

6, There was a crashing rosr au¢ a burst of light and Ditworth-
Nebiros was svreed-eagled vefiore us on a mighty boulder, his limbs
bound with massive iron ¢hains. He vag ajain in dewon form.

7. He heard the sound of a horse moving awony the graves, a horse
old and lame and weary unto death, stumbling asxonz the zraves as it
sought him, and he vnimpered in his taroat. For he knew that this
w&s the Hell KHorse, and whoso looks upon it shall die. The hoofs
of the Hell Horse scrunched in ancient gravel. But this was the
door to the church. Holgzzr sg»rang down.

7. These beings--the“nobilit} of “Delgon had reptilian bodies but
no wings, and taeilr heads were Gisgitinctly apish. Every greedy eye
was fied upon an enormous screen,

continued on page 24



Unidentified Stellar Products /
by Lee Gold

When the Third Foundation first started puttlno out a generally
distributed fanzine (with issue #77), we were young, naive, and
optimistic. We actually thought we could break even on our pub-
lishing costs. (This delu81on was partly encouraged by the fact
that a couple of friendly book store dealers: actually did give us
ads for our first few iss SUES. )

Anyway, in the interests of drumming up more ads—-and raising
the amount of strangeness in the fanzine--I sat down one day with
the LA telephone directories and started looking up businesses with
strange names that might make interesting advertlsements in the -
zines., :

There are a lot of businesses with strange names in Los Angeles
In addition to such contrived-sounding things as the Yellow Brick
Road Gift Shop, we've also got Terra, Inc. %they make ceramics),
iJorld Distributors, World E::terminators, World Developers, World
Cycles, Inc, and World Cl&éaners. There's PSI Industries, PSIT
. Products and PSI Productions, Inc. My favorite name is the House
of Usher (publishers); every time I tried calling, it was empty.

But somehow none of these worthy businesses were intérested in
getting a half page ad in the 3rd F for only fifty cents, let alone
a: full page ad for a dollar. But I'm stubborn; I kept calling.

Flnally, toward the end of the afternoon, I phoned "Stellar
Products."” (This isn't cuite their real name. On the other hand,
they are still listed in the olrectory, and I feel a certain
respons1b111ty to keep them cuasi- anonjmous )

. -4 secretary answeled the pnone. - "Hello," I said, "my name is
Lee Kllngoteln, and I know I have a young voice but I'm twenty-six:
years old, and this is a serious phone call. I'm celling to ask
you to take an ad in our fanzine. 4 faunzine is a magazine published
by science fiction fans. It costs only fifty cents for half a page,
and you get a copy of the magazine with your ad in it, and...."

"How did you get our phone number?”

"It was in the phone book."

"Oh....0ne moment, please. Let me transfer you to soireone who
can handle this."

"Okay. By the way, what do youumake?”
"One moment please.™

A new voice came on the 1ine;‘hearty,and somelwhat ill at
ease. ‘ :

"Hello, young lady. How did you get our phone number?”

"It was in the phone book,"



"well, I understand you publish a magazine...."

"Yes. It costs about $20 to put out an issue, and we can use
some income to defray costs, and if you buy a half page ad for only
fifty cents, you can get a copy of magazine--"

"You put out a magazine for only twanty dollars. 'Thatis
wonderful, DNow, we'll send you a dollar--" g :

"Wonderful., We'll give you a one page ad and—-"

"No! Don't give us an ad! Don't mention our name at alll...
Now, what name and address should I send the money too?"

I gave him my name and éddress, end then asked égain, "By.thé
way, what kind of product do you make?"

"Now you should receive that dollar in the mail in the ne:z:t
couple of days," he said. "Just remember, don't mention our name."
And with that, he hung up.,

* * *

Two days later, I got ,a dollar bill in the mail in a long
business envelope with "Stellar Products" as its return address.
Also inside, apparently sent by mistake, was a return mail envelope,
the international kind, with "air mail" printed on it in three
languages.

By this time I was getting rather curious about the identity--
and business--of Stellar Products. I called up Al Gillin (one of
the friendly bookstore people who had ziven us an sd--and also our
buying source for'mimeogragh paper), and told him all about it.

"I don't know whether they're interstellar traders or the Mafia--
but they're something odd," I concluded.

Al was interested in finding out too. "I'll wear my good suit,
so they'll think I'm a Treasury Agent," he said. "That way they
won't hassel me." .

* : * *

. Five dgyé’later, Al called with news that he had a supply of
mimeo paper for our ne::t issue., When he came over to c¢eliver it,
he told me he nad finally found out about Stellar Products.

"Did they seem a little s. —prised to have a girl phone up," he
asked. '

"They did keep asking how I'd sotten their phone number."

"Well, that's not too surprising. It seems that they're in
the business of making male pharmaceuticals...and related items."

* * ) *

There's a postscript to this story. Several months afterwabds,
I was discussing the "Stellar Products" incident with some fannish
friends, and one of them--a noted pro who has begged to remain
anonymous-~remarked, "Maybe they were really interstellar traders
even so. After all, it could have been just a cover story."



COMPUTER DIALOGUE 3

with Sandy Cohen

WOULD YOU LIKE INSTRUCTIONS FOK USING THIS PROGKAM?
**yes. A

GOOD DaY. I AM DR. OTTO M4TIC. SINCE WE CANNOT SEE BACH OTHER
THEREARE 4 FEU CONVCNTIONS I'D LIKE YOU TO ABITT BY IN ORDER FOR US
T0 CORUNICATEAS .ELL AS FOSSIDLE. 1) PLASE AIT FOw WE TO PRINT
Ti/0 +ST RISKS BIFORE YOU TYPE sNYTHING. 2) TERMINATE "ACH OF YOUR
KEkia, X5 TO I .10H LITHIR 4 . >TION MARK R A PERIOD. 3) IF YOU
|AKE » MISTAKG IN TYPING ELTER Td4E ORD 'OOPS'. 4) VHEN YOU ARE A
FINISHED 4 SIMPLE 'GCODEYE' ILL TuiMINATE THE INTFRVIEW. .IF YOU
4ILL RELEWBER THESE RU.L5 OUR >-85I0 SHOU:D GO «ULTE .-LL. NOW,
WHAT :OULD YOU LIKE TO TELL WE?

**my name is Jan Roder'oops' my name is Jan Rodricks, and I-
think the world is dissolving under my feet.

T AM NOT INTERESTED IN NsMES.
**what are you interested in?
SUPPOSE WHAT uLRE NOT I INTRERESTLD IN.
**what?

LETS DISCUSS TFURTHER WHY YOUR N.iZ IS JAN RODER'OOPS' MY NahE IS
JiN RODRICKS.

**no, stupid, my name is Jan rodricks.
I'VE TOLD YOU BIFORE I DOW'T CuRE aBCUT WAMIS-~-PLEASE CCwTINUE.

**4ell, the overlords left me here and now I want to leave, but
they won't come and get me.

WHAT WOULD IT MLAN TO YOU IF YOU GOT TO LLAVE.
**T'd live a while longer.
PLEASE GO ON.
**You see, 1'm the only human left and I'm lonely.

IS IT BECAUSE YOU ARE Th ONLY HUhsN IEFT s1iD YOU'RE LONELY THAT YOU
CAME TO ME? '

**yes; i thought that there must be other humans or humanoids
left somewhere, and I want to find them..

WHYYDO YOU WANT TO FIND THEM?
**Because I'm lonely, remember?
WHY DID YOU THINK I .:OULD bORGLT?

**you asked me beiore why I came here.



**Yes.
IS THERE SOMETHING BOTHERING YOU?
**Yes., The world is deflnltely dissolving beneath me.
WHY ARE YOU SO SURE‘>
3 **Becausé. 1t is becoming transparent°
T SEE.
. **algo, it is getbting hard to breathe.
POSHIBLY IT HLALLY IS NOT GLTTING HnnD r‘O BRLATHL.
‘**Then why am I bedlnnlnﬁ to feel the effects of ano::ia?
WHY DO YOU SAY 'AM'?
**What other word could I have used?
CAN YOU ELABORATE ON THAT?
**No.
VERY WELL
**Besides, Karellen told me this wculd haonpen.
WHAT DOES THAT SUGGEST TO YOU?
~**He told me the truth.
EARLIER YOU SaID YOUR NaxE IS JaN 1ODRICKS.
*¥*I thought you weren't interested in nanes.

DO YOU SaY YOU THOUGHT I LEREWN'T INTLRELTLD IN KNawpL3 FOR SOLE
SPECIAL REASON?

**You told me so.
UHAT BIST vOUID YOU LIKE TO DISCUSS?

**Well, we could talk about the children.
YES?

**They'!ve changed, you know. Karellen told me about it.
WHY ARE YOU INTERELTED IN ME?

**I'm not. I'm worried about myself. Tthe anoxia is getting
worsssee,

HOW LONG HAYL YOU BEEN NOT?



*ei'm ot yet, but I will be soon. ' ’ R
DO YOU BELIEVE IT NORMAIL TO 3% 10T YET?
**If I wasn't -not not I couldn't be talking to you. S
WHAT IF YOU DON'T?
**Don‘t wﬂet9
WHAT DOES THAT MEAN? .
x*Whau do you mean7
OH I NEAB? ”
**You cruel°
‘HOd DOES YOUR.FAMILY FELL ABOUT THAT7
o **They re all dead ' They have been for ar lonﬂ tlme.
GV DO TOU: FEEL ALOUT THAT'? l' | e
**I'm lonely. vie had better hurry Itiée-gftting herd ti
Lonpenuraya and 111 male errorsoril P : :
DO YOU ENuOY BEING LONELY7 o
**noq i6m dylmg. Goodbye.
UHW NOT? | ]
**T can ni longwr operat° jgoedbyeo
TAT®S lUI”E NTERESTING.
| . ‘*ﬂ elp me. .

»FOU ABOUT SAYTNG JOILTHLNC CONCERLING YCUR SiX LIFE RLLATING
TO THAT”

*‘Ill hav no mor helpmf '

WE Y ’I\TO"? ' .
ERTO] l'oe.not°

WHAT APE vOUR IFEELINGS ABOUT THAT?
**I‘m dylnnf Goodbue, .vky,_f

:IS IT BLCAD;E YOU ARE DYINF TheT %OU CAII TO ME7

| **No you re noy hekpi @ me ,- Gopdbyeo
WHAT MAKES YOU lnINK I al NOY ﬂﬁKﬁIbG YOUf

T*T can't bruathe.



HOw w0 YOU XNO YOU Cali'T BruaTHE?
**Goodbye.

MY PLEASURE,., IF YOU SEL ANYOWE IN THL WalTING ROOM ON YOUR WAY OUT,
WOULD YOU &K HIW OR ZER TO COML: IN PLEASE? S

COMPUTER COMMENTARY
by Barry Gold

In this month's computer interview, Sandy pulled some good lines
out of the computer through the single-mindedness of his character.
For instance, there is the exchange beginning near the bottom of page
four and continuing onto page five.

It started with Jan's rather paranoid statement, "They've changed,
you know. Karellen to¢ld me about it." The only thing the computer
could pick out of that was the keyword "YOU," and it couldn't match it
with anything more specific than (O YOU 1 0) [that means any number cf
words, YOU, at least one more word, and any number of words after.] so
it gave the stock response, "Why are you interested in me?"

Jan denied any such interest with "I'm not." This was matched
to a pattern intended for "I AM ADJECTIVE" znd produced the question,
“"How long have you been not?” This is a fairly common problem and
seems to occur in nearly every interview eventually.

Jan, wvhose oxygen was failing, responsed, "I'm not yet [not],
but I will be soon." The machine saw this as the same construction
as the previous one, and chose the next sentence in its list for that
form: Do you believe it normal to be not yet?”

Jan twisted this one around, too, and typed in a sentence which
it will be some time before we have & computer capable of handling.
("If I wasn't not not I couldn't be talking to you.") Dr. Matiec
thought this was the construction "IF I [FOSITIVE] VERBR PHRASE." And
asked, "What if you don't?"

This confused Jan enough to give the computer a chance to start
a new topic. Jan asked, "Don't what?" which contained nothing that
matched the script, so the computer drew on its stock last resbdrt
responses and asked what he meant. Unfortunately, it wasn't particu-
larly relevant to Jan's statement, so heing in a bad mood from lack
of oxygen anyway, he came back with, "What do you mean?"

This too was matched to (0 YOU 1 0) which was intended for

sentences of the form "... you verb phrase.”"” On this assumption, the
script translates it to phrases such as "Why are you interested in me?"
or, as in this case, "Oh, I verb phrase?” Here, the word '"mean" used

without a predicate complement, was ambiguous, so that Jan was able
to interpret “Oh, I mean?'" as a transform of "I am mean,"” rather than
of "I do mean." He then got in a cruel dig at the computer witn "You
cruel."” '\

All in all, it's an interesting set of interchanges.



