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THE TWILIGHT ZINE should be published quarterly(aw, c'mon, no hiss-
ing) by the MIT Science Fiction Society. This is number”13(read the-
editorial to find eut about number 14), published April 30, l965(yes,
thet is over-a year), Subscriptions go to: members-of the 8ociety,
contributors, people who trade, write useable LoC's, or, if you're
despezate, pay 25¢ (no more——money is used for the editor!s social life).
Paid subscriptions will be promptly lost by the editor. -4All mail
should be sent to: THE TWILIGHT ZINE

MIT SCIENCE FICTION SOCIETY 5 |

Room 50-020(After-July 1, Room W28-404A)

MIT, Cambridge 39, Massachusetts
Material sent to the editor at any known address may or may not be (a)
forwarded, (b)sent to the right address (c)acknowledged (d)received.
For that matter, he may not be editor by that time(see editoriall,
This makes using the above address much more sensible,

We're just fans; we don't read the stuff. - _

-y — - — ——
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This has been a BeaverBarf Press production, in association with
1eSoN Press, The SFS is a farce in weekly acts(I'm grinding one).

e s s See e S s e e e s S e e e e e S s e S S —— —— — — e e — S S e e e —

Reproduction this issue is very spotty, due to spastic typing, ink problems with the
beautiful 360, and sundry other things. Thanks muchly to Don Cochran, who did some of
the better typing, Filthy Pierre, who helped run it off, Randy Brack, who showed us how
to work the infernal machine, and the nameless others who will be collating.

Regular Jdump on Bernie Morris Issue...



”HQM THE MOUTH OF | D/A\\/

The name of the new(and maybe by now former) editor of TZ may be familiar to some of
yod out there in fandom. ThlS could be.because at one time I was a neofan with the. usual
great plans for Doing Things. Then something happendd. Tt was called the Massachusetts
Institute of Technology. This can also be spelled F-A-F-I-A. MIT does not allow much
time for fanning. Well, all”6f this was solved a while ago when the aforementioned
school decided that my grades were not-all that could be desired(I agreed--I didn't want
them, eithern). Thus I am now known teclinically as a "busted beaver." Does this mean I
now have infinite time to fan? If you think so, you are somewhat naive.

m

However, pubbing Tz is a different thing. The Society has many members, at least a
few of whom are willing to work. The Society has money to spend on the Zine. The Society
has the money, does the work, and generously gives the editor the credit.:

Sure it does.

In theory, this is the case... Nhat happend is-thiss - RS
EDITOR(at crowded Society meeting): How many of you would like to do some typlng for the
zine? (To -three people not crouched behind chaird):-- Can-you type? (To one person left):
Have you ever typed a mimeo stencil? (To self): Oh, well, maybe next week.

Letls face it, friends, I don't like to cut stencils. I have~-most of those for this is-
sue, But this doesn't mean that I like it. Besides that, I don't at this time have a
typer. This is the reason for the five different types used in thish. I have a definite
tendency to put off things, especially when I don't especially care for the work invelved,
and also when I have running the society, acting as a consultant to the MIT engineering
magazine, being features editor of the MIT 'paper, and trying to earn enough money to
stay. alive.occupying my time(several of these have now disappeared, but keeping a female
happy has béen added). This has resulted in my putting off until nexf month .what I should
» have done last week. I™m sorry, but that doesn't change the situation.

* < . * : I * . * i ® *

Mlmeography on these pages, for those of you 1nterested is done with the Gestetner
360 thooughtfully provided to one of the MIT dorms. Artwork is gestefaxed, and paper is
random, and cheap.

% * * * * %

Cleverly concealed in'this issue is a little form whigh establishes your status.on
our mailing list. If your status is shaky, you can endear yourselves to us again by
gontributing, or by trading, or-by writing us a letter of comment. Yu can:even gain
our grudging approval {If the perversion moves you ) byisending us the munificent sum of
$0.2500.¢ *""It's not hat we don't get an altrmistic thrill when we see the jopous smile
on your face.as TZ appears in-your mailbox, it*s just that we're despeaate for material.
So look.for your.statws symbol, in the form of a chéck mark. If nothing is checked, it
means either that a)we goofed or b)we love you so much we couldn't thlnk of a reason to
stop sendlng you the rag. ’

* - X * .. ; . ol " e

As of last week, Yed is no longer responsible for the mass of confusion known as MIT-
SFS, Officers electéd last week: Skinner, Mike Ward; Vice, Filthy Pierre(sometimes mis-
taken for Erwin Strasss, whom he closely resembles) Secresary, Mike Shupp; and Treasurer,

Henry Baran. These ﬁﬁféfﬂﬁﬂﬂﬁé/éﬁﬁﬁéfé/ lucky people w;ll run the Society iﬁ“d/ﬁﬁé/éfdﬁﬁd

for the next year. Long may ifthey f#iﬁrelgn!!!f!

TZ parodies are a way of life--Ward and Buthrie



Last year's officers included Malcolm Skerry(better know as Y)as Vige; Richard Spéhn(night
now taking an extended California vacation)as Becretary(Susan Hereford, Cliffie and fan, '
replaced him; Wayne BfRells(of Room 50-020 fame) as Treasurer.

| G vy

‘o g * : * : s * *

The Society has a large number of readers of ‘pulps, and a reasonably large collegtion
of same. One of the readers approached me some time ago with a copy..of Planet Stories,
Volume 1, Number 16. Included in this collection was a story entitled "The Black Friar
of the Flame." Those who have read it claim that rarely have they seen a pot so thom-
oughly boiled. So, we award this year's most versatile writer award to a man we all
know ‘and respect as a serious, original, inventive writer. Hello, there, Good Doctor.

% * * * * x

For many reasons, this issue and this editorial have been cut short. We hope to re-
appear in the summer with TZ # 143(TZ 14, a very good parody, is included with this issue).
The gditor may be anyone, or, again, it may be me. We-shall see., g

?
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’ By Doug Hoylman
CO'\ICLUSION
SYNOPSIS OF THE FIRST 23 INSTALLMENTS: PERRY AMAZIN has been hired by ARTHUR McARTHUR

to defend him in a su:.t being brought ageinst him by McArthur's neighbor and fel-
low employee; DONAID McDCNATD, McDonald claims that McArthur!s pet elephant, BILBO, -

‘has been eatlng McDonald’s prize begonias, Both MecArthur and McDonald .are employees:

“of Thomas Swift Enterprises, Inc., an engineering design fimm. - Perry and his

secretary, DELLA TERIOUS, go out to visit McDonald on the job: he is testing a new
submarine designed by 8wift Enterprises, When the submarine is brought up, McDon-
ald is found in it, dead. He has apparently been cnushed to death by some heavy
object, Amazin asks THOMAS SWIFT if he has any ideas as to what killed McDonald,
"I dont!t know, but I'1ll figure it out," says Tom eelculatingly. “The day I find a
problem I can't solve, I'll quit my job as president of this company," he says
resignedly, At this point LIEUTENENT TRIG, of the police homicide department,
enters and tells Perry that an autopsy shows'that McDonald was trampled by an ele-
phant. Since McArthur is known to hdave owned an elephant, and since there was

- bad blood between him and McDonald, Trig arrests McArthur. "Trig knows all the an-

gles, Perry,% says detective PAUL GANDER, "Yes," the lawyer replies, "but he often
goes off on a tangent." Perry, Della, and Paul sneak out to the submarine and,
after a careful search, find Bilbo the elephant in a cleverly conéealed compartment.
Afraid that the police will search the submarine again and find her, they somehow
manage to get the elephant up to Della Terious's apartment in downtown Los Angeles
without being seen{We're not going to tell you how. If you missed that installment,
tough.,) Just then Iieutenant Trig knocks on the door, "I see an elephant has
been in your refirigerator, Miss Terious,® he says., "How can you tell?" says Della,
"Pootprints in the Jello," Trig replies, Bilbo is taken to the police station as
evidence-~in fact, as the murder weapon, The trial of Arthur McArthur is opened
by JUDGE CRATER. The District Attorney, HAMILTON SANDWICH, feeling confident

he has an open-and-shut case with which he can finally defeat Perry Amazin,
presents testimony by Swift, several of his employees, Trig, and the. coroner, has
Bllbo introduced in ev:l.dence as People!s exhibit B, and rests his case. - .

Chapter 2k

Perry Amazin rose to hlS feet, "I call as my first m.tness Proi‘essor Thaddeus
Thistlewaite," A’'tall, heavily-built individual with a beard and horn-rimmed glasses

_came to the front of the courtroom and was sworn in.

"Now, Professor,!" Amazin said, "what is your profess:.on?"
The witness replied,"I am an elephantologlst "
"An elephantolog:l.st," Kmazin repeated, " That would be a man who specializes
in the studg of elephants, would it not? ’
Tt would." '
"Now I belidve 'bhcre are two main types oi‘ elephants, are there not, Professort"
"Yos, indeed," replied Thistlewaite seriously., "Male and female." A ripple
of amusement spread through the courtmoom and Judge Crater banged his gavel for order,-
T think we're all aware of that," said Amazin with a smile,"but aside from thatgy
isn't there another classification? Two different species, I believe?t
"Ah, yes. Indian elephants and African elephants., The elephants in India are
called Indian elephants and the elephants in Africa are called African clcphants,.!



Perry Amazin looked around the courtroom, Judge Crater was amused, Hamilton
Sandwica looked baffled, and his clicent appeared calm and confident. Amazin turncd
back to the w itness. "Did you obscrve the clephont which was in this courtroom
a short while ago, and which has been labeled Pcople!s Exhibit B

"Elephants arc not casily overlooked, Mr, Amazin," the witncss rcplied.

Judge Crater loocked at him sternly. "The witncss will plecasc answer the questien,"

"Yes, I obscrved the elephant,”

"And," Amazin continued, "could you detcrminc from that examination whether
Pcoplc!s Exhlblt B was an African clephant or an.dIndian Blcephant?"

Hamilton Sandwich rosc to his feet., "Your honor, I fail to scc where thls linc
of questioning is lcading.*

"Mr, fimazin, do you have some particular objective in mind?" asked Judgc Cratcr,
frovning.

"Yos, I do, your honor, and I think my ncext question will tic this in,U

Wery well, proceed," said Judge Crater, lcaning back in his scat.

"It was an Indian clephant," thc witncss announced.,

Amazin produced a sct of photographs., "Professor Thistlewaite, I show you the
prosccution¥s photographs of ‘thc body of thc decedent. As an clephantologist, do
you agrec with * the cxamining physician's verdiet that the decedent was trampled
by an clephant?! |

"Quitc definitely," Thistlewaitc said with confidence.

