





Yes, fans, thia in Gafuda #1, possibly the last of a highly shortm
running aar‘%aa, .h can be had for the usual, or twenty cents, from i
Terry Ballard, 120& We 5th 3te., #10, EMMNX Tempe, Arliz., 8528,
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Mytheon II report by Bob Prokop

Mythcon II opened as every other con I've ever attended- late. Well
under way by 8300 P.M., I was watching Bernie Zuber's slide presentntion
of the last four years of inythopoelic Soclety history, which was foll-
owed by a showing of the movie 5 ¥illlion Years to Earth. At the end
of the movie, I wandered around with Bruce Hazel, the only other Arlz-
on~ fan 2t the con, in search of partiesi curiously enough, there were
Nnons .

The 'next mornin; tegan with a processlion of the Society branches to
the room where the keynote address was to be given by Glen Goodknight,
soclety lender wince 1ts founding. The address, bearing the lmpress-
ive title of "Transcending the Images: Archalsms and Alternatives,;" was
ESXMMEENERENT reniniscent of nythoon I, (Greatest con in fan history.)

In the afternoon I ottended the reading of & resenrch p~per concerned
with divine imngery in C.3. lewis' novel That Hideous Jtrengih nnd a
panel discussion comparing Five Milllion Yesrs to carth %o the writings
of Ch~rles Williams., The evening was taken up by & ussquerade and fan-
tasy music program. The music program was, for me, the greatest disapp-
ointient, 1t was too short, very incoherent, and wo:st of all, 1n the
wrong place, There was no excuse for the last, there being any number
of roome at the hotel better suited for this. The room chosen would hnve
been more spproprinte for 8 classroom lécture on quontum mechznics than
a presentetion of mostly medieval wusice.

Agaln, it wns timne to look for evenlng parties. Although POSITRON had
wade & most brief appgarcnce, (about 15.minutes) the con wos agaln prac-
tically dead. Eveh attenpts nt sterting soaething myself fell flat.
People in nttendonce seemed quite unlinterested. For the record I dis-
govered one (1) porty during the entire con, at which there wns less life
then at the deadest of Westercon pRrtles.

But the evening inactivity was more thnn made up for by the unbel=
jevnble activities the next day. Of them, I wns prassnt at: the showlng
of the movie First ien in the Moon 8nd & panel discussion =X following
4%, comprring it with C.S. Lewis' book That Hideous Jtrength, a beauti-
iful poctry reading by Paula Marmer, a Pun Tourney, (8 wythncon traditiion),
sh auction, an ~ddress by the guest of honor, sary kedermott shideler
‘on Cherles Willisms, a surprise announcewent by CGlen Goodknight that he
was to te iarried at the con the next dag to fen artist Bonnle Berg-
strom, and a2 showing of Father Brown: Detective starring Alec Culnness,
gone doy, wnsn't it? g

The con ended the next day. I woke
up in time to listen to & panel discuss=
ing the unfinished 8th novel of Choarles
willizme, ~nd then teok part in a panel
discussing Tolkien's Smith of wooten
Ma lor. Glem Goodknight gave the clos-

- ing nddress conerning the future of ¢
Mythcons. The con was ended with Glen's o
very beautiful wedding &nd rceeptioun, wj%~fk~
attendsd by the euntire con membership. e
A most excellsnt cone




Newport Jazz Festival: Postscript
by Leeé Bingham

Class notes: Advanced Xenological Sociology

landed as per instructions. Ship beneath large local body liguld
(non-sterile saline HpO we indigenous flors and fauna,)

Chief natives: biped, clothed, omniverous, mommalian, cstensibly
bi-semual, vari-colored (dk. brown, lt. brown, yellow, pink. Pelt
thotch of black, browq, yellow, or orenge confined to crsanial region.)

Looallcrude petroléums powered four-wheel combustlion vehlcles, Sall-
powered wind vehicles on HpO.

seem to have arrived at local festivel involving and centering around
various sound devices- some breath-powered, some atruck with varylng
velocity by tips of upper extremities. Rellglous slgnif?2%?

Added sounds emitted from biped's upper anatomy. Various rhythuic
accompaniments by the audience, encouraged by those who emit sounda.
Perforuers function on a railsed pletform with the aid of crude elect-
rical amplifiers, Approval of audisnce denoted by striking flat parts
of upper two extremities together. :

Many noises. What'a noisy specles.| Sounds- "musie" - strongly
raxtrixEEnk rhythmicale Typlcal of prioteln-oxygen-iron 1ife forms.
(would be interesting to postulate with regard to Glorp's theory on
pulse-beat of central organie pump of protein 1life relating to socio-
religious structure and ceremonies,)

No silence or revsrential zwe for sound-makers. Noise and more
noise before and after performsnces., rRuhythmic accomprnluent durlng
perforiances.

"Music" is quite primitive, yet it stirs
me, ~y outer crystals vibrate all the way
to the blues and alxost to viclet. These
creatures seem to hove some grasp of cryst-
alline affects (AmazingdiR) They use words
for much of their musical equivalent to
"blue." How in the name of krantz do they
know? Yes, yes, it 1s blue,

I shiver. I quiver. How blus-ue-ue@.

Sorry. The music heas lntoxicating
repurcussione on my structuré.

Now a‘large brown specimen 18 usling
nhis (her, ite?) vocal organic structure
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and "singing® (preotein sound-meking). What powerful equipment they
haves Oh, those noises, They enrapturs the huge, quivering masses
of surrounding protein oreaturés.

The noelseg-

"Didn' i1t RA-AMin, Chil'ren, didn’t 1%,
pidn® is!

Didn® it RA-A-Ainif.e.."

How green=blue} .

How blus-greeni

I am & rainbow. Transpossed. Tranefixed. Transmigrated.

Now, nowe Baom! Boomboomratarata Boom! Per-
cussione Wild sound waves. I am crimson and
orangs burnedi

Merciful Drengs It desists momentarily. I
would pot be recognized by my colleagues. My
yellows @re gonées Now reds and greens and even
sone violets ere crazily angled in me. I must
leave this plece and repalr the dasage.

This is & world gonmeé wild, splashed with
sounds of bluest blue and smashing red. Imposs-
ible to return without protective audio-shleld.

{But oh, those crazy soundsi)

PaR

A is Atlantis;
L e A pity it's goms.
It showed its proud spires
In time’s sarly dawn.
Of werriors and Hizards
Of monsters and maidens,
It had guite & few
*Twas right heavy 1aden.

AN oL 2 e Sossn pRtasval;
Neath the ocean primewal,

N _—~"And now 1t's @80 gone,

It%s beyond all retrieval,
et S g i S i




TERBULENCE by Ters

Uncanny things heppen to me sczetimes. Least week's thing went liks
this: I work at the public library here, "nd one day I was on my lunch
break, with no place to go, so I puttered through the current magazines
upstairs. I hoanpened to come #cross a monthly called the Awerican Book
Gollector, ‘Hmm,® methinks to myself, "it's probably some deadly dull
kind of & thing for people that collect first editlons of Lnthaniel How-
thorne books. I picked it up anyway, and for the firset coupld of pages
1t looked like I was right, bLut then I cnue across sowuething that disrup-
ted my whole dayj; an article & biblicgrephy on zdward Gorey books. Wows
That's some little coincldence when you consider that onRy one Awerican
magazine had previously cerried an zrticle ~bout him in the last twenty
years., MNow there's probably somewnst out there in Fénland who 1s now
saying to himself, "well, there's probably been no articles on him because
he isn't that much. I've never heard of him." That's all right. If
you want to pull yourself out of the slime-pits of utter lgnorance, rush
to your local library, dig up the September 1965 ldsue of Holliday, and
enlighten yourself., Go now before you filnlish recding this. Liggie.

Back? W¥asn't th~t fantestic? There's something 2bout Gorey's sense
of humor thet does things to my head. For those of you who haven't read

t, I will babble on for a paragrnoph about the Hollday plece 1 Jjust re-
ferred you too It's entitled the Bvil garden. For those of you x who
aren't familloar with Gorey's format's ; the story 1s told im plictures,
with & two=line poem underneath esch. A group of people dresssd in
victorien clothes walke into & garden. The garden has & sign thet says-
Admission Free, At first they are accosted by a tiny oreature that shakes
its'fist st them. Then they notice & foot proflruding from underneath &
rock. Then they all begin to meet blzarre dsathsg "Great uncle Franz
beside the lake 1s being stransled by a snekey" or "The nurse of whom
they nll were fond is sinking in the bubbling pond.’" Finally of course,
they are nll dead or trapped. The blzarre effect 1s enhancsd in uany
weyes the silug-song meter descrliblug the deaths, the plctures of them
looking tourist-like snd craning their necks to see the grotesque alghtsg
and the changing costumes. Although a half a dozen people or 8o are
shown entering= ap-arently & fanily, mors than twice thal nuuber nre
deplcted in the action. Whenever a cheracter 1s shown more than once,
nis clothes ape different from whet they were in the previous panels.
Gorey's simple sceming penels actunlly confein & nuuber of subtle ltems
in the backgrounds Enocugh that it can be an oceasional ralny day oco=
upation to go through = Gorey book and find things Iin ploin sight thot
youl!hadn®t noticed before, I1f any of you out there are in Gorey fondom,
I'd like to hear from you.

Somewhers in the world right now, a radio telescope is bsaming =
message to the universe. It 1s a binary pattern sent for the benefit
of any race intelligent enough to decipher 1t: glving the most baslc
facts of man's nrture in simple pictographa. 30 far the unlverse has
been silent, but maybs someday an answer will come. Lven now the redlo
heams penetrate nebules and globular clusters, hopeful thot they will
find a listening ear. Scmeone out thers who will save man from his
course of ignorance and self destruction., whe%t? 1Is there a reaponee?

"rortzglizzl," the centapoid said. "Will you do something about
that goddamn stetic? 1 cen’t even cntoh the glatzball score.”

S,



Sorry ebout thate I°*1l tiy to restrain myself in the future, and
all that, Since this is turnlng out to be sori of a personalzine, I
night 28 well give you people some idea of what 1s happening now. It
is 11 P.M. on 2 Sundey night. Uy flancee 1is off in San Dliego for the
weekend, and so I spend my time puttering around the house, cooking, and
typing stencils, I just finished meking fudge. I haven't had much luck
with fudge in the last six months, 2nd tonlte was no exception. It had
t0 be put back on the stove twice before it would sst. But then it's
worth all the trouble now and theun because you can't buy fudge at a candy
atore around here, I mean, they sell it, bub it stinks. Earllier I
dropped by to see ken Ste Andre, to show him the Terry and Ken story
in this issue. we more or less ggreed that it was probably the last
gasp of that series, unless we are besleged with requests otherwise.