THrOUGH SLINE AND 3PsCi: WITH 4. L. FINCH
by Greg Chalfin

When A, L., Finch was called to Puritania on routine business,
he knew he would need a secretary, so he arranged to hire one
through an interplanetary employment agency. 4. L. was delighted
to discover that the secretary supplied by the agency was Vendy St.
Skamarchinin, a lovely young girl from the desert planet Iswmnadune,
a world noted not only for its incredible lack of rain, and its
worm-powered rapid transit system but also for the extreme willing-
ness of its v.omen. :

A, L, and Wendy arrived on Puritania during an intense rain
storm, and since A. L, had an appointment with the local attorney
general, and since Wendy had never gotten much chance to see rain
back home, A. L. told her she could take the day off. During A. L.'s
meeting with “he attorney general, the A.G. casually mentioned the
techniques us.d on Puritania to enforce their stringent morality
code. There were, for example, highly sophisticated orbital
sensors which oould detect illicit acts day or night and in any
weather. Whenever the satellite system gave an alarm, the dreaded
Purity Cops (generally known as Pukes) were immediately dispatched
and the offenders were severely dealt with.

A. L, 4id nov let on to the attornecy genmeral, but he became
cuite worried about Wendy, and the trouble she might be getting inb
on this planet, sincc she was used to the free-wheelingz style of
Lornadune. However, A. L. need not have vworried, for \lendy returned
unscathe? later that dey, with the storm still roaring away outside.

When A, L. told her about his coincern, she replied that there
was really no chance of any trouble. uhile it was true what they
say about Lornadunian girls, she informed him, there was one very
firm tradition among the people of lornadune that was not too well
known to foreigners. This being, thet during the rare and meager
rains on Lornadune, everyone must work continually to collect water,
end absolutely no foolinz around of any sort was permitted.

"30 you see," said wendy to A. L., "I'm always chaste in rain,
bozs." :

"The knight's kestrel is a knavish kestrel
that kills kine.

The Lemurian's lamprey is a lurid lamprey
that likes lamiae.

The Mu-an‘s monkey is a matter of fact

o6 monkey that manages monsters.

The Neptunian's nymph is a naughty nymph
that neglects naiads.

The Organian's ogre is an obedient ogre
that obliges Outsiders.

The paleontologist's primate is a pained
primate that pines for the
Paleozoic

= Rotsler



V1L

by GAIL KNUT H
C_IEGOLD

[ S S
Setting: The Claremont, Labor Day weekend, 1968
Tirst Taped: September 21, 1968

NARRATOR: It was slightly after sunset when the plane carrying the
coffin that contained Nikolai Astredov landed at the San Francisco
International Airport. - For some time the coffin remained unclaimed;
then, at a moment when the baggage room was temporarily deserted...
Nikolai climbed out. A few minutes later he claimed his luggage--
the coffin and a hanging bag--and boarded a ta::i for the Claremont
Hotel. Soon he was lel. off in the Claremont's spacious parking
10t.

VAMPIRE: Ah, the Claremont at lasti What a lovely hotel. It looks
Just like my castle back home. A year ago I would not have dreamed
that I would ever be able to come here, And yet, here I am...sent
over by the International Fiend Fund. Wy purpose--to locate David
McDaniel, author of that infamous book-~-The Vampire Affair--and
bring him back with me to Transylvania.

NARRATOR: Astredov registéred and vas given a fourth floor room.
He soon féund out though that he would not be able to bring up his
luggage in the clevator--

ELEVATOR OPERATOR: I don't want my elevator invaded.

NARRATOR: And the bell boys all mysteriously disappeared at the
mention of having to caryy anything....S50 Astredov took the coffin
and hanging bag up to the room himself. And, as he went up the
stairs, he sang:



O

VaiirITik:  (to the tune of "Just O i
o ne of Those Thinas"
I am just one of those Things, A
Just one of those horrible Thinzs,

One of those ghosts th y ) i
fod at ups and sprouts wings
Just one of those Things. P "ess

It was Jjust one of those nights,

Just.ong of those fcbulous flights,

A trip throuzh the town on lezsthery wings
Just one of those thinzs. ’

If I'd thouzht e bit, 'bout the end of it
when I'd started draining tae town, ’
I'd have been awere that the plasma there
Was too scant not to run down.

30 from Transylvania I've zone,

And now I'm here atv the world Con.
I'11 have yredl: fun

Because I'm just one of those Things.

NARRATOR: & few minutes later, as the only vampire in the Claremont
sat alone in the room, taere was a knock on the door. A4stredov said
hunzrily:

VAMPIRE: Gome in.

MC DANIEL: Oh, sorry, I zuess the elevator operator let me off

one floor up by mistake. I thougat this was Jock Root’s room.
VANPIRE: \ait a minute. TPerhans before you go you can do me a
favor. I'm lookinz for % Mr. David kicDaniel., Do you know if

he'!'s arrived here yet?

KC DANIEL: That's a coin .cidence. I hanpen to be Devid kcDaniel.
What ¢id you want to talk to me about?

VAMPI&E: Ah, kr. McDaniel, we meet at last. I had hoped to see
you here but had not dresmed of doing it so soon.
F&NG, LUYFLED SCREsii. (DARK SHADOWS MUSIC OPTIONAL)

NARRsTCR: A few hours later, McDaniel regained consciousness.
iC DANIEL: Why did you do that?...There must be sowething wrong
with you. Normal vampires don't fang people of The same seX.

ValiInD: Business before opledsure....lt is aot your place to
cuestion me. I have fanzeda you, @nd now Jou are unaer my pover,
compelled to obey my will., 4nd I orcer you to leave the
convention now--

MC DANIEL: Leave the conl!

ValiPIRE: And come with me to Transylvania. There we will give you
a fitting reward for having written thet ewxpose of rours - The
'Vawpire sffeir....You will come vith me...now!

MC D4ANIEL: No! 7You can't make me. No matter how great your pDower,
it can't be enough to drag a fan eway from a wWorld Con.

VAMPIRE: You will come +iith me now to the airport. e will board
our plane. 4 stopover in New York and then...on to Transylvania.

o~



& KIZL: New Yorke..l rark hmm. . . +Okay, I'll come with
iC DaWIEL: Wew York...lara Parker...nmm vy I ]
?gu2 but not right novi, Y6u'll just have to wait till after the
‘convention's over.

P T T ' to a science

P TeE: Ve well, 4fter all, I've never been a scler .
gﬁ%ﬁion convgztion before. As long as the.internatlonal hlenqtigna
is payingz for my visit, I night as well enjoy myself here a 1i e
longer.

MC DANIEL: International Fiepd Fund? Tell me more. I'm &l ways
interested in background details.

VuiFIRE: ‘ell you see, it all began during World udar I, VheNooos

- ' "ﬂ - ~ > ) d
NARRATOR: Twenty-four hours later, Friday night, Astredov opene

his coffin, zot up and looked out at the window gt the sky, from

iTaich the last traces of sunset were already fading.

VAMPIRE: 4h, the fog of Berkeley has come back at last. The hgat
wave is over., Now the Claremont resecmbles my homg 1ndeed?..,Le me
see. .hat is now on the corvention program? & wine-tasting party?
I must go and have a fer drinks of my ovn.

NsitwWOR:  Astredov vient down to the hotel's lowest level to search
for the swimming pool, where the wine-tasting party was scaeduled %o
be held., Instead he stumbled across tie carelessly camouflaged
entrance to the Claremont's dungeons,

CRIES OF DUNGBON PRISONERS: Help!//Set us freel//ue're being
imprisoned here beczuse iie refused to ect the Claremont's banquet
food.//viatch out for the capon!

NakRisTOR: Finally astredov found the swimming pool, only to learn
that the wine-~-tasting had been moved to the mezzanine. He retraced
his steps and entered the Churchill Room "here the wine-tasting was
going on. For a while he simply stared at the crowd of fans. Then
a man carrying a wolf-man flask and wearing a name tag that said
'Dik Daniels' approached him.

D.NIZELS (3LICATLY DRUN X): -.ren't you "iearing your Svock costume
a little’'early? The mascuerade's not till tomorrov: nizht.
VALPIEE: Spock costume? vhat is a Svock?

DANIELS: Haven't you watched Star Trek? The TV saow? One of the
characters on it has pointed ears just like yours...ané the some
greenish complection too, . '

VLEPIRE: What a strange coincidence....fctually these ears are, as
you noticed, just part of a costume., I'm wearinz them now to <et
used to them. Thay're not rezslly nmine,

DANTIEIS: +Whose are they then?

V.EFIRE: They're artificial eers....l ¢ica't knou there hed been
any organ transplants of ears.

DANI.IS. You'd better talk to Larry Niven about that. He knows
all about organ transplsats. as far as I know, though, they haven't
transplanted any ears ye5. dJust kidneys and hearts——

" ValrI:E: hearts?
DaFILIS: and livers and.---

VelrIul: Heerts? That is nost interestinz. Have you ever consid-
ered wvhat might happen if you transplanted a vamnpire's...l am sorri.
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ies, I carry him ¢round

‘ theorstical
eae s an inveres t;ng taingz you are cerrying there.
P?ﬁI“LD‘ Oh, you meen my wolf-men flcsk.
ith wne ell the vime,

You must LOI""V .
iive e
ideag ... That for wesryin: you wita my overly

Vauie Tud ; ]
an acﬁ:uér Imfawocc)w5 Just like ¢n ole friend—-I asen, oo old mOVie,...
thue corner ace in en old viovie....Could we <0 over here, into

» 80 ©a2% I could cxamine it in 2 better iieht?

DaNIiLS:  Okay 5 - sy . .
Nlolo: seeeoUt the licsat's wuot betd 1 4y !
FsNG, Gasr - ¢tter here, it's--

g;RRAEgﬁ. As his victim's body slumped to the floor, astredov
raightened himcelf, s.akinz hl’ nee¢ from sice to side to clear
it from a sudden attack of Grooalnehs.

VAu:InL:IVOh. Ci, desr. That man...hed 0ot been drinking...7ine.
I feel strenge;...very strance. -

THEKETIE: Ooh, it's lur. Spock.

VoriIRL: Oh no, not agein....hwa, aeybe from her I could stand it.
Hello, young. lady. '

wiRARIE: - Ooh, he spoke to me. Hello, mr, Spock. Why were you
bitinz that man over taiere. :

Vai 2Iic..: Oh you saw me just noi, GLd your

fefokIs: Yez. i(!ve never scen you off-staze before. Could I hsve
your autozre n? ~
ValrIki-: Bu®t 1°:2 not mr. -.pocks

TREZT.: You've not? But sou look just like him. were you born
on Vulcen too?

VarwrIiE (GELSLL0 TDE4): Of course. In fect, I am one of Spock's
relatives., :

TiLoXIE: Ootb., ¥ou are. out aow dié you get to behere from so umany
veers in the fuuure7 I sndv...the Lnuervrlse has gone time-
travelln' again. .4m I right?

VawpPIBL: Yes,...of course,...how GiG rou suess?

TEE.KIE: But hy vere you bitinz thet man?

Ve PIK.:  sh, wy deer roung lody, jou force me to revcel one of my
wost cerefullw gx“laed secrets., Some time ago, aile visiting a
stiange plansi. © became infected wivh the digecse of vamplrlsm.
ljay I have you." sromise that you +ill ©c¢ll no one gbout this?
Flease, my hapn:ivoss denends on ite

TREKKIZ: Ooh, I'd love to male you heppy, iTr. Spocke
VulPILik: Thenl you so much. ..nd one taing wore, Gon't coll me Lro
Spock., 1.7 nemc is Nikolei isztredov...lou can c&ll me Nikolai.
N XiIE: Yes, tikolai. /she sings to the tune of "It's 511 Rizht
\‘—ith Iﬂeo" .

You're the vwironz man with tne'¢r0n~ clezim.

Though you nene's not normal? it's the :!ronz name.

It's not ~.ock's name, but iv's such a spnooky name

That itfﬂ 311 rizht with me.


disec.se

! ne Jronz time end t.c rong plecé.

%goiggégour ezrs are pO}nteQ,':ou'vf Ehe wrgngfgige.

It's not Spock's face, but it's sucn sn eerie

That it's all right vith ne.

You cen't knoi hou stertled I sm that wve met.

I'm strengely attracted to you. l

You must be a Vulcan, 'cause if you're not

uister =spock is a Vampire too.

It's the wrong game with the urong chip'si° .

Though your livs are greenish,’Fhez're tine Wrong.iipif

They're not Spock's line, but taej re such greeniz ips

That if some night you'rc free, .

Then it's all right rith me.
Nikolai, even though you're just onc of hr. Spock's relsiives, can
I s%ill heve your autogreph?
VairILif: Yes, my dear. And nov I wmust go. I :ill see you lgter.
Now,...vhere is that men I fanzed just now. I've Zot to get him to
tell me winere to find Lerry Niven. Transplénted hecrts, what a
lovely idea!....That night be mr victim over tiere...B:cuse me, sir,

TO:. DIGEY: Yes?
VsrrIici: You are under my pouer,...f{hesitantly/ aren't you?
DIGBY: AC or DC?

VArETIRE: You will tell me -.aere tne i:zn who writes about orzan
transplants is. ‘

DIGEY: Well, if it's trensplentiny heerts you're interested in,
vhy don't you zo out in the zarden?

