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Last issue I brought up the possibility of a series of awards in
the areas of fantasy (including S & S, possibly horror lit, etc.)
Some of the responses to that suggestion are included in this
issue’s Epistle Express. Response was, to be sure, minimal. 1"m
not sure how to interpret that. Either fans don’t eare, or they
assume that silence is affirmation that planning should continye
towards the establishmemnt of an awaid. The final pessibility is
that fans are opposed to the idea and figure that if they ignere it.
. dt'll go away. As a rule peeple seem to seund off long and hard
g they're oppesed to something, but then agaiin, i§ that the case

ere?

It would be nice to garmer further response to the awards from
our readersthijp. But there’s now amother factor entering the
picture. C. C. Clingan, editor of THE DIVERSIFIER has
proposed a new award and he already has support from two
other fantasy journals: ASTRAL DIMENSIONS and BLACK
LITE. He's asking for support from other publications in the
field, but that’s explained in his letter below. Read on and then
I'll make some more comments,

For the past several months I've been kicking around an idea
which I feel would be of benefit to all writers, artists and editors
in the semi-pro field.

As a way of explanatiom (for those new to sf and fandom) I'll
give an example of the professional versiom of what I have
planned.

The Huges, as they are known were named after Hugo Gern-
sback, who was the original editor of one of the first sf
magazimes. The Hugos are awarded by votes from the fans (a
small majjority and by popularity in a lot of cases). In fact, it's
mentioned in one of the top fanzines that no more than five
hundred people ever vote for these awards;; that's out of all the
thousands of fans reading and participating in sf and fandom. To
vote you must be a mermber of the WORLD SCIENCE FICTION
CONVENTION for the curremt year. In 1976 it was Mid-
AmeriCon in Kansas City. Attending mermberships for World-
Cons vary from $15.00 to $50.00; as was the case for at the door
attendance at Mid-AmeriCon last year. You ean obtain a sup-
porting memieiship (non-attendimg) for $6.00, as 1 did. This
gives you voting rights and all the progress reports and the final
prografh Hook.

Then there are the NEBULA awards, which are given at
annual dinners, held at different sites each year. To vote on
these awardis you must be a member of the SFWA (SCIENCE
FICTION WRITERS OF AMERICA). Requirements for
menrbership are: You must have had published (in the U.S.)
original material as follows:

1 - Science fliction novel, within fthe current year or any of tine
previous five years.

2 - Science fiction novelette or short story published by an
American trade publisher within the curremt year or any of the
previous three years.

Continued to page 71



ajjames allison +ale by:
ROBERT E. HOWARD
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GENSERICS SON

By Robert E. Howard

Long, long ago an infant son was born to Gudrum of the Shining
Locks, the wife of Genseric the Sworder, in their horse-hide
lodge on the frozen snows of Vanaheim. When the man-¢child's
first waiil of life broke upon the icy waste, Genserie lifted him in
his mighty hand and searched him for amy blemish. as was the
custorn of the Vanir and their brothers the AEsir. And he
frowned, for the infant's left leg was crooked.

Immemariial custom had decreed that only the perfect should
live; but Genseriic turned to Gudrun questiomingly. for hers was
the last word in the matter. But Gudrum, with the rack of her
throes still upon her, threw back fiereely and proudly her thiek
shining tresses, and said harshly: "I have four sons of faif,
straiight 1imbs; shall I give thern a erippled frog for a brotther?”

So Genseric went from the tent into the chill grey dawn,
cartyiimg the mam-child naked. The smoke of his breath clotted
his beard, and his shod feet crunched in the frozen crust. There
was frost upon his sword hilt, and the icy air bit through his furs
and the maiil beneath.

Far out on the misty waste he laid the infant, its body turning
blue in the wind that wailed out of the murky depths that veiled
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the horizons. He laid his hand on his sword, then blown to his
ears from afar came the long howling of the great grey wolves.
So he turned and strode back acress the waste, like a dark
phantom of the indefinite dawn, and behind him the cry of the
pack rose to a crescendo of exultation and died away.

But even before the sun had thrust its way through the icy
mists and low-lying clouds to turn the snow fields to a floating
plain of blinding fire, old Bragi came to Genseric’s tent, with his
grey beard and his haunted eyes and the strangeness in his soul
that an ancient sword-cut upon his head had made his.

“[ saw you lay the child upon the snow,"” quoth old Bragi. “I
saw as I returmed across the chill wastes in the grey birth of
dawn. 1 hAard the howling of the wolves as you turned away, and
soon the swift patter of their feet over the crust. Their eyes were
green in the mutk. and their tongues lolled red as hunger bet-
ween their white fangs. They came about the infant where it Jay
upon the snow, and stirred its limbs with their ruzzles, yet
harmed it not. By the icy blood of Ymir, they howled like the
fiends of the wastes about it, and a great grey she-wollf lay down
beside it and gave it her teats. Its fimgers clutched at her stiff
grey ice-clotted hair, and it sueked at her dugs as a wolf cub
suekles. Then fear fell upen me. and I fled swiftly. Yet it is the
truth 1 speak.”

So Genseric and his brothers went forth into the waste, until
they came to the spot where the babe was left. But the infant was
gone, and all about the spot where it had lain were the tracks of
wolves. There was no blood on the snow, but the tracks of many
wolves led westward into the plains of eternal ice and snow. And
afterwards, in the horsehide tents of Vanaheim and of Asgard,
over the flickering fires was told the tale of Genserie’s fifth
born, the man-¢hild who was taken by the wolves.

I was the mam-child. I, whom men now call James Allison, in
another, weaker, softer age and clime. I can not tell you how 1
possess this knowledge, any more than you can tell me how it is
that the events of yesterday. and the days before, and the years
before remaim indelibly impressed upon that part of your con-
seiousness we call memory, 80 that you can call them into life
agaiin by speech and writing. You know, that is all; aye, and I
know. As you remember your days, I remermber my lives. Your
memory of your days is unbroken by the nights of sleep which
separate them, ner is the memory of my lives broken by the
alternatimg nights of deeper sleep we eall death. In that night 1
have gene ten thousand times, and eyt of that night ten theusand
times have 1 wakemed, as 1 shall awake agaih and again
threugheut the leng ages until the destivetion of the planet that
spawned it shall at 1ast and ultimately break the ehain of flesh
and bleed and Bone figments whieh have sueeessively cloaked
the undying spirit that is I.

Even the destructiom of the plamet can not Kkill that spirit,
whether its end be blackening frost under a dead, icy sun, or the
melting wrath of cosmic fires. Let the earth burst like an
iridescent bubble floating in the gulf of infinity, yet life is not
destroyed. 1 have seen visions, vast and terrible and wonderful,
of the cataclysm that shall not destroy the spirit that is me, but
hurl it into unguessed infinities, into undreamed oceans of suns
and stars beyond the ken of mam, to take up the endless suc-
cession anew in gorgeous, weird worlds beyond the echoing
voids.

But I have no lust to plumb those dreariing deeps. I am of the
earth earthly. Out of the dust I have sprung, and ifite the dust 1
have returned, not enee, but a rillion times, te rise in eternal
resurtecition, clothed in a new flesh and burning youth, like fresh
and shining raiment.  look not beyond the horizons of the planet
that gave me birth. My feet are deep in the rmysteries of her
grasses and her pools: her dew is if my hair, and her sun is hot
gold on my naked shoulders; under fy hands the warth earth
pulses with life that gave the raees of man being, and my &Fms
embrace the living trunks ef her trees; they are ne 1ess herF
children than am 1: the speeeh of their leaves ne 16ss articulate
than mine.
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Oh, I have been mamy men in mamy lands! As I lay here
waiting for death to free me from this broken, unsound body, I
do not see the dingy walls, the cobwebbed ceiling, the cheap
prints that pass for pictures; they do not limit my vision, nor the
houses and the oak groves and the hills beyond: not the horizons
themselves are my boundaries. I see the flaming dawns I have
known of old, the far lands, the broad, foaming seas - white eliffs
against the elear cold blue, with a smother of sparkling froth
about their foot, and the ery of gulls. I see pageantiy, and pride,
and glory, the shine of the sun on golden eorselets, the breaking
of spears, the spreadiing of purple sails, and the dark eyes of
wemen who have leved me.

Oh, I see all the men that have been I! The brawve, the fearful,
the strong, the weak, the kind, the cruel. the living, loving,
hating, lusting, swilling, gorging, fighting, Wbetraying,
swaggeriing figures that have borne equally with one another the
transient, restless spirit that now animates the frail and sickly
frame that men call James Alison.

What have I not been? King, warrier, slave. I died at
Maratthom, at Arbela, at Cannae, at Chalons, at Clontarf, at
Hastings, at Agincourt, at Austerlitz, at San Jacimto, and at
Gettysburg. I was a nameless, yellow-haired chieftain riding a
half-wild stallion when we brought bronze into western Europe;
I bore spear and shield in the Macedonian phalanx when the
plains of India shook to the tread of Alexander; I pulled a strong
bow at Poitiers, when our whistling clouds of arrows broke the
chivalry of Framee;; and I heard the creak of leather, the tinkling
of spurs and the singing of the night-riders when we drove the
lowing herds of longhorns up the dim trail men call the Chisholm
to build a new young empire of leather and beef and steel.

What could I not tell you of this planet, and the life that teems
upon it; how could I not refute the chroniclers and the sages, and
laugh to scorn the historians and the phillesopiers!

But I will rather go back beyond their ken, into an age of which
they have no cognizance. I will tell you of the mam-child of
Genseric and of Gudrum of the Shining Locks, who was suckled
by wolves.

Oh, the tale is no new one. Every race has its legends of a babe
who tugged at the breasts of a she-wolf. It is the heritage of all
Aryan peoples, and from them other races have borrowed.

But it was from the actuality of the son of Genseric and
Gudrum that all these tales sprang. Romulus was sucked by a
harllot, and his sons called her a wolf through courtesy and
evasion. But the milk of the grey shewwlf was the only
sustenance the son of Genseric knew.

I never had a name, as men are named, though in the years of
my life I was called mamy things by mamy tribes. I was the
Strong One. That was what my mamy names signified, in
whatever tongue they were framed. I rememtber that a tribe of
the AEsir called me Ghor, and since that is as good a name as
another I will call the son of Genseric and of Gudrum by that
name.

THE COMING OF GHOR

By Karl Edward Wagner

Chapter 11

Of the first years of my life, only the mest nebuleus im-
pressions remain etched inte my memery. Mest vividly
penetrates the image of endless ice and snow, the memery of the
cold-the relentless cold winds and crystalline nights when the
ehill stars shimmered through the frozen haze of my loreath.

Even among the savage races of that age, I think no ofther
infant could have survived a single night of that frozen
wastelamd. I survived.

I remember the sour warmth of the she-welf's fur, the panting
caress of her tongue, the sharp sting of her fangs. Dimly comes
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the rememibramee of the acrid milk that I suckled from her dugs.
Sharper comes the memory of the hotter sustenance I drank as
it gushed from the torn veins of some fallen prey, of sweet raw
flesh stripped from yet thrashing flanks—-before the cold tran-
sformed our kill into a broken statue of crifhsom marble and
tattered fur. Nor were all our prey elad in their naturall furs.

I say there was not another mam-child who could have lived
through my savage childhood. In the light of another age, I
realize there was something about me that made me different
from the tribe of Vanir from which I spramg. The pack sensed
this, else they would have devoured me in that first iimstant:
Some atavistic heritage in my soul, that called back to a lost age
when man's apish forebears coupled with certain creatures who
only mirmicked the shape of man.

At times I think my father did well to cast my naked body onto
the icy drifts, that his fault was rather to stay his hand from
swordhilt as I squawled an answering cry to the emcoming
wolfpack.

From the first dawning of conscious thought, I was aware that
I was diffierent from the she-wwolf whose dugs nourished me,
from my swift grey-furred brothers and sisters. The white fur
that lay upon my childish limbs was no more than the down of a
newborn cub, so that instinctively I wrapped about mysdlf the
half-rotted pelts of old kills. In the space of a few seasons, the
cubs amongst whom 1 gamiwlled chased across the ice fields on
powerful limbs-~as bold and savage killers as their sires-wihile I
soramibled elumsily about our deh. too slow to join with the
others.

I cannot say how mamy frozen seasons drifted past before I
began to pull mysslf painfully erect, begam to understand that I
could stand unaided on my hind legs, realized that I could dash
about in this strange upright posture. The crooked left leg that
had condemned me to the icy waste had slowly straightened in
the interim-wiether from the rigors of my existence. or
because it bore no weight while my infant bones elongated and
hardened, 1 cannot guess. In time I ram across the tundra as
swiftly and relentlessly as my brothers of the pack. with only a
slight twist at my ankle to evidence my old deformity.

It was now that I begam to sense a certaim kinship to the
strange two-legged prey we sometimes stalked. Before, seeing
only a torn and mangled kill, I gave no more thought te what
meat I shared than Idid to the carcass of an elk or reindeer.

But now, rumning with the pack, for the first time I beheld
another living man-a lone hunter, half-dead from the sudden
blizzard that had separated him from his fellows. I held back.
fascinated, as he made a desperate stand. He had neither fangs
and claws, nor hooves and antlers-mo more than did 1. But as the
pack ringed him in, he bent back the curved stick he carried,
released its taut cord with an angry thrumem. A howl of agony,
and the nearest wolf of the circle bounded high with a wooden
shaft through his heart. The hunter drew a second shaft from the
sling at his back, fitted it to his bow, sped it full into the throat of
a seeond grey brother-alll in the spaee of a heartbeat. Then the
paek elesed ever Him.

For a moment his limbs thrashed beneath the press of
snarling slayers, and I saw that my first impressiom was
mistaken, for one paw was armed with a single long, sharp
talon. One ripping stroke of that silver-grey talon disem-
bowelled one of those who tore at his throat. Then his struggles
ceased.

Despite my own hunger, I watched in thought while my
brothers fought over the steamimg carcass. The curved stick and
the shafts it hurled were beyond my understamdiing. The silver-
grey talon had been torn from the mamn's forepaw. I exarmimed it
curiously, saw that the sharp grey sliver was fitted with a haft of
bene that my own smaller forepaw could grip in the same
manner as had the hunter. It felt good in my grip.

Standing there, the knife in my hand, looking down as the pack
snadled over the flesh that so resembled my own-I recognized
that T was not, as I had assumed when I thought about it at all,






some ludicrously misshapen freak of nature, tolerated by my
swifter and stronger brothers. I knew then that I was a mam. At
least in form.

With that understamdimg, a strange unrest claimed my soul. If
I were a mam, why did I not dwell among men-why was I
brother to those whose enemy was man?

The mystery became an obsession with me. In fascination I
couched in the shadows beyond the campfires of men, studying
their inconceivable actions and incoherent barks and cries. On
moonless nights when the frost hung invisibly upon my stealthy
breaths, I slunk down almost within confines of their camps and
villages. While my grey brothers kept a safe distance, I crept
along unnoticed behind roving packs of hunters—musedl upon
their stramge weapons, the pelts they wrapped their hairless
flesh in, and the flashing devil of heat and light they shared their
meat with,

As season followed bleak seasom, with but a fleeting thaw
between the deadly chill of winter’s returm, I spent less time
with the pack and ever more hours in contempilation of mam and
his ways. I recognized that his yelps and grunts were a pattern
of speech far more complex than that of my wolf brothers. By
long study I found I could form some of their cries in my own
throat; that the bright devil-thing was called “fire”, that the
curved stick that hurled sharp-fanged shafts was called “bow™.
The silver-grey talon was “knife”, and knife had an older,
deadllier brother called “sword”-longer and sharper far than
any tusk or talon. I coveted sword as I had desired no other thing
in all my grim youth,

There came a day when the sun was a cold red disc lost
beneath the lowering clouds of a gathering ice storm. My grey
brothers had slunk into the shelter of their dens, while I, a wild
thing of little more than ten winters, crouched along beneath the
leaden skies to watch a scene beyond all marvels.

Two packs of men had come together in the storm-fraught
waste. Their encounter was a bloody clash-a battle fought
without quarter. The reason of their conflict was beyond my
understamdiing, but the savage ferocity of that battle made my
heart leap within my young chest. My blood throbbed in my
veins, and I gnashed my teeth and trembled with a lust to throw
mysltf into the slaughter. Some final instinct held me back, and
the snarls amnd howls that escaped my frothing lips were
drowned in the shouts and death cries of the combatants.

There were perhaps twenty men in one group and little more
than half as mamy in the other. Despite the odds, the smaller
pack held their ground gamely-tbecause of the deadly prowess
of one warmior. That one mam, a mighty figure whose blond
mame towered over the others, held my attemtion despite the
moan of the approaching storm. Gripped in his huge hands, a
sword as long as my own thin body wove a murderous patterm of
red-streaked death. All about him men struggled togettier-
locked in death embraces, battering steel against steel-until
death brought a gory close to their separate battles.

The battle was too savagely fought to long endure. One by one
those of the tall swordsmam’s pack died beneath the blades of the
others. Then for a space he stood alone, ringed by four of his
enemies-dll that still lived of their band. One he clove from
shoulder to belly~but before he could recover from that furious
stroke, the others surged upon him. What followed was too fast
for my eye. Blades clashed against blades-fllesh tore apart with
gouts of scarlet spray-thudiies reeled brokemly as fierce shouts
died in suddem groans. Then only the tall swordsmam was
standing.

As I watched, entramced by the tableaw, he slowly samk to his
knees, surveying the silent field of carmage. The snow was
trampled and streaked with crimsomn, and the stream of blood
that flowed from a dozen wounds in his flesh added its steaming
portion to the spreadiing stain. His head sagged onto his chest.

The first crystals of ice were spitting down upon the broken
bodies of the slain, when at last I dared leave my place of ¢on-
cealment. In silent awe I crept among the slaughtered corpses,

drawm to the motionless figure who slumped armidst the dead.
The storm would soon bury slayers and slain, I knew from its
deepening moan. But more urgently I knew that I must have
that great sword for my own.

I had thought the mam dead. As I reached for the sword, his
eyes snapped open. I recoiled. The huge blade rose menacingly
in the blood-caked fist.

“AEsir dog..."” his voice snarlled, then fell. Dying eyes beheld
me in wonder,

Stinging needles of ice rattled against the still bodies. A rising
wind tore away our cloudy breaths. I stood before him-a tall
thin youth, seemiimg older tham my years for my reariimg in the
wild-even as my sinewy frame was ice-hard with the tempered
muscles of the wild. Gusts of iey wind tossed my snow-white
mane, rippled the beard I had already grown and the wiry hairs
that mattted limbs and trunk. I1l-fitting tatters of hide and fur
were bound to my body, in erude mimiety of the hunters I had
seen.

I snarlled low in my throat, advamced when I saw he did not
rise. “Sword!"” I grated awkwardly, and growled as does one
wolf who demamds a joint of meat from a weaker brother.

As I started forward, his eyes fell upon my twisted left ankle. I
snarled agaim, and his face showed stark wonder.

“By Ymir!"” he swore. “You"”

But now on the howling wind I heard voices of other men. I
must have the sword now.

With a sudden lunge I avoided his clumsy guard and wrenched
at the swordhilt. He bellowed in rage, staggered upright with me
clinging to his arm. My strength and my quickness surprised
him, and I set my fangs into his arm before he quite reallized I
was upon him. Mortally wounded, he was still stronger tham I.
and knew the ways in which mam fights mam. A blow of his fist on
my head all but cracked my skull. I hung on grimly., biting and
evadiimg his elumsy efforts to grip with me,

His swordarm pinioned, he then released his sword, caught its
hilt in his free hand. Dazed from his pummedlling, I remembered
the knife I kept thrust in my furs. As he held me with his gashed
swordarm and raised his sword on high with his other arm, I
reached swiftly with my knife and drew it acress his throat.

Blood choked his suddem cry of agony. Ewem a heart’s beat
from death, he had stremgth left to slash downward with his
upraised sword. Slippery with gore. I alreadly was tearing away
from his weakemned grasp. I spun under his arm, and the sword's
massive hilt smashed agaiimst my skull, its blade grazimg across
my shoulder.

Then the dead giant had slumped over me. Waves of pain
blurred my vision, but I triumphamntly wrenched the sword from
his dead fist, started away with my prize. I staggered only a few
strides.

Now there were new figures to bar my way. Through the
clawing ice-storm, another bamd of warriors had rushed upon
the scarlet-streaked patch of snow. They gazed at me in
astonishment as I drew away from the toppled corpse. Snarling.
I reeled toward them. thinking to break past them and disap-
pear into the storm.

My legs would not hold my weight. Blackness swallowed my
braiim, and I never felt my body strike the tramypled snow.

I lay in a stupor for some days. The warrior’s dying blow
would have shatteredl any other youth’s skull. As it was, I must
have sustaimed a severe concussion,. for my scalp was laid open
to the bone, and it was days before my vision focused and I could
stand without the roarimg of black winds spinning through my
braiif.

Any other would have died. I was not like any other.

I awoke in a camp of the AEsir, where they cared for my
wounds and gave me food. The AEsir treated me with a
mingling of respect and of fear. I was the slayer of Genserii¢: the
Sworder-.

Over the ensuing months [ was made to understamdl. The Vanir
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and the AEsir were at war-mot that there were ever extended
intervals of peace. The tribe I had fallen in with was part of a
new drift of the AEsir into Vanaheim. Many and bloody were
their savage conflicts, for upon the loss or gaiming of hunting
grounds in that frozen waste balanced death or survivall. Chief
among the Vanir warriors was Genseric the Sworder. A band of
AEsir warfiors had overtakeh Genserie, as he and the other
Vanir returmed from an eatier battle. Before the presenee of
these AEsir, 1 had slain their fiereest efnemy.

At first they wondered at my stramge ways, at my ignorance of
their speech and customs. But the wound to my head was one
that should have slain, and the AEsir quickly assumed that the
blow had driven all my wits from me. Beyond that, their
speculation was simply that I was a youth of some other Aesir
clan, whose kinsmen had all perished in that battle with Gen-
seric. Later they would know different. For now they eared for
my needs, according me the same consideratiion they would to
any hero of their race, blinded or erippled in battle.

Despite the death of Genseric, the tide of war ram against the
AEsir, so that for a space the tribal drift was drivem back into
the snowfields of Asgard. I went with them, although at any
moment I might have clipped away and returmed to the pack.
But with the years I had slowly drawn away from my grey
brothers, increasimgly caught up in my obsession with mam. At
last, so it seemed to me, fate had given me a chance to live
among men, to leath the ways of mam. I would learh Aow
whether I was indeed mam, or some freak of the wild who only
mimicked the shape of man.

I had no name, so the AEsir called me Ghor, meaming the
Strong. And strong I was-strong with muscle and sinew honed
by the merdiless wild~and quick with the instant reflexes of a
hungry wolf. A stripling in years, unskilled in the use of
weapons-yet not even the boldest of their warfiors eared to test
my ready temper. They were all savage wariiors, the least ef
them rmovre than a maiteh for any dozen men of James Allison’'s
day. But they were reated in horse-hide tents and suekled at
their mothers’ breasts, while I had erawied naked in the sAow 6
wrest a portion of the kill frem my yellow-eyed brothers.

For all the strangeness of mam’s ways, I learned quickly. At
times I frightened those about me, for I was a thing of the wild,
and even their rude existence seemed to me soft, and contrary to
the law of kill or be killed, that was my only law. But I wished to
become as men, so I made mysalif learn their speech and their
pointless customns. Had I fallen in with a tribe of the Vanir, I am
certain I would have been recognized for what I was. But this
tribe had migrated from far within Asgaid, where ne AEsir had
yet heard the tale of Genserie’s fifth sen whoe ram with the welves
and haunted the darkmess beyond the firelight.

Four years and more crept past, while I dwelt with the AEsir
and learned the ways of men. By the time the scars of Genseric’s
blows had faded, I could speak their tongue fluently, could eat
their burned meat, wear their stifling garments, and sleep
within a tent without fear of smotherimg. My fear of fire was
slow in leaving me, and not a few brows were darklly furrowed at
this.

No mam disputed my possession of Genseric’s great sword. In
their eyes the sword was mine by law of combat. Indeed, I
should have killed any who sought to contest my prize. The blade
was huge, and while I had the strength to wield it, my
movements were clumsy and untutored. Again my awk-
wardness with weaponry was laid to the wound I had suffered.
Patiently the AEsir trained me in the use of sword and knife, axe
and shield, bow and arrow. My natural strength and feral
quickness made me learm such afts In a fraction of the time
another youth would have required. Not mamy seasons had
passed before my skill with the swerd exeelled that of my tuters,
and I could speed an arrow through the eye of a reindeer as it
fled in vain.

And yet, for all the respect my strength and skill in arms
gained for me, I knew I was still as much an outsider amomng the

AEsir as I had been among my brothers of the pack. There was a
strangeness about me that no veneer could conceal. Most
shrugged and said my wound had left me with a streak of
madiness. Some, who rememberedl my savagery in those first
months, might scowl at my crooked ankle and the white hair
that matted my body more thickly tham seemed good, but out of
fear of my anger they held their suspicions to themselves.

At length the AEsir again looked hungtily upon the lands of
the Vanir. Once more the war horns bellowed, and the tribe with
whom I dwelt heeded it surmmons. With a high heart I marehed
with them, for lately existence within their village had grown
stale, and I was eager to turn to other things.

As before, the borders of Asgard and Vanaheim resounded
with countless deadly battles and individual duels. Qur wars
were not a great massing of army against armmy, but rather a
long series of chance encounters between raiding parties, of
ambushes and pillaged camps. We had no eities to burh, ne
kings or generals to commandl great arties-wnly the savage
feroelty of desperate men who fellowed their elans to seize or to
defend the frozen expanses whese beunty meanmt life of star-
vatioh. We feught net for prinees ner for ideals, But fer eur
bellies and sur lives.

This time the scales of war favored the AEsir. Some said it
was because of Ghor, the white-mamed berserker whose
reckless strength and mighty blade tore a gory swath through
the Vanir ramks. Be that as it may, I found my prowess in battle
and zeal for slaughter did little to overcome the indefinable
bartier that separated me from my AEsir comrades.

The sun was falling beneath the ice-locked horizon, when we
overtook a handful of stragglers from the Vanir retreat. A
dismal lot, they were, aged and infirm, and scarcely worth the
dulling of our blades. I raised my sword over a fallen mam, grey-
bearded and too ancient to fight. Briefly I noticed the scars on
his thinning scalp from an old wound, saw the haunted look in his
eyes as he awaiited death. I knew then that he was fey, and held
my blade to hear his words.

“That sword,” the greybeard rasped. “How did you get iti?”

"I took it from the Vanir chief who carried it not five years
past,” I laughted. “And paid him for it with a knife for his
throat.”

“Who are you?"” he queried, starimg at me strangely.

“I am called Ghaer.”

“But you are not AEsir!" the old mam swore, his eyes looking
beyond me. “I saw you as a babe, laid out on the ice. You were
suckled by wolves, and you are a child of evil-but I know you for
Genseric's fifth son, and your father’s blood is on your hands!"”

“Better than for mine to be on his hands,” I sneered. “Say on,
old one. How do you know of such matters?”

“l am Bragi,"” he whispered. “Of the Vanir clan to which you
were borm. Your mother is Gudrum of the Shining Locks, and
your father was Genseriic the Sworder. You are the fifth of their
sons, but because your leg was crooked, Gudrun bade Genserie
to leave you upon the ice, saying she had already four strong
sons with fine straiight 1imbs. Yrmif eurse that day, for you have
proven Genserie’s bane, ahd Row you tufh upen Your 6wA
people!”

“I have no people!” I growled. “And of Gudrun’s four strong
sons? How fared tiey?”

“They are their mother’s pride. Raki the Swift, Sigismumd the
Bear, Obri the Cunning, and Alwin the Silent. Hear their names
and tremible, for they shall avenge their father and sweeten the
snows of Vanaheim with AEsir blood!™

Ilaughed and placed the point of my sword to his throat. “iIt is
Ghor the Strong who craves vengeance, Bragi! Vengeance on
my brothers who usurped my place at the fire! Vengeance on
my mother who condemmed her own babe to death! The gods
favor my vengeamce, else they would not have given my father
into my hands for the killing. Let Gudrun and her sons beware
the vengeance of Ghor! I am what I am because of their crime
against me!”



“You are a child of evil!” Bragi swore fiercely. “There is evil
in your blood and in your soul-I see it! I saw it then, as I fled
from the vision of the wolves who suckled a humamn halhe!"

“And what else do you now see, old eme?"

“I see death,” Bragi whispered.

“You see truly,” I told him, and drove home the blade.

GHOR"S REVENGE

By Joseph Payne Brennan

Chapter 111

The AEsir tribe I fought among had had a successful sword
reaping that icy day. In the evening they squatted around their
fires and roasted succulent bits of hoarded meat to celebrate,
but I brooded alone in my horse-hide tent,

The dying words of Bragi echoed in my ears: “Hear their
names and tremble!™ I did tremble, but net with fear-with
rage. Fury swept through me like a fiery fever, I repeated the
names of my hated brothers over and over again: “Raki the
Swift™, *“Sigismund the Bear”, “Obri the Cunning”, “Alwin the
Silent". And then there was Gudrun, at whose bidding I had been
left on the frozen snows to await the fangs of the wolf pack.
“Gudrun of the Shining Locks! The day was not far off, I
vowed, when those locks would lie entangled in a welter of blood
and brain firagments!

More than once that night the killing madiness overcame me to
such an extent that I gripped Genseric’s great sword and started
to leave the tent. Ice stung my face and the wind howled like a
hundred demons as I stared into the outside blackness. Each
time I turned back, shaking with the savagery of my own blood
hunger. The fierce desire for revenge was like an inward fire
burming away at my very bone marrow.

But the white heat of hatred did not completely blot out my
common sense. There was work to be done before | wreaked my
vengeance. I would have to learm which tribe of the Vanir my
kinsmen led. And I would have to find out where in Vamaheim
their chief camp was located.

If I rushed out blindly, thirsting for bloed, I might indeed kill
dozens of Vanir clansmen-tut I myself might be cut dewn
before I found my hated brothers and mether,

As I sat alone in the darkness of my tent, I decided that I weuld
adopt the tactics of the great grey wasteiand wolves. 1 weuld
prowl-the perimeters of the Vanir outposts; 1 would lie in the
shadows just beyond the light of their canpfires. Seener or later
I would learn all I needed to kmow.

Shortly before a frigid dawn threw scattered light about the
AEsir camp, I slipped away. Guards had been posted, but I had
no trouble evading them. Belly-down, I crept through the brittle-
cold brush and not even the snap of a single twig betrayed my
presence.

By the time a fog-shrouded disc of sun arese above the bleak
barrens, I was miles from the AEsir camp. Stopping briefly
where a fringe of tundra grass provided cover, I ate a piece of
dried venison which I carried in an improvised pouch.

I was confident that the AEsir would shrug off my absence.
Most of them believed I was half-mad anyway. If and when I
needed their help, I felt sure they would welcome me back. In
their deadly war with the Vanir, the great sword of Gemseric
would be sorely missed!

From that moerming on, for over a fortnight, I lived like a wolf,
If hunger became unbearatble, I took time out to hunt. I could
run a deer to earth. Not for nothing had I been raised with those
tireless roving wraiths of the northern wildemess|

I headed north and slightly east, where I judged the main
Vanir encampments lay. On several occasions I spotted heavily-
armed Vanir war parties, but I avoided them, even though my
hand tightened on the hilt of Genseric’s mighty sword.
Wholesale tribal killing would have to wait; first, I had personal

blood debts to pay!

In my mind, I repeated the names of my brothers and mother
over and over. Raki the Swift, Sigismund the Bear, Obri the
Cunning, Alwin the Silent:-and Gudrun of the Shining Locks.

Their names became a refrain, rushing through my head even
while I slept. Sometimes I sat bolt upright, roused from sleep,
my hand convulsively tightening on Genseric’s sword.
Momentarilly, I was sure they were nearby, awaiting my
vengeance. Then I would settle back and sleep again, but the
names, like some sort of evil insistent chamt, went on ringing in
my head.

I slept under the shelter of rocks, or stunted trees, or even on
bare unyielding ice with snow falling heawily from starless
skies. A plain shoulder tunie, consisting of scraped animal skins,
covered my back and belly. Deerskin covered my feet. I wore
nothing else save a hide belt to which were attached scabbards
for my huge sword and a bone-handled knife, plus a srmalll but
powerful bow and a few arrows. I sometimes awoke buried in
snow, but, like a wolf, I simply shook it off and roved on, none
the worse,

One morming, the third week after I left the AEsir camp. I
noticed a feather of smoke float out above a small stand of Jarch
trees a mile away.

There was little cover, but I made the most of it. Squitming
over the frozen ground, scarcely more tham a layer of gravel-
laced ice, I inched toward the larches, taking advantage of
every contour of the terraim which gave comeezlment.

It took me nearly a half hour to reach the larch grove but I was
not too late. A small band of Vanir - stragglers from a much
larger group, I gathered -- were picking the bones of some burnt
animal as they hunkered over a tiny fire.

“Hell’s traces!" one of them exclaimed. “Raki may have our
heads for thiis!™

I shivered as I heard the name, but I dared not make a sound.
Instinctively my hand squeezed the hilt of Genseric’s thirsty
sword.

Another Vanir tossed a bone over his shoulder. He shrugged
and growled. “Let him rave. We got cut off. What could we do"
Don't worry. Raki and his brothers need every fighting mar.
they can muster.”

He leaned forward over the fire. “With Ghor leading them, the
AEsir may drive us into the Death Lands. Etermal night and not
even moss to chew om!”

Skulking only yards away, I started at the sound of my own
name. In the mouth of this Vanir, it sounded stirange.

Another arose from the fire with an oath. “Ghor is blood and
bone like the rest of us! We’ll drive the AEsir back to Asgard -
and glad to get there they’ll he!™

Presently they all stood up, kicked snow over the campfire
and headed northeast. Like a gaunt, ravenous wolf, 1 followed.
Once one of them turned around, secowling, but I was already flat
on the ice by the time his eyes swung in my direction. He locked
right over me. Shrugging, he turned and went ofi.

There were five of them but I felt confident that I could have
killed the whole lot, if I attacked while they were off guard. I had
other plans.

They would lead me to Raki -- Raki the Swift, Sigismund the
Bear, Obri the Cunning, Alwin the Silent -- and Gudrum of the
Shining Locks.

The five Vanir traveled with deliberation. It was obvious that
they were in no great rush to rejoin their comrades. I raged with
impatience but there was no way that I could hurry them along
Above all, I wanted them to remaiim ignoramnt of my presence.

It took them nearly three days to reach their main camp
Meanwhile I followed in their footsteps, famished, savage
implacable. I crouched outside the circle of the firelight while
they ate, my own belly grinding with hunger, my eyes burning
They became uneasy and subdued, as if they sensed they were
being followed, but not once did they catch a glimpse of me. 1
erept over the ice fields and through the sparse thickets like £



wolf - like the shadow of a wolf. Occasionally I ram across small
game but I ignored it in spite of my ravemous hunger. I could not
take the time, I felt, to run down game and eat it. I had only one
driving purpose and nothing short of death itself would deter
me.

At last the Vanir reached the outposts of the maiim camp. After
a brief confab, the sentries let them pass and they disappeared
from my sight.

For an hour or more I watched from a nearby point of trees. At
length I decided to circle the entire camp. It was no easy task.
Guards had been doubled; they were wary and alert. But my
long years with the wolf pack paid off; I prowled the entire
perimeter of the camp and not a sentry the wiser.

It was a large clan assemiblage, gathered and geared for war.
There seemed to be an incessamt whetting of sword blades, a
notching of arrows, a repair and reinforcement of the heavy
hide shields.

Time after time I had the opportumity to slit the throat of some
isolated Vanir guard, but I desisted, even though the fingers of
my knife hand itched. The killing of a sentry would arouse the
entire camyp. That was the last thing I wanted.

Early on the morming of the second day I found what I sought :
a large skin tent set somewhat apart from the others and closely
guarded by two powerful Vanir. They kept constamt patrol,
hands on sword hilts, eyes searching. From time to time single
Vanir, whom I judged to be sub-chieftains, strode toward the
tent and were admitted after a close scrutiny by the guards. One
of these visitors was let in only after he had lain his sword, knife
and artows outside the tent. He cursed the guards but complied.

War strategy was being planned within the tent and that could
mean only one thing: inside were my hated brothers. My heart
hammered against my ribs but I managed to restraiim myself.

Just to the rear of the large tent was another, smaller one. I
could not be sure but I felt convinced that this was the tent of
Gudrum of the Shining Locks.

It was late morming before one of the brothers emerged. There
was no doubt in my mind that it was Raki the Swift. I had heard
that he bore a striking resemfblance to Genseric, whose prowess
had become a legend. Raki was a huge mam, far over six feet in
height, muscular yet rangy. with gleaming blue eyes and long
yellow hair. He carriied an oversize sword and I noticed that his
shield was not made of animal hides but hammered metal - rare
in these parts.

The sweat burst out on me as I gripped the hilt of Gemseric's
fabled sword. I felt no fear of this swaggering giant -- only a
hatred so intense I seemed to be on fire.

I needed every ounce of self-control I possessed to keep to my
place of concealment in the fringe of woods and brush. But I
forced mysslf to remaiin silent and motionless. 1 was confident
that I could kill Raki in open combat, but I was sure there were
three more of Genseric’s sons in the tent behind himn. And
Gudrun, probably, in the smalll tent to the rear.

I wanted to make a clean sweep. It would be necessary for me
to pick my own place and time, if I hoped to succeed.

After striding about a bit, and exchanging some words with
the guards, Raki reentered the tent.

All day, at intervals, sub-chiefs and leading fighters visited
the tent. I surmiised that a massive attack was being prepared
against the AEsir. Genserie’s sons were planning eatefully. 1
sensedl that the old days -- smalll war parties, hit-and-run taeties
-- were drawing to a close. Soon there would be all-out war, with
extermimation the goal.

During the course of the day, as they ventured out at imtiervals,
I got a good look at my other three brothers: Sigismund the
Bear, shorter and broader than Raki, a veritable bartel of a
body, with a thick neck and rather smalll head; Obri the Cun-
ning, thin and lean, with crafty eyes and an expression of open
contempt permanently etched on his unpleasamt features; Alwin
the Silent. another giant of a mam, with hooded, enigmatic eyes
and compressed lips which seldom opened for speeeh.

Towards late aftermoon a tall amszon strode around the side of
the tent and spoke to the guards. I knew at once it was Gudrum of
the Shining Locks. She had become somewhat heawy-bodied, but
her thick plaited hair still gleamed yellow in the aftermeon sun
and, had I been able to retaiin any sense of objectivity, I would
have been foreed to adwiit that she remained an aftractive
womarm.

But I glared at her with a loathing which no words could en-
compass. I think she actually felt the withering blast of my
hatred. She turmed, frowning, and stared toward the brush
where I lay concealed. One of the guards made some comment
and started toward the woods but she shook her head and called
him back.

I looked away, afraid that if I stared at her lenger, she would
indeed order the guards to beat through the scrub where I
crouched.

Presently she returmed to the small tent at the rear of the
larger one.

As shadows fell over the camp, I made my plans. I would wait
until the midadle of the night before I struck. Disposing of the
two guards should present no great problem. When they were
safely out of the way, I would glide into the large tent with
Generic’s great sword held at the readly.....

I reasoned that it would be easier to fight inside the tent, than
out. I would have the advantage of surprise for one thing, and in
the relatively smaill confines of the tent there would be less room
for four fighting men to manewwver.. Outside the tent, on the other
hand, I would be surrounded at once and attacked from all sides.
If T could kill the guards and steal into the tent while my
brothers still slept, the odds would be more in my favor.

In addition, I foresaw, the ring of sword blades and the clamor
of raised voices would be at least partially muffled inside the
tent. Outside, the racket might rouse the entire camp.

Although I felt no fear, I was well aware that the sons of
Genseriic the Sworder would fight savagely and to the death. My
only fear, however -- if fear it might be called -- was that I could
be wounded or driven off before my revenge was complete. The
thought gnawed at me. My own attack, I therefore determined,
must be swift, merwiless and efficient. The guards must make
no outery amd the camp must under no conditions be aroused. I
would have to strike with the speed and silence of Death itself.

The hours draggedl. At first hallf a moon hung in the sky, but
soon heavy cloud banks covered it completely. As full darkness
closed in, the guards paced restlessly. Once a snow owl hooted
somewhere in the nearby thickets.

Inch by inch, foot by foot, I squirmed out of the woods. I made
no more sound than a shadow makes as it falls on frozen ground.
No creeping tundra wolf could have advamced more silently than
I

At last I slid within sword range of the nearest guardl. I bided
my time. Leaving Genseric’s gleaming sword in its scabbard, I
drew my short bone-handled knife and waited.

The unsuspecting guard came within two feet, paused, turned
and started to retrace his footsteps. I left the groumd like an
arrow sped from the bow. While one arm circled the guard's
mouth to stifle any cries, the other whipped the knife blade
across his throat, severiing the jugular. Even with his life-blood
spurtimg out, he tried to fight back. It was useless. Only death
could have brokem my grip. When his body grew limp, I eased it
to the icy ground and wriggled along through the darkness
toward the second guard like a deadly night adder.

He was standling still, staring off into the blackness, when my
knife slashed across his throat. He twisted about and attempted
to draw his sword but never mamaged to lift it more tham an inch
or two out of the scabbard. When his struggles ended, I drew my
arm away from his face and very carefully tipped him back-
wards to the ground.

Then I started for the tent of Genseric’s sons.

I paused at the flap and listened. Heavy snoring came from
within. I forced mysdif to wait a full five minutes, hand on sword






hilt, but no other sound save that of snoring reached my ears.

Drawing Genseric’s heavy sword, I stepped just inside the
tent, letting my eyes adjust to the interior. In spite of the
unrelieved darkmess, I could presently make out the shadewy
forms of four sleeping figures.

Lifting the massive sword high over my head, I erept toward
the skin bed of the nearest. In spite of my steaith, something -
some obscure unspoken warming, some mental image of danger
- must have reached the brain of the sleeping man. He sat up
suddenly, with a soft grunt. I judged it was Sigismund the Bear,

Waiting no longer, I lunged toward the pile of skins. The
legendary sword of Genseric swung downward in a mighty
sweeping arc, cleaving through skull, rib-cage, and spine. The
Bear toppled backwards, split apart like a pine riven by a
lightning bolt.

I had scarcely drawn the word clear when someone bounded
from an adjacent bed of skins. It was Raki and I knew now why
he was known as the Swift. He must have slept sword in hand,
because the blade of his slashing weapon whistled within a half
inch of my face as I leaped backwards toward the side of the
tent.

Confident, he came on, but luck was with me. As he was about
to slash again, he slipped on one of the skin blankets. Memen-
tarily, he was thrown slightly off balance. It was all the opening
I needed. Genseric's sword licked out, thrust forward with all
my strength, and buried itsellif halfway to the hilt in Raki’s ehest.
To my amazement, he held onto his own swerd and slashed at
me again. But it was the last instinetive movememt of a dying
man.

Two more figures were coming at me now and I saw there was
no time to be lost. With a tremendous heave, I tore Gemnserie’s
sword out of Raki’s breast and turned to meet Obri the Cunning
and Alwin the Sillent,

As Raki crashed to the ground, Alwin, the other giant, jumped
forward, hacking at my head. I felt the tip of his blade cut
through my scalp and scrape against bone and I Jaughed.

The fabled sword of Genseric became like a live thing in my
hand. It leaped and slashed and parried and although Alwin
fought with great skill, his efforts seemed clumsy and pomderous
compared with my own.

As we fought, Obri the Cunning circled about, dagger in hand,
striking at me like a coiled snake as I came within ramge. Once I
felt his knife slice through my left forearm but I paid no at-
tention.

Muttering with rage and exasperafion, Alwin made a
ferocious lunge with his oversize sword. It was his last. He was
just a fraction of a second too slow in recoverimg. The great
sword of Genseriic, his father, sang through the air and Alwin’s
head spun off,

Grinning, I turned toward Obri. Quickly sheathing his knife,
he backed off and drew, not his sword as I had expected, but a
bow. An arrow smashed into my right shoulder and I knew meore
would be streakimg toward me before I could reach him. Lifting
Genseric's sword in both hands, by hilt and tip, I hurled it
straight at him.

The impact of the heavy blade knocked him off his feet as
another arrow hissed past my head. With a great bound, 1
sprang across the tent. My hands found Obri’s threat befere he
could draw his knife. As I squeezed, I could see his bulging eyes
shine wildly in the darkmess. Bones cracked; his tongue
protruded. Blood poured out his mouth and he went limp.

Flinging his body aside, I recovered Genseric’s sword, strode
to the tent flap and listened. I heard nothing. I surmised,
correctly, that the brief sound of clashing sword blades had been
effectively muffled by the horse-hide tent.

Blood was flowing out of my scalp, forearm and shoulder, but
I paid no attention.

Pausing only momentanily as I slipped outside, I hurried
through the darkness to the smaill tent at the back.

The sound of heavy, regular breathing reached me as I ap-

proached the tent flap. Without stopping,, I stepped inside. Like a
wolf, I could now see well in the darkness and I had no trouble
malking out a bulky formm lying on skins toward the rear of the
tent.

Slipping out my bone-handled knife, I held it by the blade,
judged the blow carefully and swung the handle of the knife
against Gudrun’s temple. She jerked once but made no sound.
Her breatthing became harsh and irregular.

Hoping I had. not struck too hard, I threw her over my shoulder
like the carcass of a deer and hurriied out of the tent.

Twenty minutes later I was well away from the camp and
deep in scrub woods which covered much of the area. I walked
swiftly, in spite of my burden, stopping only long enough to ram
a crurnpled piece of rabhbit skin inside the woman’s mouth. If she
revived and tried to scream, the gage would turn her cries into
little more than whimpers.

I estimated that I still had several hours before the bodies
were discovered and the alarm sounded. But I could not be
positive. I could not be sure that the two guards had been put on
statiom for the entire night. They might be relieved. In that case,
I would have only a few more minutes.

The night remaimed quiet. I heard no sounds save the oc-
casionall hoot of a snow owl, or the scutter of tiny feet as some
small animal scurried away.

In spite of my wounds and the weight I carried, I was not even
winded when I finally stopped.

Dumyping Gudrum on the icy-covered ground, I wiped the blood
from my face. Then I bent, ripped the gag from her mouth and
stripped off every last shred of her clothes -- skin garments
made doubly soft by the patient gums of elderly Vanir women.

At length she stirred, groaned and opened her eyes. I grinned
down at her. She recognized me at once, in spite of my blood-
smeared face, and sat up, snarling.

I prodded her with my foot. “Well, old hag, your cripped frog
has hopped back to play a little game!™

Swaying, she stood up and beat at me with both fists. Dodging,
I stuck out my foot and she crashed to the ground again.

“Frogs never forget,” I told her, “nor does Ghor the Strong
whom you had set out for the wolves to devewur!™

She sat up agaiim, glaring at me. “A pity they didn’t! I should
have strangled you myself! Give me a knife and we shall see
who is left for the wollwes!!”

“I don’t fight females,” I said. “Besides, I have other plans
for you!™

She sneered. “You are afraid to fight me with cold steell"™

I shrugged and laughed. “Ask your four sons if Ghor the
Strong is afraid to fight. They lie back in their tent, still as in
sleep -- but no longer do they smore!”

I saw her face whiten. She remaimed silent.

“Emowgh of this,” I growled. “Get up, hag, and walk.”

She got up without another word and started off, barefooted,
across the ice. She staggered and I saw that alreadly she was
startimg to turn blue with the cold.

When we reached the middle of a wide expamse, open to the
frigid winds, I reached out and sent her crashing to earth again.

Shivering, half-dead with the cold, she continued to glare up at
me.

I stared down without pity. “You will be warm soon enough,
Gudrum of the Shining Locks,” I assured her. “Warm in the
hungry bellies of the wolf pack!™

She made no reply and I walked away. When I reached the
edge of a ragged fringe of fir trees, I stopped, turned and lifted
my head. From my throat issued the long-drawn, eerie howl of
the hunting wolf. I repeated the calll three times. Then I squatted
on my haunches and waited.

Answering howls rose in the night air. I could tell by the
sounds that the pack was famished. They came on swiftly.

Gudrum had struggled to her knees. She knelt motionless, like
an image carved out of blue stone.

Soon enough the pack swung into view, long, lean hunters of
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the night with lolling tongues and glinting greem-yellow eyes.
Their grey coats looked mangy and thin. The hunting had not
been good.

Payiing no attention to me, they headed straight for Gudrun,
who remaimed kneeling motionless.

I thought she was already frozen to death, but as the lead wolf
leaped for her throat, she dodged aside, gripped it by the hind
legs and swung it like a scythe.

In spite of my passionate hatred, I felt a brief flash of
grudging admiration for the doomed woman.

Her mamewwver held off death only for minutes however. The
lead wolf finally wrenched itself from her freezing hands and the
pack closed in for the kill.

Even then she fought on. As she went down under the
ravenous, threshing grey shapes, I saw her sink her teeth into
one of the wolves’ tiwroats.

That was her final act. Seconds later she was being torn to
pieces.

I sat and watched as the pack fed, snarling and fighting
among themselves. A few minutes later there was nothing left
on the ice except smears of blood and a few of the larger hones.

The pack gathered together, swung in my direction, stopped,
sat back on their haunches, howled in unison and trotted off into
the might.

I walked out where the wolves had fed. The shining loecks of
Gudrun lay gleaming on the ice, tangled together with stiffening
bleed and bits of brain stuff. The great jaws of the starving
beasts had even eracked open Gudrun’'s skull.

My blood debt was finally paid.

I strode off, across the expanse of ice, into the fir trees. From
far away, over the freezing plains, I heard the subdued but
growing murmur of mamy voices.

My night's earlier handiwork, I assumed, had heen
discovered.

(To be continued next issue by Richard Tierney, Michael
Moorcock and Charles Saunders.)

13-

GALILEO SAW THE TRUTH

By Gregory Nicoll

The Tuscan artist, at his bench, invents a thing quite new,

An optic orb of shining stone, ringed in white and blue;

And through this whirling piece of glass, a wondrous thing he
sees:

Great rows of troops, with capes and banners -- flapping in the
breeze.

Advancing through the eons, through time’s spectral gloom,

One hundred thousand ancient soldiers, marcting to their doom.

The orb he turns and then he finds, a stirring sight to see,

The swords of Conan and King Kull, within a bloody spree.

The shields they break and axes flash, through blood and bones
and brains,

Horses scream as riders die, and Chaos, supreme, reigns.

Advancing through the eons, through time’s spectral gloom.

One hundred thousand ancient soldiers, marcthing to their doom.

And through the piece of oddly glass, looms a conflict large,

Hal and Hotspur meet with blades, and Worcester leads the
charge.

With wood and steel the foes they slay, and shirts of mail they
tore;

Many a good tall fellow served up to the smoky war.

Advancing through the eons, through time’s spectral gloom.

One hundred thousand ancient soldiers, marcthing to their doom

The scenes they shift and the artist sees, mamy more views of
death,

The sounds of cannons choking flame, and conquerors’ hard
breatin.

In lobster robes, and with Brown Bess, they march in legions
wide;

Shots rake through well-ordered ranks and widow mamy a bride.

Advancing through the eons, through time’s spectral gloom.

One hundred thousand ancient soldiers, marcthing to their doom

The artist finds another clash, this one horrid to behold,

Armies charging, Blue and Gray, each quite strong and bold.

The skies are graced with flying craft, ships sail beneath the
waves,

Repeaters crack with rapid fire and send men to early graves.

Advancing through the eons, through time’s spectral gloom.

One hundred thousand ancient soldiers, mamthimg to their doom

A tyrant then comes centerstage, and thousands hear his song.

A flag of red with four-armed cross; and Pamzer barrels Jong

Then surprises come at Harbor Red (what madmen call it
Pearl?)

A mushroom cloud picks up the Earth, and dancing atoms swirl

Advancing through the eons, through time’s spectral gloom.

One hundred thousand ancient soldiers, matahing to their doom.

Unceasiing shows the optic orb, on goes the grisly show,

The air now rings with howl of rays, and rockets set aglow;

Men take their plaything - war. that is -- no warmings do they
mind,

and carry it to distant stars, and worlds they've yet to find.

Advancing through the eons, through time’s spectral gloom,

One hundred thousand ancient soldiers, marching to their doom.

The Tuscan takes the tiny thing, and hefts it in his hand,

And smashes it to pieces -- what it shows he cannot stand;

But though he tries to break the truth, he finds its texture har-
dest;

Fear of truth destroyed the glass, so too it killed the artist.

Advancing through the eons, through time’s spectral gloom,

One hundred thousand ancient soldiers, marching to their doom
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Question: What do you see as the future of Howard fandom?

BACON: Fandom in any area follows a cycle. Obviously REH
Fandom is on the upward curve of interest. It’ll diminish after a
while. Some die-hard fans will remaiin, publishers will still
publish Howardama and a few of the curremt fanzines will con-
tinue to exist. The REH “freak™ will lose interest but the in-
dividual who enjoyed the exploits of Howard characters and is
not on the bandwagom because “‘everyone reads Conan” will
remaiim. I1t'1l probably be a healthier time for the true enthusiast.

FENNER: I can’t say for sure. If the field can shake off seme
of the exploiters, REH may continue to gain in popularity,
perhaps reaching, eventually, the same plane attaimed by
Burroughs. Maybe. A good movie based on one of his daracters
wouldn't hurt. Who knows? You can’t tell what the public will
buy or support next.

HAMILTON: I see a great future for Howard fandem.
Previously unpublished REH stories are still in the process of
being published. THE LAST CELT is another asset to Hoviard
fandom. We have seen the rise of, in my opinion, the greatest
Howard artist, Steve Fabiam. Hopefully there might still be
some Howard manuseripts located. The Hoeward boom is here to
stay for a while. My greatest regret is that REH isn't here to
share it with us.

McHANEY: Believe it or not, I expect this thing to go on
another five years. By then, though, people will start getting
slek of the last dregs of Howard materiial, and support will
dwlindle down to the same relegatiion that Burroughs fandom has
now. It has gotten too out of hand to have any lesser status than
that, though, and the REH fans who only know him through the
comics will be satiating their idiocy on some new form of zap
pow.

ROARK: Howard fandom is due to taper off a bit, I should
think. However, there’ll always be a demand for his work. . .
much as there has been for HPL's. Eventugilly I hope that REH
fandom grows a bit with the times and sees that there is mere to
heroie fantasy than Rebert E. Howard. One of my rmain gripes
with any speeialized fandom has always been their imsane
“tunnel vision”; they ean enly see one thing at a tife, and miss
a lot of other goed material for this reasen. Just as there is mere
to Emglish literature tham Diekens, there is mere te hereie
fantasy than just REH'S WORKS. Several yeung writers are

doing superb things in the genre: Karl Wagner, Dick Tierney,
Dave Smith amd others are excellent, but have had a helluva
time attraciing readers, simply because both readers and
publishers are afraid to test their feet in unkmown waters. And
it's a dammed shame,

SASSER: Howard fandom has a bright and lengthy future if
interest continues. As mamy know, a large number of REH'’S
stories will be appeafring In paperback -- both here and in
England. Of eourse, there are the Marwel Comies, hardbaeks,
boeklets, ete.; all of whieh are going strong and selling well.

SCITHERS: Decline when people realize it's being overex-
ploited.

WARFIELD: I think there will always be a REH fandom, but
expect it to diminish considerably in coming years. It will most
likely leave the phenomena stage, and return to the smalller cult
it enjoyed in years past.

Question: Is it important for fan publishers to work together as
much as possible? If so, how might we better relations?

BACON: I feel that fan-eds should work together, and I think
that mest do (more or less). I know I'm constantly trading pubs
with other fan-eds and trying to give them publicity in the News
Notes section of FC. I think that mutual plugging of products
help. If a fan-ed doesn’t support a given zine or feels it's a rip off,
then of course he shouldn't plug it. But barring that type of
situatiion, I feel that one editor should assist another as much as
possible. I've called on other fan-eds for advice and criticism
and sometimes (as much as I hate to admit it) the criticisms
have been most helpful. . .even the beligeremtly put forth
ones. Constructive comments, support thru cooperative sales
blurbs and assistance in locating authors, artists, etc. are the
main areas I think need to exist. No one is just born knowing how
to contact Fabiam, Krenkel, Jacwbi, Conrad, de Camp or even
Glenn Lord. This kind of assistance helped get FC going and is
just what it needed.

FENNER: Other than keeping each other informed about
possible products and features so we won’t be stepping on
everyone’s toes, I reallly don't think that it's imperative to
“work together"” per se. I can’t help but feel that if you work on
your own, your publication will be more original, fresher, and
ultimately more prone to be persomally satisfying. It also
guarantees variety in the genre, which is importamt. Com-
petition's the life blood, they say, and I agree. Which isn't to say
that you shouldn't be friends with your fellow publisher-
s/feditors: hell, they're the only ones likely to give you a sin-
cere, constructive loe. Usually,

HAMILTON: Yes, it is my belief that fan publishers should
work together as much as possible. They should check the dif-
ferent zines and tell the publishers where improvements should
be made based on their own experience. They might know less
expensive printers or artists whose work should be published
which might prove beneficial to fans and zines involved.

McHANEY: Yeh, there's nothing that takes the fun out of all

13-



this like a feud will. I think we should keep apart as much as
possible, to be able to better present our own ideas, though we
all learn from mistakes. We should pass along any advice, etc.
we learn from our screw-ups. I'd like all the REH zines to
combine forces just once in an effort similar to TOADSTOOL
WINE, to see what everyone could come up with in the face of
such a collaboratiion. I've “collaborated” about half a dozen
times, and though the outcome wasn’t always satisfactory, the
result was usually fun, at least. I'd love to spend a week with all
the other fanzine editors (at different times) and see what we
eould eome up with. That miight not be possible with all of them,
sinee some of us are quite headstrong and domineering, and I
den’t think I could play seecond fiddle.

ROARK: I think that we ought to keep each other informed as
to what we're doing, so we don’t step on each other’s toes, or
projects. But I don't feel that it is importamt to spill your guts to
everyone -- gotta have some secrets, ya know. I correspond
more or less regulatly with most of my fellow fan editors and
despite some differences in opinion, I find a lot of fun in it. I wish
we eould all get together sometime and share a wee dram of
spirits; THAT would help us eemmunicate better! Wheh we
gobered up, that is. . .I've always found that nething brings
peeple eleser thah mutual RAAGEVErs.

SASSER: Definitely. It might be a good idea for each
publisher to do a page or two of news about his latest publishing
efforts and maiil copies of this to the other publishers.

SCITHERS: Prefentiounsly worded question; better relations
can be had by writing letters to each other more frequently.

WARFIELD; It is not a necessity, but a luxury we can all
afford. Most of us already correspond, exchange pubs and
viewpoints. We could better relations by aveiding ego conflicts,
and having more patience with conflicting opinions.

Question: What do you think of your own publication, and how
would you better your product?

BACON: I've tried for diversity in the range of fantasy topics
which were covered in FC. At the same time I've tried to put
together kind of a package concept where we may run an article
on a given author plus some of his verse and fiction plus maybe
ah art portfolio based upon the works of that given author (such
as the Algernon Blackwood section in FC No. 4—5 or the Cthulhu
Mythos emphasis in FC No. 7). These have not always worked.
It's hard to emphasis diversity and still show unity. Layout in
FC has improved but eontinues to need work. I feel the quality of
both artwork and written word has improved but the standard
still needs to be raised higher. The one continuing eriticism of
FC has been the use of mullti-colored papers (which we use more
sparihgly new) and the laek of a wrap around binding. Begin-
Ring with FC Ne. 8 (May 1976) FC will be professionally typeset,
with justified manrgins, wrap around binding, two eoler covers
and printed en a eeated steek. That will ehange the appearanee
frem a reugh “fannish” leok te a mere professional loek. I think
the ehange is needed. Other areas that I intend te try im-
prevements inelude the use of more professional artists and
authers and a esntinued seareh for the best fan talent available.
It has always been enie of FC's goals to utilize and publish weork
By fans. There's a 1ot of ravw talent that eught te be utilized.

In the currently running debate in FC (letters pages) one
positive benefit has been the realization (Warfield was the
catalyst for this) that FC ought to not only reprint those little
gems from the old pulp magzzines that haven’t seem print
elsewhere but more importamtly to try to provide a place for
work by the current “names” in the industry. That’s why you'll
find names like de Camp, Carter, Tierney, Jacolhi, Brennan,
Wagner, and others appearing under the Stygiam Isle Press

imprimt. My hope is that other names such as Leiber, Moorcock,
C. L. Moore and others will also appear. Many of these in-
dividuals have been contacted and more will be. Fan-eds need to
(within their financial limits) bring more NEW fiction and verse
to their readers.

FENNER:it's got its faults and it needs quite a bit of work,
but I'm proud of the booger. It may not be great, but I likes “er!
Improvements? I'd like to get some unpublished REH poetry,
add some color to the insides, get more photos of Howardl, go 3
column reduced type, lower the price, and anything else that I or
one of our readers might think of. It's beem suggested that we
bramch out... .cover other fantasy authors’ achievememnts. But
then we wouldn’t be an REH 'zine anymane, would we?

HAMILTON: Since I don’t publish a zine anymeore I don’t feel
the need to answer.

McHANEY: [ won’t dwell on my pre-Howard zines. As far as
the Howard stuff goes, most of what I did in my first year was
real crap. I'd never done any experimentafion away from the
standard formats until last year. It's too bad I didn’t get that out
of my system earllier. I also used an incredible amount of bad
judgement for art, ete. I decided the only way to impiove my
material and my circulation was to stop clowning around and
get rid of my fannish attitudes;; after all, I spent years of college
in Engllish and Jourmalisth, learning to edit, write, do layeuts,
etc., so why waste that knowledge on just a fanzine? The new
HOWARD REVIEW (Ne. 5) is where [ show my stuff. From now
on, if it isn’t something [ can be proud of, I'm wasting my time,
and I am net proud of my first year of Howard publishing, with
the possible exception of my “second edition™ of the first issue.

ROARK: [ like it, with reservattions. Time is always a killef -
I truly wish that we had twice as long to commiission artwork
and do the layouts, but I've always felt that putting out a zine on
a regular schedule was very important if you plan to hold fan
interest. More color, more pages, more actual wordage --1 think
all this would help. My drearn is to do the ultimate fanzine -- with
over hallf the pages in eolor, LIFE MAGAZINE size. Semehow, 1
doubt if it'll ever come off! Nevertirless, we plan te keep 6ur
collective noses te the grindsteone - God willing!

SASSER: I am really proud of it and happy that it is being
received by REH fandom. I arm planning eh impioving TGR
with each successive issue. Typeset and color are in my plans
for the future, and I still hold some faint hope for Howard fiction.

SCITHERS: Impossible to answer that questiom without
seeming either a wittold or a braggart.

WARFIELD: No one camn view his own work completely un-
biased. Also, no one short of a conceited snob could net wish for
improverment. [ am never eompletely satisfied with any of my
produets.

At this writing, I'm unhappy with the printing end of my pubs.
Type is not “crisp™ enough, and detail in aft is being lest. I'm
working on that, and exploring ways to keep priees down and
quality up...... which Is quite diffieult. Primters are up-
sympaitissfic, to say the least, te our problems.

Question: What do you think were Howard’s merits as a writer,
as opposed to his being a fan plhemeomena?

BACON: Howard was strong on action and in some cases
managed some pretty good character development. His
imaginztion was monumental . . . . .. it had to be for him to create
whole cities, continents and situations that he never en-
countered in the first persom. As mamy pulp writers, he wrote for
a per word fee, and that tended to make him wordy at time but
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it's never diminished my enjoyment of his fiction. Some of his
verse is (in format and style) unsurpassed. Some is pretty rank
stuff. Surprisingly even some of the verse published in recent
months ranks high among the “camon” of verse he left behind
(that’s to say the unpublished verse may be reject material
from the pulps of the day, but they didn’t always print Howard’s
best). I enjoy reading Howardama and have re-read mamy of his
tales (somethimg no other author except maybe Asimov has
indueed me to do). Long after the Howard craze is dead, I
imagine I'll still be sitting with Lancer paperback in hand.

FENNER: I think that Howard had a wonderful imagination
which enabled him to capture that certain mooed and flair that
makes adventure fiction -- particularly his -- so much fun to
experience. He wasn’t another Dickens or Steinbeck as seme
narrow-minded folk might think. Still his finished work is quite
entertaiming and most times well written. I'm just curious as to
what he would have evolved into if he hadn’t committed suicide.

HAMILTON: I consider Howard’s greatest merit to be the
fact that he put himself in every story; it wasn’t Conan in battle
it was Bob himself! His knowledge of amciemt history was
another asset. Since S & S is very popular nowadays it’s easy to
see why REH is 8o popular. Plus his Conan and Solomon Kane
stories had a supernaturall element to them.

McHANEY: When Howard is no longer considered a “fan
phenomenon” he’ll be remembered as a powerful and oc-
casionally remarkable writer. That’s the way it was before -- it
will be that way agaiim. It's just a matter of time.

ROARK: Colorful action, narrative drive and pacing, mood
and expert handling of the “heroic” figure are Howard’s major
pluses as a writer. At times, I feel his merits are over-rated by
well-meaming fans of his works, but I would place several of his
stories in the category of ‘“classies within their gemre”;
“Beyond the Black River,” “Pigeons from Hell,” “The Dark
Man,” “Worms of the Earth,” “Meet Cap’n Kidd,” and “The
Lion of Tiberias™ stamd out guite vividly in my memarny. Most of
all, REH was lueky -- fate is a high-roller at the table of litexary
resuriection and Heward eame up a seven. If net for the upsurge
ef interest in Aestalgia=pulp fietien, I have a spesky feeling that
REH weuld've beep a "lest” auther.

SASSER: Howard was a natural storyteller who happened to
be born in Texas, which, along with his distinct personality,
made him the great writer that he was. Most Texans are born
romamtics -- imagine if REH had been borm in Saginaw,
Michigan! He'd probably written for farm journals! This may
sound hokey, but REH’s writings and general outlooks on life
have had a profound effect on me, persomallly. Not that I con-
sider him a messiah, but he did shew me the way in many
things. As a fan phenemena, Howard appeals to different people
for different reasomns. A theme pepular teday, especially in the
movies (e.g., "Serpies,” "One Flew ever the Cuekeo’s Nest”
"All the President’s Men,” ete) if the here ef herees alene
against the systef. The Bulk ef Heward's yarhs feature this
tHehiee - ¢ ocoiir8e, REH’S stories feature a ehanee fer ene (6
eseape to the woerlds of fantasy and sueh and Aot hahy ean PAss
4p a bit of éscapism.

SCITHERS: Howard'’s strength as a writer are precisely why
he is popular now.

WARFIELD: Howard was a superb storyteller, with a rich
reservoir of knowledge and imagination. He is a fan plenemena
because of his ability to emtertain.

Question: Does producing a magazine infringe on your “real
life* activities? Do you think it is worth the trouble?

BACON: Anyone who publishes a fanzine and claims it deesn't
infringe upon his personal life either is lying or doesn’t have a
personal life. You can't have a wife, two daughters, be in the
process of buying a house and re-modeling it, take active part in
church and job activities and not let something ride. My biggest
concern is that I do not fail in my role as a husband and father. If
I saw those relationships being damaged, then I'd quickly give
up FC. I hope that never happens though. Right now to make
things fit, I do FC work on breaks from work in the morming and
aftermoon, sit with samdwich in hamd at the typewriter over
luneh hour plus I work on FC usually between 7:15 a.m. and
when I start work at 8 a.m. and then work on it from 5 p.m. until
5:15 or 5:30 p.mn. If I get too far behind, I stay at work an evening
and try to eateh up. If things are slow during the day, I'll try to
hammer out an editorial or answer a letter. Generallly, I eram so
a8 not to let FC eut inte evenings with my wife and twe young
'uns. This has get te be werth the hassle. ... .I'm deing it aren™t 17

FENNER: Conceivably it could, but it doesn’t. I don’t let it
and I feel sorry for those people whose lives are ruled by their
fan activities. Rather sad, to my way of thinking. REH:LSF is a
hobby;, one that cam be continued or dropped. + Sometimes I'll
get disgusted and say such and such an issue’ll be the last one,
But when the thing’s completed I usually forget most of the
hassles -- it’s an accormplishment of sorts. Worth it? I'd say so.

+ I've never broken a date, missed a flick or postponed
anything just to werk on the “zine.

HAMILTON: My life has truly become a rat race since |
started publishing. Lots of times I would type CROSS PLAINS
till 5 0’clock in the morming. I have very little if any time left for
myself. Yes, I do think it’s worth the trouble. I enjoy my
correspondence with Glenn Lord, E. Hoffman Price, Joseph
Payne Brennam, Stuart Schiff, Fred Blosser, Steve Fabiam, etc.

McHANEY: I don’t have a “real life” --only a surreal one. It's
worth “doing”, but I do wish that once I “did it" I eould be
through with it.

ROARK: It infringes on my time, naturally. . .but enly as
much as I allow it to. If one’s interest takes up too much of ene’s
life, it cam get to be ridiculous. You just have to adjust your
thinking to the fact. If I didn't feel it was all worthwihile. . . . .. the
way to the top is thorny, oh my brothers. .. ... I'd chuck it all I
enjoy the feeling of accomplishment, so I make room in my
schedule for working on it.

SASSER: | am afraid it does, but I get a great deal of en-
joyment out of TGR. Right now I do everything (layout, let-
tering, typing, ete.), whieh gets to be a bore at times. Overalll, 1
de like working on it, but semetimes I have to get away from it
for a few days. If I didn’t think it was werth the trouble, I
woeuldn’t be deing it. 1 den’t eare if I'm reaching just one fan
with TGR. that's 8ne more than I was reaching without it.

SCITHERS: Yes. Probably not.

WARFIELD: I'm not sure I like the word “interfere.” My
hobby is part of my life. It takes time, money, etc. If it really
caused serious problems (“interfered”), I'd quit. If I didn't find
it to be worthwihile, I wouldn't do it.

Question: How much of what you do is governed by reader
response? Do you care what your readers want?

BACON: I do care what readers want and ask for. Some of it is
pretty hard to come by. But by and large readers have helped
FC a great deal. Former subscribers are now comtributing
verse, fiction, eolumns and artwork. Readers have helped me
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located copies of long out of print works for us to reprint.
Readers have helped almost as much as fellow fan-eds in
providing contacts for prefessional art and fiction.

FENNER: You know, I wish I could stand up and say, “Why,
gol-durn, ever'thing in our mag was suggested by our readers,”
but that'd be a bunch of crap. Of what little reader response we
get only a very tiny fraction ever suggests anything: I guess the
majjority don’t reallize just how much we wamt their help. We're
pretty much on our own and can only judge our mistakes or
sucecesses afterward by the letters we do receive. We care what
the readers wamt and try to gauge our features to what we think
they would like to see. Without them we couldn’t continue the
magazine and we do our best to make them feel like they're
eorning out the winner in this tramsacition. 1 feel very strongly on
this peint.

HAMILTON: To some extent CP was governed by reader
response. I care what readers want if it is within reason.

McHANEY: I care about what my readers want, but I do what
I want to do. Many people want a letter column, but I don't give
a dammn about printing praise or criticism, and no one lhas
written anything controversial or even interestimg, aside from
what 1 mentioned above. If readers want to know what otiers
think of the magawite, let them find out for themselves. I don’t
ignore suggestion, frequently consider them, and occasionally
use ther, if they are in line with my way of thinking. I do my
magazine because I enjoy it, and being selfish, I can enjoy the
eontents only If they are right for me.

ROARK: Framkly, I wish more people would write and let us
know what they want in our publications! We try to gauge
content on fan interest, but we need more opinions to base our
work on. I didn't believe the old whine about “the silent
majjority” until LSF came along -~ I do now. We have a few
staumch supporters who always give us sound criticisms and
opinions (John, Bob, Marty - you know who you are!) and we
appreciate it. But dammit, we need more to go on! We read,
anallyze and try to answer all of our maiil, so you're not talking to
an unappreciative audience.

SASSER: I listen closely to what my readers say, as the FANS
make the fanzine. I do try to please the bulk of them -- it's im-
possible to please them all. I know I like other people to listen to
what I have to say about their publications and I care what
others want from me,

SCITHERS: Apparently this question wasn’t proof-read
before being sent ouf.”

+Edl. Note: Mr. Scithers is referring te a typographical error
in the original question.

WARFIELD: I do not see how anyone can hope to sell a
products that no one wants, so readers are, in essence, a
magazine! I do find the majority of readers to be silent; so a
minority have more of a say. An unfortunate ciircumstance.

Question: What attitude do you think your zine should have -
scholarly, lighthearted or wailing dirge?

BACON: FC should in some instanees be seholary. In othéer
cases, it should be a rapping place for eemments 6R CFrent
happenings in Fandietn. Even the lighthearted has a plaee. 1
hope that the tone of FC is set by Epistie EXpress (our 16(ters
pages). I view it as eommumieaitive, inqUiring, semetimes prone
to debate and eritieism:; but always epen 8 pew {deas 3Ad
epiniens.

FENNER: Unless a magazine runs the gamut of all the at-
titudes -- those that are mentioned and others -- I think that it's
fallen short of its potentiall. A well rounded approach seems to be
the most appealing.

HAMILTON: Since I don't publish a zine anymore I don't feel
the need to answer.

McHANEY: A combination of the first two - never a dirge.
The sight of some poor fool crying all over himselif makes me
puke.

ROARK: I think all the attitudes have their place, but all of
them can go too far. Humor is quite importamt, in my opinion:
when you get above laughing at yourself, you deserve a pie in
the kisser! Giving the readers the truth is importamt, too... .as
is keeping up a respectable image. As long as you don't start
acting like an ass, you’'ll come out OK with few scars.

SASSER: Oh, I suppose TGR is a bit scholafly, but everall is
light heartedl. People read fanzines for entertainmeni, net t6 be
depressed by pages and pages of silly analytical and olbituary
stugf about ﬁ@b@ft E. Howafd. Hell, Two-Gun leved te 1augh and
§6 do we all.

SCITHERS: Yes, yes and no, respectively,

WARFIELD: I don’t really approve of such limited tags. 1
believe in an intellectual balance of seholarly and lightheat:
tedness.

Question: Do you think that artwork plays an important role in
your publication-thoith as a selling point and for graphic appeal?

BACON: As I stated back in question 6,1 have always wanted
FC to be a “graphic” type of product. Despite about 6-7 years of
art school courses at the Flint Institute of Arts, I find mysslf a
very poor artiist. I have, however, a great deal of appreciation
for the artist and his multitude of mediums. I hope that shows
thru in the type of zine I preduce. To be frank, most artwork is
NOT a selling point unless it's “big name" stuff. Adams, Barry
Smith, Conrad, Fabian, Eisner and mamy others help sell a zine
Butsome of the best work (I feel) on an even basis with the pros
comes from the fan artist,

FENNER: Definitely, on all counts. Art work is part of our
personality and one of our strongest selling points. We try to
keep things balaneed; somethimg for everyone has beem our
goal. I'fh a big art fan -- deesn’t matter who does it or what the
subjeet mattter i§, as 16ng as it's done with style. It should be
neted that LSF Ne. 2 was eur guiekest selling issue, mainly
beeause of the Barry Smith interview and illustrations. 1'm
disappointed, theugh, when we get 1ees from eustomers whe
adeit te net readihg the mag, but weould like us te get Neal
Adams te illystrate next issue’s Heward story.

HAMILTON: Yes, artwork plays a very importamnt part in my
publications; I should say good artwork. It is an excelient selling
point, plus the graphic appeal it adds.

McHANEY: Yes.

ROARK: Hell, yes! I like art and enjoy having it around -
graphic design is quite important. As a selling point, it is mearly
as importamt as everything else in the zine -- art & comics fans
far outnumber weird—S&S—SF fans, so you're able to reach a
completely different audience with artwerk. I do tire of the
letters that sing the praises of a certaim artist while
simultaneouslly informing us that they haven’t read anything. 1s
readiing a lost aFt? I doubt if we’ll ever know.
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SASSER: Artwork is what the fans want -- as I learned very
quickly. The art can make or break a 'zine. It is definitely very
impertamt to have art to go with the text, and of eourse, &
nuraber of well known artists help a great deal in the way of
sales.

SCITHERS: Very, very much so.

WARFIELD: Art is a definite plus factor. However, fans
differ greatly in what they consider good art.

Question: What has proven to be your most popular feature,
outside of any Howard fiction you might print?

BACON: Epistle Express is the most popular feature next to
REH material. Readers enjoy measuring their observations of
ah issue against those of other readers. Professionals enjoy the
eomments of fans amd fans enjoy the behind-the-scenes view
offiered via LOCs by pros. Debate and controversy help. I try not
to run letters of the I loved your swelll fanzine” variety unless
they ge further with speeific eomments on FC or a debate
eurrently in progress of fmake staterments relative to the Fan-
tasy pgenre whieh other readers might enjoy comment
upeh disagree with. We've had a very aetive readership and I
hepe it continyes.

FENNER: It's pretty evenly divided among the art work, the
interviews, and stramgely, the photographic folios based on
REH"s female eharacters == here all this time I've been told fans
didn't like woren and thatl was a bit of a “freak” because I do.
Another falicy blown all to hell........

HAMILTON: Probably the Howard biblio.

McHANEY: I don’t have more than two features that I've
continued for several issues. One of those has simply been
eontinued by fan writers who liked the idea, and that’s fine with
me. The more help I get with the chores of reviewimg and ar-
ticles, the less sweating I do at the last minute. I hope in the
future my most popular feature will be my approach and sense
of priorities,

ROARK: Our Barry Smith interview in No. 2 was well-
received, as was the Glenn Lord interview in No. 3. “Vultures
Over Cross Plains” garmered a helluva lot of fan comment, as
was its intent. In our curremt issue, Ben Indick’s “Imcident at
Cross Plains” was lauded by mest readers.

SASSER: I've only got one issue out, but the mest popular
pleces so far have been Wayne Warfield’s “Robert E. Howard:
Retrospeetively” and Bill Wallace’s “The Sense of Hideous
Antiquity.”

SCITHERS: Artwork.

WARFIELD: Editorials, art and letter columns. Any con-
troversial feature, of course, always draws attention.

Question: REH was the maiin fan interest in the '70’s, following
the mass appeal of Burioughs in the '60’s. If interest in REH was
to fade out, do you see any other author who could deminate
future fan imterest?

BACON: There are several authors whese werk 1 feel may
dominate or at least be grabbed up for future fan inferest.
Heward Phillips Leveeraft is 6ne whese werk already prétty
faueh paraliiels Heward's in interest. Anether would be Michael
Moereeck or Karl Edward Wagner. I hepe that fandem €6n-
tinyes te push these gentlemen inie further endeavers in the
areas of fietion and verse. They will probably be the Aafural

inheritors of the curremt REH craze. I think that Howard and his
Conan are opening the door to mamy fans and exposing them to
Heroic Famtasy.. One other author whose work comes to mind
(and contains elements of REH amd HPL in his fiction) is
Richard Tiermey. I persomally feel (amd hope) that this gen-
tleman's work enjoys a great popularity in the future. Any one
who hasn’t read THE WINDS OF ZARR by Tiermey ought to. It
shows his stremgth as a story teller and setter of moods. My hope
is that these four gentlemen (amd especially the living three)
will becomne fan favorites.

FENNER: First I'd like to say that I don’t think ERB has lost
its public appeal;; there're new movies being made based on his
characters, new editors of his books continue to come out, and
kids still play “Tarzan” in their backyards. Burroughs is still
top dog amd I doubt if amyome in the foreseeable future will
replace him. But to answer your question, if REH’s popularity
tades (which it won't, it handled propetly)) fans would probably
begin to notice amother of the old WEIRD TALES writers --
perhaps C.L. Moeefe of Mamly Wellman. There might alse be a
resurgamee of interest in HPIL. Whe eamh say? Karl Wagner s my
persenal faverite athong these authors presemndly working in the
field: if he'd learn te type with meore than ene finger andl turh out
a greater velume of stories Re eeuld, realistiely, beeome the
mogt Fespreted and seught after writer yet te esntribute 8 the

efife. He's EBE Yy SUppOL, éi}n}(r% - 4 But Baek te REH for a
inal moment; his pepularity will enly difminish if fans allew it t6
-- which would be a shame because his properties hold a great
deal of promise for a variety of projects. I was amursed recently
to read that some consider Howard to be the “Star Trek’ of
fantasy fandom. Perihaps that’s so; yet, no one’s orgamized a bus
tour of REH’s Cross Plains with special notations as to which
streets he shadow-boxed down on hot Texas aftermoons. At Jeast
to my kmowledge, that is.

+1 think the Epic Fantasy Field needs am Ellison figure -
someone whose persomality, drive and audacity draws new
people in. Many don't like him, but you must admit that Harlan
has breatthed new life into S-F.

HAMILTON: C. A. Smith and H. P. Lovecraft might be seme
candidates.

McHANEY: [ doubt that anmy writer will become what
Howard, Lovecraft and Burroughs have been, but that may be
because I've never looked far into the future with amy amount of
thought. They rnight drag up some other poor slob from the
grave and adore him, but I think that Is about tapped out. Maybe
sofneone like Phil Farmer will be treated with the same awe as
a Burroughs or Howard. He has the same popularity the others
had when they were still living, and perhaps a bit more than
sefe. The probler though, 18 that fewer people are reading
boeks every day. It's easier to look at eomies of sorne other
sifple phinded drivel, and unless you threw tens of artwork if a
beek these days, you fight as well ferget it. The “new
géﬂéf-ﬁ‘tﬁ@ﬂ"’ of fahs must have frequent breaks for their feeble
Braing. | see Books of the future as a page of art, Mmaybe a whele
page of text, and 5o 6R - 86ft of 4 FARENHENT 451 seeiety,
thetigh it wen't Be gevernment fereed -- it will be by eheiee. By
then, theugh, I hepe ie Be &o ald and Blind that t wen't mifnd the
vanishing writteh werd:

ROARK: I feel that several writers are due meore fan interest -
-Karl Wagner, for instance, though he prebably wen't get really
big until he dies. Clark Ashton Smith has a fair chanee of a big
revivall, if readers can adjust their own tastes enough te aceept
his slightly bizarre (and unique) writing style. I do feel it will
depend on how much publicity the various genre writers get -
that and the undeniable finger of fate. Some will get the geld,

others the shaft.
Continued on page 69
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THE WRATH OF TUPAN

By Richard L. Tierney

At the headwaters of the Zungare, near the foothills of the
Andes Mountains, lies a strange land seldom visited by man.
Even when I first saw the place, it somehow struck me as
sinister. The waters of the Zungaro were black as death, and the
dank jungle on either side was unnaturallly silent. In the distrance
great cone-shaped mountains rose abruptly and loomed like
titan gods breoding over bygone eras. Mightiest of all rose one
great snow-capped volcamo, overshadiowiing the others as a god
overshadows men. In spite of the discomfort I felt from the
swarms of biting inseets, I gazed at this peak in awe and won-
der.

“That, senores, is the mountain which the natives call Tupani-
kam-Kisiteri -- the Place of Tupan,” said Ramon Valesquez, our
Colombiam guide. “The mission is not far now, and that is good.
The Indians fear the mountain as the abode of evil gods, and I do
not think they will go with us much farther.™

The mountain itself did not frighten me hallf so much as the
thought of trying to pronounce its name; but I had noticed that
the Indians were indeed becoming restive. For the past two
hours they had been paddling with constantly decreasing vigor,
and now they were beginning to talk excitedly among them-
selves.

“What are they saying?"” demamded Rayburm, our aging but
wiry archasmlogist, from his camoe. I listened as closely as
possible to Ramon’s reply while swatting at the cloud of singing
mosgquitoes hovering about me.

“They are afraid. They say that Tupam, the tiumnder-demon,
will be angry and deal us death if we go on. I fear we must make
camp soom.”

“But we could reach the mission in a few hours,"” protested
Rayburm.

“The sun sets quickly in these latitudes, my friends, and it is
almost down now. It is best not to travel at night. We can still
reach the mission termamnrow.”

Rayburm shrugged. “Do as you think best, tihem.”

Velasquez shouted some orders to the Indiams, and im-
mediately they seemed greatly relieved. I, too, was glad we
were stopping, for I could hardly bear those swarms of imsects
much longer. We beached our three canoes on a sandy bank and
pitched camp in record time. The red sun was just sinking
behind the shining peak of the volcamo as we prepared our
supper.

At dusk, as we dined on fried palm-worms and the rubbery
flesh of macaws I questioned Ramon about the native super-
stitions concerning the volcamo. His voice grew hushed as he
answered me.

“Do not let them see that you speak of the tiwumder-demon,
Meester Hobson,” he cautioned. “To speak of Tupan is to imcur
his wrath, or so the Indians beliewe.™

The fire crackled sharply in the stillness. Overhead, the
vampire bats flitted softly by on velvet wings. The stillness was
eerie.

“But what is this Tupan?” queried Rayburm, his voice in-
voluntarily Jow.

“He is the god of thunder, earthquakes and destructiion, senor.
To the Indians of this region, no other god is half so powerful as
he. Perhaps their ancestors of long ago knew the mountain in its
fury of eruption, and handed down their frightening legends of it
to the present day. Who can tell?”

We did not try to answer, and for the rest of the evening we sat
in silence around the fire. The stillness of the jungle had the
effect of discouraging conversatiion, and the trees seemed to
press closer in from all sides. The murmuniing waters sang a
monotonous dirge, and even the insects soon ceased to hum. The
Indians, too, sat silent about their small fires, as though feeling
that a spoken word in this place would be blasphemous. At

length, we turned in; but tired as I was, I could not sleep. There
seemed to be a vague air of creeping tenseness about this place,
as though something were about to happen. For some time,
therefore, I lay awake and thought of mamy things.

They had told me in Manaeos that the hills;-along the upper
Zungaro were rich in gold, and that one could pick diamends out
of the mountain stream beds. They also told me that few had
ever returmed from the region, but that did not stop me from
wanting to go there. I had lost everything the year before, when
the rubber firm I owned had closed down, and I was anxious to
regain my wealth. Only one who has been wealthy, and has lost
his wealth, can fully appreciate the value of riches; and I was
willing to undergo any hardiships rather than remaiin in ignoble
poverty.

My chance had come in the person of Professor Philip
Rayburm, of the Midwesterm Society of Historical Research. He,
too, was anxious to visit the region, for he had heard of the an-
cient stone ruins to be found there. However, he could find no
one willing to take him up the Zungare. Having had seme
training as a geologist, I offered to accompamy him on his ex-
pedition at no cost, and he gladly accepted my offer. He was
especially delighted when I acquired Ramon Velasquez as a
guide. Though Ramon was at first reluctamt, he finally con-
sented to come; for he, too, had heard tales of the fabulous
wealth to be found in the jungles along the Zumgaro.

Soon afterwards, we began our tortuous journey up the dark
rivers of the Amazon Basin, and for mamy hellish weeks we
traveled steadily. Besides the Indian bearers and myself, tiere
were three others in the party-Raythunm, the archaeologist;
Ramemn, the guide; and a young photographer named Moran. It
was a smalll group to be traversing so much country, but I doubt
that a large party would have fared better. In fact, I was
somewhat glad about the smalll size of our group. There would
be fewer to share whatever riches we might find.

Of the mamy adventures and hardships we underwent, I shall
say little. Let it suffice when I say that traweling through the
hideous jungles of the Amazon is the furthest thing from so-
called “romantic adventure” that one could imagine! The heat
and the insects, combined with the eternal dampness, made the
rain-forest a place of constant torment, second only to hell itself,
Added to this was the imminent threat of a thousamd painful
deaths;, against which we had always to be on guard. Venemous
reptiles and inseets hid under every leaf, and our lives hung
always on the whims of the savage Indian tribes through whose
territeries we had te pass. Only the thought of gold dreve me on,
as it had the Cengquistaderes of old; and I eften marveled at the
persistenee of Raybuth and Meran, whose sele ineentive for
enduring all this was seientifie curigsity!

Despite the sticky dampmess and the occasional bites of the
parasol ants, I must have finally dozed off; for the next thing I
remember is being awakened by pistol shots, and hearing
Ramon shouting threats in Quechua dialect. Awake in an in-
stant, I grabbed my rifle and dashed out of the tent, Moran at
my heels. The sky was already grey with approaching dawn,
and we saw Ramon standing on the riverbank, pistol in hand. He
was shouting imprecations after our three camoes, which were
rapidly vanishing downstream into the morming mists.

“The Indians have deserted!” Ramomn informed us, swearing
in Portuguese.

Moram looked after the receding canoes, incredulous. Then he
begam to dance crazily, for in his haste he had neglected to put
on his pants, and the insects were always ready to take ad-
vantage of any such carelessness.

“Why did they run off?” he asked, scratching.

*“I do not know, senores, but I think something in the jungle
made them afraid. Some of them were out hunting this morning
while I made the fire. They came back soon, and began to talk
excitedly to the others. I heard them say something about
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Tupan. Then, when my back was turned for a moment, they
made off with the canoes. Carrambal!—they were gone before I
could stop tthem.™

“What do you suggest we do now?" I asked.

“We must set up a more permament camp here, amigo. It is
fortunate that we did not leave mamy supplies in the cances.”

“But we can’t stay here imdefimibed}y!™

“Of course not, my friend; and that is why you and I must go
to the mission today, on foot. From there, we can bring back
canoes in which to carry our supplies.

II

That day will remaiim forever in my mind as one of the worst in
my life. Directly after breakfast Ramoem and I struck into the
jungle, following the riverbamk. Ordinariily, it would have taken
us two or three hours of paddling to reach the mission. As it was,
however, it took us most of the day to hack our way through that
incredible tangle with machetes. Thorns tore at our bodies, and
the blood attracted buzzing hordes of mosquitoes to us. Small
white ticks, which no insect repellent would discourage,
threatened to drive us mad with their infernal stinging. Yet we
dared not bathe in the river, for the dreadied parias would
guiekly tear us to pieces.

Coming upon an open mud bank, we smeared ourselves
liberally with mud, which kept off mest of the insects. It did not
keep them away, however, and we continually had to keep them
from flying into our eyes and ears. Moreover we had to watch
constantly for venomous snakes, which were dangerously
numerous. Several times we narrowly missed being bitten by
rattlesnakes as big around as a man’s leg. Once we had to stop
and let a great swarm of arrmy amts pass by in front of us. We
were safe, Rarmon assufred me, as long as we stayed out of their
line of advanee; but it we had blundered into their path, they
woeuld have swarmmed over us and picked our bones clean in
fiputes.

It was midaftermoon when we finally staggered into the
clearing around the mission. A few decrepit huts stood in a semi-
circle about the church, which was itself a rather large struc-
ture considering its remotemess from civilization. We were
greeted enthusiastically by Father Carlos de Sarmiemt®, a man
of intense vitality despite his nearly seventy years of age.

“Madre de Dios!™” he exclaimed impiously, seeing our tat-
tered and filthy clothes. “You must rest and refresh yourselves,
senores. Come with me..."

“Later, Padre,"” replied Ramon. “Right now, we desire to get
back to our friends before nightfall.” He explained our situation
to Father Sarmiemto, and added that we wished to hire Indians
to help us bring our supplies to the mission.

“[ fear that is impossible, my friends,” replied Father Carlos.
“The Indians have all left the mission, and have gone into the
jungle to worship their savage gods. The witch-doctors say they
must make magic to appease the ttumder-devil.”

“What made them suddenly do that?” I asked.

Father Carlos answered sadly. “Here in the jungle, man
worships older deities than our God, and the powers of evil are
held to be stronger than the forces of good. The Indian’s religion
is not a way of praising God; it is primanily a methed of staving
off His wrath.” He gestured toward the great volcano looming in
the distance. “That mountain,” he continued, “is said to be
inhabited by a thunder-dewiil, a titanic monster who comes forth
every generaiiion to lay waste the land and destroy the people.
Tupan 18 his name, and no god or demaen in this region is more
feared tham he.”

“And the natives believe this monster is about ready to ceme
forth agaim?”

“Si, amigo! Yesterday momming the mountain rumbled
slightly, and by nightfall every last Indian had left the mission.
It is most discouraging, senores; no matter how we try to
convert them, the old superstitions still remain uppermeost in

their minds.”

Ramon looked at me somewhat apprehensively. “Do you
think the volcamo might erupt, Meester Haotsom?"

“I doubt it. It looks like it's been extinct for a long time,
perhaps thousands of years.™

Father Carlos looked up at the sun. “Perhaps you had better
start back, if you wish to reach your friends by nightfall. Choose
any one of the canoes down by the river; the Indians will not be
using ttiem.”

Two hours of paddling downstream brought us once more to
our camp. As we beached the dugout, our friends greeted us
excitedly.

“We found out what frightened away the natives this mor-
ning,” said Moram. “It’s back in the jungle.”

“Come along! we’ll show you,” exclaimed Rayburm, his eyes
gleaming with excitement. “It’s incredible! You've got to see
it.” He began to lead us along a newly cut path through the
brush. About a hundred feet from camp, we came upon the
object of Rayburn’s fascination.

“What do you think of it?” demamded the archeewlogist, a
trace of pride in his voice.

What I saw was an extremely hideous idol about five feet tall
and carved of dark basalt. Rayburm had hacked away the
surrounding brush and vines, and we could see the think in
complete detail. Its general shape can best be described as that
of a very squat milk bottle surmounted by a round, flat head.
Twelve stumpy legs supported it upon its stone pedestal, and
twelve arms or tentacles were shown in bas-relief, sprouting
just below the head. So fine was the detaill that we could see that
each “arm™ branched off into six smaller tentaeles, giving the
thing a total of seventy-two “fingers”. The horizontallly flat-
teried head was surfounted by six shert, spiky herns arranged
in a eirele. The mest interesting feature to me, however, was the
twelve eyes set into the head around the perimeter of its
greatest eireuferenee; for I saw that each ene was a large.
glittering erystal.

“This is what frightened our bearers,” Rayburm commented:
“They must have thought of it as a symbaol of some god. I would
say that it is pre-Incam in orriigim.”

Stepping up to the idol, I quickly dislodged one of its eyes with
my knife and examined it closely. Ramon looked on with in-
terest, but Rayburm seemed almost as horrified as one of the
Indians might have been at my apparent sacrilege.

“What are you doing?” gasped Rayburn.

It was Quartz! Disgusted, I handed the stone to Rayburm. I
thought they might be diamonds,” I said.

Ramem, too, was plainly disappointed, but he still seemed
hopeful. “We have not reached the mountains yet,” he said. “It
is there that the jewels grow, eh, semeres?”

“Sometimes, Ramon,” I replied. “The tremendous pressures
in volcanos often cause carbon to crystallize into diamonds. We
may find mamy of them in the weathered vents, or in the stiream
deposits, if we're hucky.”

We worked our way back to the camp, for it was quickly
growing dark. Directly after supper I turned in, and neither the
insects nor the eerie silence of the jungle kept me from quickly
falling asleep. It had been a rough day.

The next day it rained; not the usual tropical tihundershower,
but an all-day downpour that turned dirt into mud and mud inte
a gooey slush. It took us five hours of paddling to reach the
mission with what supplies we could take. When we arrived.
Father Carlos saw to our comfort most graciously and let us
stay in the church itself. He explained that the Indians would
probably not be attending again for some time, and that we were
welcome to stay. And as our quarters were reasonably warm
and dry, we were well satisfied.

Father Carlos’ own room in the back of the church was
comfortable and well furnished, considering how far he lived
from any civilization. We spent much of that day talking with
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him in his room, and he was delighted at our company; for,
aside from a nondescript Frenchman named Raoul, who helped
Father Carlos keep up the missiom, there was no other white
man for perhaps several hundred miles around.

It was during one of these conversatiioms that Rayburm hap-
pened to mentiom the stone idol we had found.

“Yes. there are mamy of them in the jungle, senor," said the
priest, "“amd the natives hold them in great respect and fear. In
fact, not far from here there are mamy ancient ruins left by a
vanished race, and among them an idol such as you describe. I
have been there often, for the natives sometimes go there to
worship their gods.”

At this Rayburm grew quite excited and begam to ask the
Padre mamy questions about the place. Father Carlos was
delighted at his interest and promised he would take the ar-
chaeollogist there **mafizuma".

Late in the afternoon the clouds rolled away, and we could see
the snow-capped peak of Tupamikamuissiteri gleamimg in the
sun. Soon after, we were surprised to hear a soft, throbbing beat
in the air, like the pulsing of a giant heart.

“Native drums!” Ramom whispered.
worshiping the mountaim.”

“This is the third night I have heard them," said the priest.
*According to the native beliefs, Tupan will come forth on the
eighth night of worship, to wreak his judgmemt on the tribes.”

“Has this happened before?* I asked.

"“Not within my memory, senor. The mission has only bheen
here for four years, and they say this happens but once in a
generation.”

"“What an opportumity this could be!" exclaimed Moram. “Do
you suppose we could photograph tthem?”

“I would not try it, my friend,” said the priest. “Your life
would be in great danger.. Even I, who know the Indians so well,
would not attermpt to interfere with their savage rituals.”

“The Indians are

IH

All night long the drums kept up their insistent beat, and once
we heard slight rumblings from the mountaim. Early the next
morming Father Carlos led Rayburm and Moran into the jungle
to visit the ancient ruins he had spoken of. Ramom and I spent
most of the day bringing the rest of our supplies from the camp
to the mission. A koati had torm open one of the food packs
during our absence. but otherwise our equipmemt was still in
good condition.

When our work was done, Ramom went off into the forest to
hunt, and I was left alone at the mission. Thus, with little else to
do, Lhed pllartty off opgpentunity te] ek owar tihe diurch. @re thing
that surprised me was the large number of books the Padre had
brought with him to this place. There were over a dozen of them
in his room, mamy with covers designed to protect them from the
damp. Among them I noticed Prescott’s CONQUEST OF PERU
and other historical works concerming South America. A large
black volume, whose pages were yellow and brittle with age,
caught my attention, and I glanced through it. The title was
MISTERIOS DE LA JUNGILA, and I found that it had been
written by Sanecho de Verada, an eadly Conguiistador.

My interest aroused, I begam to pour over this fascinating
first-hand account of the journeys of those first explorers to the
Amazon. Scarcely had I read a dozen pages, however, when I
was electrified by what I came across in a certaim paragraph.
Translated from the Spanish, it read:

“Hawimg gained information from the natives comcerning
the great treasures to be found upon the meountsim ealled
Tupami-kamciseiteri, we journeyed there; and, after many
hazardious days of travel, our hopes were confirmed. Such a
wealth as we found there-aff gold and silver and all manner
of precious stones-has not been known since the days of
Solomon. And the golden temple we found in the cauldron

itself was splendid beyond all imagimation. Yet, though our
hopes were confirmed, they were not rewarded;, and though
our luck seemed due to divine Providence, it was but a curse
in disguise. For all that great wealth of gold, silver and
precious stones, is guarded over by SATANUS Himself, who
dwells in the fires of the mountaiin, and whe waits te come
forth and slay all who would take His accursed treasure
hence. Indeed, of the three score mem who journeyed with
me to that abhorred mountaim, only five of us returmed, not a
soul the richer amd with our souls shaken by the sights of
Hell. So take heed, all you who would seek the treasure of the
mowntain, lest the wrath of Tupan fall upon you! For no man
cam stand against Him. whose stature is like unto that of the
Titans of old, and whose form...”

I could read no further, for the rest of the page had been torn
away, as though deliberattely. Yet I had read enough. Here was
almost positive proof of the existence of vast riches in the
western mountains; for the accoumt had told not only of the
trreasure itself, but had given its exact locatiom also. The
“cauldron” of the moumntaim was evidently the crater at its
sumemiit, where some ancient race-iff the writer had spoken
truly-had built a “golden temple™. As for the accoumt of the
guardian demon, I gave it little considerafion. Perhaps the
volecamo had been slightly aetive at the time, and the
Conquistadores had very likely been caught in a landslide that
had taken meost of their lives. At amy rate, the allusion to
“Satanus” was ne deubt figurative...

That evening, when Ramom returmed, I told him of the new
plan I had conceived.

“Can you be ready to leave for the mountaim at dawn?" I
asked.

“Yes-tutt senor Rayburm will want to stay and study the
ruins...”

“Bother Rayburm -- All he cares about is old ruins! We're
going by ourselves.™

“But why...?”

“Because there's gold on that moumtaim, Ramon!! That’s what
you came along with us for, wasn’t itt?"

"“On that mountain?"” he gasped. “How do you know of this?"

I told him of the things I had read in the ancient volume.

“But that is the Place of Tupan!" he exclaimed.

“Don’t tell me you're supersfiitious, Ramon!™

He looked at me intently. “I have studied the ways of scien-
ce,” he said, “amd I amh not 'superstitious”. But I have studied
the ways of the Indians also, and I have learmed mamy things
about their strange beliefs. Some of their ideas are ridiculous to
the white man's way of thinking, and some may seem beyond
the beunds of samity. But this I have found: that behind their
legends and beliefs, there always lies a reasom!”

v

In spite of his apparent reluctamce, Ramon eventuallly agreed
to accompany me, for the lust of gold was stromg in him also.
That night we loaded a dugout with a few supplies:. and the next
morning, before the sum was up, we crept silently from the
mission and started out on our journey.

A few miles up the Zungaro we were halted by a stretch of
rapids severall hundred yards long, and we had to portage
around it. Fortumattely there were no Indians to amibussh us in the
jungle, as they were all attendimg the ritualliistic ceremomies to
Tupam. After much labor and mamy insect bites, we at last
managed to get the canoe and out supplies to a point above the
rapids.

As we continued on, the banks of the Zungaro became farther
apart, and the ground on either side begam to assume a marshy
aspect. By noon, we found ourselves at the edge of a great
swamp which stretched away to the foot of the mountaim itself.
Taking careful bearings so that we could find our way back, we
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set out across the great expanse.

The vegetation here was, for the meost part, semi-aquatic,
being bunched together in floating “islands™ or clumps. Great
horsetails forty feet tall rose out of the water near the shores of
occasional solid islands. These bits of land were covered thickly
with tangled forest, in the shade of which grew twenty-foot
ferns, and mushrooms four feet in diameter. Anacondas and
caymans basked on every log and floating clump, while
poisonous snakes were superabumdamt. Once we saw a
grotesque, seven-foot reptile with a high fin on its baek. It
ambled out of a canebrake and hissed at us, showing a huge
mouth full of viclous-looking teeth. But in spite of its belligerent
mmanner it would not eome into the water after us, and we were
glad to leave it behind.

Dusk found us nearly at the far side of the swamp, the
mountain looming high over us. The mosquitoes grew so bad
that we had to wrap our hands in cloth and pretect our faces with
mosquito netting. We camped on a smalll island and, after a
frugal supper, speat a miserable night swatting insects which
mamnaged to get to us in spite of the mosquito net.

The next moming we set out as early as possible, anxious to
get out of that horrid swammp. Soon after dawn we reached the
edge of the marsh, where the forest began to climb the slope of
the mountaiin. Here, to our great surprise, we came upon a place
where the jungle seemed to have been mashed down recently. A
swath of destruction a hundred yards wide led up the moun-
tainside, and mamy of the larger trees were still oozing sap
where their trunks had been broken off. It was a puzzling thing,
and 1 detected a note of appiehension in Ramon’s volee as he
questioned me about it.

“What could have caused it, amige”"

“Perhaps a landslide,” I answered. “We heard the mountain
rumbling two or three nights age, rememtber? It probably
dislodged a huge boulder which rolled down into the swamp,
crushing the trees. Anyway, it makes a good trail to follow.™

“Maybe we should not go up, Meester Hobson. Suppose the
volcano should emuptt?"

"“I’ll wager this mountain hasn’t blown its top for at least
several centuries. Besides, if it is going to erupt, that’s all the
more reason for us to find that treasure soon. Come om"™

Leaving most of our gear in the canoe, we started up the trail.
It was actually harder going than regular jungle, and our only
advantage in following the swath was to keep from getting lost.
Occasionally we came upon deep circular pits about thirty feet
acress, which resernbled great post holes sunk into the soft
jungle floor. All of them seemed fairly new, and appeared to be
arranged in a curious pattern extending up the slope. A faint,
unfamiliar odor hung upon the air. mingled with the scents of
smashed and rotting vegetation. Also, I noticed a strange ab-
sence of snakes and other creaturzs. When I asked Rarmon what
he made of those strange holes in the ground, he shook his head
and did net answer, but 1 caught a leok of fleeting fear in his
glanee.

By midaftermoon we had emerged from the tangle and were
continuing upward. The going, though steeper, was sormewhat
easier, but it was still no faeile task. The slopes were eovered
with a gritty volcanie ash that was as hard to walk in as leose
sand. Now and then we saw shallow pits in the ash whieh were
stramgely similar to the holes in the jungle below. At the time. 1
could not imagine what they were.

That night we carped on a ledge not far below the snow line.
By morming it had turned so cold that we could see our breath
when we exhaled. Moreover we had nothing with which to start a
fire, and we had to eat cold canned foods for breakfast. After we
set out again, however, the sun warmed the bare mountainside,
and before long we were reasomably cormfortable. We were
actuallly sweating from exertion when we reached the snew line.

It was here, as we stopped to drink at a glacial strearm, that we
made our first discovery. Ramon, crouching on the gravelly
stream bank, suddenly cried out in surprise.

“Diamonds!" he exlaimed. “Come quiick!™

At his bidding. I examined several glittering bits of stone from
the stream bed. They were indeed diamonds; and though the\
were of a low-grade quality, they raised our hopes greatily. fot
they prorrised of better things to come.

“Let's go on!" I cried out in elation, and we set out with
renewed vitor. We had not gone far before we noticed that the
snow patches, like the jungle far below, had beem plowed
through in a great swath dotted with those puzzling holes. This
made the going much easier, but it also piqued my curiosity no
end.

We climbed until about noon, when we suddenly came up
against an abrupt cliff about a hundred and fifty feet high. Great
rocks lay tumbled about as though a recemt landslide had oc-
curred, and we noticed an enormous ring of those circular pits at
the base of the cliff. It took us about an hour to climb around this
obstruction. Our hands and feet were numb with cold by this
time, though the sun was warp on our lbacks.

Another hour’s climb brought us to the rim of the crater,
where we paused to rest and beat some feeling into our numbed
hands. 1 felt quite tired and weak, probably due to the thinner
air. Suddenly Ramomn. who was ahead of me, cried out in
amazement as he reached the inner edge of the rim. Hurpyiing to
his side. I gazed into the crater with equal astonishment. It was
neatly hallf a mile across, forming a perfeet bowl-shaped valley
sparsely dotted with patehes of snow. At the eenter was a vast
plt several hundred feet in diameter and at the brink of this pit
stood a great stone edifice whose roof glearmed gelden in the suf.

*“The golden temple!"” I exclaimed. “The stories were true.

“Let us go see,” said Ram®m, his voice tense with excitement,
and we began to descend the inner wall of the crater. To our
amazement, we now found that we were still following that
enormous swath. It did not stop at the surnmmit, as we had sup-
posed it would. but continued over the rim and down inte the
crater, terminating finally at the brink of that menstious pit in
the center.

Arriving at the temple, we found it to be made of enormous
basalt blocks. The domed roof shone like beaten gold, which
perhaps it was. From the front of the building to the edge of the
pit extended a flagstone courtyard, in the center of whieh stood
an enormous altar. Surmounting this altar was an idel similar te
the one we had found in the jungle, only immensely larger: and
its eyes, each one as large as a man's fist, glittered green in the
sunlight.

“Tupan!” murmured Rameom. “This is the temple of Tupan.
and that is his iimage.”

“Look at those eyes!" I cried. “They're emeralds!”

“Yes-thut they are too high to reach. Let us see what we can
find in the temple itself."

Crossing the courtyard, we entered through a giamt door in the
structure. The inside was but one immense room, illyminated by
narrewy windows high overhead. About the walls steod goldei
images on pedestals, and the walls themselves blazed with great
ornaments of gold and silver. Everywhere we looked we saw
metal or stone images of the twelve-legged menstiosity that
evidently represented Tupam. A heavy silenee seemed te settle
about us as we stood in that dim-lit temple, and 1 feund it
stramgelly oppressing to consider hew long that silenee had
reigned there unbroken by the veiees of mef.

“No wonder old Sancho de Verada and his henchmen came
away empty-handed,” I commented. “Exeryithing here is too
big to carry off.”

Ramomn said nothing, and 1 did not like the hollow echos nr.
voice stirred up in that place. I decided to try dislodging the
emeralld eyes from the idol outside, and we returned to the
courtyardl. It was then we noticed the carvings around the base
of the circular dias upon which the idol stood. These earving?
formed a series of pictures in bas-relief, showing in detaill the
ceremaoniall rituals which the ancients had eendueted in hener :
Tupam. We paused to study them, ahd found them stifange?
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interesting.

The first picture showed a group of people being herded by
exotic priests into the temple courtyardl. In the second picture
the priests had gone, and the people-thoth men and wermemn-
stood about in various attitudes of worship. The third picture
showed Tupam rising out of the pit, towering above the people,
and the forth depicted a strange orgamn sprouting from the side of
the god. Next, the people were shown being sucked up by this
weird appendage, something like bugs might be drawmn into a
vacuurm cleaner. And last of all, Tupan was shown with his
twelve arms lifted in syrmbolic blessing. The pletures gave me a
strange feeling as I glaneed over thern, amd when I had finished I
felt somehow uncomfortable.

Feeling a vague desire to have a closer look at the pit, I
walked over to the brink and lay flat on my face, peering down
into the mammmith shaft. I could see nothing down there but
profound darkmess. The sides of the pit were as sheerly per-
pendiicular as those of a well; and a stramge odor, like that which
I'had noticed before in the jungle, floated up to us. Evidently the
volcano was quite dormanmt, as I has suspected. There was not
even any indication of volecanie gasses, unless the queer stench
we noticed indicated anything

Lgrew curious as to the depth of the pit, and had Ramon helip
me push a large flagstone over the edge, hoping to determime the
distance it fell by the length of time it would take in descending.
We never heard it strike bottom!

“Let’s get those emeralds and go,” suggested Ramomn. “[ do
not like this pliaece!™

Strangely enough. I felt the same way, and was anxious to
follow his advice. Ramom, by standing on my shoulders, could
just reach the huge emerald eyes of the idol. He mamaged to
dislodge four of them with his knife, but the rest were mortared
in too tightly to budge.

“We will have to chip the rock away if we wamt to get out the
others also,” he called down.

"“No matter.” I assured him. “We have two apiece, and that’s
enough to make us both rich for life. Let’s go!™

Both of us, I believe, were glad to be leaving. To me, the
carvem images on the altar seemed somehow suggestive of
hidden horror, and that huge, unnaturall swath leading to the pit
made me imagine things I did not like to think of. Stashing the
jewels in our knapsacks, we started back the way we came. We
made better time descending tham we had climbing up, and
nightfall found us near the base of the mountain. Somehow, I
was glad that we would not be spending the night in the crater,
near that strangely forbidding temple and the deep. nolsome pit
which deseended to such unguessable depths inside the
rountaiih.

\Y%

That night, as we camped just above the jungle, Ramon
seemed stramgely talkative; or rather. he seemed talkative in a
strange way.

“You know, Mr. Hobson,” he begam, “it is strange that the
Conquistadores did not melt down all that gold and carry it
away."

“They had nothing with which to make a fire up there,” I
commented. Ramom was silent for a space.

*“You are sure the volcano is extinct?” he asked presently.

“Perflectly sure.”

“Then why did we hear it rummble several nights age?”

“Probably a landslide,” I answered.

“Perhaps the landslide that cut the swath through the jungle
below?"

“Perhaps."”

After this, he was silent for some time, apparently lost in deep
thought. But after supper, he started in again.

“How old is our earth, Mr. Hobsem?"

I was startled at his question. ““Several billion years old, 1

would suppose.”

“And how long has life existed upon iitt?"

“Not over a billion years, probably.”

"“Does that not seem stramge to you, amigo?"

“Why should it?"” I asked, my curiosity mounting.

“[t seems illogical to me,"” continued Ramwom, “that so long a
time could pass without some kind of life existing. Nature
abhors a vacuum, or so I have heard;, and several billion years
is a very long time imdiesd!™

“But conditions then were not suitable for life,"” I explained.
“The earth was hot and semi-molten, and all water existed in
the form of steam. Life could not possibly have existed.”

*“True, -- conditions were not suitatble for our kind of life. But
what about other Kimds?"

“What are you getting at, Ramon?" I demamdled imnpatiently.
“Why are you asking me these tihimgs?"

*“I will tell you presently, Meester Hobson; but first I want you
to suppose-iust suppose-that some form of ‘life’ might have
evolved under conditions such as those you have described.”

“All right, I'm supposimg."

"“Then, is it not possible that such creatures could have sur-
vived down to present times, in places where conditions are
similar to what they were long ago-perhaps near the center of
the earth, or. . .or in the core of a volcano?”

“Of course not! that’s ridiculous,” [ snapped, strangely
irritated at what he was suggesting. “There is absolutely no
evidence. . ."

“[snt there? What about earthquakes? What about eruptions-
Pornpeii and Mount Pelee? And, amiige, what about those
strange holes in the jungle, and in the snow above? Do they not
make one think of fostiprimgs?”

“Why, what nonsense!” 1 exclaimedl, feeling a strange
uneasiness creeping over me. “A creature such as you suggest
would have to be almast a thousand feet tall"*

“Yes," said Ramon.

During the night my dreams were filled with frightening
things. With the dawm, however, my fears had all vamished, and
I set out laughing inwardly at Ramon’s imaginative fancies.
Even as we passed those strange holes in the jungle floor, with
that unclassifiable odor lingering about them., my mood
remaimed wnchanged.

Before long, we reached our camoe amd set out across the
swamyp, anxious to cover as much ground as possible before
sundown. Once we were delayed in a floating tangle of Strang
carmivorous plants, but fortunately none of them were large
enough to be a menace to us. In spite of the delay we made good
time, and by midaftermoon we were back at the Zungaro, glad
that we would not have to spend another night in the swamp.

Continuing down the river, we armived at the rapids a little
before nightfall. Here we suffered a serious mishap;; for as we
stepped out on shore, the canoe and all our supplies got away
from us in the swift curremt. Quickly we waded in after it, but
before we could reach the canoe it was swept down the rapids. In
spite of our predicament, [ was relieved to remember that we
still carried the knapsacks containing our emeralds.

Circling the rapids, we salvaged what little was left of our
supplies. The camoe was a total loss, and we were hopelessly
stranded. Not being Indians, we could not hope to cross those
many miles of jungle that separated us from the mission.
Besides, it was alreadly dusk.

“We had best camp here till morning,
“Perhaps then we can construct a raft.”

Accepting his idea as sound, I helped him kindle a fire, over
which we cooked most of our remaiiming food. Soon after, the full
moon rose and shone down like silver on the distant snow-clad
peak of Tupamnikamitswgiteri. It made a lovely tropical scene, but
we were in no mood to enjoy it.

"

suggested Ramon.
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VI

For about an hour we sat around the fire, trying to keep the
mosquitoes away by means of the smoke. Suddenly a slight
noise made us look up, and I froze in alarm. A dozen or so In-
dians stood aroumd us, their painted faces hideous in the
firelight, and their spears and blowguns held readly. My heart
sank with dread; I realized that the only weapon we had was
Ramon’s .22 pistor for killing small game.

“Do not act frightened, amigo,"” said Ramen evenly. “I will
talk with them.” So saying, he entered into a long discussion
with the savage who appeared to be the leader. It sounded to me
as though they were arguing heatedly; but since all the con-
versatiiom of these Indians is habitually carried on in a loud and
heated mamner, I could not tell what the savage's true emotions
might be. Finally Ramon turned to me and explained:

"“They are going to the religious feast of Tupam, amiigo. They
say we must accompany {erm.™

“But wiy?"

*I do not know—thutt don’t worry. I'm sure these Indians mean
us no harm, and we will be closer to the mission if we go with
them.”

We set off at once with the Indians, following dim jungle trails
that only the natives could detect. Not once did they stop or
speak a word, and it seemed that we were being ushered by
ghostly shadows along those moonlit forest aisles. I lost all sense
of time, but it must have been some hours before we suddenly
came to a halt before a vast clearing. Both of us gasped in
surprise at what we saw there.

Perhaps a hundred natives stood or squatted about the
clearing in the moonlight, facing an idol like the one we had seen
on the mountaiin. A great fire blazed before it, making fearsome
highlights danee in its erystal eyes. Hideously painted and
feathered witeh-doctors stood about in gruesome silence, and
several huge drums were spaced evenlv in a circle around the
idel.

A witch-doctor accepted our group into the mass, and we were
each offered a bowl of nauseating chicha, which we dared not
refuse. Then, at the order of the savage priest, the drums began
to beat. The natives commenced to dance about the idol,
chanting all the while. PR

*"Ate, Tupan!™ they cried. "Ate! ate!"

Ramomn and I, watching from the edge of the clearimg, noticed
the tumbled blocks of ancient ruins lying about-stones similar
to those of the temple on the mountain. Evidentlly, this was the
place Rayburm and Moran had visited with the Padre some days
ago.

“Do you think you could find the mission from here?" I asked
Ramom.

“[ think so. The Padre showed me his map once. If I
rememtber correctly, all we have to do is follow the trail to the
south, and we will come out at the river, not far from the
church.”

“Then let's watch for a chance to get away. . . I began.
Suddenly, I stopped and listened intently. From far off came the
sound of thunder. It was the mountaim rumbling.

“Tupam! Tupan!” the natives shrieked. The rumibling died
away after several minutes, but the savages continued to dance
with increasing frenzy. The drums beat Jouder.

“Moram would give his right arm to photograph this,” I
chuckled. Ramon said nothing, but he looked waorried.

“Tupan"! Tupan!” screamed the Indians.

For two or three hours we waited, seeing no opportumity to
escape. We feared to disturb the rituals in any way, and we did
not know how the Indians would regard our departure. We were
about ready to try and slip away, hoping the savages were too
engrossed in their dances to notice us, when suddenly we heard
a far-off sound like a tree falling.

“What was that?" I exclaimed. Ramom was staring intently in
the direction from which the sound had come. I could see

nothing but the blackness of the surroumdiing jungle. Then, even
as we listened, the sound of several more falling trees reached
our ears.

“It is Tupan!” whispered Rammm, the sweat standing out on
his face. “He is comimg"™

*Ridiculous!" I snapped, my nerves all on edge. The crashing
sounds were coming closer. The damcimg and chamting had
stopped, and all was silent but for that dread noise from the
jungle. The Indians stood about motionless, staring toward the
edge of the clearing as though waiting for something to happen.
The crashings grew louder and louder. . .

And suddenly, as I watched,. a great humped form seemed to
rise slowly out of the forest, towering over the tallest trees.
Louder and still louder grew the trememdlous crashimgs, and
higher and higher rose that fearsome shape, until it blotted-out
the moon. For an instant, it seemed to me that the fire had cast
an immense, black shadow of the idol against the sky; and then,
the Indians screamed as a huge, dark. massive object begam to
descend into the clearing.

Before I could see more, Ramon pulled me after him into the
jungle, threadiing his way rapidly along a nammow trail. Behind
us I could hear a horrible roaring, sucking sound mingled with
the cries of terrified Indians; and then, to my horrow, came a
different sound, one that neither Ramon nor I will ever forget,
and which I canmot bring mysalf to fully descrilbe. It seemmed to
come from a point high above and behind us. and was in volume
like the roarimg of a thousand cataracis. Yet this was not its only
quality,, nor its most horrible one. It was the mast hideous thing I
have ever heard:; and as its reverberaiting thunder fell upon my
ears I sereamed out in terror and dashed away as swiftly as
possible after Ramon through the jungle. . .

How Ramom found his way through the tangled forest I shall
never know. Perhaps terror sharpemed his instincts evem as it
had numbed mine. At any rate, shortly after dawm we stumbled
into the clearimg aroumd the mission.

Rayburn and Moram were there with the Padire. and they all
voiced their surprise at seeing us agaim. Without bothering to
explaim, we told them that we must leave the mission as soon as
possible and start downriver. When they demamdied the reason.
we made up a story about being captured by the Indians, adding
that they were prepatiing to go on the warpatth. By midmorning
we were ready to leave, and together with the reluetamt Padre
and his assistamt. we all began our perilous journey down the
Zungar®.

After innumerable hardiships, we finally reached the Rio
Negro, and eventuallly the Amazon itself. Neither Ramom nor 1.
since getting back to civilization, have spokem to a soul of our
adventures on the mountaim and in the jungle afterwards; yet
they are never far from my mind. Often in my dreams I can
hear that thunderous velee that bellowed after us as we ran
shriekipg from the elearimg. Ramon seems to have been af-
fected by it even more profoundly tham I. perhaps beeause he
understamds the native dialeets; but theugh I have guestiened
Rifh many times on that subjeet, he weuld never tell me what |
wished to know. Perhaps it is just as well, as the limits of sanity
are ever Rariow- For, Rerrible as it may seer, that MOAStFeYs
veiee we heard as we dashed madly inte the jungle fell upen ouf
ears {n thundereus 8yllables, as speken werds of the native
Queehua dizleet!

DREAMER AIDER

By Steve Traeyanovich
the moon winds heomeward
clouds interweave with dinegamss-
all Pictdom sleeps
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Donald M. Grant Interview

Introductiion..

Donald M. Gramt is a name that is instamtly recogmizable to
anyone involved in the fantasy field for his beautifully produced
and illustrated fantasy books. His editions never stay in print for
very long and always command premium prices once out-of-
print. We're all familiar with Gramt books, but few of us know
anything about the mam himself, in spite of his esteemed
reputaittion.

At a time when mamy major figures in the fantasy field have
been interviewed, I thought it a gross oversight that Gramt had
been overlooked. Jonatham Bacon was enthusiastic to the idea of
a Gramt interview for FANTASY CROSSROADS. 1 then con-
tacted Gramt, who readily consented. Armed with nothing more
tham my bubbling enthusiash, an outline list of questions, and &
tape reeorder, 1 drove to West Kingstomn, a quiet, seenie town in
southerm Rhode Island, on 26 Jume, 1976.

Donald M. Gramt is a tall, bespectacled mam, soft-spoken, and
modest about his accomplishments. He welcomed me warmly
and during the course of the aftermoon, showed me many
examples of text and illustration from his forthcoming projects.
His enthusiasm for his work is infectious, to say the least. I
found that our conversation oftentimes left the path of my
otitline and delved into areas 1 hadn’t consideretl-so much the
better. for I feel this has provided greater depth. There were, in
addition, gquestions 1 never posed, due to time limitations and
fay desire net to hamper the eenversation with a rigid
framewerk.

In editing this interview I have tried to preserve the con-
versatiionall effect because I felt this is a more effective means
than a cut-and-dried question-and-answer format. My own
biases are apparent in places -- I have tried to keep these to a
minimurmm in editing without destroying the flow of the iittierview.
Some material has been rewritten by both Grant and mysslf to
clarify statements while retaining the gist of what trranspired.
Other materiall has been deleted due to its iappropriateness.
Readers will notice that several projects discussed as for-
theoming have already appeared, and, indeed, by the time this
is printed, may be out-of-print! This is simply another imdication
of the popularity of Grant’s books.

It is my hope that FANTASY CROSSROADS readers will enjoy
this long-overdue interview with the country’s mest active
fantasy publisher.

Stephen T. Riley

An Interviiew with Donald M. Grant.

FC: I'd like to thank you for gramting this interview. Starting
off, do vou think you could give a brief biography of your-
self?

Grant: I've always had an interest in readiing fantasy. I suppose
1 did it as early as ten years old, and I think I was attracted
by Edgar Rice Burroughs before anyone else, which is
common enough for anyome in my age group. I think
somewhere in the early '40’s, the very early 1940's, | became
interested in science fiction magezines, and probably this is

an outgrowth of the Burroughs interest. The Edgar Riee
Burroughs stories went into AMAZING STORIES abeut
1941; they were the magmet From AMAZING 1 went to
FANTASTIC ADVENTURES, to FAMOUS FANTASTIE
MYSTERIES, to FANTASTIC NOVELS, to WEIRD TALES;,
and to a lesser extent to the other setenee fietien magazines.
There were a great rhamy of thern in the eatly war years.

FC: Why has fantasy been of such interest to you instead of
another genre such as mysteries or westerns?

Grant: I suppese it's the opportunity to use the imagination
more than anything else. I'm a bit of an armchair ad-
venturer but it doesn’t go any further than that.

FC: 1 am myself. . . (Jaughter). I think too, it's a way to get
away from the mundame events of everyday life, in a way, to
put yoursdlf in a different perspective, a change of pace. . .

Grant: No question. I suppose a lot of us identify with some of
the characters that we’ve read about.

FC: Such as Conan, John Carter, or somebody. Was there any
particular reason for your start in publishing, such as a
desire to put your favorite stories into hardcover, or to make
what you felt were classics available to collectors?

Grant: Well, when I started in publishing, there was only one so-
called “fan" publisher, and that was Arkham House. Now, at
the time, no one was doing science fiction and I hecame
involved with Thomas P. Hadley. We more or less felt tihere
was an opportumity to present some of the stories that were
favorites of ours in a permament hardcover form. I guess this
is what initiated it,

FC: RHODE ISLAND ON LOVECRAFT was your first
publication then, with Hadley?

Grant: Yes. We began work on that, I think, in 1944, though it
didn’t come out until 1945, By that time, I had gone into the
service, into the army.

FC: And after that, with Hadley and Kenneth Krueger, you
formed the Buffalo Book Carmpany?

Grant: RHODE ISLAND ON LOVECRAFT came out under the
imprint of Gramt-Hadlley Enterprises. We were both pretty
young at the time, (laughter) and downright novices. THE
TIME STREAM was the first hardcover, actually that
preceded THE SKYLARK OF SPACE. That came out under
the imprint of the Buffalo Book Company and GHE, which
was Gramt-Hadlley Emtefiprises. The Buffalo Book Company
eame about -- Ken Krueger, who was an old fan, lived in
Buffale, New Yerk, was stationed in New Englamd in the. . .1
think he was in the Air Foiee. . .and he earhe dewn to
Providenee while 1 was in the sefviee. He was énthused
abeut what Tem and 1 were deifng, and he jeined the com-
pany-. . .and for seme reason of sther he pushed this Buffale
Beek Cempamy. the BBE.

FC: Could you tell me something about the Hadley Publishing
Company? I've seen a bibliographic listing that seems to
connect you with this itmprint.

Grant: I was not a partaer in the Hadley Puiblishing Company. I
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was still in college at that time - out of the service and in
college. I helped Tom from time to time, but no, he was the
sole owner of the Hadley Publishing Company,

FC: After the Buffalo Book Company, you formed the Grandon
Company, which lasted a number of years,

Grant: The Grandon Compamny originated in 1949, and invelved
me with James Donahue who was a long-time associate of
mine. The first book we put out was THE PORT OF PERIL
by Otis Adelbert Kline. Interestingly enough on that, Kline
died by 1949. We were talking to the Kline agency as early as
1948. I had a couple of letters from Otis Kline prior to that.
Now in 1949 I went down and signed a contract with Otis
Kline's daughter who was more-or-less running the old
literary agency, Otis Kline Associates. Mrs. Kline was in on
the talks. Interestingly, in '49, we talked about the Ceman
books.

FC: Really?! That far back?
Grant: That far back.
FC: That’s before Gnome Press got them into print.

Grant: That’s before Gnome Press. This is before Oscar Eriend
took over the Otis Kline Agency. Now, oh, I was young, I was
in school, I had a lot of ideas then. . .(laughter) THE PORT
OF PERIL was going to come out first and be am overnight
success, which it wasn’t, it wasn’t amything like that!
(laughter) Then I was going to bring out the first Conan
book. We were in accord on it, but I couldn’t deliver. And
then Oscar Friend came along and I worked with hima as
well. Oscar took over the agency amd, well, the books were
just not selling at the time. I was too young, too inex-
perienced, too much of a dreamer I suppose, too, and cer-
tainly a novice. Furtther, I didn’t have the capital at that
time. So it slipped away and after a time Osear sold the
Conans to Gnome Press. They had a time with them too!

FC: That’s.true. Some of the later titles were remaindered.

Grant: Oh yes. They were a very cheap edition which I wouldn’t
have done though I'm not exactly pleased with my earlier
books. . . the formats of themn. My interest in Conam went
back that far,

FC: I've noticed that three titles were listed as being published
by the Gramdom Compamy, but I've never been able to find
information on them. They are THE SWORDSMAN OF
MARS, THE GOLDEN CITY and THE FACE IN THE
ABYSS. Could you give some information on this?

Gramt: Well, in 1949 the Gramdom Compamy did publish THE
PORT OF PERIL and the following year it published an A.
Merritt story, DWELLERS IN THE MIRAGE. Now these
were favorites of mine, and In their field they stamd up
remantkaibly well. I'm still a great A. Mefriitt enthusiast, and
THE FACE IN THE ABYSS seemned a natutall fellew up t6
DWELLERS IN THE MIRAGE, as SWORPSMAN OF
MARS was to THE PORT OF PERIIL. Well, it was just a éase
that DWELLERS IN THE MIRAGE akd PORT OF PERIL
didn’t sell that well.

FC: So it was more financial difficulties than amy lack ef in-
terest or desire?

Grant: It certainly wasn’t lack of desire. That was always there.
But it was not only financial, it's just that the field was net
ready for hardibound science-fantasy at that time.

FC: The genre was still considered very immature,

Grant: It was a lot of fun at that time. It still is. I eam still piek up
THE DWELLERS IN THE MIRAGE and enjoy it.

FC: What can you tell me about Betsy Wells Halladay? My
research has indicated that she illustrated a number of your
earlier books, and THE PORT OF PERIL is copyrighted by
“Halladay, Inc.”

Granmt: Halladay, Inc. was the printer that did THE PORT OF
PERIL. They also did THE SKYLARK OF SPACE, THE
TIME STREAM, and ofie edition of RHODE ISLAND 6N
LOVECRAFT.

FC: Was that the first or second edition?

Grant: I believe it was the second. . . Betsy Wells Halladay was
the daughter of Allan Halladay, who ramn Halladay, Inc., a
medium sized Rhode Island printer. They still are in
existence. They’re not strictly a book printing plant as we
know them today. But in those days they were (laughter)
large to me. The only thing that Betsy Wells Halladay did,
that I cam remnemiber, is she reproduced some of the artifacts
from the Lovecraft collection for the pamphlet RHODE
ISLAND ON LOVECRAFT. I believe that the dustwrapper of
THE TIME STREAM was done by Allan Halladay, her
father. The Halladay family was a, still is to a certain extent,
a family involved with art in Rhode Island.

FC: Do you know what's happened to her?

Grant: Frankly, I don't even rememtber her. (laughter) I think
Tom may have arramged that, to have those things copied,
because Tom Hadley was friendly with the Halladay family.
I didn’t know them that well.

FC: The first book published under your curremt imprimt was
Henry Hardy Heins’ A GOLDEN ANNIVERSARY
BIBLIOGRAPHY OF EDGAR RICE BURROUGHS. This
was a record seller wasn’t it, going out-of-print in about two
months?

Grant: Yes, for me it was astoumdiing. Of course, the edition was
1000 copies which is a lot smaller tham the curremt editions.
But, at that time, I was very pleased with the way it per-
formed, as well as the enthusiasm it was received with.,

FC: Why was a hardicover edition printed if it had already been
available in a paperback format?

Grant: Henry Heins had mimeographed an edition, I think the
date was 1962 -- you could probably verify that. It was an 8%
by 11 mimeograpied. It contained 25 percent or perhaps a
third of the content of the clothbound edition.

FC: So the clothbound edition was expamnded, revised amdi... .

Grant: It was revised and it had a great deal more information
in it than the mimeographed edition.

FC: It's quite a rare book today.
Grant: The cloth edition? Yes it is.
FC: Do you know what the curremt market value of it is?

Grant: As far as I know, it has been about $125.00.1 think that’s a
fair value on it.

FC: It doesn’t seem to have gone up much since I last heard a
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price quoted which was about $100.00 and that was probably
about four years ago. I had expected the book to sell for
about $150.00 by now.

Grant: Prices are relative. I'm sure that some of the dealers
have placed it much higher than that, whether they sold it or
not, I don't know.

FC: I've noticed that there’s been a shift in the subject matter
that you've published. Your earlier publications seem to be
mostly science fiction—ftantasy, but lately you've changed to
Robert E. Howard and adventure—fantasy. Is this because
of changing public tastes or changing personal tastes?

Grant: I would think a combinatiion of both. Actually, if you'll go
back to the early books, THE SKYLARK OF SPACE, THE
PORT OF PERIL, DWELLERS IN THE MIRAGE, they
were highly imaginative books. They were fast moving and
imaginatiive. Now, getting back to my current interest. . .you
know, in my old age I do think that my tastes have changed.
My real favorite, and he’s a very uneven writer, is Talbot
Mundy. I think Talbot Mundy’s best stuff, and goodness
knows there isn’t eneugh of it. . .

FC: It seems that’s the case with all our favorite authors.

Grant: . . . surpasses everybody’s. But he did an awful lot of
hack writing. Mundy had a very interesting career; I wish
we knew more about him.

FC: Will you be printing a book on him, perhaps? A biography of
sorts?

Grant: I honestly don’t know. Mundy wrote for ADVENTURE
magazine, developed there under Arthur Sullivant Hoffiman,
who was to my way of thinking the premier magazine editor
in this country. At the same time, Mundy’s contiermporaries
in ADVENTURE Ineluded Arthuf O. Friel, whom you have
told me you enjoy. : .

FC: Very much.

Grant: Friel was a standby for ADVENTURE, doing about
seventy-five stories for the magazine. Another comtributor
was Harold Lami, whose fiction appeared chiefly in AD-
VENTURE prior to his success as a bisgrapher.

FC: Such as his book on Omar Kiayyam?

Grant: Omar Khayyam, Tamerlane, Hannibal, the Crusades. . .

FC: Genghis Khan. . .

Grant: Genghis Kham. His fiction preceded this writing, though
a part of the material that he incorporated into those
biographies was also iIn ADVENTURE. H. Bedford-Jones
was In ADVENTURE. 1 have In mind, THE TEMPLE OF
THE TEN. This was right out of ADVENTURE, 1921, I
believe. . .And, Arthuf D. Hewden Stnith was in there, John
Bueham was in there. . .there are any Aumber of authers that
were in there. William Hepe Hodgson was in ADPVIENTURE.

FC: Really?!

Grant: Yes he was. Not very much but he was in Adventure.

FC: I don’t even recall reading that in Sam Moskowitz’ critical
biography. (In Out of the Storm, Grant, 1975.)

Grant: There’s memtion of it in there. ADVENTURE is a great
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favorite of mine. It began in 1910 and went into the '50's in
approximately the same form. At its peak it was being
issued three times a momnth. Now, take ADWVENTURE
magazine -- this was the magaziine that influenced Robert E.
Howard!

FC: That’s true. It featured all the top-notch adventure authors
of the day.

Grant: REH tried to break into ADVENTURE. He wrote his
first materiials on the idea of a character that was molded
out of Talbot Mundy and Harold Lamb. He couldn’t write in
that vein authenticallly enough to break into ADVENTURE,
but ADVENTURE was an enormous influence en Howard.

FC: It's easy to see the influence but Howard didn’t stop there,
he went beyond that. He sort of used it as a building block, at
least in my opinion,

Grant: Oh yes. It's a building block; definitely.

FC: It reminds me of Lin Carter, who seems to be influenced by
everythody and puts it together into a blend. Although, unlike
Howard, Carter doesn’t strike me as being a writer who does
anything new with it -- he’s just eclectie.

Grant: Howard was completely different. I think his train of
thought was less orderly tham Talbot Mundy or Hareld
Lamb. He was a more erratic person, and beeause of this,
he’s much more Imaginative. 1 think, probably, peeple like
Lamb were much greater researcheis, they were mere
careful about what they did. Mundy? Well, Mundy saw a 16t
In the Eastt, and he invelved a let of what he had seeh in Ris
stories. I don’t believe in reinearhion (laughter) but when 1
read TROS OF SAMOTHRAGCE 1 almest have te think Mundy
was a reiheatiaition of a ham whe had lived in Caesar’s time.
(laughter).

FC: I haven’t read the books, I have them, but they are quite
good from what I've heard. (Zebra Books is currently
issuing the TROS series in the same format as their Howard
books. I've read the first volume since then and must concur
with Gramnt’s opinion.)

Grant: Oh, incrediibly good. There’s a certaim flavor of
mysticism wrapped up in them, history, just enough fantasy
in there to get your mind twisting and working. Marvelous!
TROS OF SAMOTHRACE, PURPLE PIRATE. . .

FC: When did your interest in Howard start? When did you first
encounter his fiction?

Grant: I think my interest in Howard went back to the time I
acquired my first set of WEIRD TALES magzzine, which
would be early 1946.1 was stationed at Fort Bliss, Texas, and
I went home on furlough and naturally I hit the bowakshops
wherever I went. [ went to Fort Worth, Texas, I went to
Dallas and I did the bookstores in both of those cities rather
thoroughly. In Fort Worth I found this great collection of
magazines, and it econsisted of a complete file of WEIRD
TALES to that date, from the first issue. The first two issues
were fifty eents, the remaining ones were fifteen cents each.
There were also eomplete rums of AMAZING, ASTOUN-
DING., the Weonder group, TALES OF MAGIC AND
MYSTERY. MIRACLE SCIENCE, oh, I eould go on. . .

FC: That’s enough to give a collector, today at least, a heart
attack; hearing prices like that!

Grant: That’s a long time ago, the interest wasn’t there. They
were delighted to sell them to me. They set the prices, I



didn’t.

FC: Why does Howard interest you as an author? What is it
about him that you like? Obviously, you are the major
Robert E. Howard puablisher.

Grant: Well, to date I've published. .. let's sex...

FC: It must be about twenty titles. . . twenty-one. . . I think
counting reprimt editions though. . .

Grant: As I recall it, and we should verify this I suppose,
seventeen books in nineteen editions. ROGUES IN THE
HOUSE will make the twentieth, which will be out next
month, and THE LAST CELT, which is the bio-titiliagraphy
of Robert E. Howard, will be issued at the same time. Plus a
reprimt edition of THE SOWERS OF THE THUNDER, so
that will put it over twenty hardcover books. I don't know
what it is -- it’s his imagjiinatiion, his speed I think more than
anything else.

FC: There’s also that element of sheer conviction in Howard's
work, as if he really believed what he was writing, whereas I
get the impression that when other authors, such as de Camp
and Carter, write one of their Conan tales, that element that
is so necessary to bring the tale to life is lacking, because de
Camp and Carter reallize it's done for fun, for emtiertainment.
I think Howard really put a lot of hims#lf into these tales,

Grant: Framkly, I don't agree with you. No. (laughter)
FC: How would you feel about it then?

Grant: I think there’s a lot of Howard in some of the stories, but
there are probably less stories that have something of
Howard in them than not. Essentiallly, I think it's Howard’s
speed that makes the stories work -- but remember, Howard
created whole panoramas, whole civilizations in an an-
tideluvian era.

FC: The Hyborian Age.

Grant: Exactlly. Howard peopled it the way he wanted to, but he
drew on a lot of sources to people it. It would seem
reasonable that the magnitude of this panorama, the very
grandmess of it, is one of the elements which attracts readers
to Howard. Stramgely enough, one of my great favorites is
Breekenridge Elkins. I like Breek Elkins at least as well as |
do Conan:

FC: Speaking of Breckenridge Elkins, why was A GENT FROM
BEAR CREEK the first Howard book you published, imstead
of, perhaps, RED SHADOWS, THE SOWERS OF THE

THUNDER, or some other sort of stories? Why did you
decide to do the first Americam edition of Howard's first
book?

Grant: Really, this comes down to finances. Glenn Lord and I
were talking about Howard in the early '60's and we wanted
to do something; we wanted to do it right. This took time. If
youw’ll recalll, at the time, all of my imprints were being
published with typeset that was no more than an IBM
Executive Boldface 2 typeface. Oh, it was justified, it was
readable, THE SOWERS OF THE THUNDER is done in that
fashion, but typeset in those days was a problem, and also
getting illustrations done. These colored illustrations that
are in the curremt books just didn’t come overnight. We
wanted to do these books up right. Well, the book A GENT
FROM BEAR CREEK had been done in England a year
after Howard’s death, in 1937,

FC: That's the rarest of all Howard hooks.

Grant: It's a very, very difficult book to obtain actuallly. It was
presumalbly reprinted a year later in 1938, but I have never
seen one.

FC: Glenn Lord had written me something about a “cheap
edition” copy, but he said he doesn’t know what differences
there really are between them.

Grant: I don't think Glenn has ever seen it, either. Well,
anyway, we were talking about Howard over a period of time
and Glenn threw out A GENT FROM BEAR CREEK and said
“Look, I can make this book available to you, the British
edition. We can go from there.” So I said fine, let’s take a
look at it, I read the book and I was very enthused with it. It’s
always been one of my favorites. I went out and
photographed the British edition and that was actually the
first atterapt, a controlled attempt, at doing a book thirty-
two pages up. . .a thirty-two page signature. The edition was
600-0dd coples, 1 don’t remember exactly. All of this in-
formation is in THE LAST CELT. That was the first one, the
first Howard, 1965.

FC: Right. And that was followed by THE PRIDE OF BEAR
CREEK.

Grant: THE PRIDE OF BEAR CREEK. Now this was typeset
on the IBM Exec, again. It's readable but it isn’t any great

.28



shakes as far as I'm concerned. I've always been imterested
in typography and up until, well, the last few years, meore or
less, I hadnt been able to do with the typography what I
wanted to.

FC: How about RED SHADOWS? Would you consider that to be
your most popular title, particularly since it’s gone through
two editions and a third is planned?

Grant: I don’t know. That’s a very difficult question for me. I
don’t know really that I have a favorite either. RED
SHADOWS has gone through two editions, but they have
been smalll editions, both of them well under 1000, so that
there are probably something like 1700 copies of RED
SHADOWS out. Noticeably less tham, say, RED NAILS,
which is 3500, or ALMURIC, which is 3500. . .ROGUES IN
THE HOUSE will be 3500. RED SHADOWS is going into a
third edition. It will be completely redesigned. I have the
artwork by Jeft Jones on hand now for it. RED SHADOWS in
the new edition will be typeset on the new computer
typesetter that we have here.

FC: Will it be printed in the same format or will the beek be
enlarged?

Grant: It will be an oversized hook.
EC: Like the size of BLACK VULMEA’S VENGEANCE?

Grant: Not quite that size. BLACK VULMEA is a little bit larger
than the Conans. It will be the Conan size.

EC: Aha, that should make a very attrastive book!

Grant: I would think so, yes. Talking about RED SHADOWS as a
favorite, of course, it's one of my favorites, ne question abeut
it. It's interesting, because I met Jeff Jones in Cleveland
while he was still in art school in Georgia. He had some stuff
displayed at the Cleveland convention and I was very taken
with it. I thought he was a “comer™;; he had to succeed. So |
spoke to him. At this time he hadn’t sold anything
professionally. I spoke to him about doing a book. He was
enthused and the result was the first edition of RED
SHADOWS.

FC: Do you think the book helped him along in his career,. it
made him meore popular or gave him the exposure that he
needed in order to become one of the top illustrators in the
field trodiay?

Grant: I don't go that far. (laughter) 1 hope it helped him a littie
bit.

FC: Well, although Jeff's technique has improvedl and been
refined to the point where he's incredibly good today. so geed
that his RED SHADOWS paintings look almest crude in
companizom. | know people who love those paintings just the
way they are.

Grant: I'm one of tihem.

FC: Me too!

Grant: I don’t think that he has gone beyond RED SHADOWS
really. I like some of the stuff he does now, very muwch in
fact. Perhaps it's sentimental attachmemt, but I like the
RED SHADOWS paintings very much.

FC: What made you decide to release the paintings inside the
book as canvas prints in a limited edition? You've mever

done anything like that since.

Grant: I was so enthused about the illustrations that I thought it
would be nice. A lot of people that saw them wanted them,
and I thought that to lithograph them would be a logical
move. It was a good move. I haven’t gone in that direction
again because they're hard to handle.

FC: Do you think you might do it with the third edition of RED
SHADOWS?

Grant: Doubtful, extrememlly doubtful. Not that I don’t like the
stuff. . .and, the new materiial for RED SHADOWS is com-
pletely different. It's very sombre and it’s cold and shadowy.

FC: Why did SOWERS OF THE THUNDER take so long to see
print? It was mentioned on one of the Bear Creek titles and
that was about sevem or eight years before the book was
actuallly published.

Gramt: THE SOWERS OF THE THUNDER is another one of my
great favorites. It does have some faults in typography, bt
there’s a lot of love that went inte SOWERS, both from the
artist Roy Krenksll, who worked many years on it, and frem
me.,

FC: It's obvious!

Gramt: Actuallly, THE SOWERS OF THE THUNDER took seven
years to produce. Roy was very much takem by the material
that went into THE SOWERS and he wanted to do it right. If
you know Roy Kremkel he’s very. . .well, he can’t seem to
please himself.

FC: He's his own worst critic, in other words.
Gramt: Yes.

FT: He's quite a character. I think he puts himsxlf down too
muct.

Gramt: He does.
FC: He's got a lot more talent tham he realizes.

Gramt: (laughing) He's got incredible talent! He took a long,
long time to produce the book. You cam see why when you
just thumb through it. There are well over 100 different
illustrations in that thing.

FC: 1t's one of the most profusely illustrated books I've ever
seem in my life. Did you plam to publish it this way eriginally
or did this format grow as Roy kept doing more and more
illustrations®

Gramt: Oh. it grew,, it greww. There were going to be a number of
illustrations originallly, but nothing like this. As we went
along, we talked, and we talked. and we talked about it. The
little facets of it evolved. The designs in the mangins and the
use ol the folios amd the use of the line illustratioms -- they
were worked into the text. Now, unfortunately, this book was
set on the IBM Execuifive, it isn't a bad job, for the 1BM
Exec. It was the only way it could be done. There are so
mamy Fum-arounds:, and so mamy margimal pieces in there. . .

FC: It's a typesetter's migltimare!

Gramt: (laughs) It reallly is! So, what was done. .. I prepared the
page repras,, madie prints of the illustrations, and did a paste-
up. cormbiming the primt of the illustrations with the page
repras. They were produced in that fashion and made readx
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for camera so all that had to be done in the darkroom was a
straight line-shot. Of course, there is color on the title-page,
and the frontispiece is four-color. The dustwrapper was a
job. . .

FC: I had heard tales of how Kremkel kept repaimting the cover
illustratiom. He'd get it just right, then he wouldn’t be quite
satisfied with it and he’d scrape hallf of it off the canvas, and
he'd go back and paint more,

Grant: That could very well be with the dustwrapper, I don’t
think it was the case with the frontispiece. Roy just can’t
seem to satisfy himself. SOWERS Is a favorite with me and
it is going into a second edition this month. It was a very
successful book. The edition was 2500 copies, a let for e at
that time, and it went out of print rapidly. It did very well.

FC: It sold out almest as fast, or faster, tham the Burroughs
bibliography, didn't it?

Grant: Not quite that fast, but you have to remember, too, in
1964 when the Burroughs book came out there had been some
heavy advertiising in advamce. My policy now is to stay away
from advertiising books far in advamee. It creates problems.
If you can’t deliver on time, it builds up bad feelings -- i1l will.
And what is just as importamt for the small publisher who
has a minimurn of time, there are all sorts of people writing
in demamdiing to know “Where is my book?” Whieh is
legitimate. I don’t blame these people at all. This is one of
the reasons, that, today, I like to advertise the books as
elose to publieation as possible. I khow there are these whe
do not go aleng with this; seme publishers like to advertise
far in advamee ahd take the monies invelved.

FC: What was the story with THE IRON MAN? Zebra Books
came out with a paperback edition, as far as I know, before
the hardcover saw print, yet the hardcover says “First
Edition” inside it. Is the paperback really the true first
edition?

Gramt: Well, the paperback did appear first. The clothbound
was scheduled to come out. In fact, the typeset on THE IRON
MAN I did. Zebra had made arrangements with the agents,
with Glenn Lord amd Kirby McCauley, to bring out a
paperback edition, and they were in urgent need for Howard
property. So what I did was allow them to use the page
repros in advamce. You’ll notice the typeset is just the same
for the two books.

FC: There's even the David Ireland illustrations, so I knew that
the hardcover had already been typeset when the Zebra
edition had appeared.

Grant: Right. Well, they went to press at the same time, but it
takes longer to produce a caseboumnd book. There’s a lot more
involved. They hammer out the paperbacks. It was probably
done on a Careron Belt Press. From start to finish it’s a day
ot two or some ridiculously small length of time.

FC: Now the reasom I asked that question is because SWORDS
OF SHAHRAZAR, which FAX is publishing, has already
appeared in England as a paperback, without any interior
illustratioms, and that’s considered the true first edition of
the book.

Grant: Still, a paperback first edition, to me, is different from a
casebound first edition. First in paper, first in cloth,

(Tape shut off at this point for off-the-record comversation.)

Grant: (Talking about Mike Kaluta’s illustrations for THE

LOST VALLEY OF ISKANDER and the stories). This sort of
thing -- the story - comes directly from ADVENTURE. It's
right out of Mundy and Larnb. Howard by way of Mundy and
Lamib. Curiently, there is one guy who has the best “‘feel”
for this type of wriiting, and he’s the toughest guy in the werld
(laughter). Roy Krenkel, of esurse. Roy has an ineredible
feel for this kind of fietion. Right new, he has a Hewaid in the
same vein as THE SOWERS OF THE THUNBER. 1t's been
ever a year (lﬁughtéf)i; 1 hepe I get it pretty seen! One Man
who esuld have dene it better weuld have Beeh Coll, who is
long dead. Anether artist whe eould have done a creditable
job wotld have besf. - :4h.- :Wwhat's his name. ..

FC: Modern?

Gramt: No, he was a BLUEBBOOK, COLLIERS illustrator. He
succeeded Coll on Fu Manchu.

FC: No, it doesn’t ring a bell.
(Gramt rums into another room and checks his reference.)
FC: That was Jobm Richard Flannigan?

Gramt: John Richard Flammigan. He was influenced by Coll also.
The more you see of Coll. . . more people were influenced by
him. Krenkel, Austin Briggs, John Richard Flannigan, who
was very well known, a whole mess of them. . . where were
we?

FC: We were at THE IRON MAN. We'd just finished that. In
BLACK VULMEA’S VENGEANCE, I noticed the opening
story is very similar to “The Black Stranger.” Do you know
offthand if it was written as a pirate tale, and couldn’t be
marketed, so Howard turned it into a Conan story, which was
then completed by de Camp after Howard’s death?
(Pubblished as “The Treasufre of Tramicos™, in the Lancer
Conamn series.)

Grant: I have a complete version of “The Black Stranger™ that
was completed by Howard.

FC: There does exist a complete version?
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Gramt: I'm quite sure that it is complete:. You'll have to cheek on
that though. Maybe you'd better verify that with Glenn. He'd
be the expert on it. It exists both ways. I think he did the
pirate version first, and my reasoning there.

(Telephone interrupted interview at this point.)

Grant: BLACK VULMEA'S VENGEANCE, of course, is a
pirate story, and he did these three pieces. . .my assumption
here is that, Howard, again, was reading AD-
VENTURE.We've talked about that! ADVENTURE ran
some good pirate stories, and, as a matter of fact, carried
the first appearamee in this country of CAPTAIN BLOOD.

FC: By Sabatini?

Grant: By Sabattimi. It was in ADVENTURE as a series of
episodes. Now, the funny part of it was Sabatiimi at this time
hadn’t drawm it together. He hadn’t built the complete novel
out of it. If you remember anything about CAPTAIN
BLOOD.

FC: I've never read it, myself. Haven't found a copy. (This has
since been rectified and the book is highly recommended.)

Grant: It's a super book! (laughter) I'll have to give you a copy.
If you remember anythimg about the movie, even, the big
ship that Captaim Blood used as his flag ship was the
“Arabella,” named after the girl he eventually married,
Arabellla Bishop. She was the niece of the evil planter
(laughter) Colonel Bishop, who hated Blood. In AD-
VENTURE magazite, Sabatiimi hadat brought the story
aleng that far. The ship is the “Colleen.” It isn't the
“Arabella™ at all! This is in the early '20’s, when all of these
peeple were malking a great influence on Robert E. Howard,
80 | think that when CAPTAIN BLOOD came out, Howard
wag Fipe te try seme pirate stories.

FC: From what I've heard about the novel, it seems to have
influenced a lot of people. . . inspired them. Why did you
choose Robert James Pailthorpe as an illustrator? To-date
you've stayed basicallly in the fantasy field, choosing people
who've done work in that vein, and here you went outside to a
mam who is a matine illusttrator.

Grant: It was an experimemt really. | wanted to see what he
could do in that vein, and I was pleased with it. He is a
nationally-kmowm mariime artiist, but years ago he illustrated
THE MIGHTIEST MACHINE by John Campbell under the
Hadley imprimt. Currently he has a series of Rhode lIsland
Bicentenniall prints that has beem advertised widely on
television. There’s a 1776 waterfront scene of Providence -- a
beautiful plece -- another one of the burming of the GASIPEE,
a third Revolutlonary War General Nathamiel Greene's
homestead, and the fourth Is a sea scene. He has a feel for
the sea and has done a great amoumt of research in that
direetion. 1 think 1 like his whalling portfelio best of all. and
he has dene seme ineredible work for a book 6n whaling.

FC: You had mentioned that to me in your letter.
Gramt: I'm so enthused about it that we have talked about
publishing it. I'd be completelly out of my sciemce-antasy

element if 1 did. but the work is so good that it deserves
somethimg permanent,

FC: Is it similar to his whaling portfolio or to the Kind of work he
did for BLACK VULMEA?

Gramt: It's closer to the whaling portfolio. But still, there is a

departwre. There's a liner line involved.

FC: I hope you cam find some more people like that who aren't
as well knowmn in fandom, perhaps. You say THE LAST CELT
will be out next momth. . .

Gramt: Yes.
FC: This is a long-awaited volume.

Gramt: Four hundred amd sixteem pages, sevem by tem. I think
it's a good buy. That much matterizl. . .

EC: I'm going to buy it. (laughter)

Gramd: A lot of people are waiting for it.

FC: How mamy copies?

Gramt: Twenty-six hundred.

FC: Oh, soit's probabhily going to sell like that.

Gramt: 1 don't know. Perhaps the price is prohibitive, twenty
dollars, I don't know that it's going to sell like that.

FC: When did you plan to publish the Conan series, disregarding
the time you wamted to do it back in the late '4@'s?

Gramt: (laughs) We talked about that. . . Glenm and I talked
about it. oh. . . well, around the end of '69 or 1970, and it was
slowly formulated. Actually, the final decisiom on the format
did not take place until after THE SOWERS OF THE
THUNDER, and I think THE SOWERS OF THE THUNDER
influenced the Conam series.

FC: Havimg a larger-sized book, a little taller and wider. . .?

Gramt: Well, not only that, the general ornatemess, the
possibility of a better bindimg, amd that's am expensive
binding on SOWERS. Of course, the Conans are a three-piece
binding. The dustwrappers ae completely different, I've had
people comment about. . .write in and they'll say “Welll, I
wamt to do a Conam and [ would like to do a colored dust-
wrapper.™

EC: You've got to keep the series mattcthed], once it's started.

Gramt: I won't deny that I gave some thought to the use of
process color dustwrappers throughout the series. But
dustwrappers are going to show themselves off when placed
side by side on a bookshelf. Cam you imagime what would
happen whemn there are ten different aftiists imvolved?

FC: It would make a riot of color in that area.

Gramt: Exactly! The wrappers would clash sometihimg fierce!
That was the reason for simpllicity in the dustwrapper.. There
are a lot of innovations amd trials in this Conam series. For
one thing, the drop folios and running heads are outside of
the text margins.

FC: The rumning heads? What afe they?

Gramt: (Showing a page from a Conam title) This is a FuAnRing
head. This is a folio. And here is a drep-felie. The felie could
have gone up there (indicates top of page).

FC: So the folio is the page number and the runming head i§
where the title of the book is placed on the page.
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Grant: Now this is a drop-folio (at the bottom of the page, or
below the runming head) as opposed to the folie in the run-
ning head.

FC: Okay, like in THE BOWL OF BAAL where the title is up on
the page and the folio is over on the right-hamd side. I'm
saying this to get it into the tape recorder! (laughs) How
mamy volumes do you amticipate for the Conan series? |
really haven't heard a definite mumber.

Gramt: I haven't really decided yet. It's probablly going to be
between fifteen and twenty.

FC: How are you going to package THE HOUR OF THE
DRAGON? Is that going to be one volume? (Better kmowm as
the book CONAN THE CONQUEROR)

Grant: It's going to be one. . .
FC: Immemse volume, (laughter)

Gramt: Immense volume; yes. The 14 pt. Souvenir typeface is
too large for such a book. Still, it has to be semething
emimently readablle. . . probahbly a 12 point, one point leaded.
There will be a lot of text -- probably build up to a good 500
pages -- and well illustrated.. I haven’t got an artist for it as
yet, though,

FC: It's going to be quite a book it seems.

Grant: It will have to be the most expensive one in the series
because of its sheer magnitude. Probaibly be about a twenty
dollar book. It will be difficult to come up with the right
illustrator for that one.

FC: Who are some of the artists that you have working now en
volumes?

Gramt: Well, as you know, ROGUES IN THE HOUSE has
Marcus Boas. This will be released next month. THE DEVIL
IN IRON, which will be the sixth Conam, is Dan Green. Jeff
Jones is doing one. . .

FC: Krenkel?

Grant: Krenkel has talked about a hand-lettered edition of “The
Hyborian Age” as part of the Conan series.

FC: Nice.
Gramnt: He wants to hand-letter the entire thing.
FC: It may be ten years before you get it!

Grant: That's a possibility. I'm not pressing; it's a big series.
But I hope to have something of Krenkel’s as part of it.
Michael Hague -- he has sort of a Rackham approach -- is
doing a wvolume,

FC: (Being shown examples of Hague’s work) Oh, wow! A
define Rackham influence.

(Material deleted at this point)

Gramt: (Talking about the illustrations for the Conan series).
There are people who like the Alicia Austin ones the best.
Now, admiiftedily, Alicia’s work is not what I envision Conan
as. Neither do I envision Conan as a Neamderthal, either,
(laughs) I think Alicia’s work is beautiful and I cam take it.
After all, the whole idea, the whole premise for this series,

was to put it out with illustrations that interpreted the Conan
stories as the illustrator saw. And this is just what's been
done. They were all different. As I said, I've gottem more
criticism of the Robertsom illustrations tham amy of them.
And there have been criticisms. . .not a great mamny now. . .
there have beem criticism of all of them, of Alicia’s, of
George Barr’s, and David Ireland's.

(More matteriial deleted.)

FC: How do you feel about the de Camp amd Carter pastiches in
the Conan series? They’ve been rather controversial and it's
a question that seems to be asked of everybody these days,
so I thought I'd pose it to you.

Gramt: I prefer the Howard], framkly. They're both very suc-
cessful authors in their own right, but they don't seem to
capture quite as fully what Howard was trying to do.

FC: How long have you knowm Glenn Lord?

Gramt: I think it would be, probably, the late 1950’s. He hadn't
taken over as agent for the estate. He wasn’t involved at that
time. In fact, when did ALWAYS COMES EVENING come
out?

FC: '57, I believe.

Gramt: '57, that's right. It must have been shortly after that
date. ... no, I think I rememtber him before that.

FC: How did you come into contact with each other? Just two
fans exchamging letters?

Gramt: Prabably. Chances are Glenn got some of the books, if
not new ones, then out-of-print. (In addition to publishing,
Gramt has been a dealer in used and out-of-print books.)

FC: You’ve done publishing for Glenn, issues of THE HOWARD
COLLECTOR. Do you remember how mamy issues you
published, was it the entire set?

Gramt: I don't rememiber how mamy; it wasn’t the entire set.
The first two or three were professionally typeset and
printed. At that time, I had a sralll offset which I'd bought as
a means to an end (laughs) . . . printing has always been an
expensive proposition amd through the yeais has become
increasimgly so. When Glenn asked me if I would take over
production of THE HOWARD COLLECTOR, with the interest
I had in it, I was happy to do so.

FC: You've had associations with other publishers, too. One of
them is Joseph Payme Brennam’s Macabre House. You
published, what was it, three or four titles. ... ?

Gramt: Yes, I produced some of his issues of MACABRE -- on the
small press -- in the same way that THE HOWARD
COLLECTOR was produced.

FC: Do you still publish MACABRE for him?

Gramt: No, I haven’t done amything like that for several years.
The early magazines and books were run off on a smalll A.B.
Dick offset press, two pages up. Everytthing was hand-folded
inthose days. .. it was the way I produced books at that time.
Then we were associated with SCREAM AT MIBNIGHT:
THE DARK RETURNERS. . .

FC. And THE CASEBOOK OF LUCIUS LEFFING.

Gramt: Right,
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FC: And you showed me something that is in progress.

Grant: THE CHRONICLES OF LUCIUS LEFFING is now into
typeset. It has been illustrated. I do have the illustrations on
hand for it. This will be under my imprint.

FC: It won't be under Macabre?

Grant: It won't be under Macabre, no. It should be an attractive
little book. You've seen some of the type for it.

EC: What is your arramgement with Centaur Press?
Grant: I'm one of the original partners in Centaur Press.
FEC: Did you, and do you still, do typeset for the books?

Grant: Some of the typeset in the books was utilized from
casebound, from the hardcover editions. For instamce, the
Howards. I did do the typeset for THE PATHLESS TRAIL, 1
can remember. Very smalll. . .

FC: I remember TIGER RIVER was miniscule,

Grant: PATHLESS TRAIL is the real smalll one. See, (showing
book) that was done on the IBM Exeec. TIGER RIVER is
more readalble. We had to get that into so mamy pages and
that was the only way it could be done, framkly. (laughs)

FC: What happened to THE KING OF NO MAN’S LAND? It’s
mentioned on the back cover of THE PATHLESS TRAIL and
it's never. . .

Grant: It's never been published in paperback. I would like to
think that my associates would wamt to follow through on it

eventually.

FC: I hope so. I have a hardcover copy and loved it. I think a lot
of other people should have the chance to read it too.

Grant: There's a fourth one, also.

FC: Do you have a spare copy of it? (aughter)

Gramt: It's called MOUNTAINS OF MYSTERY. All four of
these stories ram in ADVENTURE. We're back to AD-
VENTURE again! There was a later yarn ecalled “In the
Year 2000” in which the deseendanmts of the heroes go baek
into interior South Ameriiea to the land of “The King of No
Man’s Land.” [t appeared in magezine only; never did make
itinte hardeover. The original appearamee of the feur Hooks,
THE PATHLESS TRAIL, TIGER RIVER, THE KING OF
NO MAN'S LAND and MOUNTAINS OF MYSTERY was if
ADVENTURE magazine as leng serials. Then Harpers, whe
was a majer publisher at the tife, put them inte Beek form:
Harpers alse published RIVER 6F SEVEN STARS:

FC: That's the non-fiction book?

Grant: That’s the non-fiction one in which Friel details his ex-
plorations in South America in search of the "White In-
dians.” He came back with some most interesting con-
clusions. Mrs. Friel told me that when he got off the boat he
was virtuallly skin and bones. He barely survived that trip!

FC: Whew! Why did THE BOWL OF BAAL appear as a hard-
cover under your impriint when it was originallly projected to
be a paperback edition in the Time-Lost series?

Gramt: THE BOWL OF BAAL is a title that I've wamted to do for

years -- long before Centaur was ever dreamed of. The story
originally appeared in ALL-AROUND magazine, as you
know, and it is a devilishly difficult thing to obtain today.
Actually, the magazine was competition for the Munseys. By
and large, it featured a fantastic type of story. BOWL OF
BAAL was in there, of course. But some of the other in-
clusions were: BEYOND THIRTY, by Edgar Rice
Burroughs, the Centaur paperback THE TREASURE OF
ATLANTIS. . .

FC: The Dumm book?

Gramt: Yes, that’s the one. BEYOND THE RANGE -- that’s the
book title -- appeared in ALL-AROUND as THE UN-
DERCOVER TRAIL by George B. Rodney.

FC: I'm not familiar with that one,

Gramt: That's a lost-race thing. They did a lot of stuff in that
vein. Well, we wamted to get into that, in Centaur, though I
had wamted to do it right along in hardeover. I found the heirs
of Robert Ames Bennet, who wrote his first book in 1901.
That was THYRA, another fantastic.

FC: So it was quite a while ago.

Grant: Yes, it was quite a while ago, but I did find Bennet’s son
alive and paid a royalty for the book. Ewemntully, I hope that
it will come out from Centaur because it is a real period
piece.

FC: How have the non-Howard titles sold? I know that the RED
SHADOWS collections, the three paperbacks, have gone into
reprimtimgs. How about the other titles?

Gramt: Nothing in the Centaur line has sold as well as the
Howard materiall. Sales on the other authors have been, say,
moderattdly good. THE TREASURE OF ATLANTIS has
dragged worse than the others. . .I don't think TREASURE
has sold as well as we had anticipated.

FC: Do you have amy projected titles in the series that haven't
seen print yet? Books that are in progress or for which
you're negotiating the rights?

Grant: There are some, but at this time I'm not at liberty to
mention them.

FC: When you go about publishing a book, after securing the
rights to the story, what are your next steps? What are some
of the duties you have to go through in order to see the
finished volume come off the presses?

Grant: That is a very good question. It depends upon how you
approach it. Can I edit it, do [ want to edit it? There’s editing
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involved with say, Frriel. THE BOWL OF BAAL. . .tihere's
some rewrite there. Basically you've got to figure what
direction you’re going to do with that book. Am I going to
put it into my, what I call my trade editions, the size of THE
BOWL OF BAAL? About five by seven and a hallf book.
They’re nicely casebound, and I like a good readaile type
for them. Basieally, my bread-and-butter typeface is
Baskenwille, I think it’s the finest typeface for readability
that's ever beem ereated. The five by seven amd a half
beoks, THE BOWL OF BAAL, THE IRON MAN, TIGERS
OF THE SEA, WORMS OF THE EARTH, ALMURIC. .
.they're all Baskerwille. Twelve peint Baskewiille. . .mestly
twe peints leaded; twelve ep feurteen. I think that the
feasure - the eslufn width -- i§ 22 pieas on mMost of them.
Bagkervillle is a geed, readable typefaee. For ather Hoks,
there might be the need, the eall for thetn i6 go iAte a 7 By 16
§i78, B, 1A the ease 6f BEACK VUEMEA'S VENGEANEE. .
-BFiginally that was geing ie Be even léf%ﬁei thah the seven
3 4 guarter By ten and 4 hallr ineh Bask that it new is:

FC: It was going to be lLarger??

Granmt: I was thinking in terms of. . . the painter that illusfrated.
.. that influenced so many people, Wyeth, Schaennosesr ...,

FC: Oh, Howard Pyle!
Grant: Howard Pyle, of course,
FC: His BOOK OF PIRATES?

Grant: I was thinking in terms of the BOOK OF PYRATES and in
factIlayed it out that way but I eouldn’t justify it. There isn’t
enough marginal material to go with it. Se I went te a seven
and a quarter by ten and half. (Looking at a eopy 6f BLAGK
VULMEA'S VENGEANCE)) New, this is a eempletelly dif:
ferent typeface; the first time that I have used it. It is Geydy
Oldstyle. What 1 tried to do is take the story and use the type
that seems to go with it. Sinee this is ah histerieal pirate tale,
the face that lent itself to the beek oSt agreeally was
Goudy Oldstyle. The heads, the runhing heads, are zfsee;
(Turps to title page) The title page is designed with 3 6rees
title. This is Geudy Oldstyle (peinting te illustration credits
and his imprint at the Batterm ef the page).

FC: Do you usually choose an artist before or after you've
chosen the typeface and typestyle? Or does it vary, again,
with the book?

Grant: It would vary with the book. I might find the artist befere
I acquire the book. The Conan series is done in Souvenir,
Now, Souvenir is a very popular face teday, but it's an ad
face. It is not used for text work like this. It's net used for a
book.

FC: (laughing) Very readalble, thowgh!

Grant: It seems to lend itself to Conam, which is why I went with
it. I do enjoy this sort of thing. . . I suppose it is the design
factor that attracts me. . . not design In the sense of
illustratiion, since I have no arfistic ability. It's the coimplete
packaging process. . . . Fitting the type with the editing, the
proofreading, the prepaiciiion of literature, amd the ad-
vertisiing.

FC: You try to think of a book as an entity. Cover to cowr ...

Granmt: Sure. There’s a lot of blood, sweat and tears that go into
each book.

FC: It shows. About how long, on the average, does it take to do
a book, barriing any unforseen delays or samettiiing ...

Gramt: (laughing) Seven years!
FC: ... ordoes it reallly vary from title to title?

Grant: It varies completely from title to title. I couldn’t begin to
say. THE LAST CELT has been a few years in the working,
but it's incredibly detailed. It has been a very difficult book
to do. The Lovecraft-de Camp book, TO QUEBEC AND
THE STARS, is also a very difficult book to produce
because of the text. Rememfber, Lovecraft wrote this for his
own enjoyment -- it's the longest single piece of writing that

he ever did -- and he has taken on eighteenth-eentury word
forms that we tried to use throughout the book. Ah example
would be the word “Majjesty’s” whieh HPL wrote as “‘Maj”
and then made the “t-y--¢” a superier in a smaller
typeface. A superior is a eharaeter -- latter of figure = fhat
prints above, higher tham, nermall eharacter Reight. This
was devilishly teugh, and made mere diffiedlt when the
eofputer insisted Hben inserting a tiny degree eifele in-
stead of an apestiophe. I ended up eutting rmost of these in By
hand. The beek is §7,000 werds leng:

FC: What books are you planning to issue in the future, outside
of the Conam series, and books you've alreadly mentioned,
such as the Lovecraft-de Camp book, TO QUEBEC AND
THE STARS?

Gramt: Well, I'm far along on the Clark Ashtom Smith
bibliograpity from Don Fryer which should have been done a
couple of years ago. That’s going to appear. I'm extremely
excited over the Haralld Lamb materizl, and the first one. . .
actuallly, you rhay have noticed it in the other room on the
bookshelves, DURANDAL. . .

FC: About the sword?

Grant: The sword of Rolamnd, yes. THE SOWERS OF THE
THUNDER is just drawm out of DURANDAL. Now,
DURANDAL ram as three separate adventutes in AD-
VENTURE magezine, in the "20s,

FC: Getting back to ADVENTURE agaiin. . .

Grant: Getting back to ADVENTURE aguaiin. A few years later,
Doubleday-Doram issued it as a serii-juvenile in one volume -
- the book has appeal for all ages -- illustrated by Alan Me-
Nab. I exchanged some letters with Hatold Lamb back in the
sixties, just before he died.

F€: He died that late?
Grant: Yes.
F€: 1 had thought he died in the *50's.

Grant: No, it was either '62 or ‘64, Lamb was very enthused over
my projects and I was just at the point of saying: “Leok, I'd
like to do one of your stories. . .” when I read of his death in
TIME. Infact, I think I did put such a proposal before him
in a letter that he could not have seem, just a few days before
he died. Now, I have a contract with Lamb’s son, and I'm
working in full cooperation with the Lamb estate.
DURANDAL was chosen to begin the Lamb series because
of its remarkabile Influenee on Robert E. Howaikd. I have
gone back to the original versiions of the three stories as they
appeared in ADVENTURE magezime -- before they were
reworked for the Dolibleday-Dofah edition. The “Durandal”
stories will be issued as three individuall books, eaeh
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illustrated by George Barr. The readaility is more adult,
and they will carry the notes and information which Harold
Lamb revealed in the “Campfire” departmemt of AD-
VENTURE. It's excellent stuff.

FC: Good!

Grant: I have hopes that this Lamb material can equate some of
the popularity of Howard. Certaimly it has all the
ingredients. . . the actiom. . . the writing ability. . . the
background.

FC: I've enjoyed those Lamb biographies I've read.
Grant: Wait’ll you read this stuff. It's good!

FC: You were telling me about a George Barr artthook when I
arrived?

Gramt: Yes, UPON THE WINDS OF YESTERDAY. It contains
54 pieces of full color -- “The Paimtings of George Bairr.”
Actuallly, it contains more tham just color. There is some line
work, a couple of introduetory pieces by Tim Kirk and Stuart
Schitf, and an Afterward from George himself. All in all, it
contains 141 pages, in am 8Y: by i1 page size, clothbound.
Since George Bart is one of the guests of hener at the
MidAmericon in Kahsas City, I plan te issue it there. . .And
we’lll have a Joseph Clement Coll book eorning eyt whieh 1'm
very exeited about. 1 think the manh was ineredible.

FC: I look forward to seeing that! Panrtficularly since I'm un-
familiar with mest of his work.

Grant: I'd like to see more illustrators develop something of
Coll's style if they could.

FC: Who are some of your favorite artists, outside of those
you've already published? Obviously you enjoy their work.

Grant: Yes, I like the artists I've beem using, otherwise I
wouldn’t have used them! (laughter) Obviously. A favorite. .
. gee, 1 couldn't pick a favorite! But, 1 do like Joseph
Clement Coll very much as an illustrator, line opposed to
color.

1

EC: Framk Frazetta?

Grant: I think he's very good. Perthaps not a great favorite
because he doesn’t have that mystic quality -- for me -- that I
can find in Coll or Fiinlay or Kremkel, or in Barr or Austin or
Jones.

FEC: What about some of the Golden Age illustrators like Dulac,
or Rackham or Parrish?

Gramt: I like Dulac. I've seen one book of his that’s imcredibly
good. I like Rackham. I like N. C. Wyeth, Schoonover,
Neilson. . .

FC: Are you familiar with Willy Pogany?

Grant: I've seen some Pogamy that’s incrediibly good, I've seer
some that isn't so good.

FEC: Same here.
Gramt: He's uneven. I like Harry Clarke.

FC: I love Clarke's work! What is your opinion of the current
fantasy boom? It's grown beyond anybedy’s expectations in
the past few years.

Grant: It's just incredible! (laughing) I don't know what rmore I
can say about it. . . I'm very pleased -- glad that we finally
have the recognition after so mamy years. I don't know that
it’s amy more fun today, though, than it was then,

FC: I think it may die a bit, but do you think it'll fade out again,
back into obscurity, or do you think it's pretty much here to
stay now that it's so widespread and popular? Do you think
we've finally entered “literature” or are we still a “bastard
child” of sorts?

Granmt: I think we're a part of literature now. There has to be
some let down, but I don't see how it can fade completely
with the inroads science-fantasy has made into movies,
television, and especiallly education,

FC: Did you ever think that Howard’s work would be so
popular?

Gramt: No.

FC: You took a gamble when you published the Bear Creek
titles, back ten years ago.

Gramt: Yes.

FC: And Howard has become a “monster” pracfically. Howard
fandom today, that is.

Grant: It was close to twelve years ago that I started the Bear
Creeks, early '65. Actuallly, we were talking about it in '64.
No, I never thought it would be a fad, as it is.

FC: In a way I think it's too bad, because while | appreciate all
the stories and information that's come to light due to
Howard’s immemnse popularity, prices have beem driven sky-
high and factions and squabbles have developed to some
degree. ] wonder whether the benefits aren’t outweighed by
the hassles iimvolved.

Gramnt: There were hassles among the authors, even in the '30's -
- perhaps not to the degree there are now. After all, there are
more people involved now.
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FC: What advice would you give to young artists who seek work
from you? What criteria do you judge them upon?

Grant: Well, I don't have any art training, Steve. I guess we’ve
discussed this before. So all I can go by is whether I like it or
not. There are certain styles I like, there are certain artists
whose work I like,

FC: You probably do get packages in the mail from time to
time. . .

Grant: Time to time? Every week!

FC: What involvement did you play in setting up the Providence
convention last year? Were you c@irman?

Gramt: No, I was a vice-chairmam. Actually, you can put the
blame on Kirby McCauley! (laughs) Not blame, really; 1'm
only joking. We had talked -- Charles Collins and Chris
Steinbrunner ameng others -- about having a conveation in
Prawidence. It seemed like a naturall, but we never did any
more than talk. Then Kirby McCauley came to town and
Harry Beckwith gave him his fameous tour of Lovecraft’'s
Providence. I met Kirby that night for dinner and he
dropped a bombshedll. “I went to the Holiday Inn and
reserved a group of rooms for a eonvention!” On such-and-
sueh a day, that Halloween weekend. Kirby took the bull by
the horns, sroething the rest of us had never done, and the
sueeess of the eonvention should be attributed to Kirby
MeCauley.

FC: Are you planning another convention? A yearly event,
perhaps?

Gramt: Not for Prowidemce. The second World Famtasy Con-
vention will be held in New York. For a third there are
people who want to hold it in Browaweood, Texas, and then
there's a group on the west coast that want a Clark Ashton
Smith-oriented convention in California. I would love to see it
in Brownwood because it has so much of Howard. I'd like to
go there while Tevis Clyde Smith is still in good form and
Tevis has volunteered to take a bus tour in mueh the same
fashion we had here in Providenee. (Referring back to the
Providenee eenventien). . . It was a very emetional éef-
vention. It was great te see these eld masters eeme in and
they were teueRing. I'm talking about peeple like Beb Bloeh,
whe gave a very emotional speeeh. A fine persom. Fritz
Leiber eame. Leng and Munn, Beth 6f whem are gefting
alohg in years, were in attendatee. ARd the eaAvention was
directed at them and at Leveeraft's Providenee. 1R that
respeet it was far different than the average seienee fictien
EBRVeNEIOR.

FC: I wish I had attended, but circumstamces dictated dif-
ferently at the time.

Gramt: It was worth going to. Several of the authors stayed
around afterward, just exploring Providence; Lovecraft's
Providence I should empiasize. Fritz Leiber and Bob Bloch
gave lectures at a local college.

FC: It was so long overdue. We've had seience fiction een:
ventions since 1939. It took us, what, thirty-five years later te
get a fantasy convention tegether?

Gramt: Well, the organization is much better in science fietion.
For some reason, in my old age. . .science fietion just doesn't
do as much for me anymore. I much prefer the fantasy.

FC: I still enjoy science fiction. When I get tired of fantasy,
when all the barbariams and ghouls start to sound alike, 1'll

read a few science fiction books for a change of pace and
then go back to fantasy with renewed vigor and imterest.

Grant: Well, when that happens, I can switch to, say, Harold
Lamib, who, well, at times he gets a little fantastic, but he’s. .

FC: He's viewed primaniily as am historical biegrapher.

Gramt: Yes, he's known as an historical biographer, but this is
his fiction which was in ADVENTURE. which is net known
today. And I can turn to people, say, like, A Merriitt, who is
as different from Robert E. Howard as seience fietion is. Or 1
can turm to Talbot Mundw, whom 1 enjoy thoroughly. OF
Frigll. They're so different!

FC: To wrap things up, what advice would you give to fans who
are interested in publishing, whether it's on a fan level or
whether they're anticipating a professional thing? What
philosophy would you impart, something to follow and keep
in mind, from someone who has the experience and insight
you do?

Granmt: I think I'll give a different interpretaition, a different
direction than most people would. I would say get all the
graphic arts you can and learn from the ground up. An un-
derstamdling of production. . . Do as much of a book as you
can.

FC: Even if you have to print it page by page?

Grant: Page by page. . . This is somethimg we don't get enough
of today and I think that the individual is left out. He can’t
get a proper understamdiing. I think it helps him right along
the line,

FC: I'd like to thank you again for consenting to this imtierview,

Grant: My pleasure. I hope you get something out of it! (l2yghs)

++++hHHHHH

A Bibliography of Donald M. Grant Publications.
Gramt-Hadlley Enterprises:

1945 RHODE ISLAND ON LOVECRAFT, edited by Denald
M. Grant and Thomas P. Hadley, 26 pp, wrapps, 2 editions:
500 and 1000 copies, illustrated by Betsy Wells Halladay.
(The second edition had different illustrations.) O.P.

Buffalo Book Cermpany:

1946 THE TIME STREAM. by John Taine (Dr. Exie Temple
Bell) 218 pp, he—dj, 500 eoples bound (1000 printed),
illustrator? O.P.

THE SKYLARK OF SPACE, by Edward E. Smith, PhD., 21§
pp, he—dj, 500 copies, illustrator? O.P.

The Grandom Company:

1949 THE PORT OF PERILL, by Otis Adelbert Kline, 218 pp,
hf—dj, 30007, illustrated by J. Allen St. John. O.P,

1950 DWELLERS IN THE MIRAGE, by A. Merritt, 295 pp,
he—dj, 1000 copies, illustrated by Russell Swanson (wrap-
per) and Virgil Finlay (frontis). O.P.

1953 333: A BIBLIOGRAPHY OF THE STUENCE-FANTASY
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NOVEL, edited by Joseph H. Crawford, Jr., James J.
Donahue, and Donald M. Gramt, 79 pp. 500 copies (450 pb, 50
hb). illustrated by Roy Hunt (wrapper.) O.P.

1957 THE RETURN OF THARN, by Howard Browne, he, 500
copies. (Even Gramt himsslf lacks a copy of this title.) O.P.

1958 THE WEREWOLF OF PONKERT, by H. Warner
Munn. I38pp. he—dj, 350 copies, illustrator (wrapper)? O.P.

Listed, but never published by the Gramdlom Cermpany:

THE GOLDEN CITY, by Ralph Milne Farley.
THE SWORDSMAN OF MARS, by Otis Adelbert Kline.
THE FACE IN THE ABYSS, by A. Merritt.

Donald M. Gramt, Publisher:

1964 A GOLDEN ANNIVERSARY BIBLIOGRAPHY OF
EDGAR RICE BURROUGHS, edited by Rev. Henry Hardy
Heins, 418 pp. he—dj, 1000 copies, illustrated by J. Allen St.
John (wrapper). O.P.

1965 A GENT FROM BEAR CREEK, by Robert E. Howard,
312 pp. he—dj, 732 copies, illustrated by Henry Eichner
(wrapper). O.P.

1966 THE PRIDE OF BEAR CREEK, by Robert E. Howard.
221 pp. he—dj, 812 copies, illustrated by Henry Eichner
(wrapper). O.P.

1968 RED SHADOWS, by Robert E. Howard, 381 pp, he—dj,
896 copies, illustrated by Jeff Jones. (Illustrations out of
sequence.) Q.P.

1970 SINGERS IN THE SHADOWS, bv Robert E. Howardl, 55
pp. he—dj, 500 copies, illustrated by David Karbonik
(wrapper) and Robert Bruce Acheson (interiors). O.P.

1971 RED SHADOWS, by Robert E. Howard, 381 pp, he—dj,
741 copies, illustrated by Jeff Jones. O.P.

RED BLADES OF BLACK CATHAY, by Robert E. Howard
and Tevis Clyde Smith, 125 pp, he—dj, 1091 copies,
illustrated by David Karbomik. O.P.

VIRGIL FINLAY, edited by Virgil Finlay, with an Ap-
preciatiiom by Sam Moskowitz and a checklist by Gerry de la
Ree. 153 pp. he—dj, ? copies. O.P.

1972 MARCHERS OF VALHALLA, by Robert E. Howard,
121 pp. he—dj, 1654 copies, illustrated by Robert Bruce
Acheson. O.P.

ECHOES FROM AN IRON HARP, by Robert E. Howard, 109
pp. he—dj, 1079 copies, illustrated by Alicia Austin. O.P.

1973 THE SOWERS OF THE THUNDER, by Robert E.
Howard. 285 pp. he—dj, 2509 copies, illustrated by Roy G.
Krenkel. O.P.

THE TEMPLE OF THE TEN, by H. Bedford-Jones and W. C.
Robertsom, 159 pp, he—dj, ? copies, illustrated by Richard
Robertson. Q.P.

1974 WORMS OF THE EARTH, by Robert E. Howard, 233
pp. he—dj, 2500 copies, illustrated by David Ireland. O.P.

THE PEOPLE OF THE BLACK CIRCLE, by Robert E.

Howard. 149 pp, he—dj, 3000 copies, illustrated by David
Ireland. O.P.

TIGERS OF THE SEA, by Robert E. Howard, 212 pp, he—dj,
? copies, illustrated by Tim Kirk. @.P.

1975 ALMURIC by Robert E. Howard, 217 pp, he—dj, 3500
copies, illustrated by David Ireland. O.P.

A GENT FROM BEAR CREEK. by Robert E. Howard, 312
pp- he—dj, 1500 copies, illustrated by Tim Kirk. Q.P.

A WITCH SHALL BE BORN, by Robert E. Howard, 106 pp,
he—dj, 3100 copies, illustrated by Alicia Austin. O.P,

THE TOWER OF THE ELEPHANT, by Robert E. Howard,
94 pp, he—dj, 3100 copies, illustrated by Richard Robertson.
0.P.

VIRGIL FINLAY: AN ASTROLOGY SKETCH BOOK, 148
pp, he—dj, 2000 copies.

OUT OF THE STORM, by William Hope Hodgson, 304 pp,
he—dj, 2100 copies, illustrated by Hannes Bok (wrapper)
and Stephem E. Fabiam (interiors) O.P.?

THE BOWL OF BAAL, by Robert Ames Bennet, 351 pp, he—
dj, 2000 copies, illustrated by David Ireland.

RED NAILS, by Robert E. Howard. 143 pp, he—dj, 3500
copies, illustrated by George Barr. Q.P.

THE BANNER OF JOAN, by H. Warner Munn, 127 pp, he—
dj, 975 copies, illustrated by Michael Symes. Q.P.?

1976 BLACK VULMEA'S VENGEANCE. by Robert E.
Howard, 223 pp, he—dj, 2600 copies, illustrated by Robert
James Pailthorpe.

THE IRON MAN, by Robert E. Howard, 186 pp, he—dj, ?
copies, illustrated by David Ireland.

ROGUES IN THE HOUSE, by Robert E. Howard, 91 pp, he—
dj, 3500 copies, illustrated by Marcus Boas.

THE SOWERS OF THE THUNDER, by Robert E. Howard,
285 pp, he—dj, 1250 copies, illustrated by Roy G. Krenkel.

THE LAST CELT, edited by Glenn Lord, 416 pp, he—dj, 2600
copies, illustrated by Marcus Boas (Wwrapper).

UPON THE WINDS OF YESTERDAY, by George Barr, 141
pp. he—dj, 2500 copies.

THE DEVIL IN IRON, by Robert E. Howard, illustrated by
Damn Green, 154 pp, he—dj, 3500 copies.

TO QUEBEC AND THE STARS, by H. P. Lovecraft, edited
by L. Sprague de Camyp, illustrated by Robert Maclntyre,
318 pp, he—dj.

In Association with Macabre House:

1959 THE DARK RETURNERS, by Joseph Payme Brenfan,
110 pp. he, 150 copies. O.P.

1963 SCREAM AT MIDNIGHT, by Joseph Payne Breanan,
124 pp. 250 copies, O.P.

1973 THE CASEBOOK OF LUCIUS LEFFING, by Joseph
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Payme Brennan, ? pp, 760 copies, illustrated by Neal Mae-
Denaid. O.P.

Currently in progress:

THE CHRONICLES OF LUCIUS LEFFING, by Joseph
Payme Brennam. (This will appear under Grant’s imprint,
rather than that of Macabre House.)

In Association with Centaur Press:

1969 THE MOON OF SKULLS, by Robert E. Howard, 127 pp,
pb, illustrated by Jeff Jones (wover).

THE PATHLESS TRAIL, by Arthur O. Friel, 128 pp, pb,
illustrated by Jeff Jones (cmwer).

1970 THE HAND OF KANE, by Robert E. Howard, 127 pp,
pb, illustrated by Jeff Jones (cwwer).

THE TREASURE OF ATLANTIS, by J. Allan Dunn, 126 pp,
pb, illustrated by Robert Bruce Acheson (@ower).

1971 THE TREASURE OF ATLANTIS, by J. Allan Dunn, 160
pp. he—dj, 750 copies, illustrated by Robert Bruce Acheson
and Donald Fish. O.P.

SOLOMON KANE, by Robert E. Howard, 126 pp, pb,
illustrated by Jefff Jones (cover).

TIGER RIVER, by Arthur 0. Friel, 186 pp, pb, illustrated by
Jeff Jones (@ower).

1972 THE WOLF IN THE GARDEN, by Alfred H. Bill, 144
pp. pb, illustrated by Virgil Finlay (cower).

SWORDSMEN AND SUPERMEN, anonymous editor, 120 pp,
pb, illustrated by Virgil Finlay (cower).

1974 CITY OF WONDER, by Charles Vivian, 182 pp, pb,
illustrated by David Ireland (cover). (Pubbed in Nov.)

CAESAR DIES, by Talbot Mundy, 157 pp, illustrated by
Framk Brunner (cover). (Pubbed in Nov.)

GREY MAIDEN, by Arthur D. Howden Smith. 159 pp, pb,
illustrated by David Ireland (cover)

1976  DR. CYCLOPS, by Will Garth, 155 pp. pb, illustrated by
David Ireland (cover).

THE WEREWOLF OF PONKERT, by H. Warner Munn, 148
pp. pb, illustrated by Stephem E. Fabian (cover).

Miscellaneous:

Various issues of Glenn Lord’s THE HOWARD COLLEC-
TOR.

Various issues of Joseph Payme Brennan's MACABRE.

A set of four prints on canvas, measurimg 16 x 20 imches,
reproducing Jefff Jones’ illustrations to RED SHADOWS, c.
1968, limited to 100 sets, O.P.

A print of Jeff Jones’ illustration to the cover of THE
PATHLESS TRAIL, size and number of copies unknown, ¢.
1969. O.P.

CITIES AND SCENES FROM THE ANCIENT WORLD, by
Roy G. Krenkel, 82 pp, he—dj, 3000 copies. (Published by
Owlswick Press, 1974, Philadephia. Grant assisted with the
book's cemposition.)

Additions and corrections are welcomed for this bibliegnaphy.
This is not meamt to be a detailed listing of books that Donald M.
Gramt has had a hand in; while I have complete imflermation
(color of binding, original selling price, etc., in addition to what
is listed) for mamy of Gramt's books, such information is lacking
for mamy of his earlier publications. I have listed only certain
information for each title in order to give the reader am idea of
what books Gramt has published.

Readers are also referred to Glenn Lord’s THE LAST CELT for
more detailed information on certain titles before 1974, Donald
M. Grant”s periodic catalogs (collectors’ items in tiiemselves),
and to THE INDEX TO THE SUTENCE-FANTASY
PUBLISHERS. edited and compiled by Mark Owings and Jack
L. Chalker (The Anthem Series, Baltimore, 1966, 76 pp, pb, O.P.
And, of course, to the books listed above.
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FANTASY CROSSROADS

By Brian Lumley

F iends of hell and warriors hold,

A ncient sorceries, towers of gold.

N ighted crypts where tales are told
T o chill the blood of demons fell.

A wful magicks fill each page,

S words flash from a bygone age,

Y oung bloods face a might mage,

C hallenging his every spell.

R eavers rage and roar their wrath,--
O lden runes obscure their et -

§ till they cleave a bloedy swiath,

§ ending all their foes te hell.

R aging mensters from the deeps

O f primal eceans guard the keeps

A hd sepuiehers where star-spawn sleeps;
B rewned sinee time 16Ag gene -

§ 8. my friend: read oR . : - ¢!
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AVision of Rembathene

By Darrell Schweitzer

It is late at night, the feasting long over. Guttering torchlights
swim in a haze of stale incense. The ghosts of ancient heroes,
like shadows, stir in the corners, behind the limp hanging
draperies and begin to move about as darkness creeps upoa the
exhausted court.

Amidst the revellers the King raises his head, and looks
wearily over all. The Queen by his side whispers something into
his ear, and he calls out to one on whom his eyes have ccme €0
rest, saying, ‘'Tell me now of the cities of your dreams, that I too
may behold them when I sleep.”

The storyteller replies, 'Of which, O Kimg?"

*'Of Rembathene.”

*“Ah Rembatthene! Rembatthene! Of all the cities revealed to
me thou art the fairest! Rembatthene, thy towers catch the dawn
glow before even the mountain peaks the gods have wrought. Ah
glorious Rembatthene, a diamond with a thousand thousand
facets, not built, but grown like some strange tree from that
single pebble called The Soul of the Eartih. Remtitiene, all the
Worlds envied tthex!™

It was in Rembathene that Anahai the young king sat, on a
throne of the East Wind carvem, of night air frozen into a solid
thing by magiic and ancient rite, and shaped in secret beneath a
broad moon of old, when they who first conceived Rembathene
came out of the East armhed with the sword. On this seat of his
forebears he sat, brooding for the first time in the six months of
his reigm, the days of which before had dawmed on nothing but
peaece and contentment, the eneriies of his people having been
subdued long befere the birth of any mam yet alive. Perhaps it
was the very graee of his reign, and the splender of his realm,
that had Brought hif wee, fer a pestilenee had deseended ypen
Réflﬂ'b%tt*lﬁfn%‘ of the sert that a petty ged sends when he i§
jealous.

By these signs was it known: Fiirst, a chill, such as one might
feel when a window is left open in the evening, them a fever
following, very slight, still not cause for alarm. But after that
the suffering was swift amd terrible. The afflicted one would
awaken one mormning covered with sores and welts, as if he had
been flogged: blood would stream from every pore, amd from his
nose amd ears; and he would go mad. In the end the flesh would
decay while yet animalte, and that which had onee been a man
would claw putrid chunks from itselff as long as hands remained,
and only after leng hours of howling and writhing find relief at
last in deatih. When a person was §o stricken, all these areund
him weuld flee, for toueh. or even nearness to sueh a ene weuld
mean eentamimaiiioh, and a similar fate within days. Se the
peeple of Rembatthene and the lands around fled in all diree-
tiens, inte the eity and eut of it, frefm villages and tewns inte the
fields, and frem the fields inte villages and tewns. They tFam-
pled the ereps they had planted. They elegged the reads. Many
were erushed i the great areh of Rembathene whieh had been
Built fer triumphatt armirs. ARd all this was te ne avail, fer
when ene ef thelr AUMber sereamed and fell they eeuld only tyrh
in another directiom, often Baek the way they hadl eeme. The
sublety of the plague was that in any erowd there were always a
few whe were already infecied But did net knew it vet, 8 that
Deetm walked always as a siient compamion ameng the reftgees:

This young King, who knew himsslf to be the father of his
people, who was willing to supplicate whatever god was angered
and to sacrifice himsdlif if need be, who had never truly proved
to the people by effort that he was their king, listened helplessly
to the reports brought to him, and watched mueh from his high
windows. He felt in his heart the miisery of the citizens of
Rembaittheme.