Thot thing was kind of fun for a while, We did five stories for Ahs-Wing,
which were very well received. A recent flurry of production lsd o

a etory for Cepheild Variable, and one for sach of Phoenlx's two general
fanzines- Garuda and Twibbit. Appereuntly, these stories have made a few
peovle laugh, although they are becoming old het to regular readers of
TN Ash=Wing.

Anyway, here I am, typing out this stencll, with the general goal
in mind of producing a fanzins thet will In some way impress you outb
there in fandom. Frankly, I'm pnot too sure why I do it. After Twikbit #2
got & one word review in Locus, I considered giviung up the whole thing.
If this fanzine doesn't get any response, I probably will anyway.

So much for thet.

Now end then in the 1life of an old-time fan, (I°ve besen rsading the
stuff Tor ten years), there comes 2 time when he asks himself a nagging
question= "Is my sense of wonder dead, or is the problem in the storias
themselvesg™ Then of course, he runs across & new story that rekindles
the old feeling, ~ud everything is slright for a time. .Juch 1s the ocase
with Destiny Doll by Clifford Simek. Simak has given us some very
beautiful novels and stories; City, All Flesh is Grass, and Kindergarien
#0 neme a few. Now he hes doune 1t agein. I just read a review that
said this ie not & major novel., Perhaps he 1s right, but 1 am going o
go way out on & limb and say that thie ia the finest thing X=® he hes
done in the last ten years. That, fans is mighty fine. The story deals
wilth the search for spiritual peace of mind., Several people think
thot the anewér mey be found on ‘a certain planet, and they hire a hard-
boiled, practicel spaoce pilot to take them there. It is an utterly
alien oand beautiful plece with buildings that are miles high, #nd trees
higher then ths buildings. The ouly lntelligent creatures are hobby-
horses, with front and bask rockers. The group travels across the
pleret, dealing with alien dangers so blzafre, th-t one is reminded of
A rartian Odyssey. (ne by one, the people start disnppearing as each
one discovers the answer, The total effect L8 Goshwowoboye I know I
shouldn't have reviewed thils book,. because nothing that I could say could
do justice to ite N S AN

o» il o 9/
Y TA’A.' ‘-,r.' .\ : £ . e . n %!%
s Ve A o
o ap ot ]
: 5 g

o

®




PR I Proa T SR ieob o b aeda i i o o T S S— gl s ot S s o A e e i

‘Another book ynu should know about is ggg Lgogc atg by ¥William Petser
Blatty. Bletiy has besn writing some wery fuony: books pver ths. last
15 years,lapprsoiabed by a number of devoted fens, (among themy Yre £do,
natoh)es - Now, after 5 yesrs of absemte from the printed word; he. has.
written a book eimed to sell, and sucoseded.. The Exorcist is designed
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much of which is, fortunately, unreadableo Thls group, isguised
as rexb:srs ofaresponeible Phoenix fandom, 2ttended weaterconn and folsted
their publigaglbn on a number of unwilling fans and authors. Bob Prokop,
lender of /G ction, says that they actually even sold a few copies,

although 4 18 quite doubtful. In their next issue, they plan Lo use
a tirecde allegedly itten by my cat. You sht be seeing the lssus,
because t ~§§ ; sterl my address box At the next seeting.

I would ™% LlikE, to plug & new newszina Stenley. It comes oub of

Houston, ~nd | fﬂf»

sumebly specirlize in‘newa about western Fandom.
It can be had q lob Stahl, Box 4072, ge Station, Texas, 77840.
Now back to 8. Donma works at'a_pgpkbtore, “apd she cnn borrow
any naw books| bt comne in. It was) Wltﬁ*ﬂdﬁh sagerness that 1- borrowed
a copy of thell gﬁ uous. Dirty 0ld { Man, by DF. Ak ~Thié was baséd on\a gag
--3ine he used a speech, and he was sncoursged to write _the. book. _ It
ig reported iﬁ’izcus that he wrote 1t In»ane AB¥o Unfﬁrtunatelyd the
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thet about Dre A, since I admire his work @8 a whelee The text is very
short; the book is £illsd out with munerous pietures. Asimov divides
the preat men of history into two different cotegorlies- Dirty 0ld «en
end cleen old men., He suggeste that men in the latter category would
have enjoyed life @ lot mors had they been in the forrer category.

It is ocoasionally disquieting for old Conan fans to go back and
eritically look at the reading matter of their adolescence. The other
night I picked up & Coman bock and begen re-reading Red Nsils. In that
heated exchange between Valerla and Conan, there are enough beok-
sgidlsma %o fill ean entire novel, In one conversation, Valeria ejace
ulsted, answered disdainfully, replied sullenly, ewore, demanded,
sneersd, taunted, =peered again, answerad sullsnly, demanded, advised,
snopped, mocked, apd excleimed. And our barbsrian hero is holding up
his end of the conversction too, gangs He laughed, grinned, agrsed,
returned impatiently, grunted, replied cheerfully, commented, answered,
demanded, gnd exclaimed in exasperation. I don't hove the book in my
collection, but I believe thef DeCamp used an abridgment of that ex-

chenge in hls Sclencge Fiction Handbook, uncited, as an example of how
not to write.

And now to continue an incredibly rombling editorial, I will tell
you all sbout some books I heve run across at the librory recently.
For those of you who have & librrry thet is a federnl documents dep-
ository, (probebly most of you), you might find it worth your while
to bug the librarisn about bringing up somé of the latest NASA books.
The wost impressive MASA book I've seen yet is a new oné called This
Is%ggd %pggg, (no, I don't know the number code for it.) This con-
%oine ploturss- mostly color- froz =11 pheses of the space exploration.
I think meny of them were chosen on the basis of sheer beauty. There
wos one shot showing 211 of Phosnix, and several of us hadx & frust-
rating teu mloutes 1§uring cut which way was whiche Also, there are

tWwo volumes of §%£§§ 1§t§rea-from Gemini. These books are both in
full color, and both wo ‘an hour's ogiing.

Two new booke that I reviewed fopr the departiuent are the hooks by
Andre Norton and Ben Bova, entitled Exiles from the ogaga; and E
‘from carth, respectively. (I don't usually review "books for the
department beceuse the staff oround there regards me with distrust for
being an SF fan,so I us.ally try to keep it quiet.) Anyway, back o
‘the books, The new Norton book 1s a sequel to Moon of Three Rings,
end the plot is well thought out, she mummm pubt a lot of thought into
the sociology esnd plet, there i1s plenty of actionj but since I cen't
get too excited over MNorton books, this one didn't grab me elther.

HeeNix FANDe
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The Bova book was & faste-moving thing about Earth in the twenty-first
century. There sfe twenty bllllon pecople, and a benevolent but powerful
governuent whose motto is= ‘Don't kake waves.' Lou Carlstopher is one of
a group of scientists hitting upon mmxEr genetic control. The governuent
decides to put all of them into permanent eéxlle in a space station. Lou
escapes once before he 1s sent up- and gsts into adventures in & New York
inh~bited by street gangs. He is caught 2gain, but sent to an lslend
where an evil government leader is using gene control in a plot for world
conquest. Lou saves the day, and the government rewards him by putting
hiz up with the others. The ending ie guessable as they put an atomic
engine in the space station and teke off for the stara. Good, but Bova
gives the reader more running arcund thau necessary.

50 much for my ranting this issue.

Ken St. Andre's Plot=Your-Cwn swords and Sorcery Dics Game

I. Participonts

Good guysi alone 7.8,9,2, two 6,10 three 5
guall proup 3,4 bsnd 11 army 12

Bad guyse: elone 12 two 11 three 3,4 :
small group 5 brnd 6,10 army/

II. Setting

2 lcy wastes

3 craggy mountains —
4 underground

5 on the ocean

6 burning desert

7 & cit

8 tesming jungles

3,7 staylng alive in a hoetlle situntion
B. 4,8 stealing plunder
Ce. 5,9 rescuing a girl from dsnger
Do 6, 10 over come an enemy

2 combine A & B

11 coubine A & C

12 combine C & D

Iv. OQpposition

A. 2 wizard or witch

Be 3 primal force

Co 10 monstere and berstis
De 11 demons

Lo 12 men

y i o ’ ' '
9 on or along & river :
10 rolling plains ;
11 in a canyon
12 in & realm of aagic
III. Motivation
A. ! £

i s it
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combine B

combine Ck e
V. Hero’s vupu& : £
g s T Brveaueting e S o
" C'8 bow . artow . » : s :
S T I LI e e e N e T s

E 10 axe 8 ¢ *uda Pl Jais . g 45 X,_“‘, A V h«u" ,J;af:”a :

2 mbm ‘ & E ¢ Dl o sL10 §Ei L W RIIG R L £ L% S

% combine A & EB

& combine A & C . e .

5 combine B &'D ; . Y Tew

Vi.

VII. m'dn.tor’y change (roll 6,7,8) Pih s e gy

VIiX.

11 combine C & E

12 roll again and let the weapon be magical adanqloliuad

Heré's girl (if he hes one- ses motfvatiom) =~ ' - “HULD (°
275,8,11 tall 36912 l'dllﬂ l’v’?om gbp;t

ok
)

oven (muscutar) 5884 QiiEg3 1.0 band 2 gueny Llewa
even (virgin) odd (not)

2,5,8 noble 3,6,9 royal 4, 10 common _ 7,11,12 slave I

2,5,8 blosd _3;6,9 red —#;10 brown 713,12 blaek , . 7%

AS add a second protagonist (see V.)

B 6 2dd another girl (see WI.) T,
C ? change the scene of the action (See II)o .~ ..,
D 8 add more opposition - P
E 9 add more motivation
2 combine ALB
3 gombine B&C
heombine CLD

10 ¥ combine A& B & C & D
11 combine B & C & E wiia
12 combine A & D : ;

Fighting s

3,5 hero viétorious .

8;, o6 " " but wounded
9,3 hero captured

109?4 some good guys killed

2 hero killed

i
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Hot desert sands whirled about the Tortress liks the velils of a
doncer. The desert flowed up the wells snd then dropped back, still
godning #n inch or two every rebuff. ¢

Grit and dust covered the two ~dventurers hiding benind o ncarby dunes,
One of them cocked hls head back to areezeﬁ fought the lmpulse, ~nd then
collapsed from the effort.

"D”an it," he whispered. "I fﬂrgnt the NlkasBeltzer,

“That's not 21l you forgot, Terry,'" saild the dne calied ken. 'He held
up 2 brown nqper bage "You forcot to wreb the pennut butt&f sandwiches
in ‘Bagglesz.

"‘uh‘" “erry snorted. "Jome L"rhﬂriﬂn hero you ‘ares "I‘ll bet Counen
doesn't wrap his srudwiches in Baggies.,”

Ken looked ‘disgusted =nd then let his grze wander beck’ to the foriress.
"So thet's the unbreskabls stronghold. The one thats gusrded by fierce
sud srdistic desert tribesaeng polsonous serpents, lethsl preen splders
and savage tigers.  let's go home s "

"Go Howe?" s8nrid Terry. "But we haven't broken in yet. e otill have
" to rescue Gruvia frow the clutches of Prodbosh the Prolafiost

"Bu* 3 think*l left souy burning on the stovss“ seid Ken. ‘

"io you didn't. Wwe are jat the begluning of wen's history. ' You won't
have left it burning for t uusands of years."

"Nobody likes a Buartes {

Perry scowled. He too felt a4 vague feeling of forboding- & desire to
return to ‘the relatively civiliéed world of ‘1971l. For years now he had
been msking trips into the post with his friend. ~Usually they visited
the Hyborenn age; gettling into sword-swinglng adventures, bsttling demons,
and Tishting for ‘the ‘honor 'of young leadies. At first it wes funj especially
when they ¢nme beck and wrote the exploits for fanzines, where they were
congidered flction. Later, nfter many close cnlle, he remlized thot this
sort of thing was for more d ng rous then driving on the fresway 1n rush
hour traffics

However, in his 1ast explolt iin the paat, (the interested reader will,
of course refer to Twibbit #3), lhe had he~rd that Gruvia=- a Zingrpran girl
encountered many r~dventures ~go< had ‘been kidnavped ~ud taken from Zingara
to the desert renlms. There she was added to the plessure staff of froge
nosh auch fg~inst her will: Terry had mulled 1t over for zeveral dayso
“hy should he risk his neok for a girl who dded thousands of yetrs agol
wventunlly Wis seéuige ‘of honor overcame hls disteste for bloodshedo HOw=
ever, when he hod sterted back ncroaa time” he had na dder of how he would
rescue Gravia,

He studied his bﬁok ngﬂin for clues, The Hyborean world on Five Dollars
a2 _Day. At last he decided to try the direct approach,

He got 'up, Lrushed the sand off, . #nd we lked down the dune. ken foll=
owed, somewh~t at e loss, They walked right up to the nngsive oak door.
Terry knocked three times,

"Anybody home?'" he snouted.

"Look out!" said Ken, 2lwayse gquick to detect a trap.




Terry looksd up L0 see a basket teling
dumped over the top of the wall, tweaty
feet up. A second 1later there was a ]
shower of hissing snskes. They landed on
the ground all around the two men; some of
them belng hurt in the fall. The others
were twice as wadj writhing and snapplng
at anything handy. Some of them turned on
gach other and became interlocked coils of
ferocity that flipped into the alr., Most of i
them tried to go for the two men. Gleaming swords hacked down at them
repeatedly. :

"ape these the poisonous snokes you were telling me about?" panted
Terry,. 28 his blade blsected two serpents.

"There's only one way to find out."™ By then the men had a clear path
of escape, and so they ran back up the dune,

"we'll let them think we're retreating"said Terry, as he rounded the top
of the dune =2nd kept running. v

"Right," said Ken, running twice as hard.

Both adventurers were somewhat startled to see an elderly men in a grey
rcbe stonding in their pathe ~

"Are you trying to get in there?" he asked.

"ye were," said Terry, "But for the moment we've decided that fate 1s
not with us." :

“I sam Glidlatch," he saild. "And you must be Terry and Ken.  Your fame
hes spread throughout the Hyborean realms." : :

"Goshooo! sald Terrye

"Gee whiz," said Len. T o ' :

"Lnough chit-chat," seid Glidlatch. "I too seek to enter the fortress.
"jit is mine by rights, but it was copped by Prodbosh and his desert hﬂrdea
while I was in the Hast studying sorcery. I know the secret entrance, snd
I plen to enter it after dark. I need two good swordsien with me. since
th~t can’'t be orrenged, I'm willing to settle for you two."

The two adventurers ncdded their assent, ond the three sat down to walt
for dnrks They were entertained only by their own talk eand by the song
that the desert winds hod been einging for millions of years. ;
"So fapr so good," sgld Terry, "but we still heven't heard from the
welcoming comzittee," ] a

"We wille" s2ld Glidlatche ’ , ;o

“why don't we go to the harem," suggested Kemo "You'll probably find
Prodbosh over thers.' (

-~ The three men were startled to hear an slarm ring out frow the roof
above them. They began running, with Glidlatech taking the lead. The fort |
was now alive with the sounds ef rattling nruor. The old m2n opened a
door, and they all rushed in, running he~dlong down & stone corridor.

fhey skidded to a stop in front of a green wall that blocked the passageé.
"That's funay,” seid Glidlnrteh. "Thls wosn't here
the last time... oh oh."

The wall was shifting and rolling. [here was
the sound of a million saall creatures waking upo.
waves of green splders were flowlng townrds the men.
Their twittering sound, wagnified by thousaads sind
shivers through Terry's bones. Glidlatchriffiled
through a book,leoking for ~»n appropriate spell,

i il



Glidletch began reclting;

pDouble double

gasp and bubble.

- Wikl some god rid me vipaols wod

ef this trouble?". ridelus serd eleyc
The sp.tdera t,umed 1nto pink soap bubbles thau went in avery

direction, breaking against. Lhe first: hhlng t.hey t,oqppedw orld s
The men ren on down the PABBARES o: tx o : @
"Here , " isaid Glidletch, sliding open & doom o The ,t,m-ae @n :Lnt.o a

horem: £illed with hystenlcol Wow€Rs: csoul sdd to w0ilbe Deyeedostsdao
mc.m "”ak, sald & number of theme. '

(,ruviao ouddenly, thay fm.md tmemag}ves fao;ng flv& bw: .-,qyo dameno
Hlades flashed: in the candlelight as the two fought., Lﬂ}mti&e smt.il
Glidlatoh crme up thh another. 8pélle - - jode 3 -
Prognosh,: & wrepulsive old bﬂld man with ,sweat,y «k;{llkpk}ﬁﬂ _y J.Lled,
. to-his alliesw  "killk theme” & oy wic @ E .
"Same: 10 youy' yelled Keno o ' y g )
Glidlntchy havine; fmmgi a Laod qull, rqlaed. hir& fimjﬁr-. nd ,tnt.oned.

""I‘wo, fmw, sLx, eig,ht : .l
v Let: ﬂham megt their nroper *fnt.a.qm ¢ daslli
LI+ to msexdanla : Y
Ina'c.::znr:t.ly“;~ Pmdbosh smd nis mlnkoms turned :mm baby: hama}@rs9~pzxd
thelr ewords turned into ﬂﬂﬁﬁka& ‘pqoked medlum rar‘err Mch y ere: ,,ye‘.u.
appreoi'rﬁed; Hiyt “akles. 13 dieed 3‘;:_}: , ;
Mpeprryd sdhenl! o yelled B fs:minj.ne voioeo g oo
ydtGruirdad’ fa.id. Keno "Whnt. 8 & nioe girl like you; ngms jp q ;h,wzp
| like thdm® 'Sdd o :
sdtEnough wp&ter," aaid. Tex’ry« L “‘hﬁg_ d bett.a;g get. eut o;t‘ ;@;ﬁ
- ot amtdl Ifinish this atenk,’ snid Gruvia, toalnl ayg,
mohthfuls",ﬁtnn*dﬂn & knqw:wnsb Jt'a 1ike satine 1ox, 4 ngﬂtq rday.'
»1C i3 1o sogewpeana : ; id S%oW BOO. ;a&,i
Threefmsumtﬂxl momaeg anum;ez'sd -wross t.he mormlit, du; 1 &q ﬁr a
Meeng ea kd Gruvia. » "There's sosething I think you should knJWa l'm
werring a:- cheatity: Delt s And the; key. 18 ; hack. ﬂa the, ,,fort;-ess.,« ¢ vdliun
b tliah p'y m‘?ﬁeﬁ‘M*mfPMu busmetd fsuogdd pn of bed suedosysnd 8l
"well," aaid Terry A xm%gﬁor ﬁﬂﬁ?b ? %s8tbuny Dne Jeznld <led
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SATAN AND/ OR MICHAEL by Bill Patterson o
>

I don't know how cloeely you've bean following the 'zines; but
& battle roysle hes been quietly reging in the letiterceis of Amazing ,
and Fantastic, the new dynamic ®mE duo of the prozine world (if any .
of you remember these two @as reprint mags, better take another look. i
Under the tutelage of Mr. Ted White, they ars becoming really flrst
olaes zines,.) The two protagonists of this never-ending story are
J.J. Pilercs, Second Foundation liason offiger, and Justin St. John, !
gateract-eyed editor of the Green Towsr Review=- & fanzine of sone i
notée : :

when one cute out the mutusl vituperation {(and there is plenty of :
that), a2 strange and disquieting notion will come into being. Sto
Johr and Plerce are not talking about the same things; not about New @
wave, not about old wave, not about romanticisme.s ;

The 1ist could go on, but I'm limited in space. Instead, let’s
just begin somewhere end hope to strike & balance between tLhese warring
feudal princes- or st least discover about what they'rs talking. |

They both tend to divide sclence fiction into two more or less homo=- {
geneous waves, placing thelr favored authors in the favored wave. A |
few seconds recollection will serve to show the fallacy here.

The earliest true sclence fictlion stories were part of the llter-
ary k@& ueinstrezm of Anglo-French romanticlesme {(way the distinction?
Be patisntd) Pos, Verne, and Wells were the principle authors. But =
such storles did not catoh on- thet is, becoms & genre, until rozan-
tlcism was in its death throes. A% this tims, sclence fictlon was,
witnztha mystery snd the westernm, 8 decadsnt remnant of the romantic 3
moyshent surviving until the twentieth century. Hugo Gernsbaok took
th*a‘“soientitiction“ and stemped his imprint on it for the next twenty
vears. Under his guldance, ascience fiction, fundénentally unchonged,
shifted emphasis from adventurs, conceptually blamk, to technology,
conceptuelly blenk. At the time, mister St. John, cardbeard charact-
erizetions were the order of the day. It was a consequence of the cone-
septuslly Blank, since m~chings- not people~ were the focus of attentiion.
Even .., Smith, doubtless the greatest of this sub=genre, must plead
guilty %o this eccusation. His only philesophical mitlgntlon was that
hig bharacters hod to go through tremendous cognitive effort to bulld
thelir bigger and gaudier ray gunse. The shiflt
used: two people as fulers %o move the sciencs
fiction world. Wwells took the technical
verisimilitude of Pos's sdventure stories and
added to 1t& speculationg Gernsback took thse
emphasie from eadventurs &nd placed it on ths
technologloal.

veanwhils, the other decadent romantie
forms, the mystery and the westerm had de-
sayed into the concretism of literary nate
uralism, where they have stagnated into var-
jous degrees of formulgism (with few bright
exceptions.) science fiction seemed to ba
on its way to neturcaliem to0p

But in 1937, & revolution quietly began
taking placs. A young chemistewriter by
the name of John Compbell took over 2 mags




Aﬁﬁf%g " gzin® called Astoundinge AS 8 writer, Campbsli
;¢¢¢7éy N\ had become intensely preocgoupied with the im-
> paet of techmology on human civillzationg ke had

" been limited im influence., As &n editor shap~

ing the polley of & magesline, he was able o turn
kis pre-occupibtion & inte a viable trend cone
cerned with men’s moda of livingg his sode of
o ethles as [rozsn into & culture. Thiz, coupled
% with the more polished literary techniquss
which were beginning to ipvade the genre after
wWeinbaum'sn death, gave Astounding the lmpetus
it needsd %o Vepsome a Lop maghzine, 2nd lncressged
: cempbell's range of influence expomantially.
= Howsver asceentric he wag to0 become as an edite
orianl wrltsr, as an editor he literally ereated
! ;ui@nce fiction &8 & fully romentie literary
= CXile
The oluster of new writers ijrowing under Campbell’s wing (Asimov,
Heinlein, Van Voght, e€tc.) dealt with technology in & fundamentally diffe
erent way. Instead of being t:e purpoes, or snd, of man’s actlon,
teohnology became seconderys iciencs flotion itself assumed & new rolee
A3 Issac Asimov was later o wilte, "Sclence fiotion is that branch of
1iterature which is concerned with the impact of scientiflic advanes upon
humen beingse.” (Other Worlds t: OonQuer, hriter, LXIV: 148). Tech-
pology was no longer acceptad &t & glvens Gampbell himself, nearly 20
jears later, had this to say sbo)t the nmew concept in salence fictions
it's not just e matter of gadgels and new machines- it 1s, equally &
problsm of attitudes and smotiont, Scms of which seem, at Tirsi, ims
possible.” (Annlog 1L, Introduchkiin}e
This trend, w ceme inbo f:ll bloom im the fiftises, contlumues to
this day. Irrespective of form (i language or spsoific conten®,: the
central issues of all modern soience fiction is the question of values,
and velues in response to what? [hese are the underlying questions
dominating all modern sclence fictlion from Helmleim %0 Ellison. 30,
it would probably be femsible to ipeak of ‘new’® and ‘o0ld’ wave in terma
of sclence fiction before and aftur 1940, But this 1s not ths dive
i1aion to which Mesers, Pierce and Ste John refer. To what, thang
During the late fifties, e group of writers began experimenting with
the discardsd Joyceen writing tectuiquas of the mainstrsam. At the
same time, another group begen dlisusaing in explicit terms, s8x and the
uorality of interpersousl relatlors, ethice, and gorporate ocapitalism
ip an essentially nonecapitelistic (American) ecomomy. This group,
ineluding Philip Jose Farmsr and Dwon Knight, gradually evolved into
whot we now know &8 the New Wave. This is exemplified in the U.S. by
Harlan £llison, &nd in Britein by J.G. Ballard and Brian £ldiss, It 18
this to whioh the combatants refere
Both agree oun Ellison and
Ballarde end Aeimov &nd .
Heinlein, but where do
3ilverberg and Poul
Anderson belong?
Pieroe and 5t. John
hove attempted to met
up & firm dividing line
and plege their favorite
authore in their favoriie
wave, Picroe speaks of
Ursula Leguin, whom I
regards as clearliy
new wave, with the




glowing regard ne usually reserves for the classice of the o0ld wave.
Their laock of success should tell them both thet they are using the :
wrong set of criteria, The new weve s a part of modern sclsencse fig-
tion , with 1ts emphasis (by the bebt writers) on analysis of psrsonel
and cultural psychology, and 1ts ‘concirn for the human condltion, »
but it 1s a clearly rscognizeble pheyomenon= and & legitimste one.
Meusrs. Plerce and Ste John hsve Yesn Lryinp, each other's strength-
and patisnce- by asserting that his lavorite wave end cluster of authers
is the true repraesentative of romér’zioism. But all of science fiction
is romantic to the extent to which L{ conecsrneg itself with human values-
answers the guestion: right or wro:g? ' Wnenee comeés this literary
myopla? Is romanticlpgm unot & homojsneous phenomenon?

TUFIND THEANSWEZARSE TO (RESE! QILSTIONS AND MUGH MCRE IN
“PART ‘11 OF THIS ESSAY~ TO BE PUBLISHED PRESENTLY

: s o
Yo . ““In‘desdrts end ‘in for:st lands ‘ T
T=U Jurk ‘ever Hungry ‘dectanda oo al gt
“‘Their sking are. blegi @8 ebonys “-" Toni0)
" “Pheir eyes ‘ar'e whiti &8 ivory. 908 Kennos :

97 Hale "demon ‘and Helf sennibals } alds S o %e
Y s'WAth norYrible big ravaiblbee o T0 tadieg/s dau

- Thelr Hindn forms' [lae fiendish lust: sgbuilads
_ They ars not worthy of your truste ..
" In forests ‘and in disert lends.
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x8 pnaged atedlys 1 : i 8 8elitlt efal adi aml
S ; AFerdimand Brioend.If; by Brinten Griarded.; oo g
Ferdinhoot Brigand II' steppéd dvse bis time. i1aghine and was instantly i
transported 071596, just a® the grest: Ellze ethan- playwnite, willlam 3
Shokespeéare, was- ettashing thé sitle  pege Lo hls.lakest wlay, lLay Hold
o 2o 1 =
!

\
e

- “gulely Before, Bhe  ge b8 \way.,:Leafling through the
opening peges ol the play, Ferd.nkoot. remark:d to:the Bast py. " 9By, Will,
This 1s great Stuff- but ian’t the. title & bit muchy-0ld ber?!. To which
the bard mads his reply: "By .ove, you're righi, but, dasholiall, I
just oan't think of 2 name. What shall I ‘e&ll ite" ¢ 8813 '

Ferdinhoot stood a moment in the profound tvough®eof whieh tnly he
was ocapable im the universe, and Ehortly the sigwer”cede +o him.” "Aha,"
he saild, "why not just shorten the title and o1l 1¥'Jullus, Siize Her."

"Capital idea," eried thi bard and, drawing a sheet, of £OOL8GID O
him, he inscribed the name >f the play 28 it cene dtwn: to use

ittt it i et iae

/




‘- nichael Noorcock, The wWarlord of the a&ir, Ace Specialy, 87060, 75¢

In this novel, Moorcock attempts to combine an H.G. Wells style and
formet with that oh-so-important "social relevauce” that seems to
obsess the more pertinent writers today. Although the result is some-
what interesting as & literary freak, it is a mlserable fallure as
literature.

The thing abounds in cheap tricks: first, 1t's supposedly written
by Moorcock's grandfrther in 1904 from the protagonist's narratlion of
nis sdventures. Second, an Amerlocan scoutmaster is introduced latsr,
always ranting about the "Niggersi" who don't know their proper place,
and surprise, it's none other than Ronald Reagan. Third, to just cover
the ma jor points, there's a mysterious thing called the HFB rattling
around, which, in 2 stirring (anti)climax, is revealed as a nuclear
fission bomb, which any halfway intelligent reader will have known
alresdy -for many pages.

Then, of gourse, there are the stereotypes and cliches in abundance,
Things 1liks the eerie, anclient oriental clty high in the Himalayas, and
ite eerie, anoiente oriental ruler, lifted straight from Fu i.anchu.
trop like the hero's sudden desertion of his lifelong principles and
wholehearted acceptance of the Warlord's argunentis. Shoddy charsct-
erizations, forced plot advancement, stultifying proge. This is a bad
book, folks.

But etill, it manages to retain a measure of that good old-fashioned
sense-of-wonder with 1ts wain ideas that a man from 1902 tlme-travels
to 1973 and does not find our world, but one where heavier-than-air
flirht was never discovered, where transportation is by glant dirigibles,
where the World Wars nsver took place, where colonlal empires (including
the U.5.° possession) 8till abound. The parte whers Moorcock outlines
this world are fascinating, although they are not enough to snve the
story.

This book seems to have been written in one hell of a hurry. If
Moorcock had taken the time to upgrade his chargeterisations and improve
his srguments for the stand he takes; this might have been & @minor
classice

o \
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FUTURE SCH.OCK
or more reviewsa by B.D.A.

Anti-Man by Dean i, Koontz, Paperback Llbrary, €3-304

According to uebster's seventh New Collepiate Dictlonary, a pot- S
boiler ie "a usually inferior work of art or llterature »roduced chiefly
for monetery gein." :

Ankl-Man ie a potboller

which is a shrme, It could h~rve been good, Guite goods DButes.

But Koontz wosn't good enough, siaply. He wasn't good enough be-
cnuse he lacke the nbility Lo inke the render believe, not » bit.

This took iu & farce, & farce as bad g8 th: worst comlc book, btut
without the pictures to look at.

The plot is one lon: chm”se. In pPrt I, the whole world is out to
get the hero and his ~udrold. There nre two types ciections; the hero,
Jacob, Lelng chased by cops, rnd Jason cicsing ofter food, (s~vage Alnskan
wokves, no less) for the hungry android, Him (or He, 8 he 18 ~luo
crlled). He, (the android) turns inte God end rronlses to help the
worlde.Jacob turns himself in to the police, and lots them use & dup-
licate androld for target ractice.

In part II, Jrcob gets cut of Jjril ofter
a few days, thonks to a clever lawyere. The
android rean e~rs and tries to kill Jacobe
The chnse 18 on agrin, intemsinsbly. Jacob
finally aeclides teo go back Lo the Alesskan
hide-out and kXill the mother ~ndreid, Ged,
who is imiobile in the cellrr, amking dupli-
cates of hiwself. ahen Jacob co.es, God tells
him thot he was rerlly being nttrcked by an
erissary of urtan, who 1s really AR ren-
eznde duplicates God glves Jason 8 pep tnlk
and another duplicate, #nd the twoe Legin
hunting for dJatan. They figure Satan must be
hiaing in a nearby eabin, »nd sure enough,
taey ~re attacked by digestive tentacles as TRy
they cow€ near, The good duplicnte kills the Jrtan rEXEEX wother . (S
the evil duplicate shows up and kills the good dupllicate, then beginse
to chenge into snother mother~bodye ‘'How do you kill #n evil God?'

. thinks Jasone Obviously by vumping thirty or forty tullsts into 1t
and settin. it on fire. Ta-dam, . T'he good God has won, (Indeed, 8t
this poilnt, the reader does =8y, "Ch, good Gode)) and a new daydewns
for kKerthe ‘

I won't uentlon the curacterization, because there isn’'t any to
sneak of, . |

To suu it up, forget it. Buy sowe other book or give the book to é

cheritys You woun't be missing o thinge 3

Bt it
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