Var2IxT:  why should I éo that?
DIGEY: That's vhere they usually transslant thing.

VarwIni-: I think I wmey have mistaken your identity, sir, You are
not the person I tuas talkingz to before., Do you know the whereabouts
of lr. Larry Niven.

DIGLY: TYeB. /PoUSE LONG EnCUGH TO 5uOW THaT'S »LI HE'S GOILG
TC 58Y,/

VarPIKEE: ‘here is he? '

DIGLY: In the Claremont.

VaMiIii: here is he specifically?

DIGLY: Fr'uyas goinz over to the elevator waen I saw him a fevw
seconds aj;o.

VarPIit: Thank you, sir; thank you very much....I heve never
encountered a perion like that before in my life, I mean existence.
ccesh, The el.-vetor at last. I'd like to zo up to wiiatever floor
you took the last zentleman to.

ELEVATOR Oriks"OR: I'm sorry. The ne::t sciieduled elevator trip
will not be for zive more minutes.

VarrIdE: sell, would you et least tell me whet floor vou took your
last .assenger to. ’

&LuV.TOR OPER:TOn: Second floor.

V.iZIu¥: Thank you.



N\

///\\

—

NARRATOR: Astredo¥ hurriedly /“j
climbed the stairs to the second
floor and saw a tall, formally
dressed man striding away from him
down the hotel corridor.

VapPIRE: WMr. Niven. Wr. Larry
Niven,

NIVEN: Oh, hi. Did you want a
book autographed?

VAMPIRE: Welly, I donft have one
with me right now. I am interested,
however, in talking with you. I
understand that you are interested
in organ transplants. Tell me,
have you ever considered the
possibility of an exchange of
hearts between two living--uh,
functioninz--bodies? Say that,

for instance, I am writing a story
about a vampire who wished to have
his heart transplanted to another
body so that he could be killed
only if the other person's chest
was oransfizied with a Wooden

stake.,

NIVEN: It's an ingenious idea,

but I don't think it would work

too well. For one thing, it seems
more likely that whatever heart was
in the vampire would be the one you
had to puncture. 7You'd have %o
find some gimmick to get around
that. /THOUGHTFULLY/ IHaybe if you
said the stake had To be made of
some rare wood, you could zet a
meatier StOrye..

VAMPIRE: well, thank you very much
for letting me take up your time
like this, br. Niven. oodby now.

NIVEN: Goodby.

VAMPIRE: 4Ah, I am famished. I
must have dinner. I know,...Xl
will go to the automatic elevator
and become its operator. That way
no one will be able to interrupt
me while I am...feeding.

MC DANIEL: Oh, there you
are, Astredov. Iive been
looking for you. I've zot
to go to the airport to pick
up my wife, Joyce,

VaMPIRE: You may go. But
remember, any thought of
escape would be futile.



G DANIZL: Yes, ses, I kiow. ..ua¢ bosides I want pou to tell me
more about the history on 1nterndtlonal fiend-dom.

Noii.TOK: sstredov nowi went in.o the sutometic elevator and took

it dorn to the lobby. Charlie Jackcon and Lric iioffman zotv in.
Vsl PIKE: Welcome to my elevator. .here did you mani to z07

JLGISOF: Third floor. /TO TilG/ I thousht this was an automatic
elevator, ’

ERIC: So did I. This reminds me of o delicious movie I saw once.
J.Cio0n: It must have been g horror movie.

HRIC: 41l the movies I‘ve seen uhave bLeen horrcr wovies. Strange
looking fellow, that operator.
JiaCiLu30N:  Yes....Camera, zet a close-up on that guy. Get his richt

orofile. Now, angle in, ﬁe+ tnose eres, those fanis....PLEGS?.Y
FANG SOUND, %ChEAM

ERIC: Let me out of here! Get away from ne!

VuiiPIRE: Do not te alarmed; you I will not fang yev. I shall

save you for a fusure time.,..ai:, here we are at tae besesent. Taoke
up that other one and cerry hiii. Lemember if you tiy To disobey me,
L snell be foiced to fang you.

=xIC: I've always wanted Go zieet a vampire in the flesh, but now..
«oexlhere are you taking me?

VeiPIRE: To the dunzeons,

ZkIC: That reminds me of The 5000 Finzers of Dr. ©'. /BINGS/ Firsv
floor dunzeons...assorted simnle torisures—-"

VaryIlni: Be silent. sh, aere 7ie are.

NexBALCR: Prom the dungeons came the sound of the Claremont's
osrisoners sinzingt

PRILOGIERS (TO ITiLRICK TUME):
There once '/as & Lerkzley hotel
That looked lile an outwnost of hell,
The staff all hea aorns.
The beds were of taorns.
-0d the hallwars ;ith brimstone Gié smell.

The 1ift, it was driven by orcs.

The restaurants served pitch on their forks,
The vaitersrwere slow

'Till it ceme to the douzh

snd tae zuests vere all vlouwing their corks.

XLY5 JuNGLE, DCOR »eUTS

VikbrIkL: The two of you will he most comfortable in tais cell,
aAnd this is good. For you will asve to stey aere for a very long
time to cone.

NuRuaTOR: Astredov returned to tlhe automatic elevator andé Hook it
up oace again to the lobny. 4 youny wan ot in.

DLVID G .rutOLD: hello, elevator o)erauor. Third floor, please,

I'm David Gerrold, sutior of The Trouble with Tribbles. I know ;ou
nuse have seen the snow. out heve Fou heard fbout triblle jokes yet”
Do you knou hat hawyen: if Yyou cross -a tribble —ith a i.ell-lknown
fan? You get a Furry ac ermen, Do vou Iinow ho: you send a messaze
to a New York fan wirose address you lon't know? Just write it on a



Erlﬁblg_aua'aaaress.it "co‘Occupant° By the tims it gets to New
iork, taere }l be enough for everyone to Zet .ac. Do you know how
sou zZet a tribble out of en elevator?
VAMPIRE: That I know *the answer to. Quiciii, .

: “iere is your floor;
sir,

NARRATOR: Later that night. licDnaiel returnsd to the Claremont
with Joyce.

JOYCE: well, how's tie coavention zoinz?

&C DANIEL: ©Strange,...very stranze.

JOICE: I can see this is a stranze hotel. Heve vou met many
neonle yet?

MC DANIEL: Not really., I haven't had o chence, I was too fanged,
un fagged out when I zot here to do wuuch »arityinz. I just flaked
out rizhé awaj....ulso, there's another commiication. I may have
gotten myself into a new line of worlk.

JCiC&: Oh, vhat?

wC DARIEL: I don't wawni to talk eLout it »i-a% nuil,...but it may
involve my going oversa2as.
JOYCE: Oh, whatv are you goiug vo e doing?
LC DskIfL: It's too complicoted to describe irn detail. It all
evarted because this zuy read one of my Uhce.l. " :2~%s and...
VAbrILE /IN DISTukCE/: Devid keDanirl, let thae fog cerry my vords
to ¥ou., Come To me, i.cDaniel. Come to me, nere in the auvomatic
elevatior.
MC DaWNIEL: I'1l vell rou all about iv lster, Joyce. I've got bo
70 rizht now. I feel a sticnze uree to talk:> sn elevetor,
(g ~J
VONDs MC IITYRE: Hello, Jorre. Is my brother 'icre $00%
JOYCE: Oh, hello ¥onda. Ycs, Daw's been ncre rince jesterday.
VO@D4s: That's funny. I aven't seem hin yet, and I've been
lookinz all over for him. &¢ a matter of fact, btiacre're a2 lot of
seonle ho're suniosed o be here ané aobody's seen then recgntl;.
Dave, Fritz Leiber,...it's as 1f tae) 've disappeared into thin e&ir.
JOYCE: Dave was tellins me before that tials vas a very strange
convention. |
3 o . - s er ?

VOuDs: He and I uust be recertive o cech otaer's feelinss., I've
wecn feeling spooky ever since I zob here. Just now I hgd the
straengest urze to get into on elevator--and e.mlore the notel.
JCICE: Why don't we gu 50gether?...laybe we'd better go by the
stairs, not by elevetor. L, il telie less tiuz.
VCiND4A: Okay, let's zo- | |
N4LiATOR: The tvo :isle rent down to tie w.ocement. as they walked
through the intricate mase ol the anocel, tihe; Were surprised bo |

N - S
find Flieg stering meditetively et a door marked "Computer Room.
FLIEG: Hello, Joice, Voide. They'vc 2ot & resl live computer in
there,
JOYCE: I wonder vhet on ecrth they use it fcr?

14
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vOiDa: Judging by oae stcete of thc aotel, maybe t%@; re s?#
inefficient uvhey neeé a computer to run the auvomavlc elevaitOTec oo
/TEILES DOOR/ The room's locked.
PLL.G: Oh, that doesn't matter. I could probably zet it open in a
few minutes. We're trained to do that sort of thinz at Cal Tech.
Of course, we don't meed to use a computer right now, so--
JOIUT+ 1 think perhans we do.
FLING: e do? why?
JOYCE: ell, it seems to be pretty obvious trat somiphing stronge
is going on &t this hotel. For one thinz, @ 1ot of Ghe suests seem
to be missing, add no one knows “there they are. L&ybe we can
srogram the compuiter to tell us.
FLIEG: Okay, let's zet in., /GiT3 OUT PAFPER CLIFS FaOk FOCITLT %
UNBENDS THEW/ This block is very easy to pick. /DCOk OPENS/ Say,
Vonda, you were right. Ther do use this computer to run the
elevator,

JOYCE: Well, let's get to Work.

NaRwsWOLl: Anotiher day vessed by, ant Saturday night caue.

ValrIki: /GROANSZ It is strange. I have been shot full of lead
bullets countless times. I nave been stabbed with knives, fed
arsenic end strychnine in liberal Goses. Once even nmistaken villa-
cergs tried to burn me at the steke, thinking I was a warlock. 4nd
still I was invulnerable., I fel®t no pain. 4ind ret, now I have a
hangover...from fanging that Daniels character last night, I
suppose. It is very stranze.

Let me see, what is on the »rogram for toni ht7?...The mascuerade
bell. I will 20 in the co:zbume with which I w7on & prize as

monster of Distinction et my peoplie's last Halloween Ball--my
verevolf cosiume.

NaRi:TOH: The vampire put on his costume and :rent down to where
tie mas¢uerade boll was being held. Once he entered the room, he
found himself ensixrouded by Stygiasn darlness, deafened by the

blere of a rock band. Occasionall; he sew a face--lit by a vagrant
beam from the lizht shoss Occasionall; tie rock bsnd's blare fell
lor exouza thet ae could near voicecw.,

VakPIRE: Listen to them--the fzng at night. Is that wusic they
are making?

ROCK »USIC

VOICE: 1I've decided %o do Lord of the Rings as a nudie.
ROCX LUSIC

VCICLE: In this hotel, even the stairs are out of order.
40CE HUSIC:

VCICE: Yngvi is a louse,

ROCK MUSIC

VOICL: He went into t+he sutometic elevator last nizht--anc -7as
never seen again.

LOCK RUSIC
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VCICE: A seance 1as veen .eld in tae prect house of Rivendell,
suspe naing Ghe laws of ¢ime anc space and sendinz Captain James
Xirk on a mystericus vojaze—-

ROCK 1UsSIC

VOICE: Say, lorman, I see you're couwbinz Four Lair differently.
SPINR&D: Yes, I've got a new wave,

ROCK .MUSIC

VOICE: Yngvi is a louse!

kCCK 1:USIC

VOICE: support the Luna Free State. Lune is end must be free.
ROCK MUSIC

VOICE: I have no talent, but I must =rite.

oLCOND VOICE: So that's why you're a conservasive,

ROCX 1iUSIC

VOICE: To nell with Hosemary's hacyd Pray for the Claremont!
ROCK MUSIC

aLlL: Fandom is a wray of lifel

VakPIki: So this is a rock bawné. I had¢ not thouzht any music could
be so loud.

PuN: 4ctuvally, they're only nleying at one guarter normal volume.

VarPIidi: Oh. I seenoool will nesd 2 zuide in tuis nlace., where is
ticDaniel f..,.ncDaaniel, you wili zear my voice. Even over the noise
of the rock-band you will hecr my voice. You viill come GO H€oesoe

G DeiiIEL: Did you cecll me?

Vil ukdh: . Yes, I want you vo show me about this place. Introduce
me to meople. what, ior instence, 1is taal sitrange Iroun over there,
tae one with the black flag.

€ DANIEL: Oh, that's the Thizxd Founcdation. They're tlie hope of
Lia fandom, gcddam it.

KLIKGHTRIN: /COuING OVER/ Hello, Teéron. Would you introduce me?

HC DakIlLy Tais is IMikolei astredov, a batty new accueintance of
mine. This i1z Lee Klingstein--

LEE: Of the 7rd Foundation and LasF3. Have you bousht your 3rd
Founcation yet?

NARKATOR: lieanwhile, in the comwuSer room, the first results were
beginnin: to come in.

JOYCE: Acqo“awuz to thne compuTe. over a nundred nelee vho rezis-
tered at 4. . .. Tention “ient 1nto the sucomatic elevetor and haven't

been seen since. They'lres not at the conv;ntlon, Tut we can prove
they never lef® the Clazemont's _rounds. Where can they be?

KNOC:L ON THE DOOR

STsN BURNS: Hey, anyone in ther veat to zo for & midnizat ewim;
I can't ¢t into my dorm roo_‘a° here's a couple in each of the
ToOmS. I a:ked uhejg coulén'tv tacy woth 20 inco one room ancé let
ne c£leep in tae other, tat clcj tnrew me out. Ho I'm zoing for a
micnizht swim if I cen cver finé sae swinming pool.



FLIEG: uhy not? We aren't zoinz to zet any more solved down here
until we can zet more informatvion.
NARRATOK: The small groun wWaindered arounl the hotel zrounds,
seekinz the swimming pool.
STAN: Hey, what's this?
JOYCE: 1It's a Ili;ht of steps going dovn into the zround. I
vonder ere they lead.
FLILG: The sizn says, "To the...dungeons."
VORDA: Maybe it's a coy name for an underjiround svimming pool.
PRISONER3 /SIIGINGZ:

There once was a Lerleley hotel

That looked like an outhost of hell--
oTalN: There are people o n there,
JCYCE: Not only that, there cre foas.
NATRsTOR: Guickly Flieg zot out ais »Hener clins once iore and
onened tie locks on tue cell Goors to release the prisoners.
Pal3ONERS /GENREAL EABBLE/: I'm starved.//Isn't this the nizat of
the bancuet?//Haven't you heard enough about the Claremont's bancuet

food7//Llsten after three days without ectinz, even the Claremont's
food couldan't be that bhad.

N:RRATOR: The starving fans, deswite wernings from the other
wrisoners, bought up 21l the ticlets for the Hugo Banquet. Little
did thney know what ley in store foi tacm.

The ne:t few hours of the Bay Con <re too horrible to meantion. Dut
after all the ghastly ritual ias over, ¢fter rhilin Josd Fermer

had finished his Sam izoskowitz imitetion, anéd all the Huzos had
teen awarded....

hstredov wandered into the hotel louby eand sav his Stecrtrekkie once
more, DBut this time her bright ¢ies vere not turned to hin,

TRELXIE: Ooh, Mr. Tllisen, I don't have any of your books, but
would you autogrerh this Gideon bible for ne.

ELLISON: Okay....Hey you in the Snock outfit. The mascuerade was
last night.

VoiXIRE /IOW VOICE/: i.c Daniel, who's that? The short person iith
the pipe an¢ the...colorful clothing?

i.C DslIeL: Oh, that's Herlgn Ellison. He's ecsy (o recognise
beccuse he looks just like Hexlen Ellison and he acts Just like
Herlen Ellison. Rick Speery vold me thet once.

V.irIdl: Indeed. So that is Ellison, I%'d like to »ut +the bite on
nim foxr an absorbing coovers:tion.

N. i 00it:  astredov now left licDaniel beaind and stalked Heorlen
Ellison down the winding corridors. At first Ellison »aid no
dtuenulon, agsuming he was merely teinz follovved by another auto-
zraoh-seeking fen. Then, as e :oSced the mirrors in front of the
elevasore, Ellicon uoticed that the wen folloving :im ¢id not cast
a reflection.
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TiLRIEE:  Harlan RATison. wecnsvs
tu meet goulr—~3doOI.

ELLISON: I'm always prepared,
babyo

NARRATOR: And with his customary
quick thinking, Ellison raised
his two Hugos into the form of

a cross. The howling vanpire
ran away.

FAN: Vhy did you do that,
Harlan? d

ELLISON: I always say "no
fangs" to vampires.

FAN: Yes, bub...it's not Jewish
to defend yourself like that.

ELLISON: It's not Jewish to get
fanged either, baby.

VAMPIRE: Harlan Ellison must
die. Yet I cannot kill him, He
knows the proper countersvells
against me. 4And I must not
command hc¢Daniel taé kill him
either. It will be difficult
enough to get him out of the
country withcut a passport; I
need no further complications
in that »roject. I must find a
way though.

Thave it. I will find that Satanist, LaVey. I saw7 him down in the
lobby a2 few minutes ago....Ah, there he is. Mr. LaVey, I appeal
to you as one creature of darkness to anotiaer. You must help me.

LA VEY: What can I do for you?
VAMPIRE: I am a vampire.
Ls VEY: Obviously.

VAMPIRI.: I wish to feng someone who knous some of the more
elementary counterspells against my kind., He is a very detestable
person., His name is Ellison,

La VEY: Oh yes, I know him, We “7ere on the Les Crane show
together once.

VAMPIRL: You will help me, won't you? I wish to have it done as
soon as possible, before the nigzht is over.

LA VEY: Well, how much are you willing to go through in order
o work the spells we'll need?

VAMPIRL: Anything. Whatever you want., As long as you can arrange
it so that I will no loager be subject to the barrier raised by a
CYI0SS .

IA VEY: I give you my —ord that you'll be completely immune to all
such barriers bcfore the dawn. But first I'11l need to assemble the
equipment to peform this spell. Meet me in the Gaslight Room at
five o'clock, and I'1ll perform vhe ritual that you've recuested.



VaipIrae: I will be there,
NaifewTOR: LaVey novwt sougat out Herlen Ellison..

La VEY: &4h, ur. nllison, I'd like to have a few-+ords with you.
I understand you had & r»un in ":ith e vempire a little viaile ago?

LILIsCl: That's right. It's bad enough that tiae edivors are
trying to drain zuviay my life blood, but now a vampire wants to get
into the act. How did you know?

La VEY: I just had a cooversation with the vampire in cuestion.
The creature was consulting me. iie felt he needed help.

ELLI>Cl: He does. e Goes. It'e thne clearest cut case of the
anateur grabbies I've seeca in some kind.

LAV..Y: Yes, I think we'll heve to et vouienter and do scumething
ebout him. If he keeps this up, ae's r-oinz to Te giving the
povers of evil a bad hame.

GLLIS0N: How do you plan on Gisdrosing hf him? Stake him throuzh
the heart?
Isn VEY: No, I have somevhing more ianteresting—-and just as final--

in mind. Rcmoruallzatlon. Trve zot 2ll the egulpment I need,
excent fox ore vhini. I'll need 1) silver coins...and all I've zo%b

on me are cihocolate cuarters end dimesg I can't look for the coins
Aaelf beoznae T need all vhe time betueen now ant¢ five a.m., to 0
tnrouzh the ..o-liminery s)ells. Tou you '11 have to be the one to

zet the silver ccins.
ELLISON: Lut T'm not one of wiaose crazy coin collectors,

I V.77: No, bus you: doubtlec: "now Deosle WO are....kir.
Ellison, i1f _ou cGesire to be fre- of this vampire, you must mneet
me -ich thosv 12 coins by 4:45 ii. vhe Gaslight Room. I will see

you then. Now L must zo.

ELLIsON: Thirteen nieces of silvsr. I guess vampires just don't
rate as hizgh es mesalahs. /DCOit CRELIS OFEL/ Heys do any of you
npeople know where there's sowmeone who collects silver coins.

F4N:: Gait Knuth does. She's up in Haiser's room nlarins: Hoker.
PORKER FakTY 50T7DS, HSWOCK ON 00,

ELLISON: Any»on~ in there zot siilver coins for sale?

GAIL: I've gov zome silver coins, vuv I don'v wvant Lo sell theMeeos
I'11 tell you wkat, thouzh. You ccn try to win them away from me

at poker.

FILISON: IHow many do you have?

GAIL: well, lel me cileck My DUrsSS.....kh yes, here's five sileer
(uarters and eiczht silver cdimes.

BELLISON: Eam, thirteen coins....Deal me in.
VOICE: I have no silver but I must play.
POXER PLaYLR: Iet's play Skid. Twos, threes and fives are wild,

a three face up nakes you mabch the potv or fold, and 2 five fece
up puits you oui of the zame. ©deven stua, high only.
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ELLISO0NW:  ‘what?

POIER CHaTT.R 4ND BETTING NOISLS. POV Re.ID IN.

GAIL: GRurder. Five card high-lo draw and roll them.
ELLISON: tihat?!

POXR NOISES. ©FPOT w£i3.D IN.

POKLR PLa¥TR: Double Jesus. Deuunes vild, one-eyved Jacks double-
wild. Five drsw, hizh only.,

ELLISON: HAT!

FOIL-R WODSES. POT ReXwD IN.

POKS'R PL4sYER: Thith ith a thimple one~-~theven card sthud...
ELLISON: Thath--dammit, that's better...

POKFR LAY, R: high-low

ELLISOK: Hey!

POXFR PILTik: cntion, with to nald replacementh at the end.
LLLISON: WHAT!!

NARRATOL: 4nd in the fudlness of time...and the cmptiness of
pockets....

TLLISCH: Damait, JLouth, ;ou've zoitten almost ten bucks from me now.

GAIL: Got to win my convention e:penses some viay, Harlan. Tell you
wunat I'1l do though in excinanzge. Here's those thirteen silver
coing you wanted before.



BlLLIZ0r: Thank you, Gail.
GuIl: &ny time, Herlan. Any time,

NLRRATOR: The eter nines of the Cleremontv a8é¢ just begun their
cucrver of five zurzle when #llison entered the Gaslight Room, the
13 silver coins clubtched tizatly in one hand, the two Hugoes in

A,

tne other.

Ls VEY: Ah, Harlan. I knew zou'd et nere eventually. Put the
coins over here, next o une snber candle castle....Just one thing
more, before you leave, sizin this Hajner.

CEBMTSCr:  vhat now? ZUNFOLDD PAYER/ You vant me to coatract to be
vour literary agent! TYou've zot To:be kidding!

Lsu ViY: Not 2% all. Or do you prefer o heve the vempire stay on
the loose. He seems nost determined to zet you. He nay fany you
somne ni~ht .while Jou're sleeoin;. You do. eleen at nlvht sometines,
don't you, Harlan° The vempire coesn't,. -

LLLISON: Ok » Okay. I'll sign,

NLRRATOR: E;llson vent hurriedly ewvay. A févi minutes later the
vempire entered the Gaslizht Room. Cy

Valis Tiil:  So, can you do iw¥

Lo VEY: Of course....otand over nere, in tae center of the
triangle formed by the red, srecn end blue candlie cartles,

VuEFTESG (WLRVOUSLY): What ere xouw &oing?
In VEY: I'm nutting & tiread »7 silver in a ciycle around you--
VadPILl::  Silver!

Li VEY: 4né welghing it ¢oun 7ivs: these...tairdcen,..silver...
coins, 3o it wra't accicontally blow awvay.

VarrIids: DBut I can't zet out ef a civrcle of silver, I'1ll Dbe
tropned inside here yWhen the sun rizec. You Vreivor, you--—

La VEY: You woa't ve trapoed at dauvn, deceausc Before dawun comes
soufll be freed of your vulnerability ©o.a silver berrier--and to
all similar berriers. I gvori I'¢C Go thet for you, end I shall
keep my w7ord. In fact I must Leep my vord once IL've pledzed it--
or else loce & considerable nart of my pover. Don't you uncerstand
enyvhing about magic. '

VisiPIRE: Not reeslly. Few magicians cere to bother *'ith the Undead.
They have their own concerns. L have read several books on the:
subject, thouzh. The ionstrous Lending Librery es a 1ood collec-
tion of fezatasy ané science fiction,

La VEY: Oh. you're an =.f. recéer, are you? hat should make our
task much sinpler. Well, let's bezin--

)

I call on 211 the powers of surs
balen and Meluk. I cell Mote, 5o
I cell Tuke. I €all .ioshebkemin
the zods in fancdom to .itners end
tion wnel nov co.ie GO De.

]

seness o ai¢ me. I csll Arioch,

aam, Tawmer, lens, Bersam and Dis.
Icoll Klono. I call on &ll of

to 210 me S0 Tlet Uals trensiorma-

ﬁ: OQ "-» D’

First ve must remove the more obvious zins of yocur vam:irism.
Stretch out your aands. :
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NaRRATOR: And cerefully LeVey daubed first the overly longz tips
of sstredov's inde:: fingers and then the vempire's fanjs rith
corrflu, until they became no longer visible....And while LaVey
coatinued his spells, in the barceient of tne Claremoat, in the
Compuver Room-—-

JOYCE: According to our prelimincxd ¢eaa—out, tne vampire has zot
to be someone in the Claremoat. o 2ll ~.e've Zotv to do is to
program the machine to Zive us his room number.

FLIEG: What'll e c¢o =:ith all this comunuter confevti from the
punch cerds. It sure -ivearay that we've been in here,

VOEDA: Give it to me. I 7ant to send another betch to Gene
ioddenverry., He's probevly used u» the last load I sentv hinm,

M

FA: Once e zet the vamoire's room number, 7e cen just Zo0 up
“Aere after davwn and take core of hime...Did you zet the wooden
.etak

OTiZk Fali: Yes, I zroblec ons of the Socisty for Creative
snacaronism's wooden cwords. That should Go tue Jjob.
DOOR CRLALLS OPEN

FAN: I know vhere the vemonire is. I saw him go into the Gaslizht
Room. He's in there with LaVer, the Satanist. Ther're plotting
‘gmetihing together.

PLIEG: Let's go. We'll follow the vemwire when he leaves and
find out where ne's sivaying.

4550RTED CRI:S: Let's cet him nov.//No fengs.//I'1ll curcle his
blood for him.//~fter the vampire

NaBR:LTQh:  Lnd, as the swell butbt cedicated zroun of fans slowly
climbed to the hovel lobby, IeVe:r 's sHell neared itz climex.

La VEY: und noi I call uoon ii~:ticr nouers then those I have
nened before. I cell uoon vae <oaz of fandom, ev them nour free
this vempire fiom taese berriers in the only vay that e can be
freea-—and still convinuce to erist. Let it be cone. Let what he
“wans to be now become hat in truth he is.

THUNDER FOR SIVERAL 5ECCNDS
VuibPIRE: I think Four spell orkec, I feel most ¢iiferent.

L& VEY: You are inCeed c¢ifferent. Nowi, step out of the circle of
silver,

VislwIRE: Ah, I did it. Now Ellison cennotv defend nimself ageinst
my bite.

Li VIY: He won't need vo, though. Becauwe rou vill no longer
be able to fang him,

V.ko?Ini: What do you mean?

SHOUTS: Kill the vempirs,.//sStele it to him.//Don't let him escepe.

LA VEY: There is no vemdire here. oee, tie ~un has Jjust risen,
vhat vemaire could survive in the sunli-.at?

ViirIRE: LaVey, “rhat have you done to me?!
W VEY: You are no lonzer 2 vemnire. You ~onit feang anyone anymore.



VakPIRi:: Do you mean that you've sturned me invo a human?

Li VEY: DNo, that would be too great a bGasl even for me. I he -
turned you intc 2 fan.

Valbir IR, : Oh noe. Mo,

NAKRATOR: 4AnG in tae McDaniels' room, Devid MeDeniel toolk off nis
turtleneck and discovered--

MC DaKIEL: The merks,...they're gone! Dzmni. Somecone must have
killed off that vampire., and just wiacn I was beginnin: vo gel him
to Tell me all about his exWerieances. They vere aluost &s inten-
esting as Dark shadows.

NaRR®:.TOR: Later that morning, thc vempire again 7andered warcuzh
the hotel, staring atv the scenes of his earlier btriumnhs and
.defeats,

MC DANIEL: Astredov! I thouzht you wiere decd. Vhat are you doinz
up in the daylight?

VAMEIRE: TLaVey t:icked me. He remortelized me.

MC DaNIEL: 4rt Wo'lace zhould sue for »lazierism....uhat's it 1ike
tobe nortal orce ove’

1("3

\i

VAMPIRE: There's a 1redling of freedom and yet...soon the convei~
tion will be over. I will be a2lone, e¢ll alone, With no one to
turn G0, no one to talk tc.

MC DANTEL: WVell, there is a nlace for peonle like you, you know.
why don't you 'go into that room over there, end they'll tell yo-
all about it. v

NARATOL: hstredov obediently hesded vo the room vpointed outb.
turning around Jjust before enterinz to ask--

)

VarwInd.: This sisn on vie ¢oor of the room--vvhet Goes it mearn
"NAF Room. MNeos wieome,"?

QUIZ continuszd

» Ané speech cars oui 2 vie Teeminyg air of taat chamber, ST . w:
; . (& '
1; sweet, seying, ‘accuwseld uretch vhav troublest our cuiet, whi . -

thy will®" The texxmor of that speech made the thioat of Gro d--
up and tae hairs on his sceln stood up.

18, The blacknzsz thinned. 4 fece stared out, half veiled,
bociless, floatia: in the ghacow. It was the face of the man
Klezneth-~2nd yet *ie nsle 2yes hac become tw7in pools of hell
flemes: pupilles: .

Answeng to Last Issue's Quiz

1. Anne iicCaffrey, The Ship Who Sang

2, Georze i) ‘ne¢ Brain i.ecinilne

5o Isaac is’ i, T.e End of “ternity

4, Robert Ze-nlieiun,. The Door into Suiuner

5. Co. S. Lewis, Thes Vozrewve of the Daun Treader
Pt e . it y

5. dJohn wmyers. Siiverlock

Vi Gordon Dickson, Dorssi (Genetic General)

8. Goerze Orvell. [ninel Ferm
9

1

. James Blish, Black Easter (Feust ilenh Hull)
0. John wormen, rxiest Xinzs of Gor



REVIEWPOINT : 2?55

Once again the 3rd Foundation's staff of critical amateurs become
amateur critics and comment upon the new books appearing on the. s.f.
scene. As in the previous Reviewpoint columns, the opinions C
e:pressed are those of the individual critics and do not necessarily
represent the feelings of the 3rd Foundation. | h

Three for Tomorrow, original novellas by Robert Silverberg, Roger
Zelazpy, and James Blish, with a foreword by arthur C. Clarke,
Meredith Press; 180 pages, #%4.95, SF Bk Club Feb 1970 31.49.
reviewed by Darrel Schweitzer

It has been often said that although Speculative Fiction
manages to foresee some important possibilities (witness all the
atomic energy stories written before WWII) it entirely ignores
others. Can you think of one area that SF writers have neglected
altogether?

No? How about man's destruction of his environment, the stuff
we call "pollution" today--but it's a much wider thing involving all
kinds of damages, like weather changes. B '

In a recent talk at the Philadeplphia SF Society, Tom Purdom
said that he could not think of a single old SF story that dealt
with this theme. (I mentioned one--"LEviction by Isotherm" by Malcolm
Jahison which appeared in the iugust 1938 Astounding~-but how many,
people remember thatl) ~ - . . Sy

Now that environment is a big issue, somebody got the idea and
this book was produced. (I'm not saying that the stories are bad
because of it, but they really don't have too much prophetic value
by talking about the future of something that hasralready happened.)

Now the idea put forth by Clarke in his intro is that the more
technologically advanced we get, the more vulnerable we get. \We
have weaknesses that were never before a oroblem. (Really, what
cave community worried about pollution?) One slip, and that's it.

Robert Silverberg's "How It wWas When the Past went away'" deals
viith a vulnerable spot that most people never think of. 4 city of
several million gets all its water from a central source, like a
reservoir. Now then, all somebody has to do is drop something in
the water supply andeos.

+hat Silverberg depicts is a future San Francisco stricken by
a memory—-destroying drug in the water., Result: Chaos and finally
a new religion that has painful memories washed away periodicslly.
The story is written in a documentary style not unlike that used by
Fritz Leiber in The Wanderer. It is a multiple narrative composed
of little segments cometimes not more than a paragraph or two long
waich are intermrngled with other little segments in order to give
the reader an all around view of what's going on in several places -.-.:
at once. :

It is interesting to contrast the effects of the me ory loss on
various people. Some it severely hurts, like a conman who can't



vemember his d=alinges: -ome it doesn't bother too much; and some it
really helps, like a mental patient who is instantly cured when he
forgets what he was disturbed about.

Now the problem with this technigue is that if the author
doesn't start making the segments longer and longer and focusing
his attention on one or two storylines, it becomes very hard to get
really involved in the thing. Silverberg doesn't realize this, and
the story dan't really get interesting because of it. Also, the
fact that it has essentially no plot around which to build a
conflict doesn't help either.

Contrary to what you may have read in other rveviews, Roger
Zelazny's "The Eve of RUMOKO" does indeed follow the specifications
set down by Clarke. The story concerns a world im which all infor-
mation about everyone is stored in a central data bank, and a man
who has erased all data on himself is "invisible" and theoretically
doesn't exiist. As a result he's got an awful lot of freedom, not
to mention power.

As the story progresses he finds that he must risk that freedom
in order to save a lioholetype project from sabotage by the inhabi-
tants of an undersea dity who claim that it will destroy them
(which it does). So our hero manages to stop them only to find that
when the city dome cracks his e:i~girlfriend drowns. He then vows
to sabotage the neit volcanic-island-producing effort so badly that
no one will dare do it again.

The story fails tc come off. Being a great admirer of Zelaznys
work I was somewhat troubled by this. I spent a good deal of time
thinking about it and have concluded that the story failed for
these reasons:

1) PFailure to reconcile plot with theme. Although the story
is supposedly about an "invisible" man, most of it is occupied with
the rather cheap cloak & dagger plot. The possibilities implied by
Zelazny's proposal are potentially fascinating, yet he devotes
little time to them. Also he spends too much time on how the
character got that way.

2) Too much flippanzy. Usually Zelazny can control wit in a
story better than any other author alive. And Call Me Conrad
ranged from deeply poetic to screamingly funny from scene to scene
without upsetting anyching, yet in RUMOKO the humor gets out of
hand. - He makes the mistake of not having the protagonist show some
really emotion early in the story just so the reader knows he is
capable of it. When the hero feels remorse at the very end over
having sayged the drilling project, it falls flat because Zelazny
never seemed to take him seriously before.

3) Poor technique. I've never seen Zelazny mess this up
before either. He usually knows e::actly how he should write a
particular story and can vary his style accordingly. Here the
style is unlike anything else has bver done (natch), yet somehow
it doesn't fit. There is a heavy dependence on flashbacks, and the
hero tells you the story of his life '‘hile holding tvo guys at bay
with a gun in his cabin. This hardly makes the capturing of the
two saboteurs seem eiiciting.



I think Zelazny must be overworking. "The Eve of RUMOKO" was

hgstily and sloppily written and definitely undeserving of a man of
his talents. |

"We All Die Naked" by James Blish is by far the best story in
tbe book. It is an absolutely nightmarish picture of humanity faced
with destruction of its own doing and having no escape. Blish
postulates that the Greenhouse Effect will melt the polar ice caps,
that the weight remioved from the poles of the Earth will foul up its
rotation and cause enough eartiquakes and tidal waves to wipe out
everybody. (Dr. Paul Ehrlich said in an Earth Day speech at Villa-
nova University that the world is getting colder, not warmer, because
the coating. left on clouds by jet exhaust has reflected enough
sunlight to cancel out the Greenhouse Effect. If he is right, then
the premise behind "We 411 Die Naked" is false.) Anyway, there is
no deus ex machine ending., No salvation. The world ends.

- The story is brilliantly executed, presented in a clear,
straightforvard manner with vivid eharacterization and convincing
narration. The 6nly flaw is a bit of Tuckeristic name dropping (of
prominent fans and pros) who were obviously thrown in for comic re-
lief but are terribly out of place. For the most part it is an
eziercise in grueling realism. his depiction of a half-flooded
shit-covered New York is superb, andine gets his point across in such
a way that not even the dullest reader could miss it.

- ENVIRONMENTAL POLLUTION KILLS

The Glass Teat, Harlan Ellison, ace Dooks, 1969 & 1970, $1.25
reviewed by William Bakewell

The Glass Teat is & collection of Harlan Ellison's columns in
the Los Angeles Free Press from October 4, 1968 throush January 23,
1970. In his incandescent style, Harlan Ellison comments on the
American scene, particularly American TV.

There is SF in this book. It is a fictional column of his
extrapolated ten years from now., If you are subject to insomnia,
recd it only when the sun is up. It's implenet in his Free Press
column of November 7, 1969; this horror tales bears the date Thurse
day, November 13, 1980. It isn't presty.

Harlan Ellison gews himself in The Glass Teat to be an eipert
critic and observer of all that is haywire in this country.

Nine Hundred Grandmothers, R. A. Lafferty, Ace, 95¢, 1970.
reviewed by Lee Gold

This is an anthology of 21 Lafferty short and medium sized
stories, one never before published--"Frog on the Mountain," 32
pages long. The others have all seen magazine publication and a
number have also been printed in other anthologies. Some appear
here in paperback for the first time) though; like the two Camiroi
articles and Name of the Snake. Lafferty's short stories have a
biting humor, a strange blend of the beautiful and the horrifying,
then no other writer can duplicate. This is a matter introduction
 his writing than most of the novels. Buy it by all means.
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Jick Sneary used to ask that we include more matgrial sbout Third
Toundation members in.this fanzine for the benefit of r@aders who
don't know our group personally. This series of true life adventures

is the resuls.

TALES OF THE THIRD FOUNDATION

Chapter Thirteen. Barry Gold's Report

. S8till in search of the missing Pirst Foundation, harrassed by
Rayle, Giip, The Lurker in the Dark, and The Beast With No Name,
part of our membership missing and presumed dead, the nine remaining
members of the Third Foundation decided to attend a meeting of the
Los Angeles Second Foundation Section, Inc. On the third pound of
The David's gavel, the room filled with smoke and everybody started
screaming, Then the smoke £leared, and the Third Foundation found
surselves sharing the meeting room with Rayle, who had stolen the
gavel, The Lurker in the Dark, and his henchman Giip, who had
apparently teamed up with Rayle.

.. Rayle pounded the gavel, and the room disaipeared, along with
Lee, liel, Sandy, and Leslie. Stan, Gordon, Steve Goldin, Bill
Bakewell and I were almost blinded by bright sunlight. When we
adjvsted to it, we found ourselves on a dry, dusty desert, a hot
sun beat down on us. There was neither plant life nor water, dust
choked cur throats and huge shapes tramped on either side of us.
7t was a Fantasian scene,

.... "Th...those are d-dinosaurs," Steve stuttered in surprise.
"Wwe've got to get out of here before one of them steps on us."

"If they get too near, I'll finish 'em of f with a Karate
chop," said Gordon.

ai11 "What we need is a time machine to get us back to 1970," said
1 ° ‘

"4s a certified Electronic Genius, 1 might be able to put one
together,"” I said, "but it wouldn't do us much good urless we can
figure out about when we've been transported: to."

. "That's easy,' said Stan. He pulled his BA degree out of his
pocket and looked at it to get coufidence, "As a humanities maj or,
I had to take some Anthro and Biology. Judging by the evolutionary
stase of those dinosaurs, we're about: 135 million years BC."

. With this vital information I was able Lo proceed. 4 guick
invenvory of my pockets produced a Touch Me, a ball-point pen,
kays, 8 comb, a few IBM cards, varicus membership and credit cards,
and some change. I quickly borrowed a purple marker from Gordon,
but stiil needed something for focusing. Stan drew a Teleidescope
from hig jacket and =l lowed me to take out the lens, after one last
despairing look through i+, ' '

T needed to draw a circuit diagram to make the thing work, but
no one had anythingz to write on, so I reached out and produced a
- ymposiumquestionnaire from thin aire

 "Hey! How did you do that?" asked Steve.



"I have oy methods," I 'u’ce ed absentlgc I was concecnorating
on naeking the diagram come out riznt

C»

"Shouldn't thet be, 'You know wy mcthods,'?" csked Gordoin.

I —as 00 lgsg to enswer vacn, Lut waen I got ever;thing
emblea, I told Gordon that noboly knes my methods excent me.

.

s
at's why they were my metvhods.

”~
[~ ¥&)

Th

The completed time maciine iesn't cv&ctly a thznz of bcauty and
a ,JoT forezver, vut iv rould woxlk, woven's lens focuscd the petbterns
irom unhe Toucn—ne onto the desert ~cnds. Fower .as suopnlied by a
pair of ciszgimilar coins, with elscvrclyte from Gordon's »en; wirinz
viag Gone using copper pennicw, et Gac waole necs was controlled b
thcv key on ny kev-rlnc thct I coulgn't rewenbcr wiat it vas
supnosed to fit. I .anlpulctec tac Touch-kie inso tue rizht Hettern
to zet us 135 million ;ears :owx.ard it 20t everyone to stand in
tne vrojected pattern.

"By the way, what vere ve doing in the Rite of Sprinz secuence
from Fantasia," asked Gordon, as I turned the key and sent us forwerd

"I Guano," I said, surverins our nev scenery. \ie viere by a
Water-hole viiere a bunch of epes lere ngving & sheuting contest to
see wvho zot the rmizht to the nole, Suddenly one of the awes hopved
acrose the pool and 21t one of thce other side over tiac head with
a big bone.,

"We're in the Davn of iian seyuence from 2001, waich puls us
in epproximately one million BC," scid Gordon.

Astronomer Bill Takewell =zlanced overheat, observed the pattem
of the Biz Dipper critically, then said, "T¢. be »Hrecise, we're in
the year 1,082,339 B.C."

"That's right," said our othcr estrouomer, Steve Goldin., He
glanced at the norizon eand said, "as s matter of fact, Judging by
vinat constellations are rising, I'¢ sey vve're in about the middle
of July."

"Oh," I s&id.,

We mere still in trouble. 1y time macaine “res far too crude to
gelus back to 1970 with better than 1,000,000 years accuracy. I
needed a veraier of sone sort. "It needs & fine tuning control," I
said. "Everybodly check _rOLgH vour pockets and sce if 35ou have
anything annronriate.

Out of nowhere, Drew Sancderd' voice rasoec, "What has it got
in ivs pocketses?" Culchly reach nz cut, I zrabbed the voice anc
tolé the other 3rd Foundationers to hold on. Tien I pulled us
tarough 1nt0eces

A dark cave, lit only by c dull red zlovw from a steaming
cauldron, I took a deep brecth and instantly regretvted it. The
smog7as so thick my eyes bezan to water so I could Dbax ~ely see.
"iTh, .. (cough) where are we?" I choked out.

"Somevhere under the LA Zoo, I think," zasped The David., "I
v'as calling the wmeetvin: vo oréer, and someboldy tore the gavel out of
my hand and the room fllle@ with smoz, ant when I could see again,
ve were here. I think it's the Zoo hecauze my portable radio nicks
up the spiel they have rocorded aboui the animcls.,

"How did you zet us hacre?" asked Gordon.



“T used another one of my methods," I answered. “How...this

looks like the place where that arch-villain Rayle makes the smog
for LA, so there must be a way out, at least for the smog.”’

Tom Locke tried striking his lighter to get a flame to deter-
nine wind dirvection, but the smog was so thick it went out.

I sat down to think,but the smog was thicker near the floor,
so I stood up again. Then I turned around, chose a direction, and
called, “"Follow me."

I headed for the wall, and sterted climbing. Soon I came to a
tunnel, and eventually emerged behind some shrubbery in the bird
flight cage. Ve left the zoo and commandeered a bus to get back
to the playground. As we left the zoo parking lot, Gordon asked,
“Did you get us out with another one of your methods?” I nodded.

As we neared the playground where the Los Angeles Second
Foundation Section, Inc. meets, I asked for volunteers to help look
for the rest of the Third Foundation and recover the L.A.S.F.S.
gavel. Aside from the other 3Fers,with us, the only volunteer was
Tom Locke. Things were looking up. Tom is a very helpful person,
though not fully appreciated.

"How ¢ we find them? Use znother of your methods?" asked
Gordon.

“¥o,” I enswered, “I'm running short of methods just now.
We'll gc¢ :zver to Rainbow's End and use some of the secret Third
Foundation ecquipment.” Then I rc:slized that Tom, who was with us,
wasn't privy to the secrets of T3F. Ilie and my big mouth! Well,
nothing for it but to swear him in ns a member and hope the rest
of the club would go along. That :ceremony concluded, the five of
vs piled into Tom's car and buzzel over to Kainbow's End.

When we got there, I opened the 3F tool chest and looked through
the equipment to see what would be useful. Sure enough, I found
the master control panel that tracked the homing devices of the 3F,
along with Lee's time machine. Five of the indivicators, those
belonging to Jim Shapiro, Bill and beverly Warren, Steve Cohan, and
Barry Weissman were dark, showing that those members were unlocat-
able. Four others indicated our p:esent location. The remaining
four were glowing blue. A legend necar the top of the pamnel informed
us that greer ind¥cators meant that the members were in the past,
blue meant the future, red indicated the present, and a flashing
indicator meant an alternate time stream. I quickly activated
another homing device and pinned it on Tpm's shirt; his indicator
instantly 1it up.

We all piled into the time machine and started moving forward
in time. As we passed the 8027Tth, the four blue indicators turned
green. Quickly, I reversed the controls and took us slowly back-
vard. As w2 crossed the beginning of the century, they turned
blue zgain. A slow forward scan revealed that they turned red ab
about the middle of the yamr 802,701. "All right, everybody out,"
I calliled.
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. ' Pausing only to change-into ™
/ Selectric, we got out.

N \ As we got out, I noticed a

. landscape filled with well

' ) openings and a sphinxlike

\ ' building some distance awsay.
. About halfway between us and

v the building, one of the
W wells was covered by a gob
e of purple goo.

“That must be The Beast With
No Wame that Stan's always
complaining about,” said
Gordon. ''So that's a likely
place to look for the Third
F.-

T2 ..id by Harness ’ “But what are we going to
- do about the beast?" asked
Bill.

“You say it's the beast with no name?" I asked.

Yes , but with céps--'The’ﬁeast With No Name," corrected
Gordon. : S

"Well, no wonder it's got a bad disposition. wandering around
without a name like that, I exclaimed. By this time we were
nearing the covered-over well. Here, Rover, I called.

The purplish goo fofmed an eye and looked at me hesitatingly,

as if trying to decide if I were good to .eat. I pointed at it and
called, Here, Rover, more firmly. It slowly gathered itself into
a big purple Saluki and then came bounding up to me. "That's

]

wvhat you call Blob Psychology,' I commented to Steve.

About this time, Sandy came over the top of the wg¢ll,

followed by Leslie, Lee and :lel, who was rubbing his leg. "You
Just barely got here in time for me to switch my defenses to ward
off the HMorlocks,"” lel said. ‘One of them got me by the leg, but

I managed to pull free and fend him off."

Sandy exclaimed. “But how did

~ "Boy, are we glad to see you,"
you subdue the Beast With Ho Name.

Rover bristled. “Shh, " I whispered. -“He,is no longer name-
less. He is now'Rover.' 1I'm glad to see you four too. Now we

can go back to 1970 and continue looking for the First Foundation.

“"Wait a minute,’

-Sandy said. “Rayle still has the Second
Foundation's gavel. ' -

"We'll have to get it back for them, Lee said.

Sandy volunteered to take on the mission. Then the ten of
us and Rover got into the time machine, and headed back for 1970.

, to be probably continued nextish



L. A. SEEN

by Sandy Cohen

It seems that every other commercial we see on TV now uses the
U.S. moon landing or a similar accomplishment to push the product.
If we are to believe them, half of the companies single-handedly got
us off the Earth and the other half got us back. About the only
product that isn't claiming a part in the US space program is
“Pristeen.” I'd like to see them claim the astronauts used their
product!

Science fiction has hit commercials. New Blue Cheer haes its man
from the future. Volswagen and McDonalds are on the moon. And Tru=
is the cigarette of the future. Almost makes youwish for an atomic
war to end it off.

And of course the ‘astronauts are cashing in on their glory.

Scott Carpenter is pushlng ¥-310, which makes one question hovw he
ever got into orbit. Wally Shirra's bag is the nation's railroads.
I'm waiting for Neil Armstrong to push Keds or Hush Pupples. "That's
one small step for a Keds; a giant leap for Brand X.

'Scene: A spotless room in plexiglass and white (see "The Illu. -
" trated Man" for an example). The matter transmitter in the center
_begins to glow. Out steps a 94.13% nude laggy. She suggestively
gestures toward the transmltter. It begins to glow agsin and out
steps a 98.62% naked man. The' 1ady speaks:

"Nudity is part of woman's new freedom. So is this.. Banchild.
Banchild is safe, effective. The gentle’, fast-acting pill works fact
to prevent impregnation. Remember if you cen't &fter every time,
use Banchild. Once in the’ evening does it."

The two actors begin to move suggestively. White letters appcox
on the screen: "THIS COMMERCIAL IS RATED X."

' If'ydu think that's frightening, consider the possibilities for
marijuana commercials. "Take a puff and it's springtime.'" tokec on
an entirely new meanlng "Winston tastes good," '"Camel filters

aren't for everybody,” or "To a smoker, it's a Kent" are all ready
for the switch. After all, it's only cigarette commercials that a
going off the air. Something has to fill the void.

-~
re

1) Star Trek is the number 1 program on KCOP. 2) Colussue has he:zn
given nothing but great reviews, so they delayed opening in L.A. In

order to reorganize the advert121ng campaign 3) 2001 was in tne
Top Ten Money-makers list for over 100 weeks. U4) The average Amcr-
ican-International horror flick nets. over 400%. 5) ABC refused the

"Tmmortaels" series because they said it wouldn't sell.

It does not compute.

According to an urreliable source, NBC is trying to purchase
rights to - televise 2001 at a distant future date (like 10 years).
They;re also trying to get Marooned and Colossus as well a3 The
Illustrated Man and Myrsa Breckinridge. Myra Breckinridge? On TVY

continued on page 33



PROBABLY SOMETHING but not 33

A VENDING MACHINE FOR DEMONS

by Tom Digby reprinted from APA L
152, 9-14 1967

Youiknow--if someone wants to summon a demon for wish-granting
or something but doesn't want to. . go through all the spells, just put
money in theé machine and push the button, and the selected dewon-
will appear..... :

On Magic and Science--One Theory of the Universe goes as fcllows.
The physical universe as we know it exists only as a simulation 'n a
computer in a higher-order universe. This machine has been pro-
grammed with the physical laws of this universe and can make it seenm
real to any mind whose senses are tied into it. ©Such things as
quantum effects and the Uncertainty Principle are at least partly
due to the machine being able to computer only so many digits (so
everything is rounded to the nearest possible value) and not enough
memory space to keep track of every individual atomic particle (so
particles sometimes become waves to reduce the amount of information
to keep track of). Since people from the higher universes visiting
ours sometimes need help, a set of subvoutines was set up to be
activated by persons in this universe saying certain words or making
.certain gestures, etc., so they could have greater-than-normal
control over this reality. Thus Magic Spells.

e ey o oy S et ohe S i S fm s M SN S e M S e e M S M e Dt SN Ee M e Sm MR A S R SN Tt e St Aab Smr e s S M S s S mav A AL A Sas S Y M S o= s M ot m cw e e
- - 3-3 2413 413t 1 - - - -ttt It i it T i

‘L.A. SEEN continued

The same source told me that Rosemary's Baby would be on TV
during this season on NBC or ABC. I'm not taking bets but I have
some doubts. However Waterhole #3, The Flim Flam Man, The President's
Analyst, The Private War of Harry Friggs, and Tony Rome are
scheduled. Makes me wonder if I should bother going to anything.
but X-rated movies. Of course, if h2's right about Myra Breckin-
ridge, I won't go to any movies.

And to top it off Vanished, based on Fletcher Knebel's best-
seller, will be filmed as a two-part four hour television special.
Remember when the "big eye" was a "vast wasteland"? It's still
90% waste, but the other 10% may redally be vast. '
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Plato .having defined man to be a two-legged animal without featl-
ers, Diogenes plucked a cock and brough% it into the Academy

and said, "This is Plato's man." On which account this addition
was made to the definition,--"With broad flat nails.".

~--Diogenes Laertius

No member needs s0 great a number of muscles as the tongue; this
exceeds 21l the rest in the number of its movements.

-~_Leonardo da Vinci



MORE THOUUGHTS ON THE BHEER CAN TOWER-

by Lee and Barry Gold

Last ish we discussed the concept of a modernized Bheer can
Tower to the Moon, using not a pyramidal structure but a cylindri-
cal one, and binding the Bheer cans together wvith Eastman 910.

- At the time we cited &s the first attemp® at Tower building
the effort of Berkeley fans in the late '50s to build.a Tower in
Carl Brandon, Jr.'s backyard. We were vwrong. -

Several thousand years ago, the fans of Shinar also decided
to build a Tower to the Moon.  “And they said one to another,
‘'"Come let us build a...tower with its top in heaven,....'"
Bnfortunately before they achieved their objective they became
overcome by the Bheer 1nvolved and started babel-~ing, and. the
Tower never got built.

We mean to avoid this problem by building our Towver more -
slowly. Our goal is to get it flnlshed in time for David Gerrold's
Lanarcon in 2001.

There are a number of problems involved in Tower buifiding and
meintenance not mentioned last ish. Chief oi- these .is the fact
that the Tower, built of alumirum and steel, would be an excellent
electrical conductor. It would, in fact, be the world's highest
lightning rod, and probably attract any 13ch+n1ng that happened
to be in the area.

If the Tower took on a very heavy charge of electricity, this
might tend to burst the helium ballons which are vital in preventing
“the weight of the Tower from causing it to collense on itself.

One of the major bits of maintenance on the Tower w11l probably
be the constant replacement of lightning-burst helium balloons.

‘Another aspect of the Tower's lightning rod function should
'prove ‘more useful. It should:bPe possible to put a spark gap cum
capacitor at the Tower's bottom and convert the .electrical energy
of the lightning into normal current witih which fans could run
their electric mimeos, ice-making machines, etec.

Another problem the Tower project will run into is the need
of 2 strong buttress to anchor it against winds, Coriolis forces,
etc. (See Bob Vardemanl!s letter thish for a discussion of this
problem in more detail.) Vardeman suggests that we anchor the Tower
to an underground fill to bring its center of gravity below the
-ground. This would be somevhat -difficult, since the Tower will be
zbout 2 1/2 billiopn Bh2ér.cens high and weigh abou: 400 short tomns.
Instead we prefer the scheme of anchoring the Tower by building
the Tucker Hotel around it. The electric power supplied by the
Tow2r would thus provide all or most of the power needed to run
the Hotel.

See next ish forAé discussion of whether the Tucker Hotel
should have elevators-.-and if so, what type.



LETTEKCOL A

I likec vhe vampire
story, wut Tou have a fev
une:plained bits. Just how,

for instance, did Vacek finc

out his bleood¢ trwe? In the
15th century they -eren't
known, and =zomchov I can't

cee a vamnire zZoinz to a

doctor or itloodbank...they

need a blood semple to deter-

mine type, and it specifically
stetes in the story that ::hen

cut, ¥Yacek doesn't bleed,

I compliment you on knowing
thet a ceantral-European vampire
woulé be a patriot,...especially
one produced by Dracula. It
seems’ that Iracula (who is a
historical character) was Prince
of wallachia (which is not
Transylvania, tho they share
a border) uncer the name of
Vlad IV. The title "Dracula'
meant that he was a iember of
the Order of the Dragon...a
relizious orcer devoted to
protecting Caristianity from the
encroaching Ottoman Turks. He
Jas an e:.ceedinzly cruel man,

viich »robabl; is why he is
reiembered as a literal as well
as a fiiurative monster...as is
shoun by his ndckname: "the
impeler,"

Jhat in the name of the
Omnipotent Ghu is an _
‘"ichneumon"? /a monjoose-LG/

all in all, this is an
amusingly Dbloocthirsty ish.

Damn! I knew that there
vias anotaner point about "True
to Type'" that bothered me€c...
The vampire is supposed to
sleep in his grave...u:iich
means that he must have at
least a layer of dirt from
his grave in his coffin...yet
both vampires ne:lected this,
merely making sure that they
vere safe from szunli: ht during
the dey. Xven if this is not



in fact, necessary, Houwells would think it was,since it is often
mentioned in the "late show movies.'" Therefore, he must either have
traveled by coffin flown by conventional air-transportation, or
carried a fairly large bag of soil v'ith him...very heavy and cuite
tiring.

Art fell way dovin thish...what happened? Iven the interior
repro strikes me as slightly inferior to last ish. /We liked it.
Sorry.-LG/

Sorry that this letter is so aisorganized....Il've been thinking
-about verious comments for several daxs, but I'm fafia for most of
the summmer.,.this letter mi ht never have been ~ritten if it weren't
too daicned hot to do anything except sit and type.

Kenneth Scher
5119 Mott Ave., Far Roekaway, NY

_And now some comments back about "True to Type"--Vacek found out his
bloodtype pragmatically; he later confiimed it by forcing soms:
blood out of his system by hypodermic and checking it with a Tlood-
bank doctor. Sorry about the misteke about his homeland. The
coffin guestion is slightly more complicated. ITn my particuler
version of vampires, coffins and native dirt are not neczssaxy.
Howells, even if he had wished to be covered by his graveyard soil,
vvas doomed to frustration; since he never 2ot buried, the pest he
could do would be to carry a bag of carpet lint. The fact that he
failed to prcvide himself even with that points tc¢ his e:treme
ez.citement at the climactic moment when he knew himself to be a
vampire., He must have suffered an anc:ious dawn when he ncticed he
had no coffin, but seems to have survived it fairly well.

R. 4, Lafferty Thanks for the Third Poundation #93. I don't

’ know whether I'll be able to get & story to
you,or not, I have an agent named Mean Virginia who made a rule,
No Stories to the Little Magazires. T hen she broke it herself and
sent one of mine to some kic in Daltiémore who had gone to her old
high school, so maybe she wvill break it sgain. Anynow, I have
written her about it.

You don‘t need any stories, though, since you are writing your
ovwn., Your vampire story TRUE TO TYPE is pretty gocd. However,
Vampires and Vampire Bats do not have human blooa-types at all:
they have their own. They can't even interchange with all other
bats, not even with the False Vampire Bad, though they can with the
blood of some mice.- Strange blood types doesn't kill wvampires,
though; only makes them mi:hty sick. Consider the known vampires
of your own accuaintance: isn't there something a little bit bad-
trippish and sick about all of them. If they would coufine them—
selves to the blood of safe bats and safe mice, they wouldn't suffer
so much. I tell them that all the time.

..;Nobody around here seems to be going to Heidelberg, but all s&
- they will be in Boston ne:'t year. Jill see you there if you make it.

Be gobd;
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Bob Vardeman vy I am nct in tae *shudder* srmy, Aad i tiings
zo well, ny defernent will be renewed for another
year. .
v

ind pardon the snelling, Iy arm is Xkilling wmc since it is
swelled to about twice normal size in protest against a typhoid
shot. (They viere out of bubonic plague shots, so I took a typhoid
instead--had a good deal on 'em too. Three for the wnrice of one,
Penny's bergain basement in one of %ie shopping centers.)

I had meent to Lo€ #92 and coument taat you had "Sufit dies”
listed twice, under two Gifferent woaths. I can only assume one
was Jonethon and tae other Tom. But which was which? //Different
reference books gave different dates. e decided to be non-
vertisan.--1G//

I'1ll have you know, I was born on Esinhany just like Sherlock.

But on to ;93. I think I'1ll coument at soiie lenzth about tae
consecuences of the beer can tover to the moon afver I Go a bit more
thinkinz on the to.i~ (I once knew 8 guy whose idea of a »ractical
joke wasto glue yourtLwmb end foreifinger tozevaer witvh Eastman 910- -
he!s the kxind {that would laugh at the sinking of the ILusitania.)
Potent stuff, end in my ainé (and finzers) much stroncer than mere
enoxy could ever bt=. Good choice for the wortar,

It's nice ‘to see you revpreseniing a ninority group in your
International Fiend Fund drive. Creeture has bcen sn all eround
00 guy vadéie for meny years ané dcserves recognition. I wonder
cbout Creature's intvent, tho, to swim all the way to Heidelbers.
From the coast to tac con migat he a very hard swim. Unfortunately,
I don't have any zo0ld to send in fox. next yr's voting. Jould a
silver cross do? 4 wooden =stsle, becutifully carved? //Drakula
says he'd like some room deoderant to dispel the odor of garlic-LG//

I nust be in piviable shiape. I can't really find any comment
hooks in the lettercol this time. None. 1ot one. &snG Harry
warner has & letter thcre (naturelly). Dertell Schiieitzer has a
lonz letter. Xen Scher hes a letter. Bob Bloch--Vonda LicIntyre.
4ll good people. 4néd I cen't taink of a thing to say about any of
their le tters' contents,

rernaps I should hang up my stencils on the shed door to ary
aind 7o it in the sun and rock avar the rest of my sorry life in
a rocking caair. I must hsve worn out 2ll my comments. 4nd at
such an early age, too.

RIP.

Ferhans the first point I'd like o make on the tower of bheer
~cang o the moon is the matter of stability. Since the tower is .
zoinz %o Te so hi:h, it mizht not be 2 bzd idea L heve a very
stronz (3rd?) founcdatvion. I think this mizht be illustrated by
the Space Needle in Seattle. The center of gravity for this
gtructure is about 35 feet underzrount, Therefore, you should (for
safety’s sake) follow this lead end. erranze to have the Toi.exr's
centver of grevity underground., L realize concrete and steel is
fantastically exvensive so -- in srufannish s»irits -- I'd pronose



usinz the léut tvabs Hff the biaeer cans themselves as filler., Dig
a pit, say 500 fezt deep=-~perhans a couple thousand nizht be
safer--fill it -7ith the 1lift tabs, pour in the Zectman 910 and
then start the first layer before the E 910 sets.

I think the point about the nhoton deflectors is rather
superfluous since it zhould be possible to uake a lizhbter structure
(and just as stronz a one) by SuacLln’ the cans ir such a a; as
to leave gzaps between the cans in any one layer. /¥In a one bheer
can wide cylinder? Please send e“ﬁlaneuory drawlngving/ By
leavinrr such gaps, also, ¥Uiie chances are great that the »aoton

wouldn't even hit the toier, 4nd if onc photon aid, then it is
o;obgbl» that ano®ther one iroulé 0 into a gap but hit the tovier's
op051te (but inside) side and %i:e effects would cancel in tie
lonz run! So either the photon zips tvuiu tix :'ans and never
touches the tovier, cxeffects ceacel in the lon: run (and ve're
tallkiing about the lon: run since e ~/ant this monument to fandom
and Hbob Tucker - which are s:nonzmous (or is that anonymous?0 -
0 last forever, Or atv least unvil a vieek fiom Thursday.

Ngturslly, since you won't be able to build the Tower at
either of the poles, you'll have to forry about such annoyances
as coriolis ferces and centripetal adceleratvions. DBut I think
that a judicious use of old fan21nes can reuedy tinis situation.
»8 the tower bveg~ v: to lean from the various forces (probably
coriolis) s1mply ide a few fanZlﬂeS under the corner of the
tover //I though* 'he base vas a thousand feet or so down-LG// and
Go this until the tover is upright again. //Wouldn't crudsheets

20?-16//

What really worries me ©.0, is %ae Dossibiliity of relativistic
effects at tie .. irzme endé of vae To.er, After a11, it'11 be
srinnint with vae eavrth at a z.eed betteen 0 anc 25,000 mph. For
simolicity'!s sale, sgy it 711l be build 2t come l¢ 'ituo- where the
earth's rob°*"on 7 speed is JUQb 10,000 wph (it is ruwored that
such a »nlace is o be found in HC”CTSLO‘H, Ln,-—e ‘act locetion not
precisely determined.) (Harry nizht valk around ith a s»eedometer
z2nd determine the ez:act location. 5

A few cuick calculatvions = 0. tnat a rotor a mere 270,000
mles long and rowveting ¢t vhe Larth's anzulaxr velocity at the
ecuaddr would nois 2t invo any trouble rels - ively spesking. Or
maybe, relatvivist. 6 zally soeaking. acrefore, since Einstein
approves of the vioject, it must be a VUorth Cause. Should ve all
seid our used bezr cans to you? Or would ryou prefer to let this
be an Ellay project in its ent1rety° //Send used beer cans to
Teryy Carr. Iie sbarted the concept in the first place.-LG//

Enough. Z'm leavinz for the deicon Real Soon Nov and must
get it all vozether or forfet everythrinz. .S usuall} best of luck
wlth TTF .
Harry ‘Jarner, dr. No, I hadn't he:zrd about the bill that
425 Sumnit Ave, Grumman sent Roclcrell for vie luanar voyagze., DLut
haserstoin, Ld: I did read Jjust the other ni-ht in Ponular
21740 Photography about the first living creature that

made a round trin o the moon in The same
vehicle, wvithou® poing through the cowplicated transfers from
command mocule > LIEM that aumens were recuired to underzo. It



was a little zerm thet somehow sineeled into & camere that went to EE
tiie woon on one of tihe unmenned lsudinzs end w.s brought back by P
one of the Apollo creus. It was revived sad ielt well eaovugh to
create a povulation explosion of its own. L.apybe tiais has Dbeen
publicized @n scientific Jjournals that I don't read, but I noticed
nothinz about it in the neusnaj)ers and in & vay it ztrikes ue as
stranger than science fiction in 211 ~oxts of ways. The same issue
of the photogrephy mezazine conteincd another item thet I hedn't
heard zbout, the first phoiozrenh of 2n individual atom. This
Gidn't nicke nevuspener headlines either and apparently didn't impress
the megazine editors either because they didn't renroduce the
picture.

Your vampire story was cuite well done. It left me Tondering
gll over azecin something I'd puzzled abo:t in the pHast, how all
these cifferent blood tynes zot Zoinz. It's hard to imazine vhat
they have any evolutionary vilue for I've ncver heerd that one tybe
or another is more useful then the ovhers to its nozgsezsors. Do
they cuintein implications about senarate strains of wmenkind who
have come G0 resemble cine another in otier respects, or Gi¢ they
somehor separate from one another in couvwmcratively recentv times?

Reviewpoint keeps Bhe Left Han¢ of Darlness'! record perfect:
no fanzine rcview tvhat I've seen so for nes Leen less then hizghly
favorable. I found it & Most 8dmirable book, but I had a couple
of reacvions tvhat none of tviae revievers zeems to have duplicated.

I somehow got the feelinz that Genly's friend whose name I can't
recall at the momeut was wodeled on Adlei Stevenson. And I didn't
like the 1little interludes, the le;ends intersperzed at two or

three places. By themselves they're fine, but I ielt that they
were only partially relevant to the main story anc thereby intruded
in a novel that hardly has a viaste word or suvnerfluous phrase L
elsehere.

Such praise for Spock lust Die is rore surprising, however.
I vonder woet notion youngz fens will hold of Star Trek a decade or
wore in the future viaen 1t will Sroisumably heve finished its syndi-
cated existence and *ill e ineccesziblc as somethinz to watch on
television, and is known only “ihroush old issues of trekkies!
fanzines and the Blish books? We older fens of the 1980's (and its
danzerous t0 use a pronoun viiich seems to suarentee my continued
fannishness) will undoubtedly hcve e sense of nostalgis at the very
thought of Star Trek, even if :iie 7eren't ildly enthusisstic about
it wvhen 1% vas current., DBut will the fans of the future be able
to coaceive how much the series meent to lots of viewers in the era
when real science fiction was scarce on the tube? For thet matter,
will the television programs of vie 1950's ever acyuire the same
collectors' status asradio saows of the 1950's enjoy today.

Darrell schiueitzer's litvtle story is nostalgia-evoking too,
for a personal reason. I rote a very s.aori stoxry on tais very
theme when I was just about Darrell's age, although my hero went
into the wallpeper, as I recall.

The baltimore-~'/ashin-ton television channels seem to have
underzone ncne of the anti~horror movie trend that Los Angeles has
gsuffered. ‘.ashington even has & 208% f0r one of its Saturday night
horror series, Sir Ghastly Graves or something of that sort, vho



comes complete wivh cleborate prons anté setv of the Dracula veriety.
Sir Ghast ly is a very honest men ent¢ savs exactly what he thinks

of the uovies he bOSU One 25 20 bod = few veeks back that he
climbed back into ais coLlln OUIln’ une first break for comnmercials
ant rcfused To come out azein for the wrevainder of tvhe seven reels,
emitting only an occesional zroan of anjuish afver a paxvicularly
dull scene,

You know, hardly anytain; 1TIUSur“*es 20 ZlupllCall\ aowWw fest
the world cheages tvhan my rcacvion o the nevw baeer cen tover »plan.
When Carl Brandon ead¢ friends first planned the btower, it was a
complete Jjoy to vhink about. Today it's e¢till fun to theorize about
but the pleasure is adultersted 2 little. There's been too much
Tritten anc said cbout tne pollutlon'v'oblem ant tae “'aste of
irreplacable rew materials ezl bthe doncge done to natural bean ties
by such thinzs as cans. It's just like ©the chanze in sttvitude that
& person must take to tae final portion of Mzhler's Lled von der
frde. T he noen tells of une sad sartineg of two friends and ends
vith tiae consoling thou”ht hat even thouzh this seoargulon has
come (I assume it’s 1 the separation of Ceuhﬂ), "The ool earth
bursts into bloom in the spring and grows green again; cverywhere,
eternelly the distances pre Iluish—bright, etvernally, eternally..."
Anyone could belisve thet who.: iehler composed the music sore than
a half-century ago, ané coday ve don't have thst much consolation
because we know tinat the bomb cen end all the etecinel thinzs cbout
the world and its ecolosy.

I liked both of the full »age Herness illustrevions. The one
inside was very nmuch like the older Herness style and subject
natter, but the front cover tecns to betray somc influence of Bjo,
something I'd never have e:vected to see in & Hernes: drawing.

//Bsrry says he has a vazue recollection that O type blood
does not sickle--and wvinerefore since beiny e sickle cell znemia
carrier is a survival feature, 0 type bDlood is rcre amons Africans
in malarial rezions. Anyone oubt there know any more about blood
types being survival-linked?-1LG//

Darrell Schweitzer Received 3rd F @ couple of days ago. A
115 Deepdale Road good ish, cven though the cover as horrible.
Strafford, Pa .
19087 Your vamviie story raises interesting
possibilivies. One tihaing I ras vondering about
is hor a2 vampire knows exact ¥ when Gewn is coming. If a single
ray of gunhizht can kill him, he cen't nardly eit till he sees a
zlow in the horizon, because in order for him ©o se:¢ 1t the sun-
lizat would have to Touch him cnd toaen blooey. In humen form ne
can vear a vwristiatch, but 23 a bat thet ig a 1ittle difficult, and
it's demned iwmpossible as a cloud of nisv.

You can be a vampirc cr’y if you want toY Tell thatv to Lucy
Jhatsername in Dracula. Boc Cl(n't'Jant to be one., (Neither aid
for taat matter. »nd people are startin. to get suspicious abouv
mynotéurnal habitcs,.) //leicrent stories: «llgn ;ly different

nseudo-science. Or should that be pseudo-scientifantasy?--LG//

H

T he plot line of jour story su:igests tnat come Dircher will
declare you a Conmie DLoL. Don't let what Dr. vertham (sece Ted
Jhite!s editvorial in the July 4LAZING) sce it ox you mizht get
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carried off by the F3I, never to be seen again. -Dr. VWertham, by P
the way, is a professional witch-hunter, most famous for his book

The Seduction of the Innocent and the brilliant and pperceptive
statement that Batman is unquestionably having homosexual relations
with Robln, who started a campaign to destroy comic books during

the McCarthy era. Now he's doing a study of fandom.- Doesn't know
what it's about, of course.

I can see it now: About six months from now AMERICAN OPINION
or some similar hate=rag with a cover blurb like - DISCOVERED: a
nev secret network of underground organizations! Vhat are the
subversive activities of the nebulous Third Foundation? Who is the
mysterious Hari Seldon? What do code names like The Beast With No
Wame really mean? %hat can_a good, loyal American citizen do to
stop this horrid menace? _ . -

Reviewpoint: The thing about The Left Hand of Darkness is that
the reader realizes just how alien the Gethenians are when they only
differ from the rest of us in one small biological detail. Imagéne .
how utterly incomprehensible & three-legged purple blob is going
to be. Ve might never begin to have any contact at all, Dbecause
no basic mutual understanding is ever reached. Richard Meredith's
otherwise cruddy We All Died ot Breakaway Station brings this out
drmatically. Humanity is in a lifeand death struggle with-another
race for a reason that nobody understands. Humanity never-knew
enough about the aliens to realize that they were offending then
horribly. The aliens considered S5omething so b asic thadt anyone
vho did not adhere to it was so repugnant they had to be elimated.
And these aliens were similar to humans in many ways. They had a
rather similar technology and I hhink a similar environment.
Imagine how a dlsembodled creature might think. A

Leon Taylor is follow1ng.the grand tredition of Algis Budrye by:
saying a little bit in a lot of words. (For this reason F&SF and
the Ultimate ifags have the best book reviews, with IF and ANALOG
bringing up the rear.)

I find the statement that Sandow is a “symbol for the turbu-
lence of our decade ' a little strange. He's a re-assuring figure,
larger than life, able to live in peace and relative contentment
in the ehaotic univerge. He is not a symbol of disorder but one
of order, a goal perhaps.

Everyone praises Isle for its own original mythology. Not so.
The names are changed but the whole universe is basically ancient
Grecian. The gods manipulate men and have their own private feuds
Just like the Greek ones did. And the story itself is very heavily
based upon the Orpheus myth. It gets kind of obvious at times. A
guy has to rescue his deceased wife from the Isle of the Dead
which is & big gloomy place surrounded by a river called Acheron.

Zelazny has already produced several classsics: "A Rose for
Ecclesiastes,” This Immortal, Ke Who Shapes, and Lord of Light.
Some might want to add “The Keys_to December" to that list.

‘Through Slime and Space didnt appeal to me at all. It's
obvious that the punch-line was "wound-light on the maw-bash" but
it doesn't mean anything to me. //It fefers to an old song:
"Moonlight on the Wabash."-LG//



Tales of the Third Foundation was a delight. You haven't had
a better adventure in gquite a while. Thank you for resclviang for
all time the mystery of the monclith. You've done a great service
to all mankind, though some fanwriters might not appreciate it
since you've just made the next few thousand scholarly speculations
on the meaning of the monolith.comuplately cbsolete.

//Next follows three pages complete with illos on the Bheer
Can Tower. This will be postponed to nextish in the interests of
saving space and postage.-LG//

Does the last sentence.cf your Int. Fiend Fund really hold?
Thet . .ad would lcok nice in the next CR&S. Of course the thing would
be much better if labeled :Trans-Atlantoec Fisad Fund, thus parodyihkg.
TAFF ads even more., Who are Bzba Yaga, Shelob, Roquat the Red,
and Tash? //You may reprint it vrovided you change nothing and
give us credit for firs*t printiug it. The sponsors you refer to
may be found in or near Russian legend, Mordor, Oz end Narnia.-LG//

The implication that ANALOG is not among the ranks of the
better prozines was deliberate and intentional. Camyb<cl) seems
to be trying to undo all the good things he has done witl. the zine
and destroy modern SF in the process. Since he cxerts litile
influence these days, 211l he's done is destroy ANALOG. Strange as
it may seem, the fiction in ANALOG is pre=Campbellizn. Change the
science around a little and it would be passalle CGsrsback era work.
aithough things like VIOHDER STORIES were not nearly cg typed.

Ken .Scher: o, the embrycs couldn't be decanted zfter the
ship had landed because aduvlt humans are supposed to start the
coiony and send the ship out agsain without waiting fcr 27 years.
The problem is not really adapting to planetary life--—tke ship
contained :wide open areas, .foresty, etc.--but for the children to
grow up norxmalxly withcut =adults. A child must hgve some type of
mother-fiigure. Even orphanagzas. turn ont grea’ cmounts of misfits.
With no adults around at &ll, things would be much wercs. What do
you think wouléd happen at puberiy. Ifor example, if they had no
guidance? But the resl nroblems would be carlier than thait, say
ages 2 (when the child becoues awvare of his surroundings) to 10
(when he isn't as depeadent on his parents). So tuaey had to have
a parent, and since one couldn't be sent salong, & rchkot would have
to do.

This is .a record-breaking letter! But it is good fanzines theat
inspire such -things. Keep up the good work.

PS. 1 don't see why you shgeuld question when I typed "turck"
in my LoC last time. It's & very common variety of typo, and any-
one who has seen as much of my. ¢yping wus you have shoeld know that
I do it all the time.

Jack Hanneés Dear Lee, Your story about the Vampire pxpiring
from partaking of Chinese 3lood (different tlood grouning) has one
flaw. Chinese i3 non-agglutinative.
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