He asked first of his Physician, “What cause?”

And the Physician answered], “Lord it is not known. Many and
marvellous are the secrets of creafion, and manwal enough
would it be if a cure were to come to us, or some mitigafion of
our suffering. To know the cause is to ask too much.”

He turmed then to his Master of Leechcraft, saying, “Has your
art been tried, to draw out the evil humors?”

“Aye, Majesty, and there are fewer of my brothers tham there
were before.”

And to his Magician he said, “And magic?”

“Magic has been tried, O King, and there are today fewer
magicians in the land than there are physicians or leeches.”

Anahai ram his fingers nerwvously through his beard -- it was
not muich, for his years were few -- and the learmed men stood
impotent and afraid before him, and silence ruled in the room,
until one spoke whose voice had not been heard before, am an-
cient who was not learmed but wise, who had given up his namr
because he was so holy. All faced this revered one as he re¢
from where he had been seated, his black robe draped overt
like a shioud, his pollshed ebony staff glistening like a living
serpent.

“Most noble King,” said he, “the cause of Rembathene’s
sorrow is not an Imbalamee of earthly humois, of a magieal
curse laid on the land by some enemy, of even the anger of a
god, but this: beyend the werld’s rif there sits a Guardiianh with
the Book of Eaftth in his lap, and this Guakdian has fallen asleep
with the Book open in his lap te the page of Remmaitiin, while
he sleeps the spirit Nemesiis has erept close, whispering “Death,
death, death” into the beek.”

“Then the Guardiam must be awakemed. How cam this be
done? What god shall I pray te?”

“There is one god only who cam help you, one who is greater
than all the gods of Eantth. The God of Mysteries alone has power
over the rim and beyond.”

“He is not one to whom I sacriifice each day,” said the King,
puzzled. “Tell me of this god.”

“Lordl, there is little to say, for little is kmowm. He resides in
his tower, apart from the other gods, who are to him as ants to a
great beast. He brushes them aside with a wave of his hamdl. His
name cannot be known. His face cannot be seem. Perhaps he is
not a god at all, but Fate or Chame®, or some other foree not yet
imagined, for his ways are mysterious and hidden from men.”

“But how was he carven then, for surely his image was car-
ven?"”

The nameless man paused, them looked at the others about
him and said, “This is a secret only the King may know.”

The physicall, the leech, the magiiciam, and all the others were
sent away, even the two massive eunuchs who stood perpetually
on either side of the throne. Then when they were alone, the holy
one continued.

“Kmow, 0 King, that of old a carver in Rembattheme was
touched by a madimess, and his slaves took him to the top of the
highest tower in the city, and they gave him his tools, and stone
to work with, and they drew a euftain areund hifm. For a menth
he carvwed, as the moon waxed and waned, and when the meen
was gone he shrieked horiiibly, and staggered out, his faee ashen
and wide, and when his slaves beheld hifn they kaew their duty,
and slew him. They touehed nat the eurtaiih, and nene shall, yntil
the ending of time, when ane shalll tear it back, leek en the faee
of the God of Mysteries, and Bring ABh-existenee io all things.”

“But if we cannot see his face, how can we know his nature? 1s
he cruel or kind? We camnot know if he moecks us.”

“Ewen so, O Kimg, for his ways are hidden from men.”

“Stiill I must go to him.. Where is his towen?"'

“From a distance, it is seen by mamy. Close by, by a very few.
Its base I touched for the first time in the fiftieth year of my
contemplation, and I have gone there mamy times since. I can
take amother with me, for [ have gained this strength.”

At sunset, when the way he was to walk hadl been purified as
far as ordinary memn could follow it, King Anahai went with his
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guide through the streets of Remibathene, until they took a turn
no others could take, and the city grew dim around them. They
came at last to a tower glimpsed often by travellers who look
back on Rembathene against the westerm sky, but seldom
discermed by anyone else, and the King alone entered. He
climbed a stairway of a hundred spirals. looking out windows at
each turn, and saw the dark and quiet rooftops sink away below
him; saw the sun burming low and golden, the purple on the
herizen: and at last, when he neared the top. the stars appeared.
seemiingly below and round him, as if he had left the earth
altegether.

He came finally to a room at the top of the tower, which the old
mamn had described to him, wherein resided the god he sought. It
was dark in there, dimly lit by tapers and without windews. The
air was heavy with incense amd dust amd the stench of
slaughtered offerings, making the place very holy. At the far
end lay the crumbling skeletom of the mad carver, whose
remains had never been touched, and beyond them was a cur-
tain.

The King prostrated himsslf before the curtaiim, but presented
no sacriifice, for when a ruler seeks rescue for his people from a
god, the only thing he may offier is himself. Thus he rose empty
handed to his knees and spoke hurnibly to the god, telling how the
folk of his country had suffered, amd begging that some cure to
the disease be revealed.

Whatever was behind the curtaim remaiimed still. Amnahai
remaiined on his knees for mamy hours until his legs were numb,
and still no answer came. He wamnted very much to leave, but
dared not, fearing the anger of the god, and hoping that the god
was only thinking, and about to speak. Also he knew that if he
were to leave, and returm to his people without some solution,
there would be no hope at all, and he would have failed in his
duty. Kings whe fail, he had always been taught, are seen in the
eerner of the eye as difn shapes whieh vanish when gazed upen
direetly. They are phantems, wisps of smoke, seunds in the
ferest when fig ear listens, URwerthy te walk either en the earth
8f under the earth in the 1and ef the dead.

The musty air made his eyes amd his whole body heawvy. He
first sat back on his ankles, then brought his feet out from under
him after a while and sat cross-legged. Later he slumped to the
floor, asleep.

A dream came to him. He saw himsellf asleep in the tower, on
the floor before the black curtaim. Suddenly a wind blew the
drape back, against the god, and there was a hint of an outline, a
form hunched and powerful, and a face not at all like that of a
mam. The figure on the floor screamed and thrashed about, yet
there was no sound, and the spirit of Anahai, oddly detached and
floating in the air overhead, knew that there was cause for
terror, yet felt nothing. The body did not wake. and the dream
continued. The lips of the idol moved and formed words silently,
and in silence the body of the King got up and left the room. The
spirit followed it down the hundred turns of the stair, into the
eity over whieh a heavy mist had fallen, through streets of
looming, grey shapes, and out inte the fields. Leagues passed,

-and at last a forest rose ahead, drenehed in the fog so that the
trees stood like dirn Titans in the night. Led by a will net his ewn
the King's body and awareness walked armong them for a long
way, sermehow sure of the path ne eye eould make out.

Suddenly somethimg before him moved, a shadew detaching
itself from the general gloom to become a man.

“You!" cried the King. "Who are you?"” As he spoke he
awoke, and heard his voice echoing dowm the towers,
" ARy, L . 7

He was disoriented for a moment, but then he knew that the
god had answered. He prostrated himsdlf once more, in
thanksgiving this time, before the curtaim which was unruffled,
and behind which no shape was visible, and he left the room. He
looked out the first window he came to amd saw that there was
indeed a mist over the city, as he had dreamsd,, lapping against
the towers like the silent waves of some magiicallly eonjured sea.

It was still the middle of the night. He was met in the darkness
at the door of the tower by the holy mam without a name, and
with himm he went through the faint, stramgwlly turnimg streets
until they emerged onto the pavernent on which all men may
walk. They went wordlesslly back to the palace, where the King
was met by his physiciam. his leech, and his wizard.

“Majjesty, is it well®™

"l am sent to another plzce.”

“Them go as a king must go, resplendemt in your robes, with
crowm on your head and sword at your side, riding your finest
stallliom, with a troop of royal guards at your back."

And he did all these things, and rode out of the maim gate of
Rembatttene, called the Mouth of the City, with his cavalry
behind him, and his magjiciam, his leech, amd his physiciam at his
side. Also with himn was the old mam of mystical learming, who
spoke to the king in strange signs, and in whispers none of the
others could hear.

When they were more tham a mile beyond the town, the mist
had swalllowed all the towers, Anahai turmed to the heorsemen
and said. "I need you no longer,” and sent therm away, and the
old mam nodded.

After another mile he sent away the three who had advised
him. sayimg to them also, “[ need you no llemger.”

And when he came to the end of the wood he had seem in his
dream he said to the wise mam. “I need you no more either.
From here I must go alone.”

The one holy, beyond namimg, smiled The King paused a
second,. unsure of himsdlf amdl spoke once more.

"“Kmow you to whom I amn sent, or what price shalll be asked?”

“No one knows that, save He who will not reveal it. He may
have no price, or the world may be his price. He may jest and
give forth notthimg."

“Then goodbye,” the King said, and he dismounted. handed
the reigns of his horse to the other, and walked into the forest.
His purple cloak, his red leggins, and his goldem armeor and
crown seemed grey in the depths of the fog. He turmed and
looked back once amd saw only am ermpty field. Far off he
thoughit he heardl hoofbeats on the muddy ground, them all was
silent.

He entered the forest, and the mist hung over him like a damp
blanket, and his steps were directed,. as they had beem in the
dream. The trees loomed over him, amd vamished in the
darkmess above.

Then suddemly, as had been foretold, he met a stramger. One
shadow detached itselif from the rest and became a tali, thin
mam of fierce, weatherwomn features, dressed in a cape the color
of the fog, and a tall peaked hat. His suddem motion startled the
King.

“Who are you?" Again his voice echoed, but this time he did
not wake.

The other did not answer, but stood agaim metioniess, as if he
were some stramge and twisted tree that had seemed by some
sorcery of mist and night to be momentanily alive.

“[ am sent to you,” said the King. “It has been revealed that I
should meet you here by one who sits behind a curtaim in the
tower few cam reach.”

At that the stramger seemed to recogmize him. and stili not
speaking, he motioned for the King to follow. Deeper into the
woods they went, along a winding way the other knew. The
stramger's cape hid him until at times Anahai feared he was
alone, and lost, only to hear once more the soft, steadly footsteps
recediimg in front of him.

After a while the ground begam to slope upward and the trees
thinned out a little. They came to a gorge in which grey-black
clouds broiled. A dwarff with a long spear challenged them with
a savage yell, but the one who was leading cast a jewel as big as
a fist over the head of the little mam and into the pit. There was
an explosion like the wrath of an angry god, amd a bridge of
ancient wood appearedl. They crossed,. and when they set foot on
the other side, the bridge vanished.
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The trees got shorter and shorter, became gnarled and
stunted little shrubs, then gave way to grass and moss, then to
bare rock. The two climbed up precarious slopes, the fog
clinging around them, as if the mountaim wore it like a mnight-
shirt. At last they came to the summiit, and to a tiny hut. Inside
was a bare table and two chairs. The stranger ushered the King
in and metioned for him {o sit.

Anahail locked around at the bareness of the dwelling.

“There is a pestilence in the land,"” he said doubtfully, “and |
will give you anything you desire if

A long, flat box was placed on the table,

“Play this game with me.”

Anahai nodded, and regretted he had spoken rashly. He knew
to wait, to expect but not to ask. and hope that what he had
requested of the God of Mysteries would be granted.

Inside the box was a notched board painted in black and white
squares, and some glowing balis. With these they played a
game, the King keeping his balls on the white squares and the
other keeping his on the black. When those of one were
surrounded by those of the other, they were taken, and when the
stranger captured one he placed it in his palm, and the light of it
would go out, leaving it a dull brown. But when Anahai took one
it would glow all the brighter. He won some and he lost some.
Over this game the mam in the grey cape showed emotion,
gloating as he hoarded each new acquiisition, scowling each time
Anahaii hade one brighter. For a time the King feared he would
fot win, and played on with the resigmatiion of a generall fighting
a hopeless battle in whieh he cannot surrender, but then the tide
turned. and the reom glewed with his winnings whieh he piled on
ene side of the table. 1t seemned 6 go on forever. Semetimes he
felt as if he were asleep, and the metiens of his hands were being
made By the hands. independent of his will, and at times his
fRiRd was very elear, and he sehemed and made strategies and
practised diversisns:

At last dawm came. The sun began to meit through the up-
permest mist, and the gloom inside the hut was semewhat
lessened. For the first time Anahai saw that there was a win-
dow. Through it he could see the dull orange glow of the mor-
ning, diffused in the fog.

He felt confused, exhausted, irritated at having spent the
whole night doing this meamimgless thing.

“What happens mew/?"

The other spoke for the second time. His voice was deep and
hollow, as if coming from far away, from beyond the form that
stood before Amahai.

*“You have won. You hold more worlds tham 1.

“Will you then drive the pestilence away, if this is within your
power?"

“Do? It shall be done! 1t is done! Know! Recogmize! See, as
was randomlly ppre-andsimed!™

“See what® Recognize what?” The King's bewilderment was
now mixed with terror.

The other made a sweeping gesture with his arms, his cloak
(lapping out like wings. He went to a corner, picked up two
things, threw the door of the hut open and stood silhouetted, the
rising sun behind him.

He smiled. For the first time Anahai noticed he had a long
white heard.

"'Do you not know me?"’

And there in the doorway, with his scythe in one hand, his
hourglass in the other, and his satchel of Years slung over his
shoulder, the young King knew him.

In the middle of a day measured variously according to
various calendars, one dressed in rich but ragged g@rments
wandered into a village. He called all the people around him,
and some came, while others went on about their business, and
when they would not bow before him he grew aagry. saying. "I
am your King! 1 am your King!” And he memntioned certain
names, and the people laughed. and went away. He stood alone

in their square until a very old womam came up to him and said
she had heatd those names before in tales told to her leng age.
but that the place he spoke of had passed away tep times fen
generatiions age.

And on hearing this King Anahai begam to weep, for he knew
how his request had been fulfilled and who had done it, and he
knew the answers to all the questions that had eerme ifte his
head thaft mormimg, when he descended the mountaiim and found
hirsalft in a stramge countfy. Somewhere the Ged of Mysteries
was laughing perhaps. or perhaps net. Perhaps things ceuld net
have turmed out amy differently.

Time had driven the pestilence out of Rembathene.

THE UGLY AVOIDED PLACES

By Joseph Payne Brennan

There are ugly, avoided places
where vibramt words

turn into chaff,

places we pass,

places where we look the other way,
where we don't want to stay.

There are empty, ambiguous places

where crevices smoke,

where the winds poke,

places far within,

too far beneath the skin,

where the mind-wrenchimg questions begin,
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OF SWORDS & SORCERY No. 3:

Brak the Barbariam by John Jakes
Prester John by Norvell Page
The Warlock by Larry Niven

The Lerios Mecca by Gene Lancour

If we can believe the prefatory notes and brief interviews via
which fantasy authors enjoy tamtaliizing their readers, John
Jakes is an old Conan fan from way back who always longed to
add another Conam-like here to the sword & sorcery genre but
never quite got around to it. Until one day, he was asked to write
a 5,000 word short story overnight to fill an editorial hole in the
first issue of a magazime that never saw the light of day. In a
burming flash of inspiratiion, Brak the Barbariam was created.

Ewen if it isn't true, it sounds nice.

Out of the chilly northerm steppes of his world wanders Brak
the Barbariam on his quest to reach fair Khurdisam in the far
south, a living Valhalla-like 1and of wonders, riches and eternal
peace of mind. Naturallly, along the way, he runs into a number
of obstacles not the least of which are damsels in distress and
wicked sorcerers worshipping the evil god Yob-Haggeth. All in
all, it’s a nicely woven fabric on which any number of tales can
be hung. Unfortunately, Jakes hasn’t taken to hanging mamny of
them in recent years.

Brak is a big, brawmy barbariam who wears his blonde hair in
a braid hanging down his back. Disregarding Frazetta’'s cover
illustration to the first paperback, his faverite weapon is the
sword and he has never used a battleaxe (Frazetta even faked
out the blurb writer on that one). Although it seems just a wee
bit incongruous, he always rides a pony (unlike the monster of a
horse Frazetta created for one cover) and he’s always lesing
them. In one story his pony gets eaten!

Jakes unabashedly admits the influence of Robert E.
Howard's Conan, but except for the Conam-like paperback
covers and the fact that Brak is indeed a barbamiamn, all
similarity ends there.

M

:

In the earlier stories -- those writtem for Cele Geldsmith's
FANTASTIC STORIES OF IMAGINATION in the mid-60s --
Brak comes acress a basically dumb, naive, good-matured
barbariam; willing to help out anyone in need and equally willing
to be gulled by anyone wamting to take advamtage of him.
Nevertiheless, he always mamages to triumpih, help out the good
guys, punish or eliminate the bad guys and get back on the road
headed south to Khurdisan.

These traits do lead to some awkward plot situations at times
that tend to stretch to the breakimg point the reader's
willingness to accept. On the other hamd, it is at times a
refreshing change from such somber, moody and violent heroes
as Conan. Brak is more peaceful in nature, more at ease and
more trusting of his fellow mam, and less prone to react violently
when antagomized. In short, he’ll put up with a lot of guff before
doing something about it.

The 5,000 word short story Jakes wrote overnight appeared as
“Dewils in the Walls” in the May 1963 FANTASTIC. Internal
evidence supports the story that Jakes did indeed ereate Brak
on short notice. Khurdisam -- the fabric runming throughout the
Brak stories -- is not memtioned and vague referenees to
Christanity tend to place the story on Eafith semetime during
the first few centuties A.D. Jakes later rewrote amd slightly
expanded the stery from inelusion in Robert Heskins’ SWORDS
AGAINST TOMORROW (Signet, 1976). In addition te making
Brak just slightly less naive, he alse plaeed the stety iR if§
proper eontext in the saga.

Fortunstdly, Brak doesn't come off as overly naive in
“Devils” -- chalk it up to youthful inexperience -- and by no
means is he portrayed as a weak character. The story opens
with Brak on the auctiom block. In the second paragraph, he is
beatimg the auctioneer’s brains out with his slave chain. Later in
the story, he dispatches his sorcerous opponents with great
finesse amd skillful efficiency. Nevertiheless, he's not another
Conan and differs greatly from a host of other Conan imitators,
For an overmight assignmenit, Jakes put together am enjoyable
story.

I wish I could say the same for the second story in the series,
“Witch of the Four Winds", a short novel published in two parts
in the November and December 1963 issues of FANTASTIC. In
this story, Brak is not only naive, he's downright clumsy, inept,
slow-witted and totally unable to take decisive action. It is more
an experiment in frustration than amything. Brak stumfbles his
way through 107-diigest size pages to a denouement hardly worth
the effort made in reaching it on the part of the reader. For me,
the story was a severe disappointment;; the plot is sadly lacking
and the hero comes out looking like a complete schmuck.

Fortunsitdly, Jakes made some major improvememts in
rewriting and expamnding the story for publicatiom as BRAK THE
BARBARIAN VERSUS THE SORCERESS (Paperback
Library, 1969). In SORCERESS, Jakes drasfiicallly changes
Brak’s antagomists, making them more formidable. He alse
throws in some additional action, makes Brak look a little less
naive, and alleviates the feeling of elumsiness by providing
some much needed justification for some of Brak’s actions (6F
lack thereof). The stoty is a tighter ene amdl the here mere
believable. Although an impreovemeit, I theught the plet still
dragged heavilly in places. Undoubtedly, my epinien of SOR-
CERESS remaiing tainted by the bad taste of “Witeh”.

“Whemn the Idols Walked”, another two-parter in FANTASTIC
(August and Septemiber, 1964) is a returm to the Brak of
“Devils”. The plot is weak in several places, but it's a fairly
enjoyable, fairly well-written story. Still, it laeks the ‘ip-
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spiration’ or whatever it was that made “Devils in the Walls™ a
better story. “Witch” and “I[dols™ probaibly would have been
much improved as novelettes. For some reason, Jakes was
going after more wordage, he failed disastrouslly with “Witeh™
and barely succeeded with “Idols”.

Perhaps Jakes noticed a difference, too. because the next
three Brak stories to appear were short stories: “The Girl in the
Gem” in the Jamuary 1965 FANTASTIC, “The Pillars of
Chambalor” in March and “The Silk of Shaitan™ in April. I
enjoyed all three and I also noticed a subtle change beginning to
take place in Brak. He progressively becomes a little Jess
gullible ana a little more wary of strangers. While the change is
not a drasfic one, he becomes suspicious of people's motives
earlier in the gare and is more prone to decisive action. “Girl”.
by the way- was later reprinted in L. Sprague de Camp’s THE
FANTASTIC SWORDSMEN (Pyramid, 1967) amd “Pillsars™
appeared in SWORD AND SORCERY ANNUAL No. 1 in 1675.

With the departure of Cele Goldsmith from FANTASTIC, it
appeared that Brak’s adventures had come to an untimely end.
Fortumztkdly.. in 1968, Avon paperbacks revived the cycle with
the publicatiion of BRAK THE BARBARIAN, a collection of five
loosely-connected short stories amd novelettes. The titles are:
“The Unspeakalle Shrine™, "“Flame-Face™, “The Courts of the
Conjurrer™ (a reprimt of “Silk of Shaitan™), “Ghosts of Stone™ (a
reprimt of “Pillars of Chambalor™), and “The Barge of Souls.”
It is In this book that Jakes introduces Septegumdis and his
daughter Ariame, worshippers of the evil god Yob-Haggoth, who
threaten to plague Brak throughout his jourmey to Khurdisan.
Ineidentallly.. it is they who eomprise the more formidable an-
tagonists in BRAK VERSUS THE SORCERESS.

Shortly after BRAK THE BARBARIAN, the first issue of a
new fantasy magazime. WORLDS OF FANTASY, appeared on
the stands (summer of '68). It was edited bv Lester Del Rey and
for fans familiar with Del Rey’s earlier work with the ill-flated
FANTASY MAGAZINE of 1953, it h ad to be a thrill. Included in
the first issue was a new Brak story, “The Mirror of Wizzardiry™.
And evident in “Mirror™ were still further signs of change. Brak

had begum to age and mature;; no longer is he the good-matured,
somewhat simple-minded barbarizm. He's had a gut full of the
ways of civilized people by now and is beginning to show signs of
cynicism. At the very least, his attitude toward life is mueh
more realistic.

In early 1969, Jakes switched to Paperback Library for
publication of BRAK VERSUS THE SORCERESS and quickly
followed it the same year with another novel, BRAK THE
BARBARIAN VERSUS THE MARK OF THE DEMONS. In
DEMONS, Brak is now a fully mature, adult barbarian. Gone
are all signs of the younger, more naive youth. He is now openly
cynical of civilized people, more guickly and easily angered,
swifter to react violently amd more openly amtagwnistic. By
contrast, the Brak of old appears alimost weak-livered and wishy
washy. Some people may hot like this ehange beeause it brings
Brak eloser to beihg a earboh-copy of Conan. I do like it because
I think Jakes has matured aleng with Brak in his appieach 6
writing the stories. Froth a teehfieal viewpoint, BEVIONS is
fere tightly-pletted and Better written tham any ef the earlier
stofies and Brak definitely eames aeress as & mere belisvable
eharacter.

A final Brak novelette, “Ghoul’s Garden®, appeared in Lin
Carter’s FLASHING SWORDS No. 2 (Doubleday and Dell, 1973).
Those who objected to the somber, almost Solomon Kane-like
tone of DEMONS were probably relieved with GHOUL’S
GARDEN, which is considerably lighter in tone.

Jakes has always claimed that he enjoys writimg the Brak
stories; yet “Ghoul’s Garden™ is the only new Brak story that
has appeared in the last seven years.+ If he does enjoy writing
them, he’s missing a goldem opportunity to hit the eurrently
burgeoning sword & sorcery maiiket with soe new Stories.
Currentlly, Jakes is authorimg a number of bieentennial neovels
for Pinnacle paperbacks which probably pay better. Hewever,
he has written a few sword & sereery Stofies around other
characters and I'll be eoverimg themh in future cGlWMAS:

+A footmote flar Brak completists: It’s not my intention to cowear
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comic strip adaptatiioms in this columm. but one story hears
mentioning. "Spell of the Dragen”, am original Brak story, was
plotted by Val Mayerik and scripted by John Jakes in Marvel's
CHAMBER OF CHILLS No. 2 for Jamuary 1973. It was later
reprinted in SAVAGE TALES No. 5 for July 1974. Imcidentally,
Jakes has scripted a number of other sword & sorcery stories for
Marvel comics.

Picture if you will, a red-headed, bearded Conan. a follower of
Christ, who wanders Asia durimg the first Century A.D.
conquering cities; if successful, Christ gets another 50,000
followers and our hero gets all the wine, womem and loot he can
handie. Sounds like a pretty wild premise for a sword & sorcery
story. but it worked for Norvell Page back in 1939. And the
stories turmed out pretty dammed good.

A former newspapermam turned freelance pulp writer, Page
was one of the mere prolific pulp writers of his time. During his
prime in the mid-30s, he claimed to be writing (and selling) as
much as 120,000 words a month to a variety of pulps under a
variety of pseudonyms. Probalhbly his most famous hero was the
pulp character. The Spider, written under the Gramt Stock-
bridge byline.

In 1939, Page decided to give the sword & sorcery genre a try
and wrote two short novels about a Conanesque hero mamed
Prester John, or, as the Asians called him, Wan Tengri.. Ac-
cording to recorded history, the real Prester Johm lived and
reigned in the 12th Century A.D. and died on the battlefield
around the year 1200 fighting the hordes of Ghengis Khan. In
fact, it's written that the great Kham wanted to marnry Prester
John’s daughter. Johm replied to the effect that he would rather
set his daughter in the fire than give her to Khan in marriage;
which sounds like a polite 12th Century way of telling someomne to
go to hell,

Apparemtlly, all of this wasn't exciting enough for Page, so he
rewrote history and placed Prester Johm somewhere in the 1st
Century, a former gladiator in Byzantium and early follower of

the new god Christes. According to Page’s history. Prester John
has wandered most of the Miditerrameam area, including Egypt
and the Middle East. As the first novel opens, he is sormewhere
in easterm Asia, planning to circle up north and them back west,
eventuallly to his homelandl. A circuitous route, but necessary
due to the enemies he made wanderinmg the Mediterrameam. In
each of Page’s two novels. Prester John conguers a eity only to
lose it in the end amd wamder on In search of amother eity to
conguer. He has been told in a prophecy that he would conguer
three kingdoms, presumaidly keeping the last one. Uh-
fortunately, Page never chose to chromiele the third nevel ef
whatt miight have beeh an exeellent trilogy.

According to pulp expert Bob Weinberg, Page cared about the
quality of his writing, despite his enormous outpuif. Mamy of his
stories underwent numerous rewrites prior to submission until
Page felt happy with them. Offhand, I'd have to agiee with
Weinberg after readimg the two Prester John novels. The first
one. in particular, is written with gusto -- a reall old-fashioned,
rip-snorting, fun readimg experient®. Obviously, Page enjoeyed
writing them, although the pace of the second is semewhat
slower.

Stated simply, Prester Johm is another Conan;, perhaps not as
complex a character and certaiinly not as memeraike, but fun to
read about mevertheless.

Page’s first Prester Johm novel was titled FLAME WINDS
and appeared in the Jume 1939 issue of UNKNOWN magazine,
only two months prior to the appearamee of Friitz Leiber’s first
Fafhrd & the Gray Mouser tale (see OS&S No. 1). The second,
SONS OF THE BEAR GOD, appeated five moniths later in the
November issue.

In 1969, Berkley re-issued both novels in 80e paperbacks with
attractive Jeft Jomes covers. Both are now out-of-print but not
all that haed to find in the used bookstores. If you don't already
have themm, I think you'lll find the seateh a rewardiing one.

Larry Niven is most well-known among fantasy and SF fans
for his stories of hard science. After debuting in the December
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1964 issue of If, he went on to SF stardom largely by centering
his fiction around some scientific theory and than exhausting
that theory via one or mere stories. Although the vast majority
of his output has been hard SF, Niven has proven hims#K to be a
capable sword & sorcery writer with only a few such tales to his
credit.

His first published S&S effort was a short story entitled “Not
Long Before the End" in the April 1969 issue of MAGAZINE OF
F & SF.It relates the ultimate confrontation between a sword-
smam and a sorcerer, named simply the Warlock.

Niven’s purpese for writing the story was again to present a
theory -- hardlly one we would call scientific, but an imtriguing
one nevertheless. Magic requires power. That power is “mana”.
When the Earth was young, it was rich in mama, but the gods
ruling the Eartih used up most of it...to the extent that it bhrought
about their collective demise. Forfumattely, what remained was
sufficient to permit the practice of sorcery by mere mortals.
Thus: sword & sorcery. Presumssdilly, there is no (or precious
little) mama left in our world today, and, as a common practice,
sorcery died out at least several hundred years ago.

New sources of mama are rare. Mana can be collected from
meteorites. It can also be artificially produced via animal or
humam sactifice. However, these sources produce quite limited
armnoumts.

Mana was discovered around 12,000 B.C. by our friend the
Warlock prior to the events in “Not Long Before the Emd.” In
addition. he discovered the finite nature of mama -- the fact that
it was constamtlly being used up and could not be replenished.
The swordsmam in the story carries an enchamted sword that
repels any sorcerous attacks. The Warleck sets into motion &
disc that doesn't stop spinning until all of the mama in the region
is used up. The enchamted sword is eliminated and the opponents
reach a stalemate.

All in all, it's a nice solid little piece and if you enjoy playing
around with theories such as this (and it should be obvious by
now that I do), you'll probably love it.

I can't really think of mamy stories I've read by Niven that
aren’t solid. He says what he sets out to say, does it extremely
well and then ends the story. Along the way, he mamages to
sprinkle a few other theories, pseudo-historical information and
a variety of gimmicks to tease the reader. Some of the latter are
cute while others come acress as ineffective puns.

An example of his pseudo-history is how Atlantis sunk, which I
am not going to reveal here. You'll have to read about it in the
second and third stories dealing with the concept of mama. The
second is a novelette in the September 1972 MAGAZINE OF F &
SF entitled "What Good is a Glass Daggar?” (Completists take
note: Actuallly, there is another Warock story in between these
twe. It is a half-page anmecdiote entitle “Unfinished Story” that
appeared in the December 1970 MAGAZINE OF F & F$.) The
story features the return of the Warioek and takes plaee shortly
after “Not Long Before the End.” The seeret of mama is A6W
out and knewledge of it has beeome a potential weapoh iA sef-
eerous eonfliet. 1t's a typieally goed, well-construeted Niven
§tory with the emphasis 6R Sereery rather thah swerdpiay, a
trait evident in mest of his swerd & §BFEEB{ tales. Unforttnately,
it ends on a herrible twist tatf didn‘t think was any 88 ABYe! 8F
exeiting. Chep off the 1ast twe paragraihs, thetgh, and yeu still
have a hell of a geed stery:

“Glass Daggar™, by the way, was later reprinted in Ballan-
tine’s THE FLIGHT OF THE HORSE in 1973. The volume is a
collection of time-trawvel stories amd “Glass Daggar™ has
nothing whatsoever to do with the series; Ballantine apparently
wanted to make the book thicker.

The final story in what I call the “Mama from Niven" series
(go ahead and groam) is “The Magic Goes Away”, a novella in
the second issue of Roger Elwood's ODYSSEY (Summer 1976).
The Warlock once agaiin returns along with a couple of leftover
sorcerers from "“Glass Daggar™ and a couple of new sorcerers.
The story takes place about twenty years later and the Earth’s

supply of mama has continued to run down with no hope of any
major form of replenishment in sight. The Warlock -- who must
be getting senile by now -- comes up with the madcap idea of
draggimg the Moon down to Eartth to replemish the supply of
mamz. Beyond that, I refuse to discuss the plot -- read the story.

I should mention that the reason for the fall of Atlantis is only
hinted at in “Glass Daggar”. In “The Magic Goes Away"” he
actually sinks the island -- and that’s only for openers in order to
introduce the barbariam hero who accompamies the sorcerers on
their zany quest. And if you think that’s bad, wait’ll you read
how the Rocky Mountains were formed!

The only other major sword & sorcery work by Niven -- and
it's probalbly his only well-known one -- is THE FLYING SOR-
CERERS, written with David Gerrold (Ballamtime, 1971). It
originallly appearedl in novella form as “The Misspelled
Magician” in (2pts., May and Jully, 1970). “Magician” is a tragi-
comedy about a first encounter between a primitive society on
an alien planet amd a one-mam exploratory expedition from
another planet (presumably Earth). Sheega¥, the village sor-
eeref, considers the visitor am interloper, is awed amd af-
fronted by his ‘high soreery” and takes him on in a duel. The
results, as you mhight expeet, are humeious and highly en-
tertaiming. However, the story does end on a meore sember note
refleetive of the futility of man’s endeaveois, both primitive and
foederh.

“Magician” comprises roughly the first quarter of THE
FLYING SORCERERS and, with the immediiate continuation of
the story, the more serious ending of “Magician” carries little
or no impact. Shoogar meets up with the visitor agaiin and the
remainder of the book is primaniily concermed with getting the
visitor back to his mother ship, orbiting the plamet. In SOR-
CERERS, the hufmor eontinues uhabated and Niven's metive
beeomes mMore appardht as ah attepmpt -- anhd a dafmed good 6ne
= = at werld building. The nevel esftaing virtually A8 $Werd-
play, but if yeu éﬂfiﬁy the humerous styles of Btz Leiber and
Jaek Vanee, you'll 1ave this ene. t wish Niven woeuld take a Break
frem his Rard seienee stories again and team up with Gerreld
for another ene of these.

Until purchasing THE LERIOS MECCA, I'd never heard of
Gene Lameour, or Gene Fisher, under whose name the book is
copyrighted. Although Fisher did have a short story in ANALOG
once, he appears to be a neweomer to the sword & soreery field
and quite a talented one. Aecordimg to the jacket liner
(Doubleday,, 1973) Lameour i¢ a pseudonym and the author =- 1
assume Figher -- {8 a graduate student in history and working on
a sequel.

MEQCCA takes place on another world and the hero, Dirshan,
is an atypical barbariam in a typically barbarian society. While
Dirshan has all of the physical characternistics and fighting
prowess of a first-rate barbariam, he appears to be well-
educated and more intelligent than the rum-of-the-mill semi-
literate bariarian. He is capable of keeping his cool and, unlike
Conam, can do more than metely hack amd hew his way out of
tight situations with the abundamce of empiy-headiedd Coman
imitations available these days, Dirsham comes along as a
fefreshing change.

For that matter, so is Lamcour (or Fisher, or whomever).. The
book is deceiving in one respect: it seems longer than it is. The
plot seems to move at a rather sedate pace for a sword & sercery
novel, but it doesn't drag;, there's plenty of action and the novel
is in no way boring. While thud and blunder purists may be a
little disappointed, I found more than enough cleaved skulls,
spilled entrails and general swordplay to keep the average
sword amd sorcery fan happy. Perhaps one reasom is that
Lancour doesn’t dwell on gory detaiils. He describes the splitting
of a skull, for examgplke, in about the sarne amoumt of time as it
takes to happen and then gets on with more importamt matters.

One of those more important matters is the development of his
characters and their environment, and Lamcour does am ex-
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cellent job at that. In addition to Dirsham, Lancour creates an
outstanding heroine in the person of Karimtlh, a member of the
Famiily, and a member of the nobility in name only. With loving
care, Lancour develops Karinth into a marvdlously complex
creation: at times exhibiting all of the frailties of nobility and
the ‘weaker’ sex and at other times more brains, strength and
leadership ability than mest men.

As the book opens, Dirsham is the only surviver of a raid on a
village by desert barbariiams. In his youth, he fled his homeland
as a fugitive for wanting to leave the Order, a mystical religious
cult dominating his world. Arriving at another city, he is cap-
tured and imprisoned by members of the Order. To free himself
of his fugitive status (not to mention a death sentence), he ac-
cepts a mission on behallf of the Order. In the course of his novel-
length mission, he meets up with Karinth; uncovers am in-
crediibly ancient, mysterious city; encounters desert harbarians
again; becomes involved in a battle at sea led by Karinth;
diseovers a prophet older and more knowledgeable tham the
highest member of the Order; and learns a good deall about that
same mysterious and somewhat awe-inspiring Order. As 1 said
earlier, there's plenty of action. As far as sereery is coneerned,
it berders mere on the mystieal. And if you enjoy the sense-of-
woender in diseavering lest eities, yeu'll like Telhawa.

I didn’t read THE LERIOS MECCA in one sitting. In fact, it's
the kind of book you can easily set down when necessary and
enjoy coming back to again and agaim. It has not been reprinted
and I'm pretty sure the Doubleday edition is now out-ofprint.
Any paperback publisher would do well to pick it up. . .and,
hopefully, the sequel, too.

0S&S UPDATE -- “The Frost Monstreme"”, Fritz Leiber’s latest
Fafhrd and the Gran Mouser tale (see OS&S No. 1), has ap-
peared in Lin Carter’s FLASHING SWORDS No. 3 (WARRIORS
& WIZARDS, Dell). It’s a welcome return to the novelette llength
after a rash of tantalizingly short stories. A short humerous
F&GM vignette entitled “Fathrd and the Mouser Say Their
Say” also appeared in the first issue of THE DRAGON for June.
An earlier novelette, “Under the Thumbs of the Gods™ has been
reprinted in THE YEAR'S BEST FANTASY STORIES No. 2
edited by Lin Carter (DAW, Ne. 205).

Chuck Miller has published his limited hardbound edition of
Jack Vance's THE DYING EARTH (see OS&S Ne. 2), Javishly
ilustrated by George Barr and lavishling prieed at $15.85. A
super deluxe edition seld out at $25.

andrew j offut’s sequel to SWORD OF THE GAEL (0OS&S No.
1) has appeared from Zebra entitled THE UNDYING WIZARD.
It's as good or better than its predecessor and, judging from the
ending, it's likely a third volume will be coming,. offutt’s in-
troduection was emitted frem the paperback and has been
published as an article in Wayne Warfield's PHANTASY
DIGEST No. 1. And people interested in still further adventures
of R. E. Howard's heroes will want to piek up Kadl Edward
Wagner's eentinuation of Bran Mak Morn: LEGION FROM
THE SHADOWS, published by Zebra last April. While theif
writing styles are quite different, both Wagner and effutt have
turhed in exeellent perfermanees 6n these novels:

Speaking of Wagner, “Sing a Last Song of Valdese™ is a new
Kane short story appeariing in CHACAL No. 1; from the same
people that brought you REH: LONE STAR FICTIONEER.
They have a collection of Kane stories on file which they will
hopefully be publishing one of these years entitled NIGHT
WINDS. Meanwhile, a Kane novel, DARK CRUSADE, is due out
from Warner this Descember. Next Spring will witness a Kane
benanza as Ceronet paperbaeks in Great Britaim reprints the
entire series ineluding the uneut DARKNESS WEAVES (see
O8&S Ne. 2) and NIGHT WINDS (thanks ge te Karl Wagner for
that infermation).

Upcomiing is a new Brak the Barbariam novelette in PHAN-
TASY DIGEST No. 2 that | learned about too late for inclusion in
this issue’s column.

Two Views of Bob Howard

Stygian Islke Presss hass commissisgddned twoo diffiéfeeent
biograptpdsies of Rabbdrt Ewwin Howert:-d. Theyy willl be
writteen by tweo off hiks elsssist asseoiaiestes: Harplld P Psease
antd Tevisis Clylde Sniiteh. Portipisns off thee biegsaeiydsies will
firsist appeear In FANVANSY CROOIFIAOADS. Thiss isse we
piesgiint & eftepisrer feom eabh bieggaelhy. Harellid P Psesse
hass eenitibitadted Chepfsfer 5 off hiss Warkk titledd . "Quétst flor
Bokk's . Trvisis' etadsrer flowsvs immetilelytely afld s
tiledd - "Thhe Mrgiic Naiwie”. We hepSe YWu eh9yy thiese
adilged insdgptats intpo Hhee liffe antd ewUDWIERents off tHe
eeatfor off Conpiin. Onfe leasit Roite, PRA&Re O AUt Wike #RE
iNilFre Fegeidiling thee awllalilBlity 8F thee bioRiPArsRbiES.
Theyy atee & lonts WaYy P8 eomRlgiePion anfld Waybe ROt 6t
Besdn fitited It altRe pritedd. IfpoPRigtion Wili Be fior-
Hopidng BR8e e BORKRs affe EPRlBRIYely BPBStet #RE
Fasdy 5r preRing.:

CHAPTER 5

QUEST FOR BOOKS

By Harold Preece

For a wordsmiith the need to read paralllels the need to write. A
beginning writer’s initial efforts will often be cast in the mold of
favorite authors - as Bob Howard’s first fantasies reflected the
strong influences of Arthur Machen and Don Byrne with both of
these being, coincidentailly, Celts. A good book or a good story is
a natural incentive to write something comparalble. Even
though wish may not become tangible result till far in the future,

Like all of us who concoct scripts, Bob would have many
spiritual progenitors. What they produced would set his mood of
a lifetime - that ineluctable mood of the writer forever binding
us to what we seem or dream or realize through experience
touched by imaginatiion. Through these expressions of other
men and women we are able to formulate what the Welsh
novelist, Johm Cowper Powys, called “our mythos.” These
enable us to answer those plaguing questions haunting every
eraftsman of seript:

Who are we? What are we all about? Where are we going and
for what reasons?

Through his professional work amd his woluminous
correspondence with friends like H. P. Lovecraft, E. Hoffman
Priice, and myswlf, Bob groped for the answers throughout his
briieff life. So that his vividly stated doubts and resolutions caffyy
some arehitectonic guality whieh 1 have never beeh able te
define fully through the standard teehnigues of litierary
eritieism. Yet whatever my always ineemplete appioach te the
large volume of published Hewardana, 1 realize that every
paragtaph refleets Beb's eeaseless quest for BOOkS.

He could have hardlly found any large collection in Callahan
County. For the past few years, there has been a publie litrary
at Clyde which I recaill as a pretty little town with loaded apple
trees growing in neat back yards. But in Bob Howard's day, few
rurall Texas eounties would have had these indispensable ad-
jumets of a fully literate seeiety. Whieh does net meamh that this
first Post-Fiontier generation of Texans were stupid delts as
eaustic easmopelitans like te assert 6f everymody iR BUF €6HA:
tFy’s grassioRts areas. It was rather that Beb's native pesple
were still in the proeess of bullding a develeped eivilization and
hadn't getten much further thah ereeting publie sehesis:

But some of those schools did have smwlll collections of books -
probably consisting of vatious individual donations - in addition
to the regular texts studied for pupils. So that the book-thungry
Howard boy helped himsadlf through his own system of
borrowiing.
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During summers when classes were suspended, he would
mount a horse, visit the unoccupied schools and carry away
whatever seemed worth readimg. Entry was not accomplished
by break-ins since few schoels or, for that matter, few homes,
were ever locked in Texas country commumiities where the other
fellow's honesty was takem for granted.

We have no list of the titles that Bob borrowed from this or
that one or two room center of education. From recallling the
reading tastes of that period with its strong Viictorian hangovers,
I can imagine he found a number of sweetly-written pietistic
novels like Charles M. Sheldon’s IN HIS STEPS, distributed in
millions of copies throughout those last naive generatiions of
America. Still another might have been a fictionalized life of
Jesus, THE PRINCE OF THE HOUSE OF DAVID, written by
Prentiss Ingraham who had originally won his literary spurs
through counties lurid dime novels forbidden by proper parents
to their growing boys. Still another might have been ST. ELMO,
a syrupy classie about a “great sinner” turned ‘“‘great saimt”
threugh a wefan's love written by the ineredible Augusta J.
Evams, Geergia bern, but Texas ralsed.

Smalll shelves of books might alse have beem graced by the
romamtic secular novels of Mrs. Evams, a patriciam Sewthern
dowager never quite believing that the Confederacy had
surrendered at Appomatiox - a complex also shared by certain
Texans of her time. Other chaste lady romamtics might have
shared honors with her including Mary J. Holmes amd Mrs.
E.D.E.N. Southworth (whose initials spelled Edem). Or more
mefcifully Gene Stratton Porter whose novels of the Indiana
Limberlost area were well written and ecariiied a eertain
deeorous charth. Her books were werth reading if you didn’t
expeet 86 mueh.

There is no evidence that Bob Howard was purified by any of
this exalted stuff. Though out of filial obligatiom, he still at-
tended the Baptist Church with his paremts, Bob probably would
not have read more than two chapters written by estimable
paragons of righteousnesslike Mrs. Evams and Mrs. South-
worth. He would have delighted in the eatly day adventure
novels of James Fenimore Cooper, generallly accepted despite
the author’s sometimes carelessmess about historieal faets.
More importamtly to concermed paremts and teaechers Mr.
Cooper, a Nineteenth Century eountry squire, had never
breathed a euss werd in amy of his extensive works.

Bob likely found some gems amomng all the truffles and trash
during his book hunting. There might have been some fair fact
historical works and biographies worth his intensive study. But
it is scarcely possible that he would have found amything by any
of the later authors who would so influence his own style -
(Harold Lamb, Edgar Rice Burroughs, Jack London, Talbot
Mundy and others of the adventure genre. These he would have
found in literate pulp magazines like ARGOSY, ADVENTURE,
and BLUE BOOK. They would leave lasting impacts upon a
reader of his imaginative temperament.)

Within one of the schoolhouses he might have found a copy of
Jame Porter’s excellent work for its time, SCOTTISH CHIEFS,
dealing with Scotland’s 13th Century War for Imdependence
against the Emglish. This work, also approved for youngsters,
was very popular during its time. It would remimd Bob of what
he considered his finest family traditiom-

One of his far off ancestors had been armeor bearer to heroic
Scottish King Robert Bruce leading a Celtic country in a
struggle against a Sassenach (Saxon) one. Ever since that time
Robert had been a family given name with Bob, already
preoccupied with Celtica, being the latest to possess it.

Bob - that unconventional patrom of schoolhouse libraries -
always returmed “faithfully” every book lent him. Additionally
his own home had an intellectuall cast symiwlized by books.

There would have been other works besides Dr. Howard's
medical reference ones around the family home. Bob’s father
had a particular interest in the lives of authors. His mother was
a poetry buff,

All this interest in literature undoubtedly encouraged their
son's amibitions to become a writer. But whether the Howards
would have wanted him to have followed full-time such a
precarious craft seems debatable.

For all their admirahle interests in culture, they were con-
servattively-mimnded] folk conditioned by what is called the
Protestant work ethic of steady pay for steadly eccupations.
Within that Texas of the earlly Twentieth Century, most authors
were either college faculty members or middle-class ladies with
ample leisure and husbamds to support them. Probably there
were not more tham a dozen darimg souls tryimg to support
themselves by straight freelanee writing in that whole mam-
moth state. I never knew but one and he finally died of virtual
stafvatiion - after having been a well-known fictioneer for the
SATURDAY EVENING POST.

I think it likely that the Howards wished for their odd boy a
successful career in some “educated” occupatiion plus marriage
to the provertial nice girl. In that sort of context, writing might
have been a pleasamt, occasional hobby for him with the whole
Howard-Erwim kinship connectiom being muchly pleased
whenever their gifted member published something.

Of course, these observatiions are not made to reflect upon
parents naturallly concermed for the future of an only child. Quite
simply, agrariam societies like the Texas one are not cenducive
to the full developmemt of bold, independemt souls like Robert
Ervim Howardl. Otherwise the various heartlamds of America
would not lose so much fine native talent to the big cities where
cultural skills are marketable.

Time marcied on to the slow rhythms of Cross Plaims. Bob
Howard kept right on being Bob Howard because he couldn’t be
anything else. During this time he joined briefly the only
orgamization to which he may have ever belonged.

The Lone Scouts of America it was called. A rival movement
to the larger Boy Scouts of America, founded by a Chicago
publisher, W. D. Boyce, who had helped birth the BSA but had
pulled out after feeling that the latter, with its expensive,
elaborate, regimented setup did not meet the needs of rural
boys.

A beautiful bonnie for individualist kids, rural or urbam, the
Lone Scouts became with its annual dues of five cents a year.
You didn’t have to wear a uniform or be bossed by a scout-
master when you might alreadty be chafing under too much
adult authority.

Moreover you could be a scout all by yourself if you wished -
hence tige term: Lone Scout. A lonely boy might correspond with
still other lonelies around the country. Five or more Lone
Scouts, living within a common area, could form what was
called a “tribe” since the orgamization’s emblems and rituals
commermoraited the Americam Indian,

But the magnet drawimg so mamy boys was a juvenile
magazine whose likes had never been seen before in America
and will never be seen agaim. LONE SCOUT was the title of that
publication whose well-written fiction and articles were entirely
produced by youngstefs. Contributers were awardied successive
medals and correspondimg titles for their efforts. Profits - sueh
as they were of LONE 8COUT - were used te finanee this unigue
gazette ereated by siart kids.

Robert Erwin Howard would be one of mamny later prominent
authors who’d worn the arrowhead badge of the Lone Scouts. He
seems never to have writtem for the magazine since his mame
does not appear in any index compilatiion. He probalbly did no
more tham read it for a few months before losing interest.

Yet for the rest of his life and throughout his writing career,
some of his most significant friends would be presemt or former
Lone Scouts.
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THE MAGIC NAME

(To Glenn Lord)
By Tevis Clyde Smith

It was a day much like today-adloudiess, pleasamtly wanmm-
probably in early April, if not late March, 1923 that I asked
Truett Vinson if he knew Robert E. Howard. We were on the
school grounds at Brownwood High, and Truett said ‘‘Yes, there
he is now."” I told Truett that I'd like to meet Bob, and he called
Bob over, introducing us to one another. We shook hands, if it
could be called that, for Bob extended a limp palm and executed
what was known as “‘a dishrag shake"”. I hadn’t wanted him to
break the bones in my hand, but I was a bit surpised at such a
greeting, though I soon found that he was warmheartzd, and we
became good friends before the school term ended. We became
well aequainted before Dr. Howard came to take Bob and his
mother back to Cross Plaimns. It should be mentioned that Cross
Plains, in 1923, had a ten yeafr high school, and that Brownwood
went one grade further, bringing many students from
surreunding tewns just as men and women now leave home to
attend eolleges and whikversities.

Dr. Howard had rented a furnished house at the corner of
Wilson and Hawkins Streets for Mrs. Howard and Bob. This lot
is now vacamt, and I suppose is the property of The Presbyterian
Church. It was about a half-mile from the old Senior High
School, which at that time took care of all four high school
grades. It was in the same block with The First Presbyterian
Church, then being constructed, and a block away from the First
Methodist Church, which was also under constructiion. When the
men were off from work we would sit in the sand in front of first
one and then the other of the churches, and carty on long con-
versations while the traffic went by, for Bob was an enchanting
talker, and also enjoyed what I had to say. This enjoyment was
inereased, for him, by ray reeitall of the events of a fight whieh I
had abeut ten to fourteen days befere I met him. There was a
bullying group whieh gave flathanded rabbit punehes te afyene
whe weuld take thera. I get fed up with this type of treatment
and made up my mind that { had taken all I intended te take. At
the time, we had twe senief eelleges here, and beoth had geed
Bagsebal teams. 1 was sitting high in the stands, and ene ef the
Bullies was §lttiﬁg Beside me, watehing Heward P%ly'ih% play one
of the T-LAA. teams. in the fhidst of Yy eAgrossment the Blly
delivered a jarring Blow but t did nst tHrh qhickly ensugh i8 Be
e8Ftaln he was the 8ne. 1 188ked Behind me and saw ne one t felt t
could suspect f HHH%H Back around, Pi‘%i%’i‘)‘?jh?x% t8 watch fhe
game, Bu P%%‘él 18 Wheel 3t 3 MomeAt's netice. The Blew was
308 repeated; ﬁ?ﬂ this time 1 moved fast ensugh (0 see fhe
ESFFH% iy §[P§‘1 Bieh 84t AlS Body aRd jerk Ris FHght arm B%%'k

l§ 8jge: ﬁ P% a7e SHRTOURMRd Me as I remaved my %&éé@é
ARded tHem 18 3 FieAd: Thed a3 Breckenridge ElKIAS
W&UA Hgf Bt It sﬂgtha%% Wag vmi 18 hear. the h i
wash't Hi H % % {gwe 8H1§H8E%§
E8 r% g8t 88H  ARd Bagan h 8HH
S &l ¢learin Bsn%;sn 88[8
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cellent in his presentation of this subject. He had picked mast of
it up through his own personal readiing, and not in school. One
womamn told me that Bob accompamied his father on a visit to her
parents, spotted a set of history books and looked through it the
entire time his father was there. [ don’t know whether this was a
professional or a social visit, but it evidentlly lasted long enough
for Bob to make a rather thorough examinzifion of the books. I
tried to get this lady to write an article for THE HOWARD
COLLECTOR, but she was not literally inclined, and would
dislike It If I revealled her name, so that will not be done.

Another friend, very, very close to Bob, declined to write a
biograpiy. He said, “No, you are the one to write it-you were
closer to him tham [ was." So, much valuable information will be
lost, but I respect this mam’s wishes, and will not reveal his
name, or keep asking hirn to do something which he does not
wish to do.

As for myself, Robert E. Howard was a magic name to me
before I ever met him, and before he became a magiic name to
his thousands of readesss. I had knowm him but a very short time
before deciding that [ would make plans to some day write abeut
hira. A eertaih ar@unt of this has been done: “ADVENTURE IN
PULP". in PECAN VALLEY DAYS: "REPORT ON A
WRITING MAN", ih THE HOWARD COLLECTOR: several
peems in the same magazite, later ineluded in IMAGES QUT
OF THE SKY: an intreduction for a eellection of poems
published By Geerge T. Hamilton: seme beek reviews fer
various Rewspapers: an intreduedion 18 a €8-authBred Beek:
REP BEAPES OF BEACK CATHAY. which Benald M- Grant
breught eut; a Ballade. AtFedvckion and @B%&'l%‘tﬁ% 8t Howard
werk which Jonathan Bacen BHBH%B%@! under the title of THE
ERIM EAND. with additional materiahl Rew I the Rands ef
Jonaihak. Net a greak volHme 8t Werk Wheh 8A8 6BRS|AREY HBW
rotific BoB was. BHE {t IS factyah B case (A8 reader Wais
HRAGMRHESRRY WHIHAg:

In talking with Jonatham Bacom, I stated that I would rather
not start with the first time Bob ever put a toe in his mouth. I
thouglut it best to begim with my first meeting with Bob, amd. if
needed, to make a flashback, though I should memtion some
things I've talked about a number to fimes: I had a 6X9 Kelsey
hand press, I published a smalll paper along the order of the
Lone Scout tribe papers, Truett Vinson was assistant editor, and
Bob and I wrote a fragment, never completed, ealled UNDER
THE GREAT TIGER. This fragment was published in the
amatewr journal, and should probably have never beem men:
tioned. as sorhe people seem to have the mpression that a
fare work of art is being kept out of the reach of humamitty:. I
anyone feels this way. ReW 15 as geed a time as any 18 disillHsion

him. However. I might dust it off, de a 1et of reseatelh, apd s&é
whatt could be dene with it one of these days, If 1 get sold on the
idea, and Glenn Lerd feels it is werthwhile.

This little paper was a follow-up to THE ALL-AROUND
CLUB, which meamt that a group of boys banded themselves
together to have a literary program, followed by a game of
sandlot-or in this case front yard-fiowithalll. Our rules were
strict, if onesided. For instance. if you took part in the program,
sou had to take part in the football; on the other hand, you could
play lootballl without beimg a club member, or attemdlimg a
meetiimg of the society. Our treatmenit of one boy who was very
brilliamt. but adamanit about participation in amything other
tham the society programms, was very callous. We requested his
resignation. 1 feel rather bad whem I think about it, and often
wonder if he is alive, or dead. A mutual friend ram ackoss him in
the lebby of a New Yerk City theatre In 1929. I havemt heard
from Rim sinee that time. I say from beeause the mutwall friend
and 1 had diseussed this episede, and I had mentioned that [
would like to see the offended party. He semt back word that he
would like te see me. teo. I felt better after this apeleg\, even
gaggig'm it was By prexv. This elub was disbamded befere I met

B

Once agaim it seems in order to menmtion that Volume 3,
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Number 7, of THE TATTLER, dated December 22, 1922 carried
two stories by Robert E. Howard. Both had a western setting.
One was serious, the other humotous, and each story showed
talent. THE TATTLER was published twice a month by the
Senior Class of Browmwood High. Claude Curtis was Editor-in-
Chief, C. S. Bovles was Associate Editor, Ilene Emibity Wwas
Society Editor, Harry Boyer was Joke Editor, J. Hervey Mayes
was Sports Editor, Miss Maedgen was Censor, Alton Dersett
was Business Manager, and John Frilley was Assistant Business
Manager. 1 knew all of theth, but they are seattered far and wide
and how raamy of therh are new alive is a guestion I €annet
answer.

Claude Curtis came from a newspaper family. His father was
the owner-editor of THE RISING STAR X-RAY, a paper which
was published in a smalll town thirty miles north of Brownwood.
A short article appeared in THE TATTLER about my
publication and Travis Curtis, Claude’s brother, invited me to go
home with him and pick up some items I needed for my small
magazine. 1 gladly accepted. The entire Curtis family was very
hospitablle. Travis went back to Brownwood the next morning,
and I stayed over until that night, spending the day in the
newspaper plant. 1 rode home on the bus-that is to say, baek o
the business part of Brownwood-and the bus was an old Reo
Speed Wagomn, with seats the length of the vehiele on eaeh side,
froim which the passengers rede faeing one anether. The country
was much prettier then tham it is now, as none of the native trees
and shrubs had been bulldozed down, and the unpaved sandy
road ram past rustic ehurehes and farmihouses. The COURtFY,
espeeially around Rising Star, was dewberry and Bleckberty
eOURALFY.

There was a metion picture on that night at THE LYRIC
which I wanted to see. It was SHERLOCK HOLMES, with Clive
Brook and Gustav Van Seyfertitz. As well as I remember, I
delivered my composing stone and other equipment to the
residence, and went back to town to see the show. The last part
was without melody, as the musician left at 10:00 o’clock. The
picture seemed odd without the musiic, as I was used to getting
there in time to enjoy the benefit of the score. The performance
was disappointing to some extent as a result. It looked like it
would pour down rain when I got out, and the pavement was all
ready damp, but I made the rile and a hallf home by foet witheut
any imeomvenience.

Claude Curtis went to New Orleans to take a Linotype
Operator’s course, and Bill Stewart and I ram into him in that
city in 1925. That was my last meeting with him, but I talked
with Trawvis Curtis a number of times in 1957-1958-1959. He was
President of a bank in a town where I had clientele. I understand
that his father sold his newspaper, entered the real estate
business, and was joined in this venture by Claude. Glean Lord
tells me that C. S. Boyles writes westerns under the name ef Will
C. Brown. As far as I know, every mermber of THE TATTLER
staff moved from Brownweod, seme of them seen after
graduaition.

Bob had an embarrassing few minutes while walking with two
of the staff memtbers, one male, the other female, when he
discovered that the seat of his britches had split open, but was
able to laugh about the incident by the time he told me of the
occurrence.

Bob and I went swimmiing in a small stream on the edge of
town in late March, or early April. It was several days after this
activity before Bob returmed to school. He stated that he took the
intestinall flu from the swim, and had spent three days in misery.
Both of us may have been lucky not to take typhoid fever,

At the period of which I write, Bob was a Senior and I was a
Sophomore. One of his classmates killed himsaif a few weeks
before graduaiiion. Bob was 17 at the time, and 1 was 15. The
suicide had an impact on him, and, as the years went by, he
became more constamt in defending the right of self destruction,
dropping hints of the value of such an ending. How much effect
he had on others is a guestion I am unable to answer. It may

have been more far reaching than any of us realize.

Anyway, Bob graduated, and returned to Cross Plains. He
visited me for a few days during the middle of the sumemer. We
spent the time swimmimng, going to shows, visiting the lithrary,
taking short hikes, and talking. There was a train from
Brownwood to Maytown, as we called it, in those days, and Bob
took the train to May, rode the mail hack from there to Rising
Star, and transferred to another maill hack from Rising Star to
Cross Plaiins, makiing what is now a short trip by medern means
into the greater part of a day’s journey. Onee homme, he weat to
work at a series of jobs, and it was months later befere 1 saw
him again,

Copyright (c)) 1977 by Tevis Clyde Smith

REH Zebra Cover Blurbs
vs Reality

By Brian Earl Brown

Neicer and I were at Midwestcom, in the huckster’s room,
sharing the wealth in the traditional fannish way. Neicer ex-
pressed some interest in finding out what this Robert E. Howard
was all about and could I suggest a typical book. I was silent for
a while, trying to decide which of the many available paper-
backs best typified Howard. I could come to no simple answer.
So she made a choice of her own, THE IRON MAN.,

“Ah, Neicer,” 1 said, somewhat embarassed to have to
mention it. “That’s not typical Homenrd.”

“It’s not?”

“Boxing stories. Straight boxing stories.” Later I lent her my
copies of THE DARK MAN and WOLFSHEAD, which probably
reprint the best of Howard’s non-Conan fiction.

However, I wonder how mamy people are not so lucky to have
a Howard-expert at their elbow.

1 would dearly love to read about *“a magic that turns men iinto
jackels, wolves and vultures. . ."

Or “The Iron Man ((who)) can be struck down by a thun-
derbold -- or can Kkill, like lightning in a world ruled by savage
instincts."”

Or take “A mythical magical foray into the inscrutabile, in-
destructible Orient, where echoes of the hordes of Genghis Khan
send tremors through the land.”

Indeed I would love to read those stories, but you won't find
them in the pages of, respectively, THE VULTURES OF
WHAPETON, THE IRON MAN or THE INCREDIBLE AD-
VENTURES OF DENNIS DORGAN, three books all published
by Zelra.

The publication of THE SOWERS OF THUNDER in an
inexpensive paperback format was easily the most exeiting
thing to happen to Robert E. Howard fandom sinee -- the
publicatiom of CONAN THE ADVENTURER by Lancer in 1966.
This Zebra edition of SOWERS ended a virtual five year drought
of readily available REH material,

Between 1966 and 1969 some 14 books of Howardamia were
published (including non-Howard Conan material). A further
two volumes of short stories appeared in 1972 and after that
nothing - that was readiily available. What Howard fiction that
was appearing was either seattered about in numerous fanzines
or in expensive, limited edition, Collectable hardbacks.
Tracking down the former and affording the latter was beyond
the greater bulk of REH fandem.
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So we all applauded when Zebra published their illustrated
edition of SOWERS. And well we should for they had carefully
reprodluced each page of the hardicover original exactly, only
trimmiimg the generous margins in the Grant edition so the text
would fit in the narrower paperback format. Lost were only
some page decorations Krenkel used on those pages where no
other art appeared. The Zebra edition had a new Jeff Jones
painting, but for some that was as much a plus as a minus for
others.

It hardly seemed sinister that “Conan" appearedl with the
largest lettering on the cover. Zebra had to hype the book didn’t
they? Estalblish reader indentification, right? After all, Zebra
was sticking its neck out by publishing these books (with five
years of inactivity the market could have dried up). And it was
doing us a favor by making SOWERS and WORMS OF THE
EARTH and TIGERS OF THE SEA and A GENT FROM BEAR
CREEK readily available, so did it really matter that “Comamn™
was so muech more visible than the actuall title?

Unfortunately, the answer is -- yes!

The editors of Zebra had presumathly determiimed that it was
Conan and what Conan stood for that sold books, therefore every
book had to be willinilly, a Conan book, no matter how distantly
they may be connected. Thus andy offutt and Karl Edward
Wagner get small credit lines while “Conan” and Robert E,
Howard hulk larger and more visible than the title. And
something like THE VULTURES OF WHAPETON is outright
and deceitfully blurbed as a “Fantasy Adventure.”

Zebra has labeled only three of its Howard books by this
phrase “Famtasy Adventure,” VULTURES, DENNIS DORGAN
and THE IRON MAN,

VULTURES’ cover features a skeletom riding a horse with a
vulture perched on its arm.. The blurb on the back begins (in
bold type “There is a magic that turns men into Jackels,
Wolves, and Vultures. .. .” The implication is that this is going to
be a volume of weird tales about werewolves, etc. Far from it.
This is a volume of reallistic westerns and the only ‘magic’
present is gold~a metal that has made men act like animals but
certaiimly has no magic in the sense one associates with Coman.

THE INCREDIBLE ADVENTURES OF DENNIS DORGAN'S
cover shows a standing, empty suit of armor with smakes
crawlimg about it. The blurb on the back, already quoted above,
invites us on a “magical forey* into the Orient. What sounds like
a description of “Red Blades of Black Cathey” is, in fact, a
collection of humorous boxing stories set in this century, and as
often as not, in this coumtry.

The cover of THE IRON MAN shows a golem-like creature of
primatiive splendor rising above a sea of clenched hands. The
blurbs on the back vaguely talk of mem “forged out of steel,
hewn out of gramite, sculptured out of oak.” What it doesn’t say
is that this is a collection of reallistic boxing stories.

Even Zebra’s THE BOOK OF ROBERT E. HOWARD a book
to display the wide range of Howard's writing, is blurbed to only
mention “sword and sorcery; trembling tales of horror; fan-
tasies so weird they defy deseription.” Which conveniently
forgets to mention the two mysteries, the two westerns,, one fight
story and one spiey adventure that makes up hallf of the material
in this book.

I do not mind Zebra publishing Howard's westerms, or boxing
stories, or his spicy adventures or his mysteries, but I do mind
the deceitful way in which they have been packagedl. Blurbs
have always been exaggerated but this goes beyond poetic
license.

That Zebra is deliberately attermgiting to mislead the publie is
most evident in an ad carried in THE SAVAGE SWORD OF
CONAN No. 14. Here is a full page ad, displaying nine different
titles. It is a wonderful place to boast of Howard’s variety.
Here’s a chance to say that Howard excellled in mamy fields of
literature and here are some of his best works in these fields,
works rivaling his Conan matterill. (Not that I think these
stories are that good, but it's no more than typieal eover blurb
exaggeriion)

Instead we are told that THE BOOK OF REH is a collection
“of horror, fantasy, sorcery. . ."” and that DENNIS DORGAN is
a mythical, magical fareyy . ... ...." and that in VULTURES “a
magic from deep within the eartih turns memn into jackels, wolves
and vultures.” (my emphasis).

Zebra doesn’t wamt the truth knowm, they just wamt your
money. Which brings up another point. THE BOOK OF
ROBERT E. HOWARD and PIGEONS FROM HELL carry a
$1.95 price tag. At first this seems reasonalble as these three
books rum 350+ pages in length. Only this great length is
achieved through the use of a very inflated typesize. The size of
typeface in a paperback varies to a consideralple degree amd for
as mamny reasons. A page of ‘average’ sized type will contain
around 400 words. A page of smalll type might eariy around 450
words. Zebra’s pages rum arouhd 300. In short these books are
rumbing a fourth again as long as they need be. We're paying
$1.65 for books that have the thiekness and heft of a $1.85 boek
but the eontents of a sighifieantly smalller beok. We're beifig
evereharged by as fueh as twenty-five eents for these three
beeks. A 384 page edition of TROS OF SAMOTHRACE, with
stalll (fer Zebra) type is prieed at a mere $1.75. If Zebra cap
afferd this 1ew a priee for Talbot Mundy, surely they eeuld af-
ferd the samme fer Heward, whe's beeh dead as 1eng as Mundy.

Oddly enough, this whole tirade was inspired by the
publication of PIGEONS FROM HELL. I had snapped this book
up, excited at the prospect of a new collection of REH fiction and
had alreadly paid for it before I thought somethimg funny was
going on because the title story had been reprimted only a couple
months before. The book seemed evem more familiar whem I
examimed it closely at home. The contents looked familiar, but
not halff as familiar as the copyright page. It looked just like a
Lancer copyright page. So I checked it against my Howard
bibliograpiy. It has every story, no more, as THE DARK MAN
and others, with one exception. It didn't have the title story. I got
back my copy of THE DARK MAN from neicer (you remember
Neicer from the start of this attiielle, don’t you?) for comparison.
Not only were they the same stories but they were In the same
sequence, with the exeeption of the missing THE DARK MAN
and "The Voice of EI-Lil” was meoved to the end of the
colleetion. “The Veolee of EN-Lil™ still appeared first on the
eopyFight page, the.

Itlooks for all the world as if Zebra simplly took the old, out-of-
print Lancer edition, cut out the title story and sent the book to
their typesetter “as is”. Which makes it all that mucth harder to
justify its $1.95 price.

It seems a rather dubious way to get some of the REH
materiall that's been tied up in the Lancer bamkruptey baeck inte
print, but I suppose we shouldn't question gift horses. And feor
once it is some of Howard's better material.

The latest thing from Zebra, as of this writing, is a new edition
of TROS OF SAMOTHRACE. This is a massiive histerieall set in
the days of Julius Caesar. In faet, Caesar is the centinuing
villaim of the series,. TORS was printed in the 60's as a four beek
seriiall by Avoh. Zebra seemms intent on deing it ip three velhwmes
this time. Two further books THE PURPLE PIRATE 3Ad
QUEEN CLEOPATRA continue the action. It has bearing here



Howard and the Races

By L. Sprague de Camp

As I have written before, mamy of Robert E. Howard's views
would today be stigmatiized as ‘‘racist”. He followed the
example of most American authors of popular fiction of the
period, in whose tales ethnic stereotypes were stock in trade.
Hence Scots were always thrifty, Irishmen funny, Gemmans
arrogant, Latins lecherous, Jews avaricious, Negroes childish,
and Orientals sinister. He agreed with Lovecraft’s rhapsodies
on the non-existent “Aryam race” amd his ramt against non-
Nordie immigrants.

On the other hand, Howard was, if a racist, a cemparatively
mild one by the standards of his time. He noted the superior
qualities of the industrious Bohemiam immigramts to Texas. He
sympathized with the Confederacy and expressed what one of
his memwirists calls a “deep distaste” for Abraham Lincoln. He
voiced conventional Texas views of Negroes amd Mexicans
whom he ademiired, as well as Jewish prizefighters whorm he had
known. His story "“Black Canaan” has gallant white men
dashing about the Deep South to ferestall nigger wuprisings;
while A “The Dead Remermber,” his sympathies are with a
Negro couple abused and murdered by the narieitor, a drunken,
vieiels cowbey.

One of his early story synopses, never transformed into a
finished story, was called “The Last White Man."” In this racial
fantasy, the white race has become “decadent” from “idleness
and pleasure,” so the black Africans, “a new, stromg race,”
rises up, conquers, and exterminates them with the help of the
Orientals. The Orientals are then wiped out in their turn. But the
blacks are “destroyers, not builders”, who soon “revert to
savagery.” (1)

Howard’s racial views, however, were not static, any more
than those of his pen-pal Lovecraft. Both seem to have evolved
away from the crude tribalism, which they obtained in much
American thinking of the early twentieth century. Later, as
“Johm Tavarel,” Howard wrote a prizefight story, “The Ap-
parition of the Prize Ring,” published in GHOST STORIES for
April, 1929 (2). While no immortal mastenpiece, this story has an
interesting feature. It emphasizes the mildness of Howard’s
raeism, for the author made a Negro prizefighter his hero. Ace
Jessel, the “ebony giant,” is deseribed as clever, brave,
goodnatured, neble, indomitable, amd unselfish. How many
virtues do you want?

True, Ace speaks a “dese and dose” dialect. His antagonist, a
“full-blooded Senegalese,” is closer to the hostile stereotype of
the Negro, being thickset, with a “smalll bullet head. . .set
squarely between gigantic shoulders” and on his chest “a thick
grizzle of matted hair.”

My colleague Charles R. Saunders tells me that Jessel may be
based either on Peter Jacksom or on Harry Wills, black
heavyweights of the 1890s and 1920s respectively. They were
denied a chance at the world title when the then champions,
Sullivan and Dempsey, drew the color line. Perhaps both
suggested Howard's fictional cliaracter.

The Sengalese boxer (says Saunders) is probably based upon
the Sengalese light-heavyweight, “Battlimg Siki,” who held that
title from 1922 to 1932. Siki was commumly called “a gorilla” in
the press, and he “abetted this image with stunts like walking a
pet lion down Broadway.” (3)

Howard’s hamdling of dialect, like that of his fellow pulpers,
was crude. His Senegalese shows the peril of writing about
exotica with neither persomal acquaintamce nor intensive
research. Most Senegalese are rather slender, amd pure
Negroids have practicallly no hair on theif ehests. But at least,
the story shows that Howard was a lot less ethhoeentrie than
mamny of his comtemporaries.

(1) THE HOWARD COLLECTOR, No. 5, Summer 1964, pp. 22-
29.

(2) Recemtly reprinted in STORIES OF GHOSTS (Evergfeen,
Colo.: Opar Presy). A second story abeut Aee Jesxdl was
apparently never sold.

3. Letter from Saunders, Nov. 26, 1976.

Copyright (E) 1977 by L. Sprague de Camp

THE NIGHT
BOB HOWARD DIED
By Jshn Rieher

Bnee 1 sang on her silver knee.

A dreamer cries to the moon-seared skies;
The skulls in the stars murmur to his shade.
From nighted gulfs, red shadows rise;
Black orchids stare with sightless eyes;

A dead god lives while an infant dies;
Grey slabs grow cold in a silent glade.

Plague shriveled her in sullen glee.

Dark tendrils thrust through the soul's thin crust;
The Snake holds sway in the hell He made.

Supple strength crumbles to graveyard dust;
Worms mock the beauty of mortal trust,

Ashes burm to ashes, dust sifts to dust:

At the kiss of the Master, the fairest fade.

Thunder rumbles; my chains fall free.

because, once agaim, the name “ROBERT E. HOWARD" stands
out in lettering larger than either TALBOT MUNDY or the title.
It's a darn good book and I recommend it, tho it's not “in the
tradition” of REH -- more like Kwa Kham Caine. The cover, by
Tom Barber, is of exceptional beauty, even if it is about a
thousand years off with its depiction of a Viking Landing.

A book's blurb must answer, often usually in 25 words or less,
the question: “why buy this book?”” And considering that these
25 or less words are perhaps the only thing standing between a
considerable profit and a considerable loss, it is no wonder that
blurbs are often more fantasy tham fact.

Yet in a survey of dozens of paperbacks in my personal
collection, I find few cases of blurbs as misleadimg or as c¢lut-
tered as Zebra’s. The Lancer covers for THE SLEEPING
SORCERESS and THE DREAMIING CITY, both by Michael
Moorcock, are cluttered. The “Fandiily D’lembert” series by
“Doe Smith” is in faet being weitten by Stephen Geoldin from
notes by the late E. E. Srhiith. A erop of Clifferd Simek reissues
are blurbed “Hugo Winner” and while Simek has wen the Hiuge
award, 1t wasm’t for any of these Beoks.

Yet, the vast majjority of books®0-95 percent of them-clearly
and distinctly identify the title and author ever and abeve the
blurbing. Zebra’s blurbing poliey is way, way out of line.
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ARIEL No. 1, Autumn 1976, $5.95, 80 pages, Morning Star Press,
Ltd., PO Box 6011, Leawood, Kansas 66208. Four issue sub-
scription $21.00.

Reviewed by Arnold Fenner.

As unfortunate as it is to say and reallize, the first issue of
ARIEL from the Morningstar Press people is, in a way, a sad
commentary on what portions of the amatteur publishing field
has evolved into over the past few years. While it's only natural
for an editor to wish to improve his product and reach the
largest possible audience, one shouldn’t lose sight of the
readers’ wants and needs—we purchase the item, we suggest
and eriticize, and we should get our hard-earmed money’s
worth out of that item, especiallly when we remember that
without us, said produets would simply be colleeting dust in
someone’s baserent. And perhaps, just perhaps, that's where
ARIEL Neo. 1 belongs.

Which isn't to say that ARIEL is not an attractive magazine:
it most certaiinly is. Reprodiuctiion is sharp and clean while the
lay-out and design qualities are first class: in fact, the issue is a
top-notch exammple of a commerwial venture, much like the
numerous picture-movie volumes that constamitly find their way
to the "Remaiindered™ table at the local B. Daltons. And that. in
a nutshell, is the majjor flaw with the publication,

Editor Armamd Eisen has collected an interestimg list of
contents for his first issue: fiction, articles, interviews and art.
He also has collected a healthy $6 per magaziime—wthich he can
hardlly be faulted for. Announce and proclaim the names of
Frazetta, Corben, Hogarth, REH and compamy loud enough and
you're sure to have eager fans beat a path to your door. A wise
move, to say the least; but that's where the deception comes in.
The potential buyer isn't told what to expect from such blurbs:
“Color front and back ecovers by Corbem and Frazetta!”,
“Corben's ‘Den" . “Hegarth's last Tarzam Art!™. Tantalizing,
of course. but where are we told that it's all a rep¥iimt in some
form or another? We're not. “Den™ comes from the un-
derground cories, Hogarth's art from his latest Tarzam book
(JUNGLE TALES OF TARZAN), The Corben front egver from
the splash page of his seeond "“Den" stery from METAL
HURLANT and the RICHARD CORBEN FUNNYBOOK. and
the Fritz baekeover from the CONAN OF CIMMERIA book
oover, poster, alburm jacket, and severall other places. Himmmm-:
. Maybe your thoughts ran along the same lines as mine when
1 beught ARIEL Ne. 1: “I theught 1 was golng to get semething
few."”

Other contents include an excerpt from the other Morningstar
Press product, BLOODSTAR (which, while good in its eriginal
form, suffers because it is nothing more tham an excerpt and it is
another reprint), two fairly good poems by Howard and a
ridiculous artiicle by Charles Hoffiman digging into the identity
of REH and his creatfiom, Conam. It was done much better

several years past in am artiicle by George Scithers appearimg in
AMRA.

Also featured in the magzziine is a short story by Johm Pocsik
titled “The Fiend Within."” Mr. Pocsik may be remembered for
severall original short stories that appeared in an Arkham House
antiology during the early '60s amd for his ghastlly rewrite of
Robert E. Howard’s Solomon Kane adventures, “Blades of the
Brotherhood™ (Pocsik’s title: “The Blue Flame of Vengean-
ce™).. Which might explain why “The Fiend Within™ is essen-
tially nothing more tham a bastardjizatiion of the Kame series,
with the maim eharacter’s name being Isaac Graill, “the Puritan
swashbuekler”™ set in the time of the Spamish [nguisition! Come,
eome, Mr. Poesik; leave the dead in peace.

Hard as it may be to believe after reading my previous
statememnts, there are some worthy aspects to ARIEL: the
Frazetta interview, though a bit silly in partts, is am imteresting
look inte the thoughts of the most influential artiist working in
the fantasy field today. And Hogarth’s comments; on his past
accomplishments are intriguing readiing, to put it mildly.

ARIEL is seemiinglly aimed toward the generall public, rather
than the regular fan of the various genres, yet it is not
professionally distributed and the only people who'll get the
opportumity to see and buy it are the fans. Which is why I feel
that Mr. Eisem and compamy should take amother look at the
market they are reachimg, re-evaluate their values and
outlooks, and listen to what their readers would like to see. It is
possible to produce a commeraiial itemn without eompromising
your integrity. Collectors might not reallly care about whatt goes
on their shelves so long as it does find its way into their hands:
but those of us that read, Ieok at, amd enjoy the works of various
contributors within and outside of the field deserve something
more for our time amd support It's possible that ARIEL will
eventwallly provide what we're looking for (though more
reprints are fortheoring—the cover for the next issue is the
painting for the Aece ERB book THE MOON MAID. but as it
stamds, the first issue falls sadlly short of its petemtial 1'd
suggest that you save yeur $6 te help pay veur Christmas Bills,
of use it to buy severall of the sther fahzines the field has te effer-
T believe you'll have a greater feeling of satisfaetien

((Editor's Note: When I hamd out a review, I never place
restrictions on the reviewer. I aim for honesty amd intend to
portray that image. All publishers submit review copies to
Stygiam Isle Press and receive no advamce guaramfees of
favorable review. If I don't like am item as a reviewer I have a
right and responsiibillity to tell readers my opinion and what that
opinion is based upon. Arnold Fenner has fulfilled that right and
responsibility admirably, but [ can't help adding a postseriipt to
his review. It's not that I disagree with Armie, it's just that 1'd
add a further perspective on ARIEL. Much of Arnie's criticism
of ARIEL is based upon the heawy reliamee on reprinted
material. That becores a handieap to the buyer ONLY Iif the
buyer has the eriginal appearamee of the werk in his cellectien
of has seen the eriginal presemtatiion of the malterll. Corben's
“Den" was new e me. 1 loved it and anxiousiy leek ferward e
the Rext installment of | did until 1 beught THE RICHARD
CORBEN FUNNY BOOK whieh ineluded the sequel segment of
“Den*. The eever 6f ARIEL appeared ih FYNNY BOOK tee but
then 1 enjeyed it first 8R ARIEL. The Fragetd illlwstratisns
threughout the beek (appended i the FiasRiia RteFviow) Were
all eld hat t8 me, But it was flee §%%mgﬁihéﬁ'1 agaith. But agaih. it
depends HRoR the BUYVEF'S BXpostie. A IEL N®. 1 provides some
Ri&e %F% NS By Fregktia ,Hm9§§ yeu're am avid Frazetia
eallseior, iR Which case ved've seed it all. The Feezsia In:
IBFVIEW Was Fathelr fiviah [R parts But Bverah [t was an -
faresting BXPIESVRR oF the mah ARd artsh The REM YBRe Was
Aew aRd 1 Woukd Rave BoUght the Mag fBF that a13R%, Bit theh At
BVBRYORe Nat ihe 88{%‘..% Glist Byg that i Ha‘é%_ Fguew 14
FQEBFP“ B4 ARIEL WIth Feler(atons. It depends on vouf
%E}%%& - | I8HAG BABUEH AEW SHFRTARES 18 Make |t WOHH My
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UPON THE WINDS OF YESTERDAY AND OTHER EX-
PLORATIONS the paintings of George Barr, Donald M. Grant
Publisher, West Kingstom, RI, 140 page hardback, $25.00, limited
to 2500 copies

Reviewed by Jonatham Bacon

UPON THE WINDS OF YESTERDAY has a brief forward by
Tim Kirk and an introductiom by Stuart David Schiff. It contains
approximattely 48 color plates, ten black and white plates and a
page featuring color reproductions of six convention name tags
created by Barr. Those are the technicalities of the publication,
but what is the book really like?

UPON THE WINDS is a journey into a mythical, mystical
fantasy world that stirs the soul. “Famtastic” is too mild a
generaliization for this publishing venture. Barr’s women are
more beautiful than life ever intended women to be. His Hobbit
is a creature of distinction and intellect, perhaps more ad-
mirable than Tolkein ever envisioned. Barr’s Pooh Bear is more
loveable and affectionate tham any stuffed animal could ever be.
Thru Bare's work, 1 see the Gollum for the first time as a truly
tragie figure. And I'm delighted by George’s visuallization of a
“Thingamajig".

I keep returming to this book, time and again, to view thru the
protals into Barr's world of fantasy. It's a beautiful book, a
priceless addition to amy library. Many of the paintings in this
edition have never before seen print. For that we owe Don Grant
our undying tihanks.

Quite frankly, I've tried to restraim myself from listing my
personal group of favorites. . .but I just can’t do it. I have no
“favorite™ only a group of “favorites”. Look over amy of the
following and tell me they're not mastenpieces: “Your Hair
Wants Cutting", “Butterfly Garden™, “What has it Got in its
pocketses?”, “The Hundred Acre Wood”, "On the Trail”,
“Beauty and the Beast™, “The Bride", "“Winter Walk™, “The
Last Package™, "“The Emchamted Thingamajig™, “Cockout™,
“Vigil by the Violent Sea™, and the list goes on and on. How do I
find the right words to convey the fantastic amount of pleesure
this book has given me? I guess I just say: Explore UPON THE
WINDS at your own risk, you may never again wamt to return to
reality.

THE DEVIL IN IRON by Robert E. Howard, Donald M. Grant
publisher, West Kingston, R.L., 154 pages, hardback, $15.00,
illustrated by Dan Green,

Reviewed by Jonatham Bacon

This latest in the deluxe Conan series includes both Ceman
tales: “The Devil in Iren” and “Shadews in Zamboula®™. The
exeiting part of this series is the opportumity it affords new
aftists to h ave thelr work eome before the REH audience. I've
only seen Green's work onee or twiee before but never in werk
related to the Howard eamom. His work has a toeueh of the Jeff
Jones flaver and yet it's grossly unfair to eompare the twe. 1
would in faet prefer Green’s work over fueh of Jones’ mere
reeent illustrations. 1 knew there will be a great deal of
disagreement aver the artwork i this velume. Many fans seem
unable to appreeiate anything unless it's sighed by Frazetta,
Fabian of BaFr. I hope Buyers wen't be trapped ifte sueh Aafrow
fhindedness. Onee again, 1A thig reviewer's epinien, the strength
of the Gramt deluxe Cenah series lies in the diversity of artists
and Grant's refusal te submit t6 fannish pressure 8 g6 with the
“iA" Rames iR Hewardiah ililkstratien:

This series is, in all honesty, geared for the Howard emthusiast
or the collector of fine books. $15 is a high price to pay for two
short Conan tales that could be read via a second hand copy of

the Lancer Conan editions. 1 enjoy and treasure finely wrought
books. Grant’s publications qualify EVERY time. They're
works of art and anyone who doesn’t recognize that. . .should
save his $15 and spend it elsewhere.

THE DYING EARTH, 224 pages, published by Tim Underwood
and Chuck Miller, cloth edition of 1000 copies, $15.95 with full
color DJ and interior illustrations by George Barr. 239 North 4th
Street, Columbia, Pa 17512,

Reviewed by Jonathan Bacon

I have a favorite publisher. Anyone who cannot guess tinat
Donald M. Grant holds that position, hasn’t yet read this issue. I
judge new books by the high quality standards that Gramt has
set and maimntained for several years. How does that tie in with a
review of THE DYING EARTH? The team of Underwood and
Miller have, with their first hardback book venture, established
themselves in the league of publishers which Don Grant
epitomizes. This small group takes great pride in EVERY
aspect of their publication. Typestyle, illustrations, Djs, text
content and evetry phase of bookmakiing is carefully thought out
and followed thru. THE DYING EARTH is a beautiful
production well worth the $15.95 price. The only regret this
reviewer has is that the book is probably out of print. Seme
dealers and maybe Miller may still have eopies but they're very
nearly gone. If you ean get a 66py. . -get it.

It's hard to know where to begin the praise. George Barr’s DJ is
beautiful, a real visual delight. The end papers are maps of
Vance's “Grand Motholam™ in the “latter days™. The black and
white interior illustrations are extremely appropriate to Van-
ce’s text, not a single weak illustration in the lot. And of course,
THE DYING EARTH sage is delightful, funny, tragic, whim-
sical and intriguing all at once. I only wish Vanece would do more
work in this vein. His hand is needed in the field.

CONAN-DE CAMP LP, $6 unsigned, $7.50 signed, Moondiznce
Productions, Box 425, Wilmington, Vt. 05363
Reviewed by Wesley Kobylak

Picture a skinny little kid, weird by nature with brooding
bitterness inflicted upon him by the harshness of youth. It's a hot
Texas night -- a swelterimg plains night when even the stars
seem to give off heat -- and the times are not good. This young
mam, who by day beats his body into a shape that cannot be
taunted, is sitting in the parlor of his family home. Recently one
of his few friends let him listen to a erystal set wireless. Out of
nowhere, with bits of ceramie amd wire and erystal (oh that
beautiful tiny erystal through whieh all of life had sprakled!),
this slightly bitter, very sensative youth had heaird a sound --
voiees, musie, statie -- from hundreds of miles away. His name
was Bob Howard and he was thinking of that eolossal event as he
sat writing a fantasy story.

Picture also a powerful animal of a mam, stalking naked down
a primitive road of carriage and chariot ruts. He carries a
sword, hacked with chips, and a dagger in his boot. The coun-
tryside is chill with spring air and blemished by smoking rubble
from the dawn'’s sacking. As the mamn walks north he passes faint
moans that soon gag out; he quickens his stride to be gone.
Always there is dying and horror -- it sickens his barbaric in-
stinct for freedom. Outside of what was once a village he stops,
and faces a cross roads. One is as fateful as the other; he wishes
Crom would point the way. This young, steeled mamn, Conan, by
name, wants done with the pettiness of life. Suddenly, from
down one road he hears -- so faintly, like a wisp -- the strings of a
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lyre. It's beautiful. If it opportunes evil, so be it: he strides
toward the sound.

And now picture finally, a young mam returmimg home from
work, stultifying work that breeds creatiivity and destroys it in
one blow. He sheds the day’s uniform, fills his pipe, and sits to
listen to music. The times are not good. In his hand is a book
picked up a week earllier, something he meamt to read. With the
music, the pipe, the day’s relaxing end, he reads the book. It
puts him at a cross roads; his name is Alan B. Goldstein and he
takes the path toward the sound in his head.

That imaginary sound became CONAN, produced by Alan B.
and his Moondnace Prodlictiioms. That record offered Robert E.
Howard a reverent token of respect in the form of Coman
dramwizztfions in the old-radio tradition of Orson Welles --
updated 40 years by modern technology; it atternpted to “go
where no mamn has gone before” to provide living aural color to
the starwimg ears of fantasy audiophiles.

Alan B. has now produced a second Conan album featuring R.
E. Howard’s post-humeus collaborator, L. Sprague de Camp.
The prodigious effects of studio-made sound evident on the first
album are subdued here to give de Camp room to move.
Neverthelless, Alam B.'s arffistic handiwork is present
throughout the productions, wafting around de Camp’s voice. At
times the voice becomes hypmotic. The listener finds himself
losing the traill of the drama and sinking into the subtleties of
Aurall-Vigiomn.

The two stories presented are “The Bloodstained God”, a de
Camp—Howard piece from 1955, and “The Curse of the
Monolith”, a de Camp—Lin Carter work of 1968. Like the first
album, this one presents two very different stories to fit either of
your Howardiam moods.

“The Bloodstained God"” is traditional Howard fare, with
treachery, deceit, loyalty and final victory -- an empty victory
as so mamy of the Conan tales have. It is full of pitched battie and
remorselless gore; it is full of the flowing imagery and pounding
rhythm so charactenistic of Howard -- with a touch of tightness
provided by de Camp. The spectre of the ruby red god—monster
haunts the story.

“The Curse of the Monolith” is a different sort of moed. There
is a certain expansiveness in it that allows the listener to take a
breath and enjoy the atmosphere. It is my favorite, just as “The
Frost Giant’s Daughter” was my favorite on the first album.,
Both “Tower of the Elephant” and “The Bloodstained God™
share a forcefulness that I like, but “Daughter” and “Curse”
provide that wonderment that I crave. In the latter, Conanm is as
usual partlly deceived, partly never deceived, into foraging for
treasure. He is led to a black monolith of solid lodestone whose
magmetic forces entrap Conan amd his mail armor while a
glithery eozence promises death. And, like “Daughter™, it ends
with Cenan back In eamp among his comradies, sharing the
barbarie spirit of fellowship.

De Camp’s dramatfizatfion is obviously the focal point of the
album, although due respect is made by Alam B. for evoking
realism with vinyl ghosts. It is always interestimg to note how an
author interprets his own character. Here, de Camp shows us a
hulking, slow-stalking Conam, willing to trust anyome, at the
point of a sword. It is an ingenuous Conam, far remeved from the
first album and yet easy to get aeccustomed to. On the first
albuh, Conan’s foree was In his veiee while here his brawh i§
left te the imagimattion -- and all the better sinee imagimatiionh was
what that youhg mam fref Texas was aiming at. De Camp
works his veiee frem Rariative te action and, unlike a mere
Speken werd reeerding, takes upoen RifsRIf various aceents and
ehafaeters. Besides Cenan, de Camp uses an edd mixture of
veiees frem his ewn imagitaiioh ORe eharacter beesmes a
Seoattish regue, very effective in the presumed dark age of a
millenia age. Anether veiee has the eRaracikiiiies of & New
England Yankee—RBritish aristoerat. it is an amising veiee aad
appropriate. fFor the mest part, de Eamp keeps his vejee on ah
gven repister: thus the Ryprotic effsct: T6 hear de Eamp use

such Howardiam terms as “Khitai*, “kaffia”, “Kezankian",
and “Zuagir khilat” is worth the price of the record alone.

Alan B.’s first Conan LP has sold out the first pressing of 1500
numbered copies and is well into sales of the second pressimg of
1000. If it were a fanzine with a circulatiom of 2500 it would be
noticed. And so it has. Tentative offers have come from on high;
the de Camp production was a result of such growing notice.
More Conam stories will be finding their way threugh the studio
and out to the public. The initial success of Moondance
Productiions is due, apart from the intrinsic worth of the Howard
stories, to the integrity Alan B. has for pure sound. (His license
plate spells: AURAL.) And that success is all the more dramatic
for its lack of commerwiallismm in a world of conglomerate record
companmies. These records are available only by maill order, a
handicap that, like little Bob Howard's serawmy body, is being
overcome with tenaeity.

Business -- if you can call being a fan a business -- has ex-
panded at Moondance to include Tim Conrad posters of the first
album cover (devastating!), Howard paperbacks, and relevant
“graphic novels” (‘“comics” to the non-afficianado). The
process of tramsforming oneself from a paying fan to a paid-for
fan is a story in itself, one Alan B. will be glad to share with you
at the next Con,

Until then, listen carefully: are those feet coming toward you
from your speakers?

THE DRAGON, published bi-monthly by TSR-Periodicalls, TSR
Hobbies, Inc., P. O. Box 756, Lake Geneva, WI., 53147. Sub-
scription rate is $9.00 for 6 issues. Single copy and backish at
$1.50. THE DRAGON is edited by Timeth J. Kask.

Issues reviewed: June, Vol. 1, No. 1: August, Vol. 1, Neo. 2
Reviewad by Michael Clagett

Have you ever wondered about, or tried to play those fantasy
quest and war games you see advertiised by flyer or resting on
the game shelves of hobby or departmemt stores?

Have you thought about how they are played and how many
different variations are available? And what about those
metall miniatures of G amdka amd Frodo
and other characters and historical figures you see and hear
about, but don't knoew where to get?

THE DRAGON is devoted to those questions and a number of
other items which may surprise you in a magazine of this type.
THE DRAGON is published by those people who bring you
STRATEGIC REVIEW:; only this magazine is primarily con-
cerned with the fields of Sword & Sorcery, Famtasy, Science
Fictiom, and Role Playing gamiing. THE DRAGON is available
through subseription, some bookstores, but most readiily found
at better hobby stores.

The June Premiier issue (No. 1) presented a Fuiitz Leiber,
Faftird and Grey Mouser dialogue article on a new board game
called LANKMAR. Also included is a Lin Carter and Scott Bizar
article on game variations and additions for ROYAL ARMIES
OF THE HYBOREAN AGE.

Other artiicles include the uses of magjic, science and language
elements in the games, plus notes on books amd other magazines
explaiming or adding to board games. Mind you, I found the
articles very interestimg in themselves. One need not play the
games to enjoy the features.

There is also fiction in THE DRAGON, to wit, "“The Gneme
Cache”, a two part story by Garnisom Ermst. Alse a shert stery
by Jake Jaguet called “The Search for the Forbidden Cham-
ber”.

General informafiion on Wargame Conventions, hobby
dealers, future issues, amd similar magezines may also be
found.

The August issue (No. 2) presented similar artiicles on board
games and new variatiions, plus new games forthcoming, among
them a new LOTR game. Also included is the second part of
“The Gnome Cache” and a complete Gardmer F. Fox story
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introducing Niall of the Far Travels in “Shadow of a Demon",

The best article of the August issue is “The Feathered Ser-
pent” by Lynn Harpeld concerning Quetzalcoafl. (Neither
stories nor article are game oriented.) The August issue’s art
work, by E. Otus, Mike Symes, P. Jaquays, Lynn Harpold and
others is much better than the June issue.

Printed on slick paper with color covers, and black and white
and color art work throughout, THE DRAGON comes off as a
certainly unique and different publicatiom. Should you fellew eF
take part in fantasy gamimg in all its myriad, fnoughtful, and
thinking aspects, then THE DRAGON will be a useful, in-
teresting, and enjoyable publication to read.

THE LAST CELT

Edited and compiled by Glenn Lord

Donald M. Grant, Publisher, 1976; $20, pages: 416
Reviewed by Loay Hall

THE LAST CELT is without doubt one of the most exciting and
long-awaited books to appear in some time. It is a volume which
will probalbly prove to be as controversial to REH fandom as de
Camp’s biography of Lovecraft was to HPL fandom. It is a
fascinating and valuable contribution to REH scholarship.

Robert Ervin Howard (1906-36) is a writer whe, in recent
years, has commanded the enthusiasm of a legion of fans, who
continually clamor for more fiction and greater detail into his
life and ideologies. Glenn Lord, forever alert to REH’s fans
wishes, and desiring to publish the definitive bibliograpiny of
REH’s work, has at last published what should amount to the
greatest bit of Howardiam scholarship yet attempted: a bio-
bibliography. Howard fans will eat it up!

The volume is divided into four categoeniess-autobiography,
biography, bibliography and miscellanea.

The autobiography section is made up of four papens-“The
Wanderimg Years”, “An Autobiography”, “A Touch of Trivia",
and "“On Reading-Amd Writing”-wniittem, obviously, by the
inimitable Bob E. Howard. It also contains an insightful letter to
WEIRD TALES editor Famswotth Wright. In this segment
Robert E. Howardl, the mam and the writer, are cleatlly bared for
the reader to see.

The biography portion is made up of five apprecistions of
REH by Alvin Perry, H. P. Lovecraft, Glenn Lord, E. Hoffimann
Price and Harold Preece. All are interesting discussions of
Robert E. Howard and his work, but, in my opinion, Harold
Preece’s “The Last Celt” is the best of the five. The Lovecraft
and Price essays were recently reprinted in THE SKULL-FACE
OMNIBUS.

The bibliography of REH’s work-241 pages in length-is a
massive and staggerimg thing. Lord has done an impressive job,
and should be commended for his herculeam efforts.

The miscellanea, in this reviewer’s opinion, alone is worth the
price of the book. It contains a story fragment, letters, pages
reproduced from REH’s fanzine THE GOLDEN CALIPH; an
article by HPL; A Howard photo album;; a holograph of one of
REH's school papers; a sample of WEIRD TALES covers hased
on REH tales; and mamy other curious items. Evem REH'S
funeral notice. ... ..

The volume, of course, is not without its flaws. The
bibliography is a full three years behind on published Howar-
diana; the Price amnd Lovecraft appreciations are too well-
known and accessable to warramt reprimting so soon after the
SKULL-FACE OMNIBUS; there is actually less hiegraphical
material in the book than appears in de Camp’s THE MISCAST
BARBARIAN; and Glenn Lord’s discussion of REH is in reality
nothing more than a rehash of his introductions to the various
Howard paperbacks. But these are minor peccadiilloes in
compatison to its innumeralble merits. It is, after all, the first
major atterpt toward a definitive bibliography of Robert E.
Howard’s writings, and REH fans sould appreciate Glenn

Lord’s efforts. To Glenn I offer my personal thanks for such a
remarkable book!

The controversy, of course, of which I mentioned in the first
paragraphy of this review, will no doubt stem from the question
of whether or not THE LAST CELT is worth the $20 price tag.
That is a point which the individual reader must decide for
himself. If he is not a sincere Howard collector or just new to the
writings of Bob Howard, it is doubtful if he would wish to hand
out so much. But if he is a Howard collector or avid REH fan, it
is a book he will grab up immediately, little caring about the
cost. It is highly recommended!

VIRGIL FINLAY: AN ASTROLOGY SKETCH BOOK
Donald M. Grant, 1975,148 pages, 2000 copies, $15.00.
Reviewed by Stephen Riley

This book is the second volume in Donald M. Gramt’s projected
trilogy of Finlay art volumes, the first being published in 1971
and out-of-print for just about as long. Considering the rapid
sales of other Gramt books, why this volume is still available a
year after publication amazes me, parficularly with Finlay's
soarimg popularity and his escalatiion to revered status of Grand
Master of science-fantasy art.

Pihysicallly, the book is the same size as Grant’s Conan series,
and features the same quality, three-piece mamwom and gray
binding. The paper is first-class and the printing is flawless.

The book’s contents are no less in keeping with Donald M.
Grant’s quest for quality: am intreduction by Beverly C. Finlay
(the artist’s widow) that explains Finlay’s connection with the
field of Astrology (closely allied with fantasy in its mythological
symbois), and offers informative highlights of Fimlay’s working
methods and relationships with art directors. A second and
shorter introduction by Robert Prestpime, Art Director for
Popular Library (who publishes the Astrology magazines
Finlay did covers for) ackmowledges the artist’s contributions to
the field.

The rest of the book is divided into twelve sections, each
concerning itself with a particular Zodiac symthwl. Introductory
comments for each section explain the meaning of the symbols
and give a brief commentary on each of the drawiimgs for that
sign.

But the cream of the volume is in the illustratioms, ranging
from loose preliminary sketches to the tightly-polished pieces
that are Finlay’s trademark. For those of us who were
previously familiar only with Finlay’s finished work, the
sketches offer an interestimg glimpse into the artist’s working
methods and constructiomn of a drawimg. Three color
reproductiions of studies (for paintings?) complete the artistic
offerings, of which there are plenty.

This is a book that rightfully belongs in mamy a book collec-
tion, be you interested in Fimlay’s superior craftsmamship,
art illustratfiom, Astrology, or if you simply love beautifully
produced books. I unreserwedly recommend this volume.

FANTASY: BOOK ILLUSTRATION 1860 - 1920

By Brigid Peppin

(British edition: Studio Vista, L8.95) (192 pages.) Hardbound
(American edition: Watsom-Guptiill, $25.00)

Reviewed by Stephen Riley

I sometimes receive the impression that mamy fantasy fans
think most quality fantasy art was produced maiimly within the
pages of WEIRD TALES, UNKNOWN, FAMOUS FANTASTIC
MYSTERIES, etc., and that the most notable practiitioners of
fantasy illustration have been Virgil Fimlay, Hannes Bok, Frank
Frazefta -- to name three who have a high fannish popularity.
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Yes, these men have produced some outstamndimg work, but they
are hardly alone. Famtasy illustrattion, like fantasy fiction, has a
long, proud ftradition.

Ewver since books have been preduced, fantasy has beem in-
volved to some degree as far as illustratiom goes. One early
examyple I can think of is Hans Holbein’'s DANCE OF DEATH,
published in 1538. In spite of an occasional lone artist like
William Blake, who produced lavishly illustrated editions of his
own work in the late 1700s to early 1800s, it wasn’t until the
middle of the 19th century that fantasy book illustration started
to blossom, patticularly in Emgland and Europe. (Ameriea
produced mamy notable illustrators during this developing
period, but their output was directed more toward adventurous
and dewn-te-earth subjeets. Maxfield Parish 18 one of the few
exeeptions.)

This period (1860 - 1920) produced mamy fine examples of
fantasy art. Indeed, between the Romanticists and €lassieists of
the early 1800s, the Pre-Raphasite Brotherhosd in the middie of
the century, the Symbelist painters, (heir te the Pre:
Raphaelites),, who lasted into the early 20th eentury, and the art
nouveau movememt , of the 1890s, the 19th century was a
veritable feast of fantasy art in mamy forms,

The ever-increasing technelogical developments in printing
led to am increase in the number of pericdicals and boeks
produced. This in turn led to a demamd for mere artists to
illustrate all those columns of text. The Golden Age of beek
illustratiiom, a period of lavishness in books, had begum. The
opportunities for artists had never been greater.

Brigid Peppin’s book explores this splendid peried in England
and Eurape, as she rightly should, considering the proliferation
of fantasy there in contrast to America. Her sixteen-page in-
troductiion takes the reader on a guided historical tour threugh
the ramks of the great illustrators and the not-so-great. Each is
put into perspective, while Ms. Peppin discusses the various
inflyences that shaped the period and the societal role the
varyiing aesthetic movements played. Not only are the artists
themselves discussed, but the role fantasy played in the Vic-
torlan era through its literature is brought into account: the
beom in children’s beoks, fairy tales, the Arabiam Nights, Ar-
thuriam romances and so forth. (Interestimgly, William Morris,
the fantasy author, had been influenced by the Pre-Raphaelites.
In 1861 he founded the Arts and Crafts Movementt, which gained
aceeptamee and gave birth to art nowveau.)

The remaiiming text of Ms. Peppin’s book concerms itself with a
capsule biography of each artist, a list of the books he
illustrated, and an excellent bibliography of related books.

The balance of FANTASY is about 160 pages of illustirations
selected from this period, 250 in all, 64 of them in full color.
Representstion is fair for the artists involved. Those of greater
popularity, influence and talent are designated the most space.
Some of the artists will be familiar to readers: Beardsley,
Charles and W. Heath Robinsom, Gustave Dore, Arthur
Rackham, Edmamd Dulac, etc. Others, such are Rene Bull, H. J.
Ford, Johm D. Batten, Laurence Housmam and Edmumd J.
Sullivam may not be as well knowmn. All artists represemted are of
importamnce in fantasy illustratiion, regardless of their stature.

There are almost 50 different artists featured in this book. I
am thankful that Ms. Peppin kept inclusion of Gustave Dore to a
minimum. Dore’s work is beautiful but he has had plenty of
exposure elsewhere and much of his work does not reproduce
well unless special pains are taken in printing. I wish Beardsley
had been given less space in spite of his importance -- there are
already several collections of his work available. On the
brighter side, Sidney Sime amd Harry Clarke, two long-
neglected artists, are both given amiple space.

Arthur Rackham and Edmumd Dulac are twe of the foremost
giants in this field and as you'd expect, both are well
represemted. Although both artists have been subject to in-
creasimg popularity in recent years, mamy of the color plates
devoted to them have been rephotographed from the original

drawiings rather tham from a printed image in a book. The
reproductions are breathtaking -- the plates look almest like
originals tthemselves!

To try amd locate and purchase an old book illustrated bv any
one of these artists would in many cases cost more tham FAN-
TASY itself. Most are rare collectors’ items and lucky is the
person who can locate such a book. I recommend collectors try
to locate the British edition of FANTASY first. It features a
different dustwrapper than the American edition, but the cost is
several dollars cheaper. (The edition is supposedily not for sale
in the U.S. or Canada, yet I ordered my copy from England
without any preblems.) If this fails, then purchase the American
editiom by all means.

FANTASY is am interestimg, informative book, a feast for the
eyes and imaginstiion. This has been a lengthy review but this is
quite a book -- you’ll be repaid by the treasures within many
times over.

THE ART OF FRANKILIN BOOTH

Nostalgia Press, Inc., 1976, 60-plus pages, $8.95
Papenthoumd

Reviewed by Stephem Riley

Roy Krenkel acknowledges his debt to Franiilin Booth. After
looking through I can understamd why. (My respect for Krenkel
has only increased as a result) Booth was am American
illastrator early in the 20th century. He worked exclusively in
black and white and must surely ramk as one of the greatest
artists to ever hold a pen to paper.

The first thing one notices upon looking at Booth's work
is—. .well, you don’t notice just one thing. The mam simply
overwhelms you in awe. His use of line is nothing short of in-
crediible. Making very little use of stipple or “dash™ lines, Booth
created living, breatthing pictures in a tight yet sweeping
mamner, putting Charles Dama Gibson's mastery of the
technique to shame in companisom. By varyimg the length and
width of his pen strokes, Booth etched upom the paper clean,
sharp delineatiions, crisp contrasts in tonality, patterns, texture,
and most importamtly, believalbility. Booth’s work is uplifting,
inspired -- he imparts a sense of spirituallity to his subjeet
mattter as if it were not metely enough to make the drawing
recogmizalble.

" — . after turning the leaves of this collection, 1 am moved to
remark that Nature probably intended Booth for a poet of the
contemplatiive order, but, in a perverse mood, chamged her mind
and bade him exercise his talents in line rather tham in rhyme
and meter.” This statememt from the book’s intreduetion by
Meredith Nicholson probably comes as elose as words ean (6
descrilbimg where Booth’s genius lay.

This volume features 60 pages of repraduciiions of aspects of
Booth’s work in a facsimile of a rare 1925 edition. It's all hefe ==
haumtingly beautiful forests, quiet shady streets steeped in
nostalgia, exquisite works of fantasy that ramk with Fimlay if
conceptiion amd executiion, flylng eities in the night, mysterious
scenes with looming dark emetion and inspiring vistas. One
thing you can put into words regaidiing Boeeth is that art is net
uninterestiimg!"

Anyone who loves finely crafted art in a tradiition seldom seen
anymore deserves to have this book on their shelves. Rum out.
buy it. run home and settle into your favorite chair. And then
lose yoursdlf in one of the meost beautiful private universes ever
created on paper. Nostalgia Press deserves our thamks for
makimg this volume available.



NEWS NOTES

Our general policy is NOT to blurb items until we've received
review copies, that way our readers know the items listed are
NOW available. If you order materiial, please mention that you
read about it in FC. That keeps the news flowing in and enables
us to keep you posted on happenings in the fantasy field.

Dark Eagle (1202 East 13th Ave., Denver, Colo. 80218) has
released a new high quality poster measurimg 15 x 20" and
printed on heavy 80 1b textured cover stock. The full color print
is entitled “The Emperor’s Leave-Taking” by Tim A, Canrad
and features Michael Moorcock’s Elric. This edition has been
authorized by Moorcock and is limited to 500 signed and mum-
bered copies signed by the artist at $5 plus an umymumbered
edition at $3. Add 75¢ for postage on either edition.

Comrad’s work is always straight out of a fantastic umiverse
that could never exist. His men are too lean and grotesquely sad.
Hisywomen are grotesquely beautiful. He's exactly the type of
artist I enjoy. This Dark Eagle poster is Conrad at his best. . .lne
utilizes that impossible feeling of fantastic emotions that can
only exist in the head and on the canvas of a talented artist. His
subtle use of color with meamingful departures for emphasis

reates an excellent wall piece for lovers of fantasy.

XENOPHILE Vol. 2, No. 12 was just issued in August and Nils
Hardin's mag (Box 9660, St. Louis, Mo 63122) continues to be one
of the outstandimg aids in locating out of print AND in-print
books for your collection. A sample copy costs $1 or a 1st class
sub (one year) in US or Canada is only $12. Bulk rate in the US is
only $6 or 3rd class (Canada only) is $8. Overseas airmail sub
(one year) is $18 or by Surface mail the cost is $6.

SCIENCE FICTION REVIEW (formerly THE ALIEN
CRITIC) edited by Dick Geis PO Box 11408, Portlamd, Ore 97211)
has always been one of my favorite zines. Geis has that knack
tor controversy that makes every issue interesting readimg. If
you read last issue’s interview with REH editors, you know that
FC was heavilly influenced by and pattermed after Geis’ SER. In
light of that I'm extremely pleased that Geis has seen fit to
favorably pluf FC in the recent issue of GALAXY MAGAZINE. |
consider that a real compliment from an editor—writer I ad-
mire. SFR is available at $1.25 for a single copy, $4 for one year
or $7 for a two year sub,

Scribners has two fantasy related 1977 calendars on the
market. The one I've seen is the SCIENCE FICTION
CALENDAR 1977 which includes 13 full colar paintings by seme
of the biggest names in SF illustration: Framk R. Pawl, Virgil
Finlay, Hannes Bok and Howard V. Brown. The selection of
artwork was made by neted SF histeriam Sam Meskewitz. The
spiral bound (16%4 x 13vy) calendar retails for $4.95.

The second calendar (which I haven't seen) is THE 1977
BEASTLY RIDDLE CALENDAR featuring twelve pages of
riddles and full color illustrations of beasts both real and fan-
ciful. It is also spiral bound (9 x 11"') and retails for $3.95. These
should be available at your local hookstere.

WANTED: Any issue of THE HOWARD COLLECTOR. REH:
LSF Nos. Land 2, FANTASY CROSSROADS No. 1,4 — 5, 8 and
the Fabiam ALMURIC PORTFOILIO. Bob Bull, 315 Meadow Ct.,
Ft. Atkinson WI 53538.

I just received a copy of the 3rd mailing of The Pulp Heroes
Amateur Press Association (PHAPA). The Official Editor is
Lester Boutillier (2726 Castiglione St., New Orleans, La 70119).
PHAPA is a quarterly apa with $1 dues and a copy count of 20
Membership is at nine and there’s room for more. For more
infermation write Lester.

Simba Reproductions (Cliff Bird, 616 Livingston, Hurst, Texas
76053) has just issued a sorcery theme print (based upon a
Frazetta illustration) by Cliff Bird. This is an extremely nice

print available in black & white from Simba at $1 postpaid.

THE FANTASY BOOK No. 1 ($1.00 per copy from Larry Hern-
don, 1830 Highland Dr., Carrellton, TX 75066) is one of the most
unique publications I've seen lately. It's produced in tabloid
format on newsprint (a medium I usually dislike). TFB No. 1
includes two comic strip adaptions of fiction by Robert W,
Chambers. The strips utilize concepts and themes from THE
KING IN YELLOW by Chambers (1895). The first strip in this
issue (“The Shadow in the Starstone™) is exeellent. The in-
troduction of Hastur, Koriah. the King in Yellow and a myriad
host of others is handled well. The seript is tightly written and
the art is generally far superior to mest fan strip adaptions. My
enly negative observation is in regard te the use and non-use of
the air-brush in adjacent panels where the same eharaeters are
pietured. it gives the stery an edd variety. The seeend strip if
this issue was wasted 6n me. 1 just eguldn’t get inte it. “A Visien
of the Blaek Stars” is an attempt te graphicallly pieture aetien
whieh i§ net easily rendered in a visual medium. It is ah uA-
sueeessful atternpt BUT the first strip i8 well werth the eover
Eﬂﬁ%@éﬂa 1 UFge you 6 suppert TFB Ne. 1 with your §1 te Lafry
EFRERH.

SKULL-FACE OMNIBUS: VOLUME 2 (subtitle “The Valley of
the Worm and Others"™) is now out from Pamther Books Ltd.,
Frogmore, St. Albans, Herts AL2 2NF, England. The paperback
volume sells from 60p (Canada $2.50). Overseas buyers must
add 20p for the 1st book and 10p for each additional one ardered
from Pamther. Volume 2 includes: “The Fire of Assthunibanipal®',
“A Man-Eatiing Jeopard™, “Worms of the Earth”, “Kings of the
Night”, "“The Valley of the Worm™, "Skulls in the Stwrs™,
"“Rattle of Bones™, “The Hills of the Dead™, “Wings.in the
Night”, “Robert Efwim Howard: A Memoriam™ by H. P.
Lovecraft. "“Which Will Secarcely Be Understood” and a
“Forward"” by August Derleth. The cover is mediocre at best,
1t's by Chris Achllleos and frankly doesn’t compare with other
recent covers he’s done for British REH volurmes.

1 just received a price list (No. 1) from Star Treader Books, 4325
West 10th, Vancouver, B. D., Canada V6R 2H6. The list imcludes
for sale items by HPL, REH, Derleth, Blackwood, Farley,
Ellison, Moskowitz, etc. 145 books are offered for sale and Star
Treader offers free search service with no obligation to buy.

Larry also mentioned the following in his letter: I've recently
unearthed a box containing back issues of REMEMBER WHEN
MAGAZINE, a fan-magazine produced by Nostalgia Ine.
several years ago. While they last, I'll be selling these back-
issues at $1 each. Issues available inelud No. § (comtaining,
among other items, an artiele on Ralph Milne Farley and his
"Radiio World" Novels), No. 4 (an in-depth examimiion 6f ERB,
including the novels, eemies, films, radio shew, ete., and
featuring a new. exelusive intervievw with Johnny WeksyRulles),
Ne. § (containing. ameng other items, a leng WiZARD OF 6%
feature). Ne. § (featuring material 8 THE MARK O6F THE
VAMPIRE. FLASH GORDON. THE WEREWOLF OF LON:
DON. & an artiele on st shews en tv), and Ne. 12 (with KING
KONG materid as well a8 an if-depth examination of the fan-
tasy film THE THIEF OF BAGDAD). Each issue eontains much
OTHER matesindi.. 1 just touched on the Righ-peints, 488ve:

Last issue, I listed those dealers who carried FC. I failed to
complete the address of William Scoville. His full address is 1124
N. Jetferson Street, Arlington, Va 22205.

Sphere Books (England) are planning new editions of the Ceman
REH titles. Theyll be out in Janmuary 1977 and differ from
previous volumes in that theyll have white instead of bllack
bindings.
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Neville Spearmam Ltd. (PO Box 75, Normamdly House, St.
Helier, Jersