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However. .

For those of you who missed owr totally famtastic first ish, T will explain
our amazing, new, original way of writing an editorial. I.Paula-Ann Anthon
write the paragraphs with no indentation (Tike this one) and Mark writes al
the paragraphs with the conventional five-space indentations.

I suppose some pecple may be wondering why thiz issue iz six months late.
Hreeme. . .50 am 1. Eer‘[ms‘l{ we had 2 Tot of problems getting this out===I'm
taking thirty hours of college credit, Mark was leaming to type, we moved
to Tempe, my dogs tore up some of the finished pages, and we were terribly
busy singing in choirs. Hey., you, quit playing that violin music.

By the way---to answer all those letters and postcards coming in asking about
our relationship=---we are a sister and brother team. In other words we are
not marfed. Okay? Got that straight? Mark, wzke up and say something,

I've just bean Jooking at the Tinished issue amd 1t 15 pretty Tunny
to notice that all the pages that I typed up are indented amd the onmes
you typed up are mostly not indented. Paula-Amn why don’'t you comment on -
owr contributers thich. After all if Terry Ballard cam do 1t s0 can you.

Why de you always ask me that same dumb question? In 21l the big popular
fanzines 1ike 5.F. Peview and Energuman---they never talk about all of their
contributors. They always talk about secial issues or famnish gossip.
Gccasionally they do tell how they got a hernia getting a certain article
from Harlan E£111som or some other Big Name Pro.

But Paula-Ann, those Tanzines have fn1ded.':

Oh, well. But still my point is I would rather take these lines and tell
wou how much 1 hate Nixon or why he should be impsached or better yet tell
you how fantastic the last convention was. :

Boy, 1f we keep this up we won't aet anything talked about. Say, dide't
we have fun at the last Westercon: "~Ne got aquainted with 211 kinds of people
that we always wanted to meet or found out that we should have wantad to mest.
Peopla 1ike Dan Steffan, Lee Nordling, John Pound, Mike and Susan &1icksobm,
Jim McLeod, Greg Davidson, Fritz Leiber, Margo Skinner, Grant Canfield, ;
Toon became fast friends,



Mark, you name-dropperlil!

Yau ain't seen nothin yet. While 1t was great for me to see Tim Kirk
and Jim Schull again. Those two even roomed together on the top floor of
the hotel. by the way, the hotel was the 5t. Francis, and everywhere ona
went one could see the leters--STF--printed in the sand of all the hotel
ashtrays. OQuite appropriate for 2 5.F. con.

Things stand out in my memory about the con. Like msking a Tuncheon
date with Tim Kirk and Lee Mordling for the next day. However the rext
day Paula-Ann, Lee, and 1 couldn't find Tim. So we grabbed Greg Devidson
and dashed offto look far a decent resturant to eat at, Paula=-fnn, whio -
the night before had had dinner with Larry and Fuzzy Pink Niven and four
others, had gone to some expensive Armerian Resturant where you even had to
pay 50¢ for the water bowl. Thersfore she decided to lead us to several
great resturaunts she knew of.

Thus we three poor artists, Lee, Grea, and I, were continually
actounded when Paul-Ann would lead us into, as she sald, "inexpensive res-
turants®. Finally we found & steak joint and gorged ourselves, When we got
back we found Tim at the G.0.H. speches (by George Barr and Larry Miven).
Tim exclaimed how he had been lopking for us and was famished, sugoesting
that we go eat mow, Paula-Ann, Greg, Lee, and | all groaned in urison. As
we loosened our belts,Dan Steffan and Jim Schull commented that they were
hungry too, so we al11 headed on down to the hotel coffee shop. There we 21l
had to sit on two adjacent but seperate round tables while the waitress with
the whip and leather boots kept beating us. We had a very interesting con-
versation all about possible Westercens in Phoenix, who was the best of the




six artists on the table (the five of them tied), a possible convention site
at a camp in the Prescot.Arizona National Forest, ¥hy Dan got a fly in his
soup while we did not, and a reveélation by Paula-Ann: how everyone at the
tables would contribute to our fanzine, or else.

God bless, Mark. How you do rattle on! You don't even let me get & word
in edqewise. Let me Essure you, dear readers (as Anne Brante would have
?ut it), that Mark's version of Westercon is slightly slanted. Example:
hat steak house he raved about was great for he, Lee, and Greg but

poor vegetarian Paula-Ann was stuck with a baked potatoe.

A11 together it was a great conventfon--party wise at least. The Gakland

in '76 bidding committee gave & party nearly every rilght. Phoenix Phandom
threw 2 quite memorable party on a very limited budget. Elaine Rice's

(an unofficial Phoenix Phan) small room was totally packed. All of the people
Mark mentioned above were there and many more. We got ‘a Risk game going.
in a corner. It finally ended at 8:30 AM the next day. :

Ancther plrtz 1 hold fairly clear in my head is Dan Steffan's 'Bi11 Rotsler
Suprise Birthday Party'. When you walked in the room it was 1ike 2 gathering
of Who's Who in Fandom, 1 came in with Framk Denton and his wife (Hello,

out there 1f you are rveading thig)., 1In the dim 1ight I managed to make out
Susan and Mike Glicksohn, S51lverBob, B111 Rotsler, Larry and Fuzzy Pink Niven,
Tim Kitk, Poul and Karen Anderson, Grant and Cathy Canfield, Terry Carr,

Larry Todd, Alpajpuri, James Schull, and Lee Nordling. {Hey, just listen
tome. I'mgetting to sound 1ike Mark) Anyways, we all had a great time,

] took dozens of pictures and got into some strange conversations. We all
went out a4t 3:00 AM to get something to eat. It was totally delightful.

T.want to make sure and say that while I was in 5.F. T met two tntu1;y
:ﬁlrmﬁni people who supplied me with 2 great deal of conversation---Margo
Skinner and Fritz Lefber. It made the conveWtion much move enjoyable when
they were thers. And 1t 45 too bad that Margo did not make it to Woridecon,
1t would have been much nicer.

That was totally adequate P.A. but we shouldn't dwell to Tong on &
topic that's five months cld. Let us move on to what all fanzines must have
to be be popular, ..

What's that, Mark?
Personal gossip and garbage.
Basp, Wou mean we are going to pull a Dick Gels?i?i
That's right-=1f it worked for him, 1t wil)l work for us. Take 1t away

iAl

Okay, finally I cen bring up B point net often brought uﬁ by fanzines, Did
ever notice thet most science ficion fans are gay? Hey, guit that Taughing.
mean that in the old sense of the word. You know--happy or jovial. The
reason | usually have so much fun at conventions 15 that the fans are so
uninhibited (my spelling of evary word in the dictionary {5 notrocious



so when you come to a misspelled word---piease dnc'C laugh to loud and skip
over it) But, as I was saying, it is depressinc :ne way mundane like to

hold us down. Mark and I are always encounterine ©1is in one of the choirs

we sing in. All they ever think about is how ceric.. they are and much more
serious they can get. This 1s emactly the i -+ 7 that bothers me most. Whats
wrong with puns, gags, jokes, being on a natural nign all the time, or worse
yet, ([gasp, shock, faintina from the back of the room) just being an.extrovert,

Fandom, arise. Fight out for your simple right to be as silly as you wish

to be. Play a joke on your meighbar. Hext time someone Says "Hi" to

you reply "So am I". Pun your co-workers to death. Work out a dance routine

so that next time you 9o to a good restaurant you can dance on the table.
.—Sing Tilk-songs as you walk down the street. Rext Halloween go Christmas -

caroling.

That should freak those mundames out. I'11 never forget the time at this
years Worldcon when we all sang filk-songs up and down the Toronto Mall —
at the Rangquet. Ah, yes. MNow, that was a convention.

Personally, | thought that the Worldcon was toelarge. It was redeemed
by 1ts computer games, PBode's cartoon concert, and a variety of old freinds —
and people 1i%¢ Cob Vardeman, Freff, Mike Glyer, Ted White, and Erad Balfour
who We got to knaw, One thing interesting about it was that most of the
artists could be found at strange times of the day, drawing in large groups.
Each of thes drawing a pithy cartoon and handing 1t to another artist to
enlarge unon or add to. By the way I Just noticed that while we have bean
typing un this editorial that weve been spellino James Shull's name wrong.
Rhy don't you type these pages over again and correct our mistakes Paula-Ann?

}Ehuve it, sweetheart. Mo way am I aoing to type un these pages again.
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Youreright about one thing Mark, that was a pretty neat convention. The
only thing that bothered me was the fan artist award---I love Tim Kirk's art-
work but T think that Rotsler should have been given the Hugo foi- , at least,
gratitude for all the work he has done.

One thing that got the convention on to a bad start--for me at least---was
the busy holiday travel on the airlines. [ feel kind of 5illy telling people
that on August 31st I spent all day in Chicago but all I saw was the inside
of the ('Hare airport. Oh, well, just wait till next year when Mixon will

be in complete charge. If it is half as organized as his adminfstration

I had better leave in Juiy. Dh, I wish I were & dog and Nixon were a tree.

If you are ever in Toronto visit Benihama of Tokyo. It 15 one of the best
Japanese restaurants I have been to. A group of us went on the very last
night of the con. It was like getting a side-show with your meal 1f you
can excuse the gross comparison.

We would 1ike to get our next isue out sometime in early February. Which
seams possible cosidering we have a month off around then. 1Ff anybody
would 1ike to contribute anything: please, Please, PLEASE get 1t into

us by late December or at the wvery latest early January. Thanks.

For you Christians out there-----Merry Christmas. For you Jews out there:
Happy Hanukkah. For you atheist: Good Luck. This s our Christmas ssue
and there 15 not a single reciepe in the entire issue. Oh, well.

%o much for thish editorial. FRemember Westerconm in Phoenix in 2001.
Please enjoy the ish and send us a letter of comment if you have the time,
We love hearing from you. [t does wonders for our ego.

Seatmb oLl - mm——

***Don't forget--if you want znything printed have it in by early January
or middle any month-fust send fit, you fool.

*4*Thank you, Aunt Molly for the money to print up the issue.

waPlenty of Twibbet's left i1f you want one.

wwefen 5t. Andre and Efl11{e Zarbin got married----but not to =ach other.
w**Tmpeach Nixon.

wexd, 5. U Sun Devil are number one.

***The Phoenix Cosmic Circle 15 the only official fan group in Phoenix or it's
dred.

*#*kThank you Doug Barry for orinting this up at a discount.

**%Rams in the Super=bowl

***Tryst fn God. She'll provide.
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S.E Games For S.E People ¥

Prborean Risk

by KEN ST. ANDRE

{First in a 3eries)

Imagine your self back in Robert E.
Howard's Hyborean kingdoms..shortly after
Conan's time. Six mighty warrior kings
have arisen in the six mightiest nations,
and the time has come for emoire building
by force of arms and magic. The countries
are Aguilonia, Memedia, Koth, Stwgia, Turan,
and Vendhya. They begin to take over the
smaller weaker countries around them until
an Ineyitapie contlict takes place between the major nations.

This is the basic situation in Hyborean Risk, a qame which exists right
new fn & Timited edition of two; one belongs to me and the other to Mark An-
thany. As the nare implies, this game is based on the conflict situations
created in Risk, but with some rule changes that make it more realistic and
rore fun to play.

If you want to play this game, you will have to make an edition of your
own, & job that will takeabout six hours unless you get someone to help wou.
The materials are easily obtainanle and cheap. You will need a large sheet
of poster=board, preferably white or vellow because wou will have to draw and
write upon it, about fifty 3" X 5" note cards to serve &5 country cards, ten
dice (five of ane color and five of another). several hundred counters of dif-
ferent calors ta use as armies (the 1ittle wooden armies included in a regular
Risk game wark very nicely), and a few sheets of paper to write the rules down
on.

The first job is the hardest: namely. creating the playing board. Get one
of the Lancer Conan books (or one of the earlier Marvel Conan comics) and cepy
the mapof the Hyborean world on the poster-board. You are enlarging by 2 factor
of about twenty, which calls for some good free-handing on your part in drawing
in the countries' borders. (Sometimes it helps to set up some kind of a grid
system to keep the proportions accurate.] Draw your map 1ightly first in pencil,
then go over it in black ink so that the countries borders are guite wisible,
Mext add geographic features 11ke cities, rivers, mountains, forests. HRemembor
to leave some room on the west edge of the board for the ocean, and to Teava
desert between the border of Turan and the eastern Hyborean kingdoms of
Hyperborea, famora, Koth, Shem, Stygia, and the Black Kingdoms. With c2lored
pencils (crayons are too greasy and smeary) you can draw in forests. rivars,
mountain, cities, plains, deserts, swamps, and seas. The finished project should

11



oe @ beautiful, full-color map of the HYborean world of Conan. I e i o
mine is, and I'm not mucn of an artist.

Dnce the map-board is done, the vest of the work is easy. The 35
cards are used as country cards, one country to the card. Unlike Risk, they
are not dealt out egually at the beginning of the game. A olayer starts with
the card of his home country. 8s he takes over other countries, he also takes
their cards. The cards for unowned countries are left in & stack to one side
of the board. Each card should contain the following information for one
country: Mame. Basic Strength, and Strength per turn. If you are artistic
and ambitious you could also draw a picture of the country on the card. A
sample card might read: (Top line] Aquilonia, (Double space---third 1in=]
Basic strength: 10 units. [Double-space---fifth 1ine) each turn eiant mora
units are placed in this country. GBelow follows a chart showing the names of
all the counilries, and their relative strenoths, which I deterrmined from
reading and rereading all the Conan books. . (I counted such things as the size
of the country, the irplied population in the books, the level of the civil-
jzation, and the relative size of arries raised in those countries in various
Conan stories.)

This might be a good place to anngunce that this game isn't truly fair
tg all the players. Unlike chess which starts off with both players exactly
equal in power and position. this game is based on a concept 1 hawve been
develeping for several years of unavon war games, In 1ife it is pretty rare
when adversaries are evenly matchec, and so I decided to make 1t 1n my games.
Fe who has a irferior country must make up for it in skill or luck if he
hopes to win., FRight now I will say that Aquilonia, Stygia, and Turan have
gecgraphical adventeges that make things really tough on Koth and Memedia
after only a few turns, whereas Vendhya is sc iselated that it s bath hard
to conguer and hard to conguer from.

Eelow is the chart of countries and strengths.

Country Basic Strength Each turn strength

AoqulTonia
Koth
Hlemedia
atygia
Turan
Yendhya
Hyrkania
Argos
Lhem
IZingara
famora
Tranistan
7amboula
Keshan
RBrythunia
corinthia

— ] — — ] —
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uphir

Cimmeria
Hyperborea
Meru ¥
Asgard

Border Kingdom
Pictish wilderness
Yanaheim
Barachan isles
Darfar

khauran
Khoraja

Kush

Punt

Zembabwei

L R i I e (e e ) o T TP R R Y
] il e el —F N B N )

x Hyrkania is acrpes the Vilavet Sea from Turan and approximataly aqual in
size. East of it there is only wasteland, except for the small mountain

country of Meru.

1 Zamboula is &

medium-2ized nation completely suvvounded by desert sectars.

It Ties midway between Turan and Zerbabwei on a soutiwestern course from

Aghrapur.

# Meru ¢ a small mountainous nation on the far =astarn side of the board,
primarily imnortant as a center of magic.

b
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Between Turan and tne fonabited lands of the west are several sectors of
desert, about the size of a medium-5ized kingdoms each. There must be at
Teast two sectovrs hetween famora and Turan. The kiestern Ocean is also divided
fnto sectors. each the size of a small country. Turan i divided horizontally
into three secters of approximately equal size as ic Hyrkanfa. Aquilonia and
Memedia are divided horizontally inio two secters of equal size,and s is
Hyperborea. Likewite Brythunia and famorad are divided horizontzlly inte sec-
tors of equal size. FKoth is divided vertically into two sectors of egual =ize
as is also Shem and Iranistan. South of the Black Kingdoms of Kush, Darfar,
Keshan, Punt, and Zembabwei are several black countries of small size withou?
names , and worthless for reinforcements, justi as the desert squares and ocean
sectors aven't worth any armies and need not he occuppied.

When there less tham & plavers, the countries used to start should be
used in the order Tisted on the chart abowz. IF you nave move thanm & plavers
[and enpugh avmies of diffarent colors to represent them) Argos, Shem, and
Ilingara can also be used for basic countries, Thougn those players, heing
weaker, will have a harder time of it, and are 1ikely to be the first ones
wiped out.

These are the rulesz for plzying Hyvborear Risk:

To start: The players put tneir basic strength in armies on their home coun-
try, dividing them equally amoung the sectors. An arder of play is deter-
mined by each player rolling ftwo dice--high thros goes fivst, Tow throw
last. (Some people claim that this gives either the first or the last
playar an extra advantage. 1 dom't think so, but If you want to nullify
it, determine the order of nlay afresh at the start of each turn).

A Turn: These were the old days before mechanized transport. Empire-buil-
ding was =low. Each complete turn represents a year, and comsists of
all the movement and conflict of all the players,

W HOo
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To Beqfr: Each player has his ten grmies on the board. The only ones who
could fight each cther ave Aquiloniz and Mewedia. It is suggested they
not fight, but spread ocut and take cwer the vacant lands araund them.
When a country is first seized, its basic strength comes on in the colar
of the conqueror &t the beginning of the next turn. Basic strength anly
comes oh once in the whele came; after that the continuing strength comne
on. Cxample: Aquiloniz moves cne army in and takes the Border Kingdom.
bn the second turn 2 Agquiloniar armies come cn the Border Kingdowm. La-
ter that turn it is overrun by Memedia. At the baginning of the third
turn, only che Nemedian avmy comes or in the Burder Kingdom,

Movement Rates: Khen moving into vacant countrics at the start of 1he fare
or through uninhabited land 1ike the desert or the ocean, speec 15 va-
stricted to one sector per turn. ‘When trzrsferrirg armies froo ane
country to another, they may cnly move ane sector per turn. It s pos=
cihle to move faster, but only when ong % moving an invading or flesing
army - See combat rules below.

Combat: Combat occurs when one colored army invades the territory of arother
actually moving inio the sector. It is accomplished in the Risk manner
of rolling dice and comparing the high rolls against each other right on
down tre Tine. Unlike Risk, more dice are available, up to & dice for e
each player. See table below:

No. of armies No. of dice volled
1=3 1
4= 2
7=10 3
11-15 g
16 or more 5

Example: 5Stygia is invading Shem which 1s garrisoned by Kothiae troops.
The invading aeny consists of 11 units and the defenders of B. Stygia rolls
four dice getting a 5.3.1,1. Kot rolls 3 dice gerring a 6,3,1. Stygia
Toses 3 armies leaving 8 and Kotn loses twa leaving 6. Urlike Risk. ties do
not go to defenders, but kill both playars. Stygia now has three dice and
Koth has two. Styaia rolls B.6.5. Koth says, "Argn, I'm afraic. We' re
retreating back intc kKoth. Koth then maves hes B men north into Koth. Sty-
gia might then choose efther to follow and attack the armies in Koth, or tur |
west and try to take the other half of Shem, or sit pat and end his turn. !

what this example shows is (1) how conflict takes place, (2] how the re=-|
treat rule works, and (30 how the invading anmy can continue attacking and
thus cover more than one sector per turn. [f Stygia had had any other attach*
elsewhere, he could have then turned to them.

Order of Play; At the beginning of esch turn, the players look at the countr
cards they hold, and put all the arries that are coming to them on in
the appropriate places. Then the player whao 15 first moves whatever men
he wishes to move, invades all the places that he wishes to invade, and |
fights all hes battles. If a player retreats, the first player may eithes
chase him or turn his attack in another directicn. When the first p]ij&ri
iz finished, the second player then moves all of his amies thet he wi- |
ches to move, sets up and resolves all his conflicts. Likewise for all

I
E
|
15



oLher players through the Tast: then a new turnbegins, armies are put on,
eic:

Magic: In conan's time, magic was a fact of Tifa. In a war game magic would
okviously be used to cestroy one's enemies. .0On the game-board there
are six sites of magical power® each is worth one magical strike per
turn at an enemy's armies. They are denoted by & wed gsterisk, and are
to be placed in the country of Meru, the country of Zembabwei, the sou-
thern secter of Iamora, the nothern sector of Hvperboreac the Izle of
*apur in the central section of the Vilayet 5Sea, and the Isle of the .
Black Cres on the Western ecdge cof the boawd in the ocean. Magic works
1ike this. You move your invading force into the country vou wish to
attack, anmounce that you are going to make » magic strike, and then
roll two dice. If you roll a 5, you have destraved ten of the enemy's
armies by magic. (You destrny TH1CE whatever your roll may be.)

But magic has dangers for the user, too. Should you roll doubles you
lose twice whatever the double is. Say you rolled a double 5, but

had only invaded with 4 armies. Those four would die, and you would
have to take 16 more armies off gther parts of the world. Magic can

be very useful, but it'can alse be disastrous. It won the last game [
plaved for me. Thre tines it backfired against my foes, and at the end
I took Stygia with nnly one army fromm the sea, wiping out ten with a
good magic rall. !

Conditiors for Victory: The ghe drawback that this game has is that if you
try to play it 1ike Risk ti11 only one player rerains alive, it will
prebably take & or 7 hours (maybe Tonger). I suggest that you set a
time 1imit on the game, 1ike & ov 3 hours, and at the end of that time,
gach player adds up the basic strengths of the countries he holds.

The player with the highest total is declared the winner. Though it

is possible througk Tuck and strateqy to reverse a losing streak and go
on to win the game, 1t 15 more Tikely that if you bBegin to win you will
cantinue to win, as strength s more curuwlative in this game and does not
come in ewer-increasing surges as it does when you turn in cards in Risk.

A playcr is cnly technically out of the garme when he loses all his armies,
and all of his countries. It usually occurs at about the same time.

In the case when two people wipe each other out simultaneously while
fighting for @ country. that country then becomes unowWned wntill someone
re-enteys it. That someonc then owns it, but may not get armies for it
until1l the boginning of the next turn.

Unlike Risk, you need not leave armies behind im countries that you own,
but such undefended countries may be entered by a single army and be

taken from you. Moving from country to country may only take place

where there is maasureable border, but not where country's meet at a single
point such as the corner of Aquilonia and Argos.

Hope wou readers in fandom 1ike and will try this game. Address all
gquestions to Ken S5t. fndre, 4425 N. 8th Ave. #1, Phoenix, Arizona, 85013,

Happy Hacking,
Ken 5t. Andre
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Whatever-Logged by TerB

My being here on this page is a long story that I will tell in one
sentence. | did have my own fanzine called Garuda. and T sent 1t off ©o a2
friend who said he would print it for free, but he procrastinated and sent
it hack to me ronths later when the topical material was out of date 50 I gave
ten usablpages to Mark and Paula and buffalowed them into leiting me have my
own page in Whatever, for the purpose of communicating with the Bor 10 people
in fandom who know who the hell I am, and since Mark and Paula are desperate
for material and easily buffaloed then nere 1 am.

By way of introduction to those of you who don't know me or krow of me,
I'm Terry Ballard, and I usually write shorter sentences. Also, I altermately
hrag or confess that I started Phoenix fandom, back in the ancient year of 1988
Fandom here has come a long way now; as you can sce, they do know how to make
a Fanzine. In fact, Mark and Paula do such a good job of it, that they put
me out of Business. From now on I will just sit back and write for them, and
not bother with being up all hours of the night with typewriter and corflu.
Let them have the headaches. Ha- ha.

: Getting aroung ta my writing, for the past few years I have been writing
piffly nonsense verse. You can find my verse in almost every Phoenix zine in
xictence, because I find it the most rewarding kind of fan writing. Rewarding
for me that is, and given to Fanzines fn a %ilgore Trout-type masochistc spirit,
because we all knaw that "fan poetry" is not read by anybody. I have often
felt that a fanzine reviewer just passes by the verse and says..."three pages
of incredibly awful poetry” without even reading them. Then a strange thing
happened. My wswal inclusion in the first ish of Wnat:var secame @ hit. At
Ilast count at least two big name fans, of monumental stature, vaved about the
\damned thing. [ haven't seen Tt yet, but I did hear that Buck Coulson even
wanted to reprint the thing in Yandro. (Message to Buck, Sure 1'd be delighted
itn see 1t reprinted to see it reprinted in Yandro. Just be sure and sure me
\a copy. My address is 3219 E. Earll Dr. #7, Phoenix Az., BE018.) That's why
this issue 1s lousy with my humorous yerse. If any of yoy out there publish
a humorzine that needs that kind of material, just lef me know; I'11 fi1

all requests.

At this point, I'11 meke a few words of introduction to the material that
wac to have been Garuda 3. B1ui Magiik is a shoe salesperson at Penny's
‘who works with Brant Bates. Dave Bragg is another cld friend, and a fellow
‘veteran of Arthur Orman's creative writing class. Matt Henson is a yourg friend
‘of mine who comes into the library a lot, but that's the only resemblance
between his story erd reality. Anyone who krows me knows how false it ic to
picture me as a lazy buresucrat. And then there's Billie Zarbin, who wrote
‘the tiger story, and 1 couldn't describe her and do justice. 5he was once
desdpibed as being the den mother of Phoenix fandom; and although nobody
hac cgen her at club meetings lately, she's very much a part of the fannish



ccene in tewn. Also, Julie Cox, who did the fantastic tiger i7lo, s & friend
of my wife, Donna, Her artistic talent does not siop with drawings----she
brings her own style into all the arts.

for the benefit of some of you who wight 1ive in a cave, miles from the
nearest bookstore, I might mention the two new Star Trek books that came
put; both written by the ever-present David Gerrald. One 135 the Trouble With
Tribbles, and the other is the World of Star Trek. Donna, who is a bookstore
managar, brought the second one home far me to ses, and I will say that
although I am no Trekkie, and I dislike David Barrold, the book was absolutely
engrossing. Gerrold goes into greet detail about the Enterprise and its
universe; things that were never brought out in the shews. The baok suffers
ccme from being writlen from nis own experience with the one script that he
did, hut it appears that he also interviewed every member of the cast within
the last year. I was especially intrigued by what he had to say about tribkbles
You sea, T was at the St. Louiscon auctian in 1959, and I bought what was touted
ag the last tribble in the world, from the hands of DAVID GERROLD HIMSELF.
Imagine my surprise when I heavd that he was running around 3 years later
ce1Tling “Ruthentic Star Trek Tribbles” to unsuspecting snot-nosed fans.
Later on, somebody apparently cought up with him. and ne admitted the
fabrication of those tribbles.

To fans of the Terry and Ken satire stories, I apclegize for killing off
the protagonists, but & and one-half years 1s much too leng for an inane series
of that caliber. Well, what are you doing reading this when ther's some really
nreat stuff 1n this issue to seel
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by terd
by terd

put in houston
there's & cold wind
blowing through the
aaping cracks

of the doors in the
space center.

since the program
got the axe

man will never
reach the planets.
they will never
hear his sound;
ctill 1'm faaling
bad in knowing
pasa's in the

cold, cold ground.

by terk
by terd

SECRET OF THE SUPERMAN 5ASA SLASHEDI{{I11!

dke many of you, I have been following the Superman storfes for many years.

t has always seemed to me that there was more going on in the storfes

han the comics code would allow the D.C. company to come out and tell.

ne really juicy item has been buried in the pages of Action Comics for
ears, with only a few clues to help detectives unravel ft. The chief

lue is that the fnitials of all of the women in Superman's 11fe are

.L.  {Lana Lang, Lois Lane, et. al.}) Now for the shocker; LEX LUTHOR IS A
RANSVESTITE.

an.

This explains why he is so up-tight about fighting Super-
He s only tryfng to attract Superman's attention. Thers are more

lues, but Paula and Mark won't Jet me put them in Whatever, so look on your

Wri. Ha digging!
e Albert Lesken
FANNISH 'WHO's WHO' Flease send the following
information td: K.W. Dzanne
. MName: ; ‘The Cottonwoods', 47 Meeks
. hddress:  (may be withheld if desired) Cresfent, Faulconbridge, NSk
. Age: (may be withheld if desired) pustralia, 2776. He is

e ® 4 & -

k

B

}. hdd anything e

Year you started reading SF:
Year you entered fandom:
Fannish activities:

Fannish c¢laims to fame (if any):
Mame a5 many ENFs as you can (minimum 10):
Which pru:inasidn 3§u read? H
J. How many fanzines do you ge
l. Are 3uurw1111ng to rei]y En casual correspondence? YES/NO/MAYBE

compiling a "Who's Who in
Fandom'. Deadline: 12-31-73

Are you willln? to 111 out a more detailed questionare? YES/NO
5

e you wish known.
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The Crystal Man R
by Philip Feam e i

In the far future, when Earth

Is but a dusty plain,

And the once bright star field, sun,

And moon are an the wana, ¢
Only cne menument of

An ancient man remains. = .

Acrystalline form stands tall
In the dust of gone hy s
Clvilizations. TIts head i3 e = o
Back and its chin hald high. 2 .
It stands proud against a e

Red tinted, thinning sky.

It mirmors nat the lathe shapes

Of Lard Man, noble born, r
But Pride, fn the grace of abstract . o

Lines and forms forlorn. A

Its dmmartal pride only L

Serves Tong gons man to Scovn. o

The soul of its creator '

Lan he seer in 1ts face. .

The crystal glant mimics the

Ctanity of & race X
Long since gone to dust with the : o
Rest of a trackless space.

The giant was created while

Man and other races tread

The star-ways. HNow it Tives on when

All the rices are dead.

It Tasts on a5 the orb of c
S0l is now glowing red.

During the centuries-long day
And the thousand year night.
Wren galaxies are ending their
B111ion megayvear flight,

Now the spaceways are emply,
Races no longer meet

dnd not even wind disturbe dus
At the glant's feet.




&

Mtz Hensons

Phoenix Public Library--the final frontier! Into these halls travel librarians

and patrons with the common goal of keeping the past alive. Here, too, is

Terry Ballard, young library aide on a five year mission to maintain his ganity

and pay off the car. r

Captains Tog: Stardate 189473, 0200,

"Retyrning to planet Earth, back in time to the year 1973, in a minor
city in the United States known &s Phoenix. Cur sensing devices hawve regis-
tered unusual disturbances in the time continum there.”

"There's a pteronodon in the John,” announced the young man to the tired-
looking librarian in the children's room. “1t was perched atop the stall,
staring at me."

. "Wmm, pterodedens have been extinct for &0 million years. Are you sure
you couldn't have made some mistake?" Terry mused, my friend is sometimes
given to flights of fancy.

"Wo," said Matt. "Mo mistake. And there's something else you should
know about..."

Just then a portly man in an eighteenth century French outfit walked up
to the desk.

Mot air!" he shouted excitedly. "Hot air iz the answer.”
"Hrom," Said Terry. "He must be a politician.”
"Or a teacher," said Matt.

uwhat 45 this talk?" inquired the newcomer. "I am Mantgolfier, and I
have discovered that hot air can propel ships into ships into the siyp.”

"You've in the wrong place," said Matt. "You should be on What's my Ling?"
He turmed to Terry. "What are you going to do about this?"

"Continue to evaluate what happens.”

At that moment screams were heard from the other side of the children's
room. A brontosaurs head and neck was emerging from the stairway that lemds -
down to the basement. Several ladies were voicing their disapproval of this
latest development. _ g
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“fra you aping to do something now?" asked Mattacw,

"We, Brontosaurs are herbivorous. This one won't nurt anybody.”

"What happens if ne isn't houselrained?”

1A eall the A an o

More screams were heard from the other side of the Tibrary. A barbarian
warrior, prchably a Celt, was running around screaming and threatening poople
with a sinister-Tooking sword.

“hre you going to do something now?"

“Yas," said Terry. "This is serious." He took out a slip of paper and
Legan writing a remorandum to his boss.

"yell,” said Matthow, "I you're not going to do anything more direct,
tnen I'm going tc gn down te the basement and investigate this."

"That won't be necessary,” said a man who had just walked wp. "My hame
is Spock, and I'we besn called in to straighten ouwt everything. I my surmise
iz correct, then a younc man abrut thirty should come running up the stairs
any moment now."

Just then & voung man of thirty with black bushy hair ran up the stairs.
Mr. Snock signalled him to come owver.

"Sou're from the Time Tunnel, aren't you?" asked Spock.
"Yes," panted the man, who was quite cut of breath.
"You'ye been having some troubkle with the thing, haven't you?"

"Gh, you wouldr't beldeve 1t. It's completely out of kilher, throwing
thirgs from all tires irto this bwilding.”

"Part of the problem might ke that your show was cancelled.”

"tarcelled?" e asked incredulously.

"Yag, and since they coulen't communicate with you, nobody ever got around
to telling you. I guess they just got careless abeut taking care of the tunnel
after that."

"But your show was carcelled, too," said Matthew. "Wny are you still
around."

"Be logical, young man, MWe have encugh food for a five year mission---
ratings or no ratings.”

"can I go with you, then?" asked the displaced time traveller

“Certainly" said Spock. "We TV rejects have to stick together.”



The two of them went off to undo the damage caused by prehistoric monsters
tremping aveund a modern building.

“Wall, averything has been righted." said Matt.

“It's a good thing." said Teerpy. "It's time for my coffes break.”

At that moment, a strange metallic woice filled the eptire building.
"Hella. This 15 KRL 2000, the computer who makes Jats af mistakes. 1've just
came an the time continuum, and I am taking this liarary over, and making all
of you my slaves. My first orders...”

“"Well, here we go again.”

———




krgy: furkther, o neinge, that bhelr far ivime soread both far and wide, came
Faoee a tien whor bop oand terre wovn s’ octed tn receive a sinoular honor.

wpt owhan they came o tho epones place, taey found themselves eonfrented with

r‘;r.m a rrabable history Jn*"the
carears of KEY ST, AMDEE and
TEFRY BALLARD

A

ihe favk-panelled, hovse-drawn coach creaked te a halt in front of the
Jwe ialls of a castle-like huildine., Terrv looked in onen-eyed awe at
vioring aray ralisades while Ken settled with the coachran,

“rpan the lurgace had bepn deposited on the damp earth, and tre hewild-
copd deiyar was pilotine his rickety vehicle into the darkness, clutchina
i1 one hand three sheets of areen starns and a wooden Yizon nickel.

fre you sure this is it?" asked Terrv, pullina at his pustache ner-
vauzly,  iemepne from the Con= comrdttee should certainiy be here to reet

1%,

K- shene his Flashlinht on the sfon above the pak and iron door. "Yes,
this i3 it. The Transylvania Travelodae."

farey |npked at the writing on the sian. "I can't read it, but T know
it says move than that.’

[t maraly says that they take Mastercharoe and -Pankamericard,” chuckled
.

[t was kypical that the doubts onawing at both men's minds should find
rost exeression in Ballard's corwents. Fver since he and St. Andre had
learnald Lhal Lhey werp to he the honored cuests at Transcon, the science-
fictlon canvention for Transyivania and the Balkans, and that their trip
wauld te entirelv paid for by TRAPP {the Transylvania Phan Pot}, the doubts
enaondered by watchino too many Yictor Price moyies on stormy nichts had
been orowing within them.

"ty ys?" Fen had asked, in his lomical, truth-seekine candor.

‘recause they wera theilled with our exrloits in the Hvborean aoe: they
loved every word of our tire ftravel storles....

“....and thev couln't eet Jop T, Drankin," Xen helped answer his own
muestion.

egrcastic S Moo Br Y puttered Terry.

Hrwewer, in snite of forbodines, neither man was about to twrn down a
free trin to Furope, amd sc ithew accented.

Tr weeks to come their erihusiasm was tempered still further by the Con's

Progress reports,
"Hey, ¥en, 1t savs here that we are only the second recipients of TRAPP.®



'he was first?” ke it

"Maude Nealer.’ =_ "

"We'11 never live up to | 5 _
a predecessor like that,” " S5 0 f
said Ken. ' i/

"Bnd get this! At the ,.ﬁ’ g
barquet they plan to have F; o
roast hat in barbeque sauce.™} ;

"What"s for desert?" fi{ &
asked Ker glumly. ety !

"Baked Siteria.’ tal]

"havbe HF can send out %||q
for a pizza. W

Terry crew even less hf‘-ﬁ-ﬂ g j’?‘%
enthusiastic when he told his® _'# 'u'?ﬁ 3
insurance man about the trin.
The next dav he received a B i W
letter statinc that his life e
insurance had beer cancelled, == :

Their trip Fac a few had L S .
morants.  "File flivino over LI
Ohio, their olane was sky- oy
jacked by @ mar who demanced e e o
more left-turn lares in Phil- el " b
adelphia. The sirlire clewerly e o
disposed of the nuisance by B R A
niving the man & narachute
with three strings missing
and ten Raleigh courons. AP
After a 30,000 foot drep,
he caused no more troukle.

Later, while crossing the :
ﬁt1ant1c they ran into turbuience, ard the “n Spabinn sion camc on.  Priv it
didn't say Mo Smeoking. Tt read: COur Tather, whe art in Hesven..

Eecausé_ﬁe'had & genuine nift for retrospection, Terry thnunHt anoual all
this while carryving his suitease to the door. Ken, meanwhile, was thinkico
that a few dozen op=a0 oirls would do wonders for the place.

Terry reached for the brase doorknob. As he turned it, the doar folld
frward, splinterine into a thousand pieces. Scores of klearv-cyed bats Mot
tered, souveakine, around them and vanished into the nicht. Swddenly, kchind
them, they heard heavy breathing followed ouickly by 2 skart howl. They dron-
ved thefr bags and spun around. There was the Ualfmen In 17 his hirsuie clor

"Wou must e tre U'mlfman,” seid Yen.

“Yeg, I ar,” ta orovled, extending his claw. "And vwou rust be Yee Sf,
fndre,

Tha twa shark nands,

This is Terry Sallan,’
“Meased to reat vpy,  T'we sean 21 of vour movies.
Tiee poarl wour oaerms.”

U T4 SR
Fpeur® chit-chet,” said Han.  Let's find our roors,'
"1 chew weu to thee, =aid elfrman. rickipg un a1l of thefr *aes,



te tney walkad un a decrenit staircase, Terry turned to the Wolfman and safd,
“mpp. 1'm a 1ittle confused. What nappens to you when there's a full mnon?"

"nh, fod, it's avful,” moaned the were wolf. "I burn with foyer: cold
cweat nours off me. m lirbs twitch uncontrollablys I am fillad with stranoe,
unraly urges: and then, . . T hecure a buman,’

‘Toor fallaw, " syrmathized ¥en. "1 feel the same way ryself cometimes,
especially if thern's a rood-looking gird around. "

Maither Terpry por the Wolfman would touch that lime.

iz they reached the third floor, horritle, fiendish Taughter assailed
thaip oars. "Mow I know we're at a Con," said ken. “That's an D.A.F.'s
party if 1 ever heard one.

; “This 18 wvour voem,  announced the “olfman. ¥en duc into his suitcase
frp the preper tip, fourc @ pound of raw hamburger, and tossed 1t to his ouid
ubn (mapeon the exrressicr) wolfec it cown, celoohane and all. "Thank ¥,
“ie," kg apowled. Tren, turning tail, ke left them to their own devices.

Tre ronm was fupnished in an eerly cobwebby nreen velvet neo-jiMpres-
e{nnism with a bit of late Sranish inguisition thrown in for spice. The aray
walle had heem lined with portraits of nrize-winnine cattle. Terry decided
+h3t thit wad heer thoughtfully done to nive the atmoschere a western
flavar,

They found a nrafgran on the hed-table, which notified them that the
enctyme tall weould start at nfne the same evenino. They just had time to
Zerghan up {r & bathroom that could have won prizes at an antioue show, anrd
i flep on tke bad for a fow ninutes rest, leaving Terry to mull on the
euestinn that always haunted him at canventions=-="Uhy couldn't 1 bhe inter-
peend in foothall like everyone else?”

The costume ball was a hizarre sight---a massive, drapery-1ined kallraom
Fillee with neonle in button-down oray sufts. Ken and Terry had rather un-
rririnally decided to come as themselwyes. They met infamous characters,
drested ags conyincing imitations of Fhrlichman, Haldeman, and Dean. Their
friand the “alfman nad come as Senator Irvin, and he pointed out some of the
pore intarstina characters.
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“Yander, havering aver the nunchbowl, is Count firacula, dressed to re-
sembTe his hero, Helrs of the C.I.A."

Ken pointed out an extrerely tall fellow wearina & button savinm, ‘Le’
me say this about that.'

"Who's the tall version of Mixon?'

‘That's the head of the Con conmittes, Frankenstein himself.”

"Mf course," safd Ken, "T shewld have known by the belt in his fowls.”

The party swirled on towards midniocht. Manv & cup of the brinht red
saltvy punch were irhibed by all present, and thinas becan to take on a warm,
fuzzy nlow for Terry who was talkino ahout the politics of conservation with
the Murmry, ¥en was trvine to make a 1ittle time with the Pride of Franken-
stein. MNeither of them hac naticed tne on= person who seered really out of
nlace at the ball=--a fellow in 2 nink and vellow clowe costume, with bolls
an his toes and sleewes.

¥en wobbled over and interrunted Terry's conversation. "Someone just
slipred me this note when I wasn't Tookipo.™
Terry unfolded the crumnled niece of parchment and read: 'The Jester is
coming. You must sten him from reachine the “eror.' Terrv crumnled the
?ntg gnd put it in his pocket. lle took his runch and sicnalled the Senator

rvin.

"Ts there a mirror fn this room?"asked Terry.

The ¥Wolfman mede a gaseing sownd. “"You know ahout the Mirror?!

“Not really, that's why [ asked wou.™

"Yeah, and who's the Jester?" piped in Ken.

Suddenly the man fn the ¢lown costume stood out like 2 sore thurh.
‘There's somethinn familiar about Kim." mused Ken.

Terry and the Yolfran were lookine at each ather sionificantly., A
Clown iz a kind of a jester.

"o you sunpose you could oet your friend Mixon to out a freeze an the
clown?" whispered Terrv. “Sort of a voice and body nalt?"

"Leaye it tg me." He sidled away to whisper a few wards in the hio
fellow's agreenish ear. MNixon nodded. Shamblino casually over to the clown,
he suddenly grabbed him, wrappine one mioht avm argund his hady and oaaninn
Afm vith his other hand. The clown strucqied 1ike a fish in & net, but he
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wis eoually helpless.

Crnd now," safc Terry, "let us see this fearsoma mirror.”

£11 eyes wavered between the strugqlina clown, and the figures of
Terry and Ken as the Wolfmar led them toward the north end of the large oval
ballroom.

WHAM! The double doors et the scuth end of the chamber clammed open.

A cold cemetery wind bearing the stench of decay invacec the perfumed air,
and out of the night glided a figure robed in lecrous white save for the em-
blem of a death's head in black on 1ts chest. The face was hidden in the
chadow of a cowl, but two peints of gray-green fire glowed where the eyes
should have been.

"Un oh," gurgled Ken.

"gomething tells me we put the arm on the wrong Jester," foreboded
Terry,

The Jester floated straicht toward the three, halting a short four
paces before them. He pointed a ocaunt finner at the ceiling, and a gigan-
tic square mirror was lowered to the €loer, where it hung, suspended by
silver thread.

The Wnlfman, who had heen momentarily paralized with fear, recovered,
With a long-drawn howl that broke the stunned naralvsis of all, he leaned
st the ominous figure. The fester raised one hand and shouted, STORE™

Tha Wolfman was frozen in mid-afr. Time in the room ceased for every-
one, but the Jester, who threw back his hood, reavealing a face the dupli-
cate of Terry's. He looked fato the mirror, which showed things as they
arsn't, and saw everything hut himsalf. He then turned around and con-
temptuosly faced the Ken and Terry of this story.

UYou two are a faded, worn-out, bad joke. It might have been & good

R fdea years ago for Ken and I to
use our own names as fantasy non-
heroes, but wou two are pverworked
fror excess mileage. Nobody cares
about vou any more. Face it, you
are & couple of bores, especiaily
ta the men who invented you.” !

"Besides that, even though Ken
and T are vastly different, you are
indistinauishable. You're just a
counle of faded cartoons that are
gnly good for mouthine quips.”

fs the real Terry becar to
speak, the false Terry and Ken be-
gar to fade away. By the time he
was finished, the two were gone,

Petil1l," said Terry softly,

“1 hate to zee vou 0o." He started
to step into the mirror, but @
volce hatted him.

"pait one minute, Terry." The
Clown disengaoed himself from the
nerveless finaers of Frankensteln,
. and walked over to face the Jester.
2% 1+ could be seen now that the Clowp
v ¥ was the real Ken 5t. Andre.

4 “1¢ §s fitting that you chose




Transylvania for this act of betray-

al, for you have done a truly monstrous
thing. This is not the first time that
a creator has turned against his cre-
ations. for fear that the created will
come to be more real than the creator.

I warn you now, though 1 take mo action.
8 1iterary character can not he banished
with a word, Only time and forgetful-
Ness Can erase one.

"Let us each depart now in our owm
way, and the party shall go on, though
not in this chromicle.” The Clown
slowly turmed and sadly left the room,
putting this set of monsters behind him
forever.

Terry mused for & second, and then
stepped through the mirror, emerging
in the den of his apartment, Looking
into the mirror, he saw a strange sight.
The entire known universe filled the .
screen with galaxies glittering Tike
Christmas 1ights. Terry picked up a
paper weight. “Good-bye,5tarheaps!”
he shouted. "Good-bye, Golden Thromes!'
%o saying, he threw the paper weight in-
ton the mirror. The mirror absorbed it, and & mist coveree 1is surface. One
last message appeared on it in letters of blazing orange: FEED THE CAT.

Then the mirror disappeared. Terry went out to the kitchen to wash
last night's dishes.




& by BHRANT BATES
2 i, y ERANT BA
AR O
AnTlane

Ynotna Kram turned his back to the jumgles of Rush and headed north for
winesoaked Mestentia at a steady trot. A fierce furnace breeze scorched across
his skin and waved his long reddish hair behind him as he went. Slung across
his naked back was an owal wooden shield of Kushite designm, and bound securely
to the center hand grips was a deer-hide pouch of uncut diamonds, rubies. and
emeralds, enough fine gems to establish his fortune n any af the Hyborean
cities far to the north.

If Ynotna Xram had been the thoughtful kind, he might have wondered how
he wausld pass througn the hostile, magic-haunted land of Stygia, or remembered
the shipwreck that had cast him ashore as the sole-survivor in a savage jun-
gled land. Ah, but the ways of the jungle are inscrutable, and a simple ar-
tist might survive and find wealtn whare a mighty warrior would scon wind up
in a cooking pot. But young ¥notna had Tearned the futility of thought, and
so he tackled his problems one at a time, And at the moment, his problem was
to cross the many miles of lion-infested savannan that lay between him and the
cities of the stygians.

He Knocked down three partridges--zilly birds, they didn’t know he was a
an enemy--the first night, made a fire from wildebeest dung, and feasted.
Mterward, he slept on a branch near the top of the scrubby trees that dotted
the plain.  That night no carnivores bathered him. On the second day. he was
trailed by a skulk of hungry lecpards, but by luck, he ran across a wild pig,
and speered it. He left it behinc far the leopards, thus neatly escaping
them. On the third day he had to swim across a srall river, where a swarm of
hungry mosquitoes attached itself to him. Though he swatted thew by the hun-
dreds, and van as fast as ke could in trying to get away from them, he must
have lost at least a quart of blood.

On the fourth day he came down with a fever, but befove it got too bad.
he found himself a good tree to hole up in. About rgon on the fifth day. he
fe1t well enough to go on. A hungry 1ion picked up his trail, and begen
stalking him. However, Ynoina reached a river, and swam across just inm time
te foil the big cat.
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That nignt n= nad & strange dream. He saw the dirty, tear-streaked face
of a girl, calling out to nim for help. He tried ta go toward her, bBut the
grasses wound themszlves around his legs. Strange, crocodile-headed demons
laughed and sneerad at nim. He woee up bathed in a cold sweat.

Much of the sixth day was spent up in various trees. There were many
more 1ions in those parts, and they all seemed willing to eat him,  He camped
that night not too far from a large river. It seemed to be flowing nerth and
west, which were just the directions Ynotna wanted to go, and he decided to
make a vaft, and float downstream. Mot only would he be safe from wild ami-
wals, but it would rest his fest and allow him to get in some fishing.

In the morning Ynotna used his spear olade to cut down some of the many
saplings that grew heside the river. He braided together many short cords out
of the waist-hign elephant grass of the veldt, and before midday he had a fine
little craft made. Ynotna Kram just hoped he wouldn't meet many hunary sau-
rians.

He floated down the river fur two days, camping on the shore at night,
and eating fish. Then the great stream tock him around a corner in the ninth
morning. and ahead of him rose a native village of sun-burnt mud huts. The
natives spotted him right away, and Taunched their canoes Lo intercept nim.

They teck him to  the chief right away. Ynotna prostrated himself imma-
diately ir the manner he had learned in the south, which pleased *he pot-bei-
lied old fellow. Soon, with the ald of an interpreter, the "-o~ssean lad was
talkirg to M'gula.

M'gula told him of the strange while woman he had seen only a few days
ago. She wee boi-- carpied captive to the city of the crocodile worshippers
in the gre: .4 b Cne esst.

“poor girl!" sympathized ¥Ynotna Kraw. In the marning he had breakfast
with the chief, and continued cn his weary way north. Three days later, he
reached the gates of Shushann on the southern borders of Stygia.

To ke Continued




The Thger in the Garden

by Billie Price

Sybil Grewster burst into tre study where her father was clipping cou-
pers. Eves rolling a&nd nostrils flaring, she stoad there in the manner of
Berre Daves imitatirg a race horce. Mr. Brewster half turned to acknowledge
her presence.

"Oh, hulle, Syb11," he sadid.
"Father! 3urely that's not a tiger I see in the garden?"
"Yes, that's exactly what it is. A tiger."

"Shouldn't someone do something about 1t2" Sybi1 ran to the gun case
and took out a shot gun. "This ought to fix him."

"Oh, do be still, Sybil. In the first place, that shotgun ﬁnqun't
f1x him. In the second place, that's my tiger. I have a permit for him.*

"0h." Sybil replaced the gun. "But, father, why do we need a tiger
in the garden?" ; -

“Far prowlers, Do you realize how many prowlers we have evory week?
Some of them even manage to get into the house. Why, last April I last &
¥an Gogh, in May, some one stole $B00 worth of antique snuff baxas, and last
week the leftover turkey disapp2ared from the refrigerator.”

"I ate that" =said Sybil. "I see your point, father. But don't you think
a8 tiger 1s a little extreme?”’

"Nol" thundered Mr. Brewster. "I work hard for what I nave and anybody
who comes to rob me has to contend with my tiger,"

Before Sybil had time to reply. there was a scream from the garden.
"By George!" said Mr. Erewster. "In broad daylight!" '

The scream rang cut again. "Fatherl That's mother!”

Fartunately, Mrs, Brewster hadn't gone too far into the garden before
tae tigar attacked ner. Thay were able to draq her into the house, all
except ner left leg. With Mr. 3rawster's money, they were able to equip
her with an artificial leg that Tooked almost real, and she only limped a
1ttle. 5Sne was never really tie same afterward, though. For weeks she
<ept begaing Mr. Srewstar Lo go into the garden and recover her leg,

"He's out there growling and gnawing over 1t, just waiting for the

rest of me," Mrs. Erewster said one night. "Some nights I wake up in a
cold sweat just thainxing about 1£.°
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"Now, Muriel. Your new leg is muck better than that cne. Wasn't it
your left leg that alweys ached hefore it rainec?”
"John, that waz my leg, and it should have been given a decent Chiris-
tian burial.”

Trying to make her motker feel better, Sybil sadid, "Perhans the tiger
has buried it by noa.” '

e
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Mrs. Brewster sfpped at the martini, her third that avening. "'Only dogs
bury things. Besides, even if he has buried it, he still isn't a Christfan.
He's only a heathen tiger." -

When dinner was announced, Sybil led her mother into the dinima room,
saying, "Forget about your leg, mother. You don't want to spoil yout appe-
tite. Remember, now. Smile.”

Obediently, Mrs, Brewster smiled. Her smile lasted through the soup an
and salad; it faded when the main course, a leq of lamb, was brought in.
After Mr. Grewster had finishad carving, and the gleaming white bone was ex-
posed, Mrs. Brewster whimmered, "John, my leg,”

Mr. Erewster called n the butler. “I thought it was understood that
leg of lamb was never served in this house, Mason. What {5 the matter with
that cook?"

“She's new, Mr, Brewster. [ suppose she has forgotten."

"What happened to the old cook?”

"She went into tﬁe garden for parsely, and was eaten by the tfger, sir."
“Oh. Well, tell the new cook to boil some eggs for Mrs. Brewster.®
“Never mind, John. TI'11 just take a 1ittle something to my room.®

The 1ittle something she took was a bottle of gin, and she was never
geen sober again. She was still obsessed with the fdea of regaining her leg;
it was all she ever talked about. Her constant state of inebriation made
har easy to fanore, and her drunken babbling did no more than provide an ob-
Ifgatto to Sybil's and Mr. Brewster's conversations.

At Mrs, Erewster became more and more inmeffectual, Sybil was forced to
take on new respensfbilities. The housekeeper, unnerved by the way the tiger
Tunged at her every time she passed the French doors leading to the garden,
quit. Then everything was on Sybil's shoulders. The servants weren't much
help, as they had a way of leaving as soon as they discovered that there was
a tiger in the garden. Theose who were not alert enough to discover the ti-
ger first had to be replaced anyway .

At first they were able to see the tiger very plainly as he paced the
perimater of the garden. Mr EBrewster had been forced to ler the gardener
g0, 50 aradually the unpruned trees and bushes grew togerher in a tangle of
green, and seldom did they see more than a flash of black and orance. Always
they heard him, snuffling and growling over the bones of the prowlers he had

tﬂught;

Mo one was aware that the tiger could jump over the wall that separated
the garden from the rest of the estate untl] the day that Mason quit. Sybil
was standing by the front door watching the dignified butler walk away, when
the tiger appeared from behind & bush. Before she could call out 2 warning,
the tiger had reached Mason, and struck him down,
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Sybil found Mr. irewster in the library. "Father, do yau know that the
tiger is now running all over the orounds? Fe has just now killed Mason right
before my eyes.'

‘h, that 15 a pity. %ui Mascn wasn't any good to us any more. He was
leavinn vz, you kngw,"

"5til11, T was very fond of old Mason, and I hated to see him ao 1ike
that."

Mr. brewster siched. "Yes, he was a good and faithful servant, While
he lasted." Ir a brisker tone, he added, "Gy the way, cid the mail cone?"

‘Ck, I forgot te tell vou. Yesterday there was a note with the mafl
sayirg that the post office is not oblioed to deliver to anvone who keeps
fierce degs as big as tigers. IFf we want our mail, we have to nick it up
ourselves,"”

"By George, what's this world coming to? I pay my taxes just 11ke
everyone else. I nay ten times, no, fifty times the taxes that that zniver-
Ting Tittle nostman pays."

"That's not all, father. I didn't want to worry you, but we ot a let-
ter from Uncle Fred saying that Aunt Cora left Boston two weeks age to nay us
a2 visit. le hasn't heard frem her since.”

"Ch." e went to the window and looked out into the garden. "You don't
supnose-=--"1"

"Thet's exactly what [ suppose. You're going to have to write to Uncle
Fred and tell him poor Aunt Cora was eaten by the tiger. WMot only that,
there's still the matter of the missing Girl Scout. The neighbors are rather
up in arms abtout that, you know,®

'l have already taken care of tnat. T bought two thousand dollars worth
of Girl Scout cookies in ner name, and they have given her a medal, Posthu-
mausly of ceurse, for selling more cookies than anyone else in the history
of scouting. T also supgested that the girls should ke warned not to go PO
kina around in other naoole's gardens. What more can I do?"

Syoil faced nim defiantly. "“You can shoot that tiger.”

"ho. Without the tiger, the burglars will be back in full force, taking
pur fortune, bt by Mt. [t's not just fer me that I'm trying to preserve
what we own. Someday all this will be yours,”

Then 1'11 shoot him."

"Sybil, T warn wou, if vou shoot my tiner, I'm goine to disinrerit veu,
a0 iecve evarvining to wour cousih, EBandolns,

5 .
E s

LR 1 R el P el e T ek B [ T " el b B a0 othe
St coninre ekl whe matior of memnites to bo errsduereel M ppe yer] e

45



deliver any more, which meant that soneone would haye to go out and buy every-
thing. After a small febate with her conscience, Sybil decided that that
comeone should be her father, since the tiger belonged to him.

A plan was worked out to enable Mr. Brewster to get of f of the grounds
safely. Leaving was relatively eimple. Mr. Brewster wafted at the front
door until the tiger was busy in the back, then he ran down the drive and out
the fron gate. Coming baci , he had to wait for Sybil's all-clear signal, a -
while sheet in the window, before he dared open the gate. Once he had to wait
three hours and the ice cream melted a1l over the frozen dinners.

"lt's all right, John,” said Mrs, Brewster at dinner. *1 think pistachio
flavored turkey 15 rather nice for a change.”

"How would you kn&u, Murfel? You have permantly synthesized your palate
with alcohol."

Mrs. Grewster smiled at him, pleasantly, and went on nibbling her turkey
and gulbing her gin. “I'm sure Sybil didn't make you wait out there deliberately."

"0f course not, father," said Sybil. “You don't want the tiger to get
you, de youT" :

The Brewsters took their after-dinner drinks into the living room.
Before the advent of the tiger, the drapes had never been closed. HNow they
were seldom open, as no one, not even Mr. Brewster, really enjoyed looking at
the garden any more. Conversation was 1imited and somewhat strained.

"Sybil," said Mr, Brewster. "Young Fubank called today. He's Jjust com
back from Yiet Nam. He says he's coming over tomir®* ”

apickis?" she said. “"Did you tell him about t.s tiger?"
“Oh yes. I think he thought [ was jokfng."

Mrs. Brewster drained her glass, and proceaded to fi11 1t again. 5he
safd, "He"11 open the gate, unaware, and-"

“Oh shut up, Muriel,” said Mr. Brewster.

"You'd 1ike me to shut up, wouldn't you, John? So that I wouldn't remind
you that if you were half a man you'd go out there and get my leg for me."

“Oh, mother, it can't be much of a leg, now,” said Sybil.

“Neyer the less, it's still my leg.”

My, Grewster corrected her. "Strictly speaking, the tiger's leg. The
tiger has 1t, and as you well know, possession 15 mine tenths of the Taw.
and in the garden the tiger is the Taw."

Mrs. Prewster said bitterly, "The law of the Jungle.”
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“Oh, how terribly original.," said Sybil. "How---" the chime of the door-
bell {nterrupted her. "Dickie! Hurry, father, and let him in!®

Before Mr. Brewster had even reached the hall, they heard a snarl, followed
by a short masculine scream. "Too Tate,” sald Mr. Brewster, returning to
his chair.

"Dickie Eubank was my last hope," said Sybil.
"What about William Sneadby?"

"That 5111y fool? He came to seranad me in the garden last month. The
tiger got him, too."

"The tiger will get all of us, in the end,"” said Mrs. Brewstar.

"Ha't already got part of me. Some night whén the tigEris asleen, ['m
going to out there and get my Teg back.®™ 5he had abandoned her glass now
in favor of the bottle; she titled her head back and finiched it off.

"Tiger's don't sleep at night,” sald Sybil. "Mother?" Mrs. Brewster was
asleep. Sybil tried to wake her, but failed. "She won't really do it, will
she father?"

"Of course not. She was just talking. T think we had better go up to
bed. HWe'll let your mother sTeep right here. I don't feel up to taking her
upstairs tonfght."

The next marning Mrs. Brewster was not in her chair. The drapes which
ordinarily hid the doors Teading to the garden were onen, Sybil and Mr.
Brewster preferrad to fonore this rather obvious clue as to Mrs. Brewster's

whersabouts, and they spent over an hour searching the house before they
accepted the fact that she had gone into the garden.

"Oh, damn!" said Mr. Brewster. He had not seen the broken glass by the

- fi{raplace, where Muriel had evidently thrown her bottle. The piece of glass

was a long sT1iver, which Sybfl found difficult to remave. A needle and tweezers
got most of it. Sybil unsuccessfully urged him to go to the doctor.

Since walking was very painful, and he had just bought supplies the day
before, he thought it best to stay home a few days. For three days he hobbled -
from chafr to chair, always taking care to prop up his foot in an ostentatious
manner.

The foot seemed to be healing normally, but Mr. Brewster's fall off, and
hﬁ complained of being tired. Sybil didn't become alarmed until one evening
W

en her father couldn't swallow his food. 5She then put him to bad and called
the doctor.

"well, what did he say? What have I got," said the annoyed man.
"It sounds 1ike tetamus, but he can't say for sure without seeing you."

“Whern is he coming out?"
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e dgn'tieo inn. . Fe'soheard ghout the ticep."

Svbil nursed her father for five deys, bringino hir food and broth that
he couldn"t cwallow. Perindicallv, he had convulsions, each one more violent
than tne last. <rn the last day, he called her in a weak voice, and she knelt
by hiz bedside.

“Huiril, 1f you sheot my tiger, even after ['m gome, wou lose everythino.
I[t's in the will. Randy will get it all."”

Despite the difficulties, Sybil Managed to give her father a nice fu-
neral. She had a 1ittle trouble finding six friends who would agree to serve
as pall beavers. On the way to the front gate, the tiger got one, so they
had to make do with five. 5ybil, who had become rather callpus, felt sorry
for the man who was dracged awav, but at the same time, she realized that
the tiger would be sated by the time che retumed.

After the funeral, *r. Cranston, the family lawyer, accompanied Sybil to
her front gate. She invited him in for a drink, but he declined her hospitality.
It didn't matter; as she had cxpected the tiger was not in siaht, and she had
no trouble motting into the house. In the study, she fixed herezlf a large
whiskey with no soda, and selected a rifle. "This will fix him. Let Randy
have all the money. Who cares?”

Ehe went from window to window until she finally located the tiger sleeping
under a hydrances bush. She 11fted her pifle and took careful ajm. “Mow,
Mr. tiger, the sfege 1s almost over. You'll be dead and T'711 ke free, S5t111,
it 15 a shame that a simpleton 1ike Randy will oet all the money." She
hesitated, wondering if she could ki1l the tiger and still keep the estate.

“"Ohy well. Here goes." She squeezed the trigger.  Nothing happened.
Inspecting the gun, she found that she had mot taken the safety off. Then
she knew that she had nover really intended to shoot the tiger. She went back
to the studv and finished the whisky. "Maybec if nobody tries to come in, he'll
starve to death. Then I could kecp the money and start living. How long
does 1t takes a tiger to starve, I wonder?"

Long after dark she went to bed. The tiger was prowling now; she could
hear him snortino and snuffling as he made his rounds, keeping her fortune
safe. Falfway up the stairs, she heard a scream from the g&rdEn Hever mind.
The tiger would have to benin starving next week. 7= el
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T0 NTE I¥ ITALEAR, Rooer Ielazny, fook Mlub, 31,49

Ever since DEATH COMES FOR THE ARCHETISHOP, writers have been struo-
alinn with multintex eorm, with varvino denrces of success, Jelaznv heg
ma‘'e qook use of the mpultinlex forp in 7% DIE Z% TTALZAR.

The sub-plots follow the careers of "H", & diesse carrier, Malacar,
the Tast inhabitant of Earth ruinad by an irterstellar war, Jacdra, a Dp
of that war, Morwin, sn =x-seldiar turrad psycho-kinesthesic arlist and
Pels, a pathologist frozan at ten seconds to death, Lo the'r convergence on
Summit, tracking M, whn is tvying ta infect the world at the hidding of a
Pei'an goddess who is possessing ain.

[heva ave a number of wital corcents in 70 DIF Y ITALSAP--=Llne vgy-
cho-kinesthesist, for example. A really new artistic rediur, ynllie Poi-
glar's "Patron OFf The Acts," which 16 2 develerment of existing lechrology.
And the story is developed in a logical, comoetens wmanner thal is a plea-
sura Lo wead.

I'rug, Pels is never disnosed of satisfactorily; nor is Trancis Sandow
---but the prose and cenception carvy the veader past and Jirpuoh these dif-
= '] L 3 et -
ficulties without qualm. Lnless you're picky---like me.

Good book. Well worth the reading, WD

FERDVYIT'S WORLD, Barry K. Malzberg, Random House 1972, 20%ro, 14,85

l'erovit's Korld 15 a close-uc cn Junathan Herowit, successful hack
seience fiction writer, asthor of 92 Survey Tean novzls [under ~is oseudo-
mym, Lird 2aland) satterned an Doc Emith's justly-farous "Lensian Series,
Az he Haaisn work an his 33rd bonk, Herowit is faced with monumenlal ore-
blems: a distntaarzting marrizge, 3 demanding aoent, past-due conlreccs
snd a maszive writar's slogk---on too of whice "e must cope with his crow-
ing insanity: hallucinatians af {ir< Foland--: ~:at, 1ittle vuy "wizh ter-
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rific hands."==and his demands to “take over" Herovit's 14fe.

As the petty frustrations of his life mount to crushing force, Harovit
daccedes to Poland's demands and disappears. But Poland can't "pick up the
pieces.” It 15 teo late; the process of disintegration continues until Po-
land-Herpvit begins to hallucinate Mack M{lley, Surveyman hero of the Sur-
vey Team Novels. Driven, finally, over the edge, Poland-Herovit rushes
blind into a street and iz killed.

Echoes of Vonnegut, strains of Bellows' MR. SAMMLER'S PLAMET mingle
subtly in the black humor of Herovit's sitwation. But little of Malzberg's
own personality makes itself visible in Herovit's World, Even the emotion-
al myopia of Malzberg's earlier novels set in fandom [GATHER IN THE HALL OF
PLAMETS) had far more distinctness and individuality of style than washed-
out Herpvit's World. The reader is left only with the impression of cotton
candy spun from vinegar or some substance less pleasant.

Te non-fans, the book may seem intersting for the brief glimpses
Malzberg offers of the world of science fiction fandem---a phenomenon strict-
1y unto 1tself. But Herovit's World has 1ittle to offer outside the flee-
ting pleasantry of a minor novel.

W.H.EY
THE OTHER LOG OF PHILEAS FOGG, Philip Joze Farmer, DAW, 197pp, 95¢, #48

Farmer treats Verne's story AROUND THE WORLD IN EIGHTY DAYS as ostinatox
argund which he weaves a story of interstellar war between the Capellard ang
the Eridaneans, with Earth and the battleground and humans as the princi-
ples, Good characterization and development, rather fun watching him fit
the exigencies of an interstellar war into Fogg's Psychology and Verne's
story.
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Of course, you may gag at Fammer's lack of a polished style, but the
semi-documentary fermat he adopts makes it much more platable.
Bill Pattarson

SLAVE GIRL OF GOR, John Morman, Ballantine, 1973, 3E7pp.. $1.25

Tarl €abot rushes North to rescue Talema from ruthless slavers. Her
suffering and degradation since the destruction of Ko-Ro-Ba is gloated upon
in great deatail by Korman whe here sums up kis seven previcus manuals on
the care and training of slave girls., Direct irtervention by the Others
leads to a thrilling conclusion which decides the fate of Gor.

E1iu Magjik
THE 1973 ANNUAL WORLD'S BEST SF, 253 pp, DAW Books, 95¢, SFBC 273 pp, §1.49

This anthology pieases me more than any "yesr's best” anthalogy in rany
years--since Judith Merril's monster compendia, in fact--because 1t includes,
almost without exception, the stories 1 found most memorable in the year's
gleans from the prozines.

Dedicated to Ted Cavnell "In Memoriam."” the wolume Teads off with Poul
Anderson's Mebula-award=-winning "GoatSong”, a firee paraphrase of the Orpheus
muth in a glowingly poetic style. Then follows James Tiptree's "The Man Who
Walked Home," a beautifully-writtem time-travel stovy about a "trip" through
time as monumental as McAllister's im THE WEOPEN SHOPS OF ISKER.
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"Oh, Valinde" by Michael Coney, from Johm Carnell's NEW WRITINGS IN 5F
20, 15 a straightforward story of economics and xenophobla, followed by Fred-
arfk Panl's "Tha Gold At The Starbow's End" based om information theary
propasitions and Simak's unusual "To Walk A City Street”, about a carrier
somewhat Tike Zelazny's "H" in TO DIE [N [TALBAR, with his duality.

T.J. Bass's interssting and evosative "Rorqual Mavu" was one of my fa-
vorite storiac from 1972's orozines, with dead seas and cyborgs and mutated
nen. Also freom Galaxy, W. Macfarlanes' "Changing Woman" 15 about sympathetic
fnagic and i1ts use by a psycnopatn.

"'Yillie's Blues'" (Robert Tilley) is anather of those darkly memorable

time stories which talk around tne paradoxes of time-travel in a moving evo-
cation of a jazz trumpeter's caresr as viewed by a musicologist.

q b Vernor Yinge's “"Long
|C ‘ﬁI'-'F' & . o HE Shot®, from ANALOG, about
I\._"':‘:ﬁﬁu 3‘;’?@@ i@ ?ﬁ@ﬂﬂﬁ%ﬂ an st1 ship which forgets

| e 1ts mission after 10,000
°| Wﬁs&& ‘{fﬁ‘ﬁ% E@@W? o] years, is written fn &
' - & ' clear and unobjectionable

style, Eut its inclusion

v/ .
W‘@Hﬂ FARCSIVE @M@@ﬂ@ﬂx in a 'world's best" antho-
LAA £ = f‘f‘;f”“‘ At logy 15 puzzling: 1t has
ﬁ 1) vexsrwTiNG S [(s) 11ttle beyond surface at-
EL?"' g ; ; @@Eﬁlm- tractions to recommend it
3 =i A ---and ANALOG produced a
TRech number of stories more de-

HIGH ERFLOSIVE

ﬂm& - MORTARG!  serving of inclusion in
this summation anthology--
b rall <Y "Pigeon City" for example,
1 A ar even "Power To The
- Nany .
Pedole,
: 4 % | :,l"""@ Payl11s MacLennan's
e, e LS "Thus Love Betrays Us"
NCCHONARASSES UM €O OLTFOX .U, ke il S e

and is another puzzling

chojca. It has a man ma-
rogned on a planet in a thoroughly implausible manner, who befriends a native
humanoid who later deserts him when he accidentally gers a faceful of fungi
fram the planet's surface dust. Ms Maclennan starts out to ootray an alien
culture but fails as badly as Terry Carr's “Dance Of The Changar And The
Three." Mor does she help the situation with a deliberately vauge ending.
B story dealing with alien Peychologies should show how the seeming 1ncom-
prehensibilities are 1inked by the necessities of the being's culture or
psychology or environment--in other words, a character nesds an understan-
dable motivation, even if 1t's an alien, and even if 1ts motivation is fo-
reign to that of the observer. When the author has made that alien motiva-
tion understandable as a consistent part of the alien's psychology. then he
has succeeded with such a story.

IN SUM: The 1973 AMNUAL WORLD'S BEST 5F is a highly commendable book. and
a fairly good overview of the field--but certain of Wollheim's choices -
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tould have been better made. In any case, as with its companien volumes
from 1965-1972, thes annual anthology definitely belongs on every fan's read-

ing list,
Bi11 Patterson

LEATHERY WINGS, Henry Kuttner, fAce, 1973, 160pp., 75¢

A unpublished BEuitner yarn discoverad last year by his Titerary agent,
Farnsworth Wright, among some of his papers. A voung man discovers that when
more thanm 87 sunspots appear on the solar disc, he can change into & giant
pteronodon, {and when more than 121 appear, he has to change,) leading to some
interesting complicazieons with his landlord {who hates animals of any kird),
the drafi board, and the Chicago Police departwent. The ending was intended
to be to be a surprise, but I guessed it 30 pages ahead of time.

E1iu Magiik

THE INFINITE MAK Daniel Galoye, Bantam 1972, 202pp, 95

It pains me to have to say it, because Balouye s one of my favorite
writers, but THE INFINITE MAN s & patent fraud. Only ocepsiorally does
Galowye's talant at drawing realistic backerounds and charecters show through:
most of the time the bock s concerned with the most transparent of plastic
¢characterizations anc cliche heaoed wpon cliche with some of the clumsiest
writing ever toc see print. If Spinrad had written something 1ike this in THE
TROM CREAM, I could lawgh, but THE IKFINITE MAN §s not so obviously satire.
E#Eﬁ Keentz has handled the God-within theme better than this pastiche of
cliches.

Certainly hope Galouye writes another--guick. certainly want to get the
taste of this ane out of my mouth.
Bill Patterson

THE FABULQUS RIVEREDAT, Philip Jose Farmer, Berkeley, ZE6pp, 1971, 35¢

After the excitement and pyrotechnigues of T3 YOUR SCATERED 30DISS GO,
this book is a bit of a letdown. Clemens' characterization is fine--as some-
one else; he just doesn®t come over as the trechant Mark Twain. &nd, face it,
Farmer is brilliant with the plots and gross constructiocn, but Ais style is--
bluntly.very rough--tortured is more the exact word.

But the conception carries the book.

In brief. twenty-three years after the resurrection along the riverbanks,
Sam Clemens. still searching for Livwy, his dead wife, is searching the river
with a viking. He is contacted by a Mysterious Stranger somewhat as was
Richard Burton in the first book, and given his mission. Clemens accepts the
stranger at face value, and proceeds to set up a democratic country of indus-
trialism to build the fabulous riverbpat teo steam un the rivers' headwater.

The main action of the book concerns itself with Clemens' political and
domestic problems, co-ruling with King John of England, in completing and
launching--and losing --the riverboat. And makes fascinating reading. As |
said before, Farmer 15 brilliant with original ideas and plotting. Just weak
in style and execution.
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If you can stomach Farmer's tortured prose, THE FARULDUS RIVER BOAT makes
for pure intellectual excitement and is, in fts own way, a fitting companion
tn the Hugo-winning TO YOUS SCATTERED BODIES 60. Kow, if I can just wait for

the third boak in £he series...
_EH] Pattersan

THE LAMIA AND THE LAPIDARY, Evangeline Walton, Ballantine, 1373 241 pp. $1.50

Breaking with the Mabinogion, Miss Walton takes us into a curious erotic
fantasy world. karry E11, A poor stone oolisher becomes the Tover of a woman
who §s half serpent. She involves him with a demented dragen, a myopic Medusa,
a wishing well that has gone dry, and a knock-kneed knight., It is doubly ap-
propriate that the tragic climax has the hero stoned by a nand of rebellious
kidneys. I only hope that the auther writes a sequel, telling of the fate of
the Shargblaths. This will make a good qour's reading far you if you haopen

to be a speed reader.
Bliu Magjik

THE LIGHT THAT NEVER WAS,L1oyd Biggle, Jr.. DAW 1973, 192 pp, 95¢ (#52)

Thiz book has some elements similar to his earTier WATCHERS OF THE DARK
and ALL THE COLORS OF DARKNESS-=chiefly its wiew of alien creatures and the
concept of a darkness (emotional) creeping across the galaxy. True, Biggle
is and has always been, weak on description. but he compensates with an oddly
compelling quality that one editor neclogued @bigglish@. The book's major
failing 1z that Biggle never explores Jorna’s psycholaogy: the reader 1s pre-
sented 1n the last chapters with A FAIT ACCOMPLI (Jorno is dead before his
actions come to light). Again, this is compensated by Biggle's picture of
the artist’'s colany on a tourist world.

Fewever each bock may have its deficiencies, it is evident that Biggle
is growing as 8 writer. We may soon have a really competent craftsman in him.
W. H. Pattersaon

THE SERPEMNT OF SHOTH, Lee Alldrab, Lancer, 1973, 210 pp., 95¢.

Thic it either & Conen imitation, or a spoof on Conan imitations, but
comes acrose as the cort of thing Lovecraft would have written with a hang-
over. Shorg is & barbarian hero from the South, who takes over the frozen
North. There are some good megic scenes, like the one where Zhoth's magician
wine a battle by turning a snowstorm into @ shower of sparks, leaving Shoth's
troops cold. Most of this had the same effect on me. Only for swords and
sorcery compietists.

Eliu Magjik

& TOUCH OF INFIMITY, Moward Fast, Morrow, 182 pp, 3$5.95

0f the thirteen stories in the book, "The Hpop" has appeared before, in
lact Dcober's FASF. The rest are @ potpourri of 'S0ish stories of all de=-
scriptions from "General Hardy's Profession” to "The Egg.”

in evening's light reading if you've in the mood. Offbeat fantasy occas-
jonally, but derivate and light weight.
W. H. Patterson
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WHATEVERGATE

rWhere the i

readers

)): bug us.. )

Mickael Glicksohn

J¢ Maynard Ave. fpt 205
Toronte 186, Ontaria,
Caraca

--.1here ara many reasons for
writirg locs: anger, interest,
enjovment, sense of abligation,
etc., etc. Many of ther come

into this particular loc. On

tre one kand, 1 acmit to a certain
sense of ckligation to vesnond

te first isswes: wyou'we flattered
me by ckosing to send your fanzine
to me, znd there are very few
first 1ssues that cen"t centain
something worth commenting on, favorably or unfavorsbly. (For that matter,
there are very few fanzines at all that don't contein something that provokes
me to comment.) In addition, you'wve employed the devigus scheme of giving

me a very low nurker ip o numbercd print run. and for suck egoboo the wery
least I can do is write and say thank you. Thank you,

On the other agnd, I've seldom been more infuriated by typoes and errors in
grarmar in a fanzine, and I fecl the wrge to write and tell you thet sirce
you've got the advantage of offset reproduction, vou owe it fto your readers

and to your contributors to be muck more careful with the typing of your
naterizl. (Mot that mimeod fanzines should be crystal clear, while many rew
fanzines can obscure the errors in writing by sloppy printing: the old "I write
sr messity so they won't find out I can't spell” syndrome. )
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#wwkwyny might notice that in this issue there are considerably less. Mark
and i have been proofreading the pages in thish. Last ish was a two-day Job
so we didn't proofread to well. By the way the small 1 in the zacond line
is not a mistakektkek

Interest comes into it, too. Ken's intriguing look at astrology was quite
fascinating, although I wonder just how seriously he meant the piece. As with
all astrological analyses, there are sufficiently general that I can think

of someone that fits his or her sign fairly accurately, while at the came ti
time there are others who don't come anywhere close. St111, it's an interesting
gxample of how you can interpret astrology in just about any way you want to.

The other intevesting item in the issue was TALES OF THE HYBOREAM AGE by
Brant Bates, which 1z of much more general interest than the rest of the
material. 1t's really cuite a good pastiche of the Howard school of haroic
fantasy, and I say that as & long time aciirer of Howard. I suppose 1t's a
point against that whole genre that it 1s so cliched it can be so easily
satirized, but while being aware of the Timitations of this style ef writing
I e+11] lock on 1t with great affection, and I think Brant Bates does taao.

Thare are some well-turned phrases in Paula's story, but for the most part

it means little to someone outside the Tocal group. MNot that there's anything
wrong with that, of course, but it makes commenting rather difficult. (Now
watch Harry Warner write two pages about the historical context of such writing
and make a liar out of me againl)

& pat on the back for Bill Patterson's deft analysis of THE IRON DREAM. His
"1+ §s difficult to tell where Spinrad's stylistic incompetence leaves off and
Adolph Hitler's begins" is as sharp and telling a capsule commentary as I've
read 1n some time.

Bath Capver and Anthany show potential as fan-artists, and with the writers
you have on hand, it lTooks like Phoenix is on its way to becoming a new center
far fannish activity. But please, find someone who can spell?l

James Shull
G454 Syimar Avenue
Van Muys, California 91401

...Whatever | was nice---and it was good seeing you at Westercon.
Hope to see you again? Perhaps a Westercon im Phoenix? Write if you need

pOre W .. e B

Arlen Hellraiser
*Hol lywood*

Zacker! Whizz Ding! Hot Shitl Whatever one was & mind-fogging trip! Fanzines
haven't been so good since the 50%s when 1, mighty Arlen, rode the corflu
circuit and kept things stirred up with those gssified slobs in middle America
that claim to be fanzine editors, but that's another story, and you couldn't
aspire to that kind of magnitude.
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W0t every fanzine can pe compietely wilde--that stuff hy Terry Ballard is
dirack, and Brant Batas shsuld jumm into his shoe and never come out, but
Paula's story was an gut-a-sight groovy mind boggler. I held onto mv chair,
my chair fall aver, T laughed, T cried. [ wept, I kicked my cat and went
without Tunch for two davs. Don't weite a sequel; I might mot survive it.

Hanpy you balanced it though cause Bill Patterson's book reviews were shit.

A runny mess. Mo deeo gut feeling. Ho story Tine. Pure crap. He should

try non-fiction next time. [ suopose you ave feeling terribly hongred that

a famous fantastic dude like me should actually take %ime to write some crummy
Arizoman fams Tike wou two.

[ drove through Arizona once. It iocoked like 2 thump. Remind me of Selma,
Califarnia. 5o much for ego-booing peons.

Gerard Giannattasio
1130 Park Boulevard
Massapogua Parz, New York 11762

I wish to thank you for sending a copy of Whatever 1 to me. I am, to save you
hurrying to the foot of this letter, the fellow who:

o broke the bank at Monte Carlo

o researched the twack of the undevhand

o collected tem Thousand glowworm ayes fop UWNICEF

o inyectigated the case of the siftless ¢impanzee sayings
o wrote the gag for the Grant Canfield cartoon on page 32

It was, I thought, real swell of Grant to put that 1ittle eredit line under
his own well-known signiture.

You Phoenix Phans seem very strong, judging from Whatewer 1, wery strong om
illustration. The Carver and Anthony teap 15 quite good, alone or together.

I started reading "However" from the back (that 1s, from along side the Grant
cartoon on page 3Z). It wasn't until the end that I discovered that it had
been written by two people, related, alternating paragraphs.  Sehr Interesant,
yourselves

"5 Day in the Life" by Terry Ballard and Kem 5t. Andre was amusing. It was
cshort, too, which is sometimes important in humor of this sort. Weird,
of Course, downright weird.

"Evil Astrology" by Ken 5t. Andre was well dome, but 1 did not like it over
much. I am not, as you might well suspect from this, an astrology buff. For
me the szatire juczt didn't come off. UOthers may rave owver this feature.

Brant Bates' "The VYenemous Temple" was of some interest. 1 was very young
when I first found The Coming of Conan fr the 5F section of the local public
Tibrary. It was fun to see a continuation of one of those steries {still my
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T ALSO-HEBRD FP:  Frite Leiber, Terry Ballapd, Ken Ozavne, Tim Kirk,
Taryy Lest Dale, Tarry Zallawd, Dick Gels, S55qt. Edavd Fi Berpland, Debbie
wiltars, Jav Kinnzy, Terry Sa-lard, Freane Denton, Grant Canfield, Pat Srith,
Havvay ko Irith, Kay Poioks, Suz Frazier, Diniel Thomas, Sean YWrighs, Terry
Bellard, 5-eve and Rasy McB119ster, Jon Fitch, Dick Trustvy, Jim Poters,
Mark Mocde, fdreeienns Thoelou, Ray Xzeler, Terry Ballard, Alpajeuri, "Mike
Rleer, Jud, Pisrca. 3ao Vardeman, and Terry Balleord.

LARETE

"oN THE ROAD TO MANBILARAY ...



fayvorite of the Conan Saga). Az a piece of fiction, "The Venemous Templa"

is no where near professional quality. 0One of the things which holds it down
isis, I suspect [this is a steictly perconal opinion), two close an adherance
to Howard's model. I'm not at all sure that Bates iz correct in saying that
the short sword of a theif is more effective than a guardman's saber at close
guarters (P.18}. The guardmen shouldn't nave sabers unless they are horsemen.
If they arca't horsemen they should be straight bladed, and of the sabermen

15 well trained he should be able to do in a theif with a swoerd (theif hasn't
a shield----guardsman? Armor?}. Your normal thief isn't a Conan. Nonetheless
an OK story.

Ken 5t. Andre's "Plot—Your-Own Sword and Sworcery Story Dice Game” [ found

very enjoyvable. I had read T plot alds Tike this. T believe L. Sprague de
Camp mentioned them in his Science Fiction Handbook of fond membry (long out
of print and my Tibrary's copy has been read to pieces an age ago-----if wou

can find & copy read it by all means) St. fndre's feature, of course, is not
meant to be used as a plotting device. I had some fun with it. Professional
writers who had commented on such thimgs tend to be down on them. {Paul Gallico
mentioned them slightingly in the preface to a collection of his short stories
as I recall.}

Book reviews: these tended to be mostly summary---especially the 2nd on The
Tron Dream. I have read both books, end agree with the reviews. [ do not
generally go for parodies, but Jakes book wasn't bad (in fact it seemed to me
very nearly straight).

I have also read the Koontz book A Darkness in My Soul. How come you're calling
Simeon a "Gerroldesgue mutantf? I don"t disagres——-just don't get it. I've
read some Gerrold, but do not make the connection. [ agree with your opinione
of the Koontz ending. Hmmn....d1d you know that Gerrold and Koontz had an
exchange in Crossroads (for-
merly the zine of the Brown
University SF c¢Tub. now then

as his own by Al Snider after
gradugtions---only fair seems

he did most of the work].

They didn't vow blood vengence
ar anything like that. they
merely differed. Gerroldesque...
The Man Who Folded Himsz1f

I have not yet read. Sounds
intevestim from your reEview.
(That's a good illustration on
page 30).

I am quite familair with leinlein's
work. I'we read most of more

times than I have fingers

or toes. Heinlein's treatment

of time travel and alternate

time streams has always

struck me as exhaustive and
wide-ranging) Lut spare. Hein-
Iein visits a lot of places, so




te speak, but never stays long.

H, Beam Piper's Lord kKalvam of Otherwhen and his other paratime stories
(I only read one other in an Andre Nortan fnthology now a public library dis-
card) are mare to my fancy--in that Piper is inclined to stay around ex-
nlore & concept-- to land and map the interdor rather than sail by and merely
name the capas and bays.

Paradoxes have always appeared to me as the least important part af the
time travel. M good parodd tends to lead an author down the garden path.
Paradoxes are flashy and like to be written about. Ward Moore's Bring the
Jubilee [recently in paperback) is a well balanced handling, to my mind, of
time travel parodox.

“The Search for the Lost Dutchman's Mine or What Lo do During Spring Break”

[ saved until last to comment on. [ enjoyed 11, the most, I think of averything
else, 1 suspect that everyone might not enjoy it, as I did. I used to room
with @ fellow from Phoenix and it intrigued me Lo see how you deport yourselves
at your case. My old roommate rode a pick=up truck instead of a horse.

The story was, 1 suppose, a bit in group--==but that did not bother me very
much. MAryhow I Tiked it. 1 think I Tike it most because it was written in
the Southwestern dialect. (...we saw the sign came to us..... so as to tum
tha table of events.) I speak a definite cialect myself----most especial 1y
in my younger days. At college in Mew England 1 was ribbed unmercifully
about my accent----- mostly by midwest and wesTETNETS. Later, a service
barber cutting my hair pegged me as @ New Englander---Frovidence---from my
way of speaking. Parlez-vous Frances, anyone ¥

Harry Warner dr.
423 Summit Avenue
Hagerstown, Maryland, 21740

[ hope you are all really there. The caption on the front cover of the first
Whatever caused me to assume instantly that this was a hoax perpetrated by
Tam Digby, the only oerson in fandom who normally conceives this particular
hrand of mad concepts. Howsver, whoever Whateyer's real creators may be did
an entertaining job in general on the first issue. Wouldn't it be iromic,
though, if I really were a machine whase sole function is loc production, and
none of you exfsts? Plato would have had a fine time figuring out the purpose
of this letter, under such circumstances.

In any event, the art in this first issue 15 particularly fine. I'm surprised
by the number of drawing styles Mark seens to be comfortable in. Hormally,

1 expect a fan artist to draw one particular way and spend the next five years
creating 19,582 sketches which deviate only slightly from that general style
until he finally undergoes an evolution of some kind. Rob's cover I 1iked
very much, 25 I should have said in the first paragraph before [ got
cidetracked, and the only drprovement I could suggest for some of the interiors
would e & bit heavier 1ine or white paper. The thin line seem to rob a pic-
tures of its strength, when they're done by a process that doesn't widen

them and don't contrast sharply with the background because of colored
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D fopqot vhat you'd sedd Tn “he £37ga0 1] when 1 began reading "A Day in Lie
Life", and it wasa't uatil T was nearly finfshed, &nd wondering who had

had all theze wild ideas, ihan | recailed the system of compositior. It would
be werrh treing anain <ir stories of this tyne, mariicularly if it produces
wore pagnificent lines like "Thinys were getting worse for littlle pigs.”

come =a think of 11, T 2awe Just started to wonder 1f this 15 how the Nixon
spoaches are tha jame level as the ciory undey consideraticn.

Evil Aszrology comes to illustexting cne Lhing fhat ['ve wever understoad
about astroluge. MNor: ot thg horoicopes I'we ever seen or the érticles about
astrology that "'wo wead have ever euplained the evil “nfluences of the stars.
I know cf ro o3e who 5as ever begn old thet na's destined By the stars to
cpend rcet oF his life in nriton because of star-begotten criminal influances.
To judge frotr what you novmally neer abo.t astrology. the influences are
simply good ones or these that create certain mild problems. I'we never

even heard an attormey suggest the use of astrelogy to determine winich
witnesses in a4 caurt case ave wmors likely to bz perjuring themselves

becawse of the moment of thzir birth.

I sunnose that The Sexrch for the Lost Dutehman's Mine woulc seem infinitely
qettor 1F 1 know tha characters nerscnally well enough to saver the full
sionificancs of tae in-groun references. As it is, it's only slightly rore
funnpy than most of the szeiously intended tolevicion dramas about adveniurs
in tue 07d West,

"II
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The little poem cr page 16 was the test thing in the issve, ir a way. It

nees right to the peint and stops at just the right spet, and I hope 1t
eventually sells for 378,530 %0 someane who needs lyrics for an anti-pol lution
singing commercial on netwaork television.

The Venamous Terale has the makings of a pretty good stery. It's not start-
Tingly differvent Lut I'm sure it wasn't meant to be. and besides, 98% of all
the sward znd sorcery is rot startincly different in the proczincs and [EpET-
backs. If there's ore particular fault in thiz one, I'd put the finger an tha
shift of emphasis from the apparent hera, Dyreghat, to Yarner about hal fuay
through. After that, Varner seems tg be the leader, the more ingzniaus of the
two, and the reader has some trouble adjusting te this change. In a Tong
novelette ar a novel, it's possible to do this very thing, Jecause there is
room for characiers to develap and changes and for the reader to accent grad-
ually the flaws in the fellow he first sympathized with. Dtherwise, it's
pretty well done. The action s described wividly and with oreper speed, the
dialog carries the story forward, and there aren't many paragranhs of over-
elaborate description. Maybe the Final paragranns should have been redone,

to give blow-by-blow descriptions of Yezud's impelite behavior: as it now
stands, the climax comes and goss almpst oafore the reader notices it

The Phaenix Phantastic Classic was an exeallent reprint chatce, Put out &
computerized wersion of this on puncacards, and you can stand a successtul
naparbact Tinz2 all your own.

The book reviaws are quite interesting, and something more “han that in the
case of tha Spinrad oook review. This is the bost, most comprehensilile dzs-
cription of that oarticular beok ['ve seen in any fanzine. Writer:s have
certainly core a Tong way singe Bring the Jubilee speculated im the same hasic
way, but with infinitely more simplicity and mildness.

I nope you'll be able to pudlish 593 more issues of Whataver in the next
naglf-century and that you won't et it grow until my gnarled ald fingers can
no Tonger 11ft the enormous latest issue.

——rr T ——— - =

Nyle baalty
LSS Guadalcaral

[te wery nice o know that ['m & merkber of the Phoenix Cosmic Circle. Let me
tell vou that means ene hell af a lot more than being krown as 2 szilcr.

(The navy is a strangn nlace for a ouy fresh out of college to end up for three
years [ about 1 and three-fourts left to dn)), but with & draft number of 4,

I didn't hiave the guts te go to Canada, nobody would Believe I was a C.C.

which T really am, couldh't get the Jail scenz at 211, and of course the army
wes defiantals aut!!!)

Alsc the stories in Whatever were all of top euglity. which 15 both SUFDrising
and & pleasure to find in fandom today. TTus add to this the fact that the
pieces were $o varied, 1've got to truthfully say that vours ave some of he
Tinest fanzines 1've ever seen, and I canm gssure wou that ['ve seen several.....

el e e I 5 . S —
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