Amazin lcancd closc to thu witness, "What kind of clcphent, :Profcssortt

Thistlewaitc sat up and cxhibitcd onc of thc photographs. "This man was unquest-
ionably trampled to decath by an African clephant.," A startled buzz arosc from the
sp@ctators,

"Thatls all," said Amazin as he sat down. -

Hamilton Sancwich approached the witness., "Profossor Thistlewaite, do you mean
to tell the jury that simply by looking at those photographs, you can tcll whether
it vas an Indian or an African clcphant that trampled Donald McDonald?" There was
a ncte of indrecdulity in his voice,

iny clophantologist worth his salt can tcll you that," -roplicd the witness
gcornfully,-

"May I ask how you can tcll?®

"Tac shapc of the feet, the differcnce in body weight, various minor factors
make the marks quitc distimective., I have herc,” he added, recaching inside his coat,
Ta photcgraph of a man trampled to decath by an Indian clephant. As you scc, the
differcncc is quitc obvioys."

" Hamilton Sandwich’ studicd the two photographs side by side for a fow mlnutos,
then sat dowa, shaking his hcad: "No furthcr quéstions," hc muttered,

"Nor, if the court please," said Amazin, "I would likc to rcecall Thomas Swift
to the stand for a fow further guestions bascd on what the professor has just:csedd, '

"Any odjections, Mr. Sanduwich?" askcd Judge Crater, turning toward the district
attorney, vho rumbled something incohcrent as he stared at the photographs, Thomas
Swift walked to the witness stand and sat down., '

Amagin oxhibited a large map. MME, Swift, I show you this map marked Pcoplc'
Bxhibit D, which you testificd carlicr showed tho layoub of Swift Enterpriscs.” This
building over herc--" fmazin pointed to a squarc marked "Barn".-'day I ask what it
is used for?"

"Wo once used it for essembllmg aircraft," said Tom plainly,

"Yes, but is it in usc presently?" Amazin pressed, ,

"There is hay stored in the upper pgrt," said Tom loftily.

"And thc rest of it '

"Nothing but atmospherc," said Tom airily.

"Oh, really," said Amazin, frowming, "Arc you surc you don't use .that hay to
feed an alaphwnt which you keep in therc--an African clephant?" The buzz from the

shectators grow lovder.

"Mr, Amazin, if you porsist in making such libtlous statcments, I shall suc you,"
said Tom plaintively,



xno.you mean that this is not your clephant, Mr, Swift?" Amazin sald, and gave
¢ oarlll whigtic, Into the courtroom burst a hugo African cleohant, w ith Della
Terious. astride:- 1ts back. Spcectators fled in all dlrcctlono. The clcphant camc up
to Swift and put its trunk affcetionately around his ncck. a
"R¢ghu on .scheduld, Chicf," Dclla, Terious smiled.
... VIs'it not true, Mr Sw1ft " Amazin said, shouting to bc heard above the uproar,
. "that there was a scerét 11rlock in the side of the submarine,.."
.Judge Crater poinded the gavel with all his might, tOrder in the courtl!
'“Lct go of mc, dammit! I'm not an clophant," Tom trumpcted.
- "se«oand that vhilc Donald McDonald wis tcsting the now modcl submarine, you came
dovm ih another submarinc which you connccted to McDonald!s,,,."
. ... Sandyich thundcred; "I objecct on the grounds that this is incompctent, 1rrolcahant,
’immatcrlql 1110g~1 1nmorul and gattonlng, and b031dcs that citephant stopped on
my footi! .
"Look outg" chnc a shout from the back of thc courtroom, PPcoplc!s Exhibit B
has oscancd‘" Bilbo galloped through the crowd toward the Africanm ¢lephant.

*.ssand roleoascd this trained African.clephant;: which trhnplcd ¥icDonald, and
thcp concaalcd McArthur‘s olovhant in thc submarlno to frome HeArthury and that the
roason you killed McDonald,.."

""0h, my God!" McArthur shoutcd, "Bllbo's female and the othor ono's Malc,.*
"Ordcr in the courtit Judgc areter had brokcn his gavcl and was-poundlng on
the beneh with his fist, :

CMaseis bocausc-your wife, Mary Nbstor Sw1ft rccontly divorccd you, and you
" Plamed lMcDonald for it?"
l'Hoy, chiofi" shouted Della Torious. "How do you get down off an olcphantj“
"Della, this is no time for riddlcsit RN
"Rlddlos,‘SCthdleS.- Get me off thls bcast'"ffxsvv'
“Order in the courti® Lol '
H_mllton uandw1ch sat with his head in hls hands, crying soﬁtly.'

Chapter 25

Profcszor Thnaddeus Thistlowaite knocked on thd door of Ama21n's private OfflCOc
“Ceue in, Paul.® said Declla.Tcrious. .
., The cloDh&mtolog:Lst rcmovcd his glassos, becard, and wig to rovedl thc facc of
.32 Gender.  "Perry, do you rcalizc what the pchalty for porjury ist"
iNothing, if you don't got caught " the lawyor replicd. '"Not even Trig spotted
you, and hcis pretty acutd,” :
"You!rc kincda acute yoursclf " said Iicutonant Trig. as he cntered. "Come along,
Paul, ofd buddy. I bet cven Amazin can't get you out of this rap." :
" MThought hc was &n homlcldo," Amaz1n S“ld as Tr1g and Gander lcft. "Now, where
woro e, Dellagr 77
’ ‘Ovpr on the couch " Dolla Terious ronllcd Just then thorc was another knock
on the door, “Come in," said Amazin wearily.: © -
. Arthur. MeLirthur cntered with a middle-aged But.quite attractive wom&n. "iiss
Terious, Mr., Amazin, It'd-like you to mcet Mary Nestor Swift." o
. ."Thomas Swift's cx-wife?" Amazin said, startled,
Mary Swift laughed, "That!s right, Soom to be Mrs, McArthur._ You scc, it wasnit
~nat McDonald cicep that brokc up our marrlagc.: It was Artic," '
"Congratulations," said Amazin. '
No," amended MeArthur, . "Congratulatlons to you for beating the rap. You make

1 the d rndest cvidence Ifve cver scen, GConfused overybody so much' they all thought
whe D, A, did it.n R I T ' '

"Did hép" asked .Amazin, .. o o o

“Coursc hot., ..I did.. You know . thgt - Well, how much do' I owc youl" .

#$1000 a fonth in small bills, T'11 sond you my address as soon as we get to
Lrezil."  Amazin held up two akrplanc tickets.::"Dclla and I arc. skipping the country
3ofore the police ‘ecatch up w ith usc, and then blackmail you for -the ‘rest of your

(Continued on page 12)
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A TRUE- & ACCURATE ACOOUNT-OF, THE TRAGICAL DF'FEAT OF THE TYRANT MACBETH . = =+ 7:
: '_,,} o S i (from the McNastlad of F‘rater Jacobus)
ThJ.s is, as far as I know, the flrst general _— , f
publication of any part of the McNastiad of Frater S C
Jacobus. - ‘As the work has hitherto been available
only in SCholarly circles (and rarely in translatlon)
I feel“that it would be desirable to present a. br:Lef S
mtroductlon to the work as a whole. g e
Rt 'Phe/McNastiad is a’ group of tales.’ descu_'lb:.ng th ERE AR
exploitsn@f the Irish hero Sir: Fllthy\.McNast““‘ EELENEPE I |
comprises: gomewhat. Téss-than half of the-Middle éeehc
Soik&d Book of Gonnaught thevremelnder being a more
, ‘loosely: knlt coZlELectlon of" stomes, folk tales, and
e ,Jests rgvolving more -or; less?about McNasty, -his friends
hi's' &ncgstors;.. and, hige ‘gocistys’ The tales of the
MéN&sb;g.q it a,ppear to’ haVe .4 common author who
51gned hJ.ﬁiSelfsﬁr ter Jacobus Clerk. Other than his -
.name the .only fact'we have about the . author is that .. .. .~ %
. he™ Wag: @f ‘the glass of filiud or professn.onal bards. -
He appear's- td:haye had a patron to whom the tales are "7 -
addressed bt swe, Féve no information as t¢ who this e
patron: was‘%&vef thdtsHe was most . probably from, Connaught .fnr
As said abo¥ethe McNastiad has been knownionly -~ . 7
“to scholars, but portions of. it have been-udegasa "o, U
basis for more. popular' mtlngs. The .most : ne'bable f ..
" these, df’ cotu,!s “is: Prof. Blathe:rton $ Vorpdl' Sword. .- |
. L RO Chez«Dorr edltorS

iy mt-‘ 3 o

My Lordl Doubtless you have heard Fumours from .
the North. Permit me now this boldness 1o sing you T

" True -& Accurate Account of the Tragical: Bebedt of the
“:Tyrant‘MacBeth, King of Scotland, Murd,erer‘ "9f £he Goed -

- Duncan ('tho we did not know of it at "che beg:mnlng)

My Lord Fllt}py son to Mc Nasty “h_ad taken 1t I
in mind to journey to the North to fl'ght" the Norwegian. [“U- - »;'=.~
and so we found ourselves embroiled im thé thick ofi» P
L-_.; st under the pennor Qf my Lord Duncari then King. Know you ..ell my Lord Mc Nasty dis=~
tmgueshed h:unselilgn hundred times “and- more’ in battle-play and yet 'twas ‘naught to his
25 courage & and wit p.n tne events to come. -l " § o —

Know then that that broil had carried us far. to the north of the centre of battle-"
and once victorious required us séveral weeks to return to news ‘of court, living for t;zh
nonce as we could-upon the land along our march. In time having come upon a churl iw'fhe
midst of a kasha 1614 by chancg, we asked: How goes with the King? to which: ‘e “cguntered

Has¥ow nea gi'en e-r* tae the news Lord? The King is murdred guest tae my Loxd" Hac,?eth
- thase several days and my Lord MacBeth. would now be King. Tis news most grev:.ous quoth ny
Lord McNasty crossing himself (as I did too) and then: We will to Scone to i‘oll:ew Mac‘Beth
and mayhap arrive in time to partake of the coronatioh’banquet as in truth my. beliy hath
withered and my gorge been afire these past weeks. Quoth the churl: I dinna.fadavﬂ.Se ‘3t my
Lord as the MacBeths arc known as lousy hosts; its bringing the boss hame tae dinner that =
they'd be doing the last week and the first thing ye know he's getting himself scragged and-
the whole coyntry flips. There's signs again it and I would nae advise dinner at the- v
MacBeths tae. any (and besides I've heard that their cook's giving notice)., Quoth my braVe _
McNasty: Feegc Tauri,** my good man, (my Lord McNasty is a learned Km.ght as well as
gentle) & we were soon on our way to the crowning as yeu may be sure. :

* Maria per aurem :unpregnata est, (Anselm) - CD
*¥ trans. refuse, or dregs, of the bull e CD

R ORE

S g &




Ah my Lord let me tell you of the banquet that followed! What a feast it was--and
yet .what a.shambles 1t became!A» =

Know you that all was set at Scone. and we awaited only on the arrival of my Lord .
Banquo (who as we discovered later had been most foully murdered). At last our Host gave
word to begin and the brave Sir Filthy, veteran of many a battle at tooth~play as indeed
were all assembled there that night, fell to anon and had quickly caused great inroads
amongst the traditional Scottish fare of pizza pies & beer which hath from time immemorial
been the customary repast at the crowning of Kings. It doth my heart good to think of the
heroic servicg at those trestles and it is fact that Sir Filthy McNasty stood foremost
amongst ‘them all ds he would in two bites demolish complete a full pizza pie replete wlth
onions and peppers and with but one draught from his commodiodious* flagon would be
shouting anon to the cupbearer: Haroi by the Blessed SS. Brigid & Andrew la gorge m Tapt |+

'Tis well said that in battle my Lord McNasty need but bare his well-ground teeth to send
the enemy to paniec..

The feast had but begun though when a curious event occurred which caused the entlre
company to fall into the most dire confusion as my Lord MacBeth having glanced. toward the
vacant place of absent Banquo started suddenly as if he'd seen a ghost. Which'of ye. have
done this? he demanded as his Lady rose to give him-comfort. Thou' canst not say I did it!
Never shake thy gory locks at me! Excusing her Lord before the company ny Hostess made '
to return to her seat when my Lord MacBeth, doubtless seeing hi'$"invisible" assallant
again, gave a roar: Avaunt and quit my sight! and picking the pizza pie mearest him made
to use it as a weapon again the creatures of His- 1mag1natlon. ‘Thrown full at my ‘Lord
Banquo's empty place, the fateful missile coursed the air (for:I sweéar my Lord there was
nothing there) & struck my Hostess (who in regaining her seat had ‘briefly turned her back)
in the skirts.. Sitting down upon her.surprise more qulokly than-she'd planned she dumbly
surveyed the damage about her and hearlng my Lord McNasty's ill-timed laugh took him to
be the culprit. Seeking to serve him in a like manner she made fly a similar missile (a
large one with anchovy) which, my Knight ducking in time, continued in its course and .
narrowly missed my Lady Kirkmaiden who was also guestlng at the feast that nlght

Knimpfo my Lady Kirkmaiden who’ has always been-: somewhat pettish ('tho her’ beauty
more than redeems her for it) could not lét such a mortal insult go unanswered ‘and: shoutlng
a war cry: Och thy mither come pregnent on a G. I. loan thou bumi*** she let fly at the
dias. Alas in her 1nd1gnat10n her aim was faulty and turning in its fllght the dread.
missile fell into eight pieces and neatly struck my Lords Lennox, Ross, Mentelth Angus &
Caithness as well as three captains. Guessing her inteht these worthies let fly with
their:own-and as chance would have it struck my Lord ‘MacBeth on eight ‘sides simultaneous.
With a roar that man, 'by no means a-coward, lept into the melee and wvery Pandemonlum
reigned for the next hour or more.

- 8ir Filthy McNasty? With a ‘Gooler head than most he was soon barricaded amongst the
trestles and catching missiles’left and right continued in his feasting. Thus indirectly

he lessened the disaster: con81derably in aeting to llmlt severely the amount of avallable
:rammunition. ‘

- Thus 1t was, the carnage ending, that all these worthy guests qultted my Lofd
MacBeth'!s by reason of their great disgust save only my-Lord McNasty (who- proclalmed ;
himself too full to move) and a few lesser men, And thus dlso to this very day it is a’
plain truth that'in the memory of that 111-starred banquet plzza ples have ‘never s1ncef;'“
been. eaten in Scotland.-- :

b

%715, of ‘the’ cabécity of two demijohns.' (Frater Jacobus) ;”"
This would. appear ‘to be a conundrum of some sort--CD . S
o L Y ‘ ki . . .
** trans. 'my throat's aflre’ je. 'T am yet thlrsty' As he was at qpurt he would be..cone
strained to use the French desplte the unlikelihook- of the servants understanding 1t-*CD

“/.::‘

¥k A traditional Scots curse of great amt;quity+~CD-- ' : '
< ) ' ) : ;f{



. i0u may be sure, my lord, that we realised the flavour of an mmen in these dark
doings and know ycu also that following the king MacBeth to Dunsinanc w. bohell 2 noct
. awesome sight that put us in no doubt whatsoever that my Lord and Lady MacBeth had the
hinrod ~f a'King on their heads. .o

’ 'Twas late on a stormy night that Sir Filthy and I were searching the cellers of
Duns;nane Keep for as you well know my Lord McNasty is accustomed tn a bedtime posset of
heroic- ppqportions and as my Lord MacBeth had been brooding of late the wine of Castle
MacBeth was :flowing little faster than glue. Thus it was we found ourselves braving the
terrors of subterrainian vaults when a mighty thunderbolt struck outside and, the very..
foundations of the castle reverberating with its force, we espyed a thing the likes of which
I devoutly ‘wish never té witness again. SR ‘ -

I must have started in my terror for anon I heard my Lord McNasty admonishment full in
the porches of both my e-rs: Cose la boca par Diez!* (my Lord McNasty had once been to
Cadiz) this new matter may be of no slight interest! In instant obedience I crouched be-
hind the cask I had been sampling and by my Faith, my lord, he was fully right!

The wight before us proved to be the disc¢omforted Lady MacBeth pacing in her sleep.
And the words she spoke my Lord I cannot reproduce for their terror but wringing her hand
as if to wash then she spcke of blood and dark deeds as well as the resemblence of a
murdered man to her father.** Imagine then our utter horror as it instantly struck -us her
speech cencerned the murdered King (for it was but common knowledge, my Lord, that the Lady
HzcBeth was in truth the natural daughter of good Duncan ‘tho she herself ever refused to
admit it). By the Rood how that bastard must have hated the King! And how her hate seemed
rcy turned gainst herself was more than mortal could bear to witness! TYou may be sure we
crent most quickly from that spot and besought ourselves trembling to our beds.

The next morn I left for England where even then an army was forming to depose the
rmonsters MacBeth while my brave Lord Sir Filthy McNasty sware to remain in the accurst
fortress aud bring it about that it would open to us once we came again it. His plan
7rov>d to be horrendous in its cunning as you shall see! Glad I am that I myseilf did not
xrow of it til the end.

©. e tten fat T joined the march under my Lords Malcolm & MacDuff and returned
with tlza 2gain Dunsinane., And but for my Lord McNasty's pledge our moral had been low to
the extreme for as my Lord Siward had been first to admit we had but little hope of taking
a castle so tuilt to withstand siege. Only if my Knight made good his oath would the day
b2 gaved.
Th2t next morn there happened a thing that caused our hearts to beat with joy. My

Lord Maleolm had sent a handfull of yecmen into the Wood of Birnam to espy the enemy as
best thoy could. We expected naught from their skulking about (& in actual fact we wished
chieily to provide scme easy task to keep tiiam busy for despite your tales of the power &
effect of the fcotman witi his Welsch Bow it is the armed horse that wins battles) but upon
tazir return they reported a most marvelous siga. Castle Dunsinane was (as was only to be
expocted as the tyrant still retained some of his courtesy)tricked out in all the trappings

of war: flags and penncns and all else flying bravely in the wind. But lo from a slot in
the highermost top of the keep itself hung a bamne~ that was nct of MacBetht It appeared
as test we tell a comuon badsheet save blazoned upon it vas the legend: LET'S GO METS!

a device understook by none save my Lady Kirkmaiden who had come up from Luce (where she
had been ca retreat as was her custom on cccasion) to audit the battle.

What the beauteous Knimpfo explained was this: the emblem was one once shown her by
a great aunt which had been used by the soldiery of Wales when fighting at unfavourable
5¢ds ageinst the Saxon. !Twas said that the virtue of the device had enabled them to win

wr

% irans. 18ew up thy mouth, by teni'--CD

% Shrkespeare, in his adaptation of this work, commits a grave error in assigning this
last to an earlier scenew«CD



séveral contests where all might have expected them to lose (tho I myself believe it was
only that they were fighting for their homeland). +“hat is to the point is that -the heroine
Knimpfo had one night communicated this tale to my Lord McNasty! Its secret then was that
my Knight had completed his work--the keep was ready to be taken by the meanest of our
Saxon troopsi )

So .counseling the valiant Lady showed herself armed* and girded with a most curious
sword (whose name she said was Claidheamh-mhora: I think there was magic in it)** and
joined us as with our new cry: For SS. Anthony & George and lets go Metsi we formed our
lines. “

* je.-Knimpfo, having come directly from Luce, would still be wearing her pilgrim's robes.
Opening her robes she showed that she was wearing armor underneath, It was odd, but

not unprecedented, for a lady to bear arms: Knimpfo is reported to have done so on

other occasions and, in later centuries, there are the examples of the Lady Bradimente
and Jehenne D'Arc.--CD : 1

** The Lady Knimpfo of Kirkmaiden was considered a witch by some of her contemporaries.
Although Scottish, her mother was a Britain, and it was said that her great aunt was
none- other than Morgan le Fay. Here, though, the poet is using irony: the sword's
name is simply the Middle Gaelic for "Claymore", a type of two-handed sword native to

chE%and (see illustration in Lostizwitz's article in "The Twilight Zine" for spring
1964) ¢==CD :

. ’./
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Then fallewed a most curieus thing. One would expect the enemy to man hi: b- e ot es
& defend from the castle but.mad MacBeth opened & came.out upon us with- his entire force
to attack us on the.plain.’ If such a sally was desighed to surprise us it nearly proved
successful save my Lord MacDuff's proclaimation: That par Diez is the most stupid stunt
I have ever seen and I have been soldier for a long time! I've half a mind to ride up to
MacBeth and tell him just what I think of him. So saying he did just.that & meseemed tlat
he and the King had words (tho I did not catch what they. said)for they .-had. drawn swords :
anon & in half a trice my Lord MacDuff was riding back with the monster's head. Leader;ess
the rest turned easily to rout & the day was ours. o

And then we witnessed a most extraordinary phenomenon. The hithertofore unconquer-
able Fortress Dunsinane (as if turned suicidal rather than to admit to defeat) was crumbe .
ling to dust. And yet another marvel as we turned--a most beauteous demoiselle rushed from
the castle & fell at my feet. Clasping my knees she spake: thou'rt friend to the Irish
Knight? He needs thy help.

My Lord, if the demoiselle spake truth, Sir Filthy McNasty Black Prince of Ulster
was within that doomed keep which at this very moment would be falling about his ears. I
will not speak of the terrible dangers as that demoiselle and I went to McNasty--of the
many times we were nearly crushed under falling brick & stone. Know only that we found
my Lord McNasty in a chamber of the castle sick abed & unable to save himself. By the Holy
Grace of God we somehow managed.to drag him-out, groaning and belching, from the accurst
spot & .set hih down- -safely -outside. Finding horses and flxlng a litter for my wounded
Knight the three of us were able ho escape: to the South. j

, !

Behxnd At seemed ps af. the Ear h herse;f was openlng to! receive the once . great keep.
A storm’ was\in the"West! & draw1ng near--amidst a great thunderclap the ground rumbled &
with a Sound much Iike that of a great belch what was once the proudest fortress in all
Scotland now stood but a heap of brick & rubble,

As T made to cross myself I heard my lord with his beauteous companion laugh. Know
this my valiant friend, quoth my Lord McNasty: there are rational explanations for all
you have seen and I shall now instruct you. As you know Castle Dunsinane was impregnable
and had moreover stores enow to withstand siege for two years. Hal that was before Sir
Filthy McNasty came into its gates (for as you know I am blessed with a veritable sousa-
phone of an appetite). Ere you could return with your Saxon armies those two years stores
had been reduced to nothing. What choice had MacBeth but to attack-~the castle could not
possibly have w1thstood siege! Did I not promise that the gate would open?

Alas I outdid myself these last few days. Haro I finished off every.crumb!. My ali-
ment?--call it a most acute surfeit. I discovered a new celler last night-~that was the -
cause of my near downfall. . By the Blessed Foutln T am fortunate that this damsel was
there to minister to my distressi

The castle!s own downfall I did not plan, tho I.should*haveyforeseen it. I told you
I ate every crumb and by the Rood I never lie (a surly porter once claimed that drink had
given me to lie and I knocked his head for it tho I was somewhat embarassed after when his
widow explained that he had only meant to make a bad pun). Last night the castle mice and:
rats were starving and where werc they to go to eat? Doubtless they found ease by gnawing
at the morter of the fortress walls. .

Worry not for my disease tho. I will be quite fit ere we make the mearest Ale )
HouseiI assure thee,. o R

So my Lord you have heard the end from my Lord McNasty's own lips. Doubtless you -
had been filled with rumours of witchery--such rumours spread fast in the North. Bah!.
Such tales are for the singers of penny-dreadful ballads in the company of tapsters & :
whores. My Lord McNasty & I have oft seen witches in our cups, & divers other .creatures
besides, & we have known witches in the flesh as well., And we can tell the difference .
between real sorcery & a surfeit of stale mead which is more than some of these Northerners
can do. ; . : .



4 You have heard a tale of witches on the -heath? We ourselvos met the.ghones ~n the
‘rode to Dunsinane & they grinned at us & said: .A11 hail McNasty, may. youribread be-riuwver.
brtter! And thou, filli, may your songs be ever sweet--all ‘haill)  And we said: Thank
you Motherst & tossed them a groat. So mnch‘for your three w1tohes-w1tchery may oft-

be potent but potent also is Sir Fllthy McNasty. . .

. And the demoiselle that rescued mw Knlght? Eew.know that tyrant MacBeth had a
danghter--untnl recently a maid.’ But that. my.Lord ig. a. tale~for my Lord McNasty to
déscribe: .

THE CASE OF THE PARADOXICAL PA“HYDERK (Contlnued) e

life. -We've got dil sorts of evldence that ycu kllled McDonald whlch we'll release
'unless we get -that’ grand evéry month." T

ijanna bet?" grinned McArthur., He whlstled shrllly.

When Bilbo had finished, McArthur picked up the airplane tlckets and sald. "Ne
mlght as, well use these.v Come, dear,* X

] A"-‘_,;. f\;"\i""."“-:""‘"\". e . . . B
(Note ~v.this was: stencllled ‘much earller, and refers’ to the nearly—gone flrst -edition.
K few .coples: of .this editiorzare: stxll left, &nd a second: edition- 1s planned)

THE ‘MIT SCIENCE FICTION socxm'f -ymﬁc 0F THE SCIENCE F.'IC'I‘ION IMGAZINES 195L-1964
AS COMPIBED 3! E;I;THY PIERRE ! o o y

: Yes;‘frlends 'Here 1t is at léstt An Index to all of the maJor sclence flctlon
zines from 'S5l on. " Works are ‘iridexed’ By titl&“and’ by author, and it's all mimeoed’
on a convenient 8% x 11 format. Present plans are to include cpmplete listings for;.
Astoundlng/Anélog, Amazing, Fantistic, Fantasy and” ‘Seience F&ctlon, Galaxy, Gamma; ...
If, and: Wbrlds~ed’Tbmorrow. We¥e also trylng to 1nclude as ‘many more listings .as we
can get-our grubby mitts on. We ‘g0 to press at the“énd of‘January but if you:act now
you can reserve your copy at the same price it normally sells at, namely $2.00. Just
send, cash, check, or money order made out to MIT Science Flctlon-Soc1ety to Index,
MITSFS;~Room 50-020;"MIT, Cambrldge 39, Massachusetts. The sooner we get money, the
sooner’yeﬁ get the’ index. So hurryf’ i1 1 L :

M

i ,"’.-R s

\ - ! B T
‘Az&ar\ t; € Cj TWILIGHT ZINES # 1 and 11; will pay reasonbble . prlce._ Denald
Cochran, Box 2470, Baker House, MIT, Cambridge 39, Massachusetts,

Selections from Phe Devil's chtlong_x, by Ambrose Blerce'
Boundary: In political geography, an imaginary line separatlng the 1mag1nary rlghts of
one from the imaginary rights of the other..

Conservative: A statesman enamoured with exlstlng evmls. ‘as’ dlstlngulshed from ar
leeral who ‘wishes’to replace’ them with others.ﬁ”;'”, . ylhxﬁjj . T@

Felon:’ Apperson of greater engerprlse than dlscrettqh..s gl BRERE
Tmmoral/s: Inexpedlent WhateVer in the long run and"with regard to the greater number D
of lnstances men- flnd to be’ generally 1nexped1ent éqpes to be con31deredgwrong, wicked, -
Irimofal. " ' e
Legacy: A gift from one who is legging it out of this vale of teasws.

-\-ﬁ-—-ﬂ»- S -——_-—-——--—-...-—-—_-——-.—..—-.. ——————— e oy e St e e 4 g L 7L
2 Ea : . DRSS . T ;!



CORDWAINER SMITH - N
LT T  who is he?

They will tell you that he is a professor, or a high government offlclal. who writes
for his own amusement in his apare time. Don't you believe it! They will tell you that he
bs a talented science fiction writer with his own unique style. It isn't so!

Read his stories. Read them again. Ask yourself--is this clever and entertaining

. science fictioh--6r i§ it popular history? You have been told that his stories are science
fiction. But do they not have that zir of convincing reality, that worn famillar tone of
many-times-told tales that form the substance of popular myth? . - o

Lodk atr-his ufiiverse. Is it a universe that anyone would imagine? But is it not also
a universe that sounds very possible? Does he not write likeé a man who is writing history?

How ¢can this be? Suppose that Vomachtd (or, to use his pseudonmym, Cordwainer Smith)got
misplaced in time to our era. We know it could happen~-we know the technology existed--he
told us so. Is it not reasonable to assume that he would become a writer?: -Is it not furs
ther reasonable to assume that he would discover after a few attempts at writing typical
fantasy how easy it was to write popular history and ballads and pass.them off as science
fiction? -~

If this is the case, it behoowes us to study the history of man.as he portrays it.
Following is a bibliography of his stories. In future issues we will discuss his future
hlstogy in detail. We would also appreciate any information on stories missing from this
list.

The following stories are probably not from the future hlstory

ANGERHELM
FIFE OF BODIDHARMA
WESTERN SCIENCE IS SO WONDERFUL
The- follow1ng stories ‘are minor éfforss which probably belong but cannot be placed:
‘ ;NANCY :ROUTINE, THE
GOOD FRIENDS, THE
o . The following stories are in the main sequence and are in approximate. chronological
order®: ‘ '
NO, NO, NOT.ROGOV
LADY wHO SAILED THE SOQUL
THINK BLUE, COUNT TWO
SCANNERS LIVE IN VAIN
WHEN THE PEOPLE FHLL
FROM GUSTIBLE'S PLANET
MARK XTI
THE GAME OF RAT AND DRAGON
THE BURNING OF THE BRAIN
GOLDEN THE SHIP WAS, OH, OH, OH
THE CRIME AND GLORY OF CAPTAIN SUZDAHL
THE DEAD LADY OF CLOWY TOWN
A PLANET NAMED SHAYOL
ALPHA" RALPHA BOULEVARD3 3
THE BALLAD OF LOST C'MELL
THE BOY WHO BOUGHT OLD EARTH3
THE STORE OF HEART'S DESIRED
MBTHER . HITTON'S LITTUL KITTENS
ON THE GEM PLANET
DRUNK BOAT

1. We may suppose that he is a Vomacht from his deep interest in and his intimate knowledge
of the Vomacht family history. We may also suppose that he is, or that his family was, in-
timately comnected with the cat people, probably during the underpeople crisis.

2. This ordering isconly approximate, and some of these stories may be sllghtly out of ori
order. A more detailed analysis will follow in future issues.

3, These stories occur in the immediate vicinity of the Rediscovery of Man(approx. 17000 AD)



CORDWAINER. SMITH BIBLIOGRAPHY
(Second set of page numbers is list of illustrations)

Alpha Ralpha Boulevard Fantasy and Science Fiction, June, 1961, pp. 5~29
: ‘ YOU WILL NEVER BE THE SAME; Smith, Cordwainer; Regency(RB-309)

Angerhelm:
. STAR SCIENCE FICTION # 6; Pohl, Frederick; Ballantine(308K}, New York,

1959, pp. 77-98

Ballad of Lost C'Mell, The: Galaxy, October, 1962, pp. 8-28; cover, pp. 9, 24-25
TWELVE GREAT CLASSICS OF SCIENCE FICTION; Conkliy, Groff; Gold Medal d1366

Boy Who Boﬁght'01d Earth, The: ' Galaxy, April, 1964, pp. 7-101; pp. 9, 24f25, 49, 83

'Burnlng of. the Braln, The: If October; 1958, pp. 84-91; p. 84 :
PR YOU WILL NEVER BE THE SAME; Suith, Cordwainer;. Regency (RB-309)

. Ghmmérzmd G&dry of Commander Suzdanl The Amazlhc, Yay, 196& pp. 18-34; pp. 19-19
Dead Laay of Clown Towm, The: Galaxy, Aagugu 1S64%; pp. 6-80; pp. 7, 30-31, 45, 61
Drunikboat:- - Amazing, October, 1963; pp. 6-24; cover, pp..6-7i .
Fife of Bodidharma: Fantastic, June, 1959; pp. 85:92; p. 85

From Gustibie's Planet: If, July, 1962, pp. 25-30
BEST SCIENCE FICTICI FROM IF, # 1, May, 1964 Pp. 13-18

Gawa of Rat and Dragon, The: Galaxy, October, 1955; pp. 126-142; pp. 126-127, 132-133.
‘ BEST SCIENCE FICTION STORIES AND NOVELS, 1956; Dikty, T.E.; Frederick

Fell, New York, 1956, pp. 49-60
SIX FRON WORLDS BEYOND; Rikty, T. E.; Fewcett(Crest s258), Greenwich, 1958,
pp. 31-L6 ' ‘ '
THIRD GALAXY READER; Gold, H.L.; Doubleday, New Yrok, 1958, pp. 242-262
Permabook(M4172) , ew York, 1960, pp. 218~235
YOU WILL NEVER BE THE SAME; Smith, Cordwainer; Regency {RB-309)

Golden the Ship Was Ch, Oa, Ch: Amazing, April, 1959, pp. 23-28
YOU WILL NEVER BE THE SAMZ; Smith, Cordwainer; Regency(RB-309)

Good Friends, The: Worlds of %iTomorrov, Oct., 1963; pp. 60-63

Lady Who Sailed the Soul, The: Falaxy, April, 1960 pp. 58-81; pp. 58-9, 67, T8-~9
MIND PARTNER £ND & OTHER HOVELS FROM GALAXY; Gold, H.L.; Permabooks
M428T7, New York, 1963, pp. 38-63.
YOU WILL HEVER BE THE SAME; Smith, Cordwainer; Regency(RB-309)
Merk XI(ELf): Saturn, May, 1957; pp. 62-75 o
: YOU WILL NEVER BE THE SAME,; Smith, Cordwainer; Regency (RB-309)

Nother Hitton's Littul Kittons: Galaxy, June, 1961; pp. 98-120; pp. 98, 111
Nancy Routine, The: Satellite, March, 1959, Vol. 3, No. 4; pp. 25-29

,No No Not Rogov: If, February, 1959; pp. 106-1203 pp. 106-7
. YEAR'S BEST S-F, 5TH ANNUAL EDITION Merril, Judith; Del1(F118), New York,
' e 1960, pp. h8—66
) YOU WILL HEVER BE THE SAME; Smith, Cordwazner Regency( RB- 309)
Oz the Gem Planet: Galaxy, October, 1963, PD. 92-118, p. 105
SEVENTH GALAXY READER ‘Pohl, Frederick; Doubleday, 196k, pp. 122-153
(Contlnued on page 23)



THERE | WENT

Doug Hoylman .

Few will deny thot to be am active science fiction fan, you need a fair

..amount of money and nothing better to do with it, Not only must ‘you collect

an sf library -and publish a fanzine(unless you belongjto.an organization_like
MITSFS which will do .these for you), but you must atfend the World Conven-
tions,‘whiCh,are.held all over the country and occasionally.in;London(and
theré is t&lk of future Worldcons in Tokyo and Sydney)s. I being,a poor
college student, had never had the opportunity to attend-one until this year,
when I'discovered that the Con was being held in Oakland, California, at

just about the time I would be passing through” there-on my way 'from my
home in Montan& to the U, of Arizona grad school. So, in- April, I sent ih my

. two dollars.

I fully. expected that I would get some reply by the -time I left MIT, but
I didn't. " When I reached home I wrote again to Bill Donaho, treasurer of the
Pacificon, asking vhat had.happened to my stuff.-This tine t got an answer,
It seems %he original package of materials had been sent third class to nmy

"MIT address after I'd left, Thied class mail, in my opinion, is the silliest

thing the post office has yet dreamed up. Zven if you-leave a forwarding
address and-abree to pay ostage on anything forwarded, they won't forward i-

Lthird class,:altppggh they will ‘returp it to the sender with the forwarding -
..address marked on it.,- Qhé well, Anyway% I eventually got my memberszhip .7
an i '

’;tard, progress report

» Thursday

. g 2 hotel reservation card, but I 'didn't get a Hugo ™
ballot, since b¥~the %imé everything was straightened out it was past July
31, vhich was the deadline for wnting., Strike one. In the progress report
was an announcement of a performance during the con of San Frangcisco's .. .-
Gilbert and Sullivan company, :write Ed Meskys for details. I virote Ed Meskys
and was 'informed that the G &'s group had changed their sechedule and wouldn't
be performing  during the cone ~Strike two. I wrote.to the Leamington Hotel,:
ggere the con was held, requesting reservations for ‘four nights, Friday
rgugh Monday., After this was confirmed,” I discovered that the conAstarted
on rriday afternoon and that the ohly-train I could take reached Oakland at
midnight, agdwggngagaln tg}the 2otq%,,ashing them to start my reservation on
ki nelosing. & -deposit, The slip I received this time ' adk {
my deposlt, but,stll;;had~me~starting{Frida§ night, ‘Sttikéstﬁigg.?dknOW1edg$d

I arrived at the hotel about I-am Friday morning, Sept. Y, and got & Toom
with no trouble, At 10:00 I-went down to registers ﬁaCh“pePSOH registering.

" got.a name badge, a 72~page uimeographed program -book, and coples of two Reg-

ency paperbacksiWhich came:out more then a year ago, and which I had already"”
read, . They were Avram Davidsofi's hon-fiction Crimes-and ChaoS»andeQrdWainer
Smith's first collection, You-Will Never Be the Same, a cauple of dafned good
bookss  Since the program didntt begin until noon, 1 -sat down and studied the
progPam boocks Only four pages of it was program, the rest being mostly ad-
vertisements, Thiere were dds by publishers of st books -and. magazines, and K =
by fan groupd promoting convention sites,'.soliciting membership, ot simply. .
taking up :spades ! .. There viere:.also articiesﬁabout guests of honor Edmund
Hamilton, Lei'gh. Brackett, Forrest J, Ackermang and Art "ATom" Thompson,

and-an article on the Hugo nominations,

— 1y« "Did you say:you were studying astronomy T
L~ "No, I said"I'was’ taking up spaces'"
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Members of the convention whom I observed seemed to fall into two dat-
egories: fifteen-yegr-old nerdy neofen, or old-timers who had been po every
Vsrléeen since 1953. The former were openly contemptuous ef ev?rythlng, and
thought the con would be a_good place to pick up a girl (It wasn't, ‘Nearly
all femmefans are married.) The latter come just to see the o0ld friends
vhich they moéw will be there, fof these people will go to a Worldcon if
it is in Tierra del Puego or Lower Slobbovia.

llhile waiting for things to get moving, I visited two of the three rouwms
which were open throughout the convention, %hc book room and the NFFF hospit-
ality room{ (The third, the art show, wasn't set up yet.)’ The book room
offered for sale a bewildering variety of science fiction, including new
books ‘published by Advent Canaveral, Avalon, and a number‘of British<pb
firms, and piles of used flardcovers2 paperbacks, magazines, and pudbps, plus
such oddities as old Dick Trac% comic strips, I managed to get away with
buying only four paperbacks, he NFFF room hod a long table littered with
chess sets, go sets, decks of cards, ho®es of cookies and crackers, ‘- sf mag-
azmegi and NFFF pu%lications. Ano%her table dispensed free coffée, and on o
one wall were posted a map of Oakland and various announcements. The art show
1nclgded sculptu;e, photography, and mobiles, as well as paintings and.drawings,
drawingsg Some items were on sale at a fixeé price, some were up for bids
and some were not.for sale, & hove no artistic tas%e, but I enjoyed the sﬁow
anyway. My favorite was an ATom cartoon(which later won the first prize for
cartooning called "First Contact." It shovs a spaceship on an alien planet
its hetch beginning to open. -Alongside the ship is a colurm of alieng stané-

ing on onc another's shoulders, The top one is just at the level of th
hatch, and he holds a large club poised to swingg - ©

‘

At 12:00 the Pacificon II was officially opened by Al Halevy, who-introduced
the other members of the convention commjttee(Ben Stark, Bill Donaho, and Alva
Rogers), then introduced Anthony Boucher and Rom Ellik, who took turns introd~
ucing the morc prominent figures present. Boucher introduced the pros and
EIlik the BNFs, Some of the well-known. writers there(not all of whom were °

resent Friday)were Fred Pohl, John Brunner, Harlen Ellison, Clifford Simaok,
gobert Silverberg, Frank Herbert, Don Wollheim, Cele Goldsmith,Lalli, Judith
Merrill, Fritz Leiber, Miriem Alien DeFord, Poul Anderson, Jeff Suttonﬁ and

probably more I've forgotten, and of course Edmond Hamilton and Leigh Brack-
ett, Scheduled to appear on the program were E.E.Smith and James Blish, but
both were ill and couldn't make it.. :

John Brunner gave the first talk at 1:00, replacing Doc Smith, on the topic
of "How to write a story around an idea," ﬁe described how he wrote some of
his own storles, and then led an audience-discussion which was intended to pro-
duce a story. ite a few ideas came out, for an ethnological-confhict story
of a sword-and-sorcery culture meeting a i984 culture; but there was really ro
story brought out. He was folloved by Harlan Ellison, who described the dif-
ferences between writing fiction and writing-for television., He had planned
to show films of two TV shows which he wrote, but ABC wouldnlt-release them.
The .two speakers gave a sharp contrast: Brunner was the suave, - scholarly
Englishmen, while Ellison's talk was full of slang and metaphor, and acting
out of occasional scenes. Then there was a panel discussion-of fanzines,
by Dick Lupoff, ATom, Wally Weber, Ron Ellik, and Joe Gibson, which proved
only that no two fans agree on the purpose of fanzines., This was followed by
an auction, which I didn't stick around foi, since at auctions I'm always ..
afraid I'Ii cough or scratch my head at the wrong time, Besides, I've nevér
been able to see the intrinsic value of an original typewritten manuscripte

) That evening there was a party, sponsored by the Syracuse Committeé, There
1s a fan group in Syracuse which wants to put on a convention in 1966, This
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would be breaking the establlshed ro}:atlon plan for Worldcons, since the 705 con wilil pe i
Larden, end hence the '66 con should be in the Vidwest; but apparently no-ofie in the Midwest
wens it.  These partics were held every night of the:convention in a room about &-third the
size it should have been. Free liquor, beer, and pretzels were handed out to all comers, and

. if you could find a place to sit down it was a good party

Saturaay s program began -at 1:00 with a talk by I‘ntz Leiber on his favoritg monsters,
“followed by Anthony Boucher on the relation between crime and suspense fiction and sf, fol-
lowed by dﬁnénel discussion on sword and sorcery by Poul and Xaren Anderson and Bruce and
Diane Pélz. Then another auction, which I skipped. At 6:00 there was something called a :
"wmetastlng ,/' which 1 also skmped becausc I don't 1like wine. The most colorful event of the
convention began at 8:00, the masquerade. Most of those in the room, like me, had no costume,.
but there were vlenty of those:who did. There were characters with bluc skm, purple skin, ¢
green skin, red skin, white skin. There were two satyrs, several robots, some 'vampites, and
_‘a werewolf., Name badges proclaimed their wearers to be Charlle Brown, Judge Crater, or Ghod
‘There were also a nunber of individuals in American’Indian costume, ‘who turned out to be’
. rezl Indians, and demonstrated native dances and archery. Prizes were awarded and photographs
taken, A bar in the back of the room was selling drinks, but it did little business, for
everycne knaw the“e wou‘d be a party afterward mth free drlnks.

‘ Sunday started off with a pmel discussion of -the relatlonshm between writers and edltors,
" featuring Fred Pohl and Don Wollheim, editors, vs. Harlan Ellison, Bob Silverberg, and Jeff
Sutton, writers. Since there were no publlshers taking part, everything was blamed on the
riblishers. Next came Frank Herbert, whose subject was announced as "How to Build & World,"
but turned out to be more like "Some interesting things I found out while researchmg Dune
¥orld," Them Dr. Joseph Nesvabda of Czechoslovakia, whose stories have been appearing In
.. FESF recently, talked on, the state of science fiction in eastern Eutope and the Soviet Union,'
.Since Eazck there hasn't been much, - Following this there was another auction, so I went out
to czt, coming back to the business meeting at 5:00. Ther business meeting was conducted by
Al Ha*e\ry, with Tmy Boucher as parliamentarian. Since actually this was a double convention,
. the Worldcon and the Westercon, ther first order of business was selecting the site for next
year's Westercen, to be held over the 4th of July weekend. Bids were entered by Long Beach
(' e hotel is two blocks. foom the beach") and San Diego(''The hotel is only six blocks from
_the zo0"), Long Beach won handily. There then followed selection of the site for the 1965
_ .Wor,dcen. The first nomination was made by Robert Silverberg for the Island of St. John in
B V1rg n Islands. He admitted that there would be several difficulties involved in holding
Jomeon:  for exavple, the 'hotel" consists of a number of small huts, and there are no
A,_facilities for meeting rooms; the meetings could be held outdoors, but unfortunately Labor
pay comes in the middle of the rainy season. However, he mentloned several good reasons .for
holding the convention there, none of which I can remember. A token bid was “then entered by
Syracuse, which was 1ne11g1b1e but which served to Iet everyone know that they want a conyen-

tion sometime. Then the expected bid was entered for London by Art 'Ihompsdn, and, of course,
London won(I voted for St. Jchn mgself).

The next IT».,tJ.O"l was a rather routine one to have some more Hugo trophies made, and 1t

sed tnenimously. Then Ehmg: ‘got interesting. Two motions were presented on changlng the
bwb of hugo nciinations.”™ The first, by Karen Anderson, was to establish a committee, to
give a preliminary report next yeaam and a final report, with recommendations for changmg the
nominating procedure, at the 1966 Worldcom. The second, by Harlan Ellison, proposed an imm-
eciate revision of the nominating Structure, by appomtlng a committee consisting of an.jeditor,
2 reviewer, two writers, and two fans, who would receive suggestions for nommatlons read
ovelv..rlng ':uggested, and draw up a llst of nominees for the members to vote on as at present,
Tners then followed half an hour of heated discussion, with one motion being amerded to the
other, amendments to amendments, calling of questlons peints of order, and other parhamen-
tary nussances. When the smoke cleared away, Karen's motion was passed, and Harlan's defeated,

The ccammittee, appointed by Halevy, consisted of Dick Lupoff, Harlan Elllson, Ethel’ Lmdsay,
Dr. Nesvacha, and someone else whom I've forgotten.

'1. . Pveryo.;e acrreed -that some. change was necessary, for there weré just 164 nominating ballots '

Z3% 5 few as ninc votes put some names on the final ballot. For such an important award

(11 sells quite a few copies of the winning novel)this is not much.
(Continued on pare 23)
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I won't say that fan flctlon has never been popular; I haven't been -around long enough
for thet. In the ten years or so that I have been in fandom, fan fiction--that is, fan-writ-
ten imitations of professionel. fiction, as. opposed to faan fiction, or fiction about fans—-

- has not béeen popular. Few experienced general fans will reed it when it is published, and few
experienced editors will publish it. Fan fiction has become synonymous with neofennish first

issues, unlnsplred writers, N3F-sponsored round robins, and other ideas which impart a marked

lack of enthusiasm to the average fan.

: The wrlters of fan fiction, and the editors who publlsh it, have never quite understood
-+ all of; thls. A few of the more emotional types have attributed all the apathy which greets
"thelr efforts to & vast conspiracy of well-known fans who oppose fiction in order to discour-
age talented newcomefs(A ¥ast conspiracy, indeed, when you consider that it includes better
than 50% of today's fans) Mostly, however, they simply appear dazed and ask why? Why don't
fans 11ke fan-wrltten sc1ence fiction?

Why indeed? Since thls is a fiction fanzine(Ed. Note: this article wes originally

; w1rtten for f proposed fiction fanzine), I am now going to alienate sbout 75% of my audience.
Fans who have been around any length of time don't like fan fiction because it is so miserably
wrrtten.A The only fans. who can stomach the stuff are the necs, to whom ‘all fandom is a vast
.wonderland, end a few veteran fans who have newver been, and will never be, able to tell good
'Vrrtlng fron bad._ -

Let's look at a couple of storles from current(l962)fanzlnes. The opening sentences will
: be qulte enough. "I have been selected to reveal certain things to some of you about our face
7 s0 that a few of your deep thinkers mightkknowwhaustivhet it is, that is so surely and slowly
'ﬂdestroylng vour people, and eventually will kill every living thing, including your planet

“ earth!" The author of this sentence has obviously never been taught(or has never remembered .
“the teachlng ;of)e thing ebout sentence construction. It's fax too long, it's clumsy, and the
coupllng of "what is, that is" is such a ridiculoug fault that Andy Griffith used a version of .
it in the title of one of his comedgyrecords, In addition, it states that the plenet Earth--
the' planet itself, not the creatures..on it--is alive, which should be suff1c1ently indredible

. to anyone at” all 1nterested in the "sclence" part of ' sc1ence-fantasy.

Same fanz1ne, next story. "My hend -could move again! Soon, very scon now, I'll be freel
i1 get out’ of this horror alive yet!" Oy, Abie, but you won't make a professional wiiter »
myet. You'd thlnk that an author who is trying to build a moad of terror would stay awey from
jsentence structure whlch is~associeted in the minds of his readers with Jew1sh comedy monologues.
"but not this boy.: He has his readers laughing by the third sentence.

Another fanzine, another story. '"The man was an inventor. The men had invented a mach-
ine which would take him anywhere in time travel. But he was doomed to fail. The machine
would'go ‘haywire." Uhuh., This remind you of anything? Like, perhaps, "Oh see Jack. Oh,
'see Jack’ ‘run,"? Not to mention that the phrase "But he was doomed to fall" isn't a sentence
at all technlcally speaking.

Jf" Still another fanz1ne and story. A spaceman says "this high gee- stuff really uses up
“energy" and“the inner man cries for further sustenance" in the same sentence? I certainly don't
“know anyone who mlxes two different levels of llteracy in quite such a hodge-podge.

o In short fEns would think a lot more of fan fiction if the wiiters and putlishers of
fan fiction would teke Just a small amount of time to (a)acquaint themselves with the basics
of Englysh and wrltlng and (b)pay a bit of attention to how people really talk, and thlnk

Not 2ll fan-fiction is this bad, of course. Much of it is simply dull. It is written
by amateurs who have no real talent for fiction except fmagination, and who sometimes lack
‘~eVen that A There are stories whlch have original ideas which are either incompletely worked



To Wellman's left a bazooka fired and punched out a depression in the well. Zvcn befor:
the rubble had began to settle, mortar teams were at work enlarging that dent into a larger
one. Wellmen could hear the KRUMPF! sounds, but they meant nothing to him, and he secmed
to wetch both the clearing and himself from an enormous distance. He forgot the meaning
behind the action, and for & time the shouting of the men behind end around him was as alien
as the gabble arising from the bestirred Yeltar in their outpost. Another hand than his
aimed his gun, as another eye than his signted an outstretched gun berrel from thenearest
vindow slit, and another finger than his pulled the firing stud. Wellmen remain ed in his
shell, end let his body react to the cvents as it would, autometically. He watched disinter-
estedly es a pencil-thin shimmer stretched between his flamer and the window, there to butst
into silent blue tongues of flame to liek at the gun barrel and turn the metal frame to brick-
red. The gun barrel withdrew, but whether this meant that the Yelto in back of it was dead,
or merely holding his fire he did not know, nor did he care just them. At =i0ther window
slits other guns were aimed, and silent grim flames melted other metal frames and shutters.

Now the mortars were through the walls, a two-inch hole became a foot in diameter, then
several feet. One bazooka fired again through that hole. The shell exploded inside, and
dust and rubble came through the slits, as did some less identifiable objects. The firing
stopped, and the men:stood waiting for a while, long enough for a cigarette for those lucky
enough to find or steal one. Two men stood up and threw their shared cigarette but away,
then picked their way through the snow and grass and down the slopes, cautiously fingering
their weapons as they went. They reached the building safely, and worked under & slit to the
gep. One peered in, then stepped through, gun clenched tightly. His comrade nodded, then
signaled. The signal was clear enough. '
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Wellmen helped sort the bodies. DMNot a pleasant task, but it had to be done, and he was,
efter 211, & section leader, who had the responsibility for doing unpleasant- tasks, All the
bodies were there--five privates, their pentaro, and a2 squed leader. No one they had to
worry about coming beck to the outpost, and the supply transport was not due back for a week,
as the Yelto relied on local time to simplify their local records.

Wellman prodded the Pentaro with his foot, more in duty then in interest. He was still
feeling remote, as he always did during and after a raid. A man retched to the right of him,
meking a mess by the heater. Lt. Jackson, his brown face impassive, ordered the man who had
thrown up and another men to stand sentry duty. The second man was a2 wiry little Japanese
named Suramaki, who had once taught Judo et the Hold before the President transferred him at
his own request tc combat. Surameki, as a small boy, hed watched the Yelto torture his sis-
ter because she wciild not tell them where the locel resistance leader lived. Then they had
done worse, finally leaving her to die before the crying boy. He had never forgiven them for
thet. Killing Yelto was a passion for him, greater than life, or family, or love.

Wellman bent over the bodies agein. They had to be searched and all papers taken back
to the Hold for decipherment. The papers never hed enything of interest as far as he could
see--letters from families, official orders, receipts for supplies and the like, but every-
thing had to be taken back., Propagende division was trying to find out what made a Yelt tick,
but so far all they had found was that the invaders were pragmatic bureaucrets; a Yelt was
expected to report everything in as many copies as possible, so long as it didn't interfere
with his fighting.

The Tiprst body at the near window slit--now Wellman knew his shot had been tnue. The
face wes cF.aured, for the very flesh had been boiled, and bone showed black here and there
under t¥-7; :iped skin., But Wellman knew the cast of alien features well, for at times it
seemed, tt:.t Le and similar faces had bevn taking shots at each other all his life. Usually,
though, ti¢" faces had better weapons. Wellmen simply used his own weapons with more speed
and morp ngility, which is why he had elready earned himself twenty trophies. Twenty-one
now--he would be eligible to vote in the coming elections. He pulled out his knife, and
looked the alien over.



The Yelt was tall for his race, just & few inches below Wellman's own six feet. .35 -
distance, end in the derk, he and Wellman might have passed for the same race. Close, there
were differences. The alien had had blue hair before it had been burnt, exposing the nuln:
projections of flesh that invariebly reminded Wellman of horns. The dead Yelt's skinares
a pasty white with a delicate tinge of green--copper had replaced the hemoglobin in his
blocd. His feet were roughly triengular, almost splayed. But beyond that, the Yeltar cal o
human races were indeed very similar, However, the rumor that some of the Yeltar hipher..
ups had earth women as mistresses was almost certainly propaganda.

Wellman made his decision. Those supple leather boots, too big for him in thet shcuz,
but they could be altered, leaving enough leather for & pair of matching knife sheatl:s. The
alien's ID teg, of course, to add to the exhibit over his bed, and possiblg the smail

tirfgib brazier in the alien's pocket. He felt for the alien's side, but someone had already
teken the alien's personel blaster and put it in the pile of weapons in the center of *he
room,

Jackson was looking at his watch, end Wellman knew the signal to pull out would nol te
long in coming. Quickly, he searched 2 few bodies, gave the handful of papers and piciures..
for even. the Inveders hsd families--to the lieutenent, and registered his claims of kill.
Another reider confirmed the kill, and Wellman stuck the trophies in his shirt, to he fcimol-
ly registered back at the Hold.

Eech man picked up his trophies,and one of the captured weapons and left the cutnons
behind Jackgon. The sentries came at his whistle, and the party headed up the slops., Lo=viig
behind them seven hulks of once-living protoplasm.

They -had just entered the forest when the sun rose, and by the time it had risewn o iz
breadth from the horizon, the had reached the stream. The guard at the hovercraft whzcsl.l =
erourd and aimed at them, then relaxed. "Damned lousy day, isn't it? How you é8o tecday,
Vikings?" He pulled a cigarette out of his pocket and asked, "Good raiding?" Ilec tork =
on the cigéarette, setting it alight.

"Maybe." Jackson would not commit himself to a more @efinite answer. "Ard ms % =
He went on, after some time. '"None of us wounded, none killed. Seven dead Yelts, ¢ = :
got their weapons." He spoke with a deep bass voice, with a touch of the South in i1
although he had not been in Alabama since childhood.

"Painfully dead, no doubt?" asked the other, 2 smug-looking little man nomad i
Toward the end of the Resistance, through accident and some aeccasionzl intelligeancz, .. .
ical allegiances ceased to have meaning and troops fromcall nations fought together w4l “ho
collapse., Today, for example, the lend mass once known as the Union of Soviet Sociciiss
Republics had its thousands of Russian-speaking Jones and Smiths and Tsungs.

"Let us hope," Jackson replied shortly. Twenty years ago he had lain on a hill wn w
the Yelto torture his family for helping dissidents escape to the mountains. Wes JaclLcun =
ing so little to keep the quaver of that twelve-year-o0ld boy's voice out of Lis own s-cosl?
‘Viellmen didn't, know, end didn't want to.

By this time the men had climbed into the ugly-looking craft, and Arenkov had bagin o
pilot them back to the field where they would transfer to ropes and pitons for climbin: tle
crags back to the Hold, for there was not enough fuel for mountain climbing. The hovercrall
kept them over the water, so that there would be no trail for the Yelto to follow, unlc.s %lo
ceme ‘to the foot of the Hold itself. Wellman lay back, at peace with the world, and searciod
in his pocket for a cigarette, the one he always allowed himself after a successful raid.
Someday he would have an unsuccessful raid, and he would be left lying in the dirt and sacw
himself, or even be captured and killed in the center of a city while the rabbits chzera2d aud
shouted, the wey they did et Thompson's trial by torture. The cigarette kept him frc Laist-
ing of that. - f

Around Wellman other men were sleeping or smoking. They would run away to the lloll ond
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live to fight another day.
Until either they or the Yeltar had left the earth...

Flace: sonmewhere in the Siezra Nevadas in the area once known as Califcrnia,
United states of America, Terra of Scl, the Earth. The time: early morning.
Date: | December 35, 2348, Christmas Day.

t

Merry Ghristmas, Paul Wellman, ..

Zo wute--/tha,t which is ang good A5 qu‘,ten by Auenuéx‘/s, e.g. A.C. Cl’,afdze, Asimov, eftce.
How much have you-read? * 1 Like yourn title your tle whole Zogether at end, Would Like %o
see mone firom you. fHow about one on an adofescent growing up? The pain or joy--on both--
0f a 8t date. Tay bringing to Life some event, some emotion wh&ch.z__ have expenienced.
(f As others see us...})

CORDWAINER SMITH BIBEIOGRAPHY (Continued frem page 14):

Planet named Shaydl, A; Galaxy, October, 1961, pn. 8-46; pp. 8-9, 19, 32-3.
YEAR'S BEST S-F, 7TH ANNUAL EDITION; Merril, Judith; Dell(9773), New York
1962, opp. 331-371

Scanners live in Vain: Fantasy Book no. 6, January, 1950, pp. 32-
BEYOND THE END OF TIME; Poh,, Frederlck Permabooks (p. 145), Garden €ity,
1953, pp. 210-255.
YOU WILL NEVER BE THE SAME; Smith, Cordwainer; Regency (RB-309)

Store of Heart's Desires, The: If, May, 1964, pp. 77-127; cover, pp. 79, 87, 117
Think Blue, Count Two: Galaxy, February, 1963, pp. 47-76; pp. 53, 67. |
Western Science is so Wonderful: If, December, 1958; pp. 79-89; pp. 79
When the People Fell: Falaxy, April, 1959; wp. 147 158; p. 151.
- FIFTH GALAXY READER; Gold HULL Poc.kot Books (#M4158); New York, 1963;

; pp. 228-241. Doubledayl New York 1961, pp. 247-260.
CALIFORNIA, THERE I WENT(Continued from page 17):

I didn't go to the banquet that evening, because I dislike formal banquets and I*ve
found that f1ve dollar meals are usually pretty bad. I did, of course, go to the party after-
ward, 3

Monday was the final day, and the least interesting, featuring two quite dull panel
discussions and the incvi.able auction. That cvening, however, a rather curious movie,
"Baron Munchausen,' was shown. This is a czechoslovakian film which was being shown for the
second time in the U. S., the first time having been the 1962 San Francisco Film Festival, It
was in color, with subtitles, and featured live actors with animated special effects, It
starts out with an astromaut landing on the moon, and encountering--who elsc?-+three Jules
Verne characters, Cyrano de Bergerac and Baron Munchausen. The Baron concludds that the
astronaut is a Selenite, and flies him down in his winged-horse-drawn chariot to show him
the earth., From there on it gets ridiculous. ;

End of cenventicn. It was fun, but I don't think I'l1l start saving to go to London.

FEN¢ mutated plural form AS fann< L. vannus: originally a winnowing device(see winnow);

hence any device that produces a wind as for separating chaff from'grain. Reinforced fen
Gulbog< boggle = to hestitate(as if in disgust at the necessity of crossing a bog). Hence:
fen = those who do not boggle at reading literary chaff, esp. windy novels as characterized
by science fiction (a medium which generally pays authors by the worH).
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In which the readers demand to know where the hell TZ has been(see editorizl), who the editor

is(me, thish), and in which I cleverly({inside marke like this®)evade the question, with my
usual skill tact, wit, and humility.

DOUG ﬂOYLMAN Sone thoughts on conventions: A Worldcon would be the ideai pleace
921 N. First Avenue for Libcom to pick up books and magezines. On the last day, pulps
Tuqson Arlaona.85719 .~ and magezines in good condition were selling for 15-20¢, and herdcovers

for a dollar. There were all sorts of 61ld pulps. There were also
items that you can't hardly get anyplace else, such as Advent books, supplements to the Day
Cndex, and Brisish pbs. Also, what happened to the Boston in '67 movement(gWell, what about
it? What did happen to the Boston in '67 movement? At last report it had faltered for lack
of movement to promote 'it--but them, see the editorial. Anyone out there interested?})? If
it's serious, you'd better get it orgenized, and have some propaganda at London. Which reminds
me: On a blackboard at the con: "Berkeley in '69, and vice versa."

JOIN THE BARRY  GOLDWATER FOR AMBASSADOR TO RED CHINA CLUB({Who's Barry Goldwsater?3})

Whatever happened to the Sutton Hoo Harp({A proposed summer one-shot, which folded because
of lack of money--mine--end copy--everybody else's})? Anyway, send me anything you publish.
I'1l1 be at this address all year unless I get a job and can afford something better. This
place is a garage that's been converted into two apartments, but the other one probebly won't
get rented. I:don't have hot water yet(there's a hot water heater, but it hasn't been turned
on), but I do have cockroaches. Anyway, it's cheap and it's clese to the University.

Coimcidence department: I'll be teking(4{this letter is dated Sept. 13}) a modern algebra
ronrse from the same instructor I had for 18,02 at MIT. Surely there aren't two college math
veacters named Omo Harara? R RS

There are only two things wrong with this place. There’é:ho science fiction society,
ahd I'm being represented in the Senate by BarryaGoldweter. Ther second problem will be over
with in January, one way or another, znd maybe I can do sométhing about the first.

(£ As the months go on, Hoylman's letters take on an air of jinrreasing desperation. The
following was mailed March 153)

The Word "congratulations" is not nearly strong, enough for what .I want to say. Here
all alaong I've been thinking that, just because I haven't gotten any Twilight Zines, %
acknowledgements for the material I sent last fall, nor any other communication from MITSFS,
that that noble organization had fallen ifto a state of even greater than usual inactivity.
(£It had, but that's irrelevant3) Then suddenly I open a copy, of IF, and .discover that the -
Society has not only done somethirig useful for the first time in its history, but has suc-
ceeded in producing the work for which 'all of fandom has been waiting with bated breath lo,
these many years: -(flousish of trumpets and hautboys)the updating of the Day Index! 11,
Jolly .good show. = s

By the uay, April 9. w1ll mark the first full year of non-publication of the Twilight
Zine. : How are you planning:te celebrate(éBy not publishing it3)?

1 Incidental intelligence Dept.: In Ian Fleming's Live and Let Die,.James Bond en-
counters a company called the "Ourobouros Worm and Bait Shippers, Inc." . .

(Lde would publish further letters, but for 1)time, 2)space, and 3)the fact that I've tem-
porarily mislaid the folder of letters, and we're about to run this thing off. From memory,
however, WAHF: Mike Shupp, who said he was coming to MIT(he's just finishing his first
year here; John Boardman, Harry Warner, Joe Staten, who wanted to know how we got his illos;
and a number of people who wanted to know what ever happened to' TZ. This i's their answer.
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YCOU ARE GETTING THIS ISSUE OF TWILIGHT RINE BECAUSE:
You contributed _ artwork _ articles
You wrote a letter
-~ %e love you just because you're you

We hate you just because

You give us good reviews, and we want the egoboo

You :give us bad reviews, and we keesp hoping

You're a fan, and might be interssted

You just read the stuff, and will be bored stiff

Wle trade
e trade?

You (oh blasphemy) paid 25¢ for the rag

My mistress likes you

My ex-mistress likes you

I'm a soft touch, and you're getting this without deserving it. =«
You absolutely will not get any more issues unless you do something to deserve them

You are mentioned in thish
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The Twilight £Zine

MIT Science Fiction Society
Room 50-02Q(or B20-4044)
MIT,Cambridge 39, Massachusetts

To:

MIMEOGRAPHED MATTER
THIRD CLASS MAIL
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VAT, o wolonl ure suprorted by gibberish instead..of science. I”m not calling for. any vast
scientific knowledge; as a rule fan writers are young, and hpve had nc opportunity to acouire
any vast knowledge. I'm calling fér the writers_ tb recognize the areas in which they don't
have any knowledge, and to aveid attempting explanatlons in these areas. It's better to keep
quiet than to telk nonsense. Heinlein rarely gives detalled‘explanatlons ‘of his- science, but
two many fan-writers feel that they aren't writing sciente-fiction unless they use-~and gen-
erally misuse=ea host of scientific and technical terms.

Then, of course, there are stories containing ideas which are obviously brand-new and
exciting to the wiiter and perhaps to the publisher, but which are old and. worn-cut to the
readers. There's no real cure for this, except a reminder that even in science fiction, it
isn't original ideas which meke good stories, it's careful writing. Few fans are going to be
good enough to meke an 0ld idea fresh and 1nterest1ng, but  they can try. There i8 no. excuse
for thlnhing that a. new idea will be: good enough to "carry". the burden of sloppy writingg
because you can be assured that it won't be a new 1deagto a large percentage of the readers.

Is there such a thlng as good fan fiction?, Certalnly. It's, rare, but, it's t .i I've
been co-edltlng e fenzine for about eight(now ten)years now, and. iilail that tlme I?ve publlshec
_Ltwo_storles whach 1. thought--and still thlnk-—were worthy .of. profesglonal publlcatg.oh~ ~There
. -.haye been onesor _two._others which were as gopd. as, some_professional work, but whach.did not
have the eommercxal slant requlred for a sale, The rest have ranged from almost professional
“to'absoiuteiy~atroc10us- ———————————————————————————————————
Other edltors hawe been more fortunate, At least two stories from WaltVWillis 8 SLANT
were later ﬁubllshed professionally, and I believe that one of them was, still later, anthol-
oglzed More recedtly, Terry Carr's first professional appearance, "Who Sups with the Devil,"
wes a (completely revritten) version of s story which first appeared in Terry's FAPAzine. I
- have even heard of authors having had stories rejected from fanzines and later selling these
" same stories to professional markets-~but I consider that more of a trlbute to the - low quality
of the professional mag than th the high quality of the fiction. '

. There is nothing wrong with fan fiction, per se. The faults lie in its practitioners
. n?vand 1ts publishers. There is an excuse for the writers., They are yound, they-re inexperienced.
they are, by end large, doing the best they can. They need practice, which they usually get,
.. end theynneed editorial criticism, which they ususlly:don't get, If they even get reader
- eriticisms, they re lucky. As they grow older. some of them will improve.

There lS even less excuse for the editors. They re young and inexperienced, toc, of
course, but while a writer may have a pressing need to write, to express himself howeéver inad-
equaiely, &.fanzine editor's only excuse is a crdving for adulation, or egoboq. ' He doesn't
have any. compelllng drive to edit; he just wants ‘fandom to recognize him, and in most cases he
could gain his ends fmich more easily by wrltlng for someone else's fanzine untll he gained
a llttle knowledge of what an editor is supposed to da. Certainly he has. no’ business editing
anything until he has at least a rudimentary knowledge of the English languege, but I know of

. at least one fanzine editor and phblisher whose. English is at approximately, the levgl of the

average sixth-grader(Usually it is the incompetent editor who protests that he is "developing
new. talent“ actually, what he is doing is publlshlng the stories of writers who are too poor
to, make the grade in better-edited -fanzines... He isn't developlng them, because &h;s implies
that he is helplng them to improve, and improvament isn't possible without' the constructlve
criticism‘that’our‘ffctlon-editor iS‘tncapabie of applyrng o T s e

Edltors who were honestly interested in improving the lot of fan flctlon and developlng

new talent would not publish.  90% of the fan fiction which is published. They would criticize

it, honestly and perhaps completely, and reject it. An editor who can and does point ‘out the
faults of a story, and possible remedies for those faults, is doing the writer a far greater
service than the editor who publishes the story and in the next issue publishes the fannish
reaction of "It stinks!" A writer-who isn't told of his erross.will keep right on making
them{ he can't improve until he finds out what he is doing wrong. - Fan ‘editors, however(and
here.I. deflnltely include myself in the group) aren't interested in improving fan writing.
They re interested in reaping egoboo end in keeping their contributors happy. X Even when re-
Jecting a story, it's easier to be polite and evasive than to be critical., Fan fiction can
be enjoyable, but most of it won't be until fan editors become more critical of it.
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-Hl\e Shupp

(Editor's note: The comments in script are reprinted from the original manuscrmt, which
was entered in a high-school writing contest.)

Even Yelts could die, the man lying in the snow told himself. The wind blew over and
around him, swirling the newly-fallen snow about him &and down his back, to melt and run'’
coldly along his spine.,. He could no longer feel the pain in his ears, and for that he was
giad. DButghis feet he could feel, and though he tried to wiggle them, his toes would not

“move, His boots were too small and cramped them, but he had no other boots. He shifted possi
ition a bit and groped with his left hand for the pebble under his ribs, which had assumed
boulder dimensions in the past half hour. Merry Christmas, Paul Wellman told himself wryly,
and drummed his floveless fingers on the silvery sheen of the gun barrel. . The right finger
:next to the small finger was missing--a Yelt trooper had once almost got Wellman with a flam-
er, Just before Wellman killed him.

.

Now Wellman,'too, held a flamer, and several hundred feet awa& was a squad of Yelto
sitting snug in their outpost, with their backs to the winter, drinking grefsih, the alien
rotgut, and looted terran brendy, inhaling tirfgib vapors, and basking in the ‘'warmth thrown
cut by a small atomic heater. One of the Yelto was oiling his gun, and some were sleeping;
tiree were over in a corner tossing a tric of distorted tetrahedrons with numbered faces over
2 pile of alien currency. Throughout eternity and the galaxy soldiers everywhere have always
been much the same. None of the Yelto troopers troubled to look out the window slits, so
ncae of themlnoticed the small party of raiders on the ridge.

Why should they? In the fifty years the Yelto had ruled the earth, little resistance
ne2d arisen, none of it of major proportions. Small groups of dissidents might: waulay smaller
grenns of Yelto, and now and then someone might attempt to bury a crude bomb under a militery
nighwvey and shake up an occasional troop transport, or brave men might shake a fist at a Yelt--
vhan his pack was safely turned. But large-scale rebellion--none. It is a matter of record

that on the anniversary of the third yeer of the Yelto landing, one lone sniper assassinated
tre procura~or of Portland, Cregon., And it iz a fact known to all Terrans over the age of
five that on the next dey an entire world watched the televised massacre of the million-
thiree hundred thousand people left alive in Portland, gnd the bombing and re-bombing of the
city until northern Oregon became a searing giery pit of hell. No more such Jessons were
needed. The Yelto made good teachers, and the people of earth were even better pupils.
Naturelly. .°, . . .

It is estimated that between one and one and a helf billion peeple perished in the initial
resistance to the Yelto landings. An estimate--for no means to take a census remeained on
earth. The flower of humanity had been plucked, and cast aside, All that was known to those
left alive was that only the very yound and the very old, the very ill and week, and the
verv cowardly. remalned. And that henceforth they were to be ruled by the Yeltar.

The second generetion of earthmep had grown up under Yelt domination, accustomed to
oppression, and thinking of tyranny as natural. Seldom did an earthman escape to the hills
.and. there join the few remeaining free people of earth,. And holed up there, ‘meking only
sporadic forgys on little towns, the dissidents were no more than minor nuisances to both
the Yeltar and the majority of earth people.

Wellmen shifted position again, and watched the outpost from a slightly better vantage
point. The felse dawn had come, and soon the clearing was even better 1lit as one of the
few’ flares left to the Hold blazed aloft over the outpost. Others followed, and then the
~ttack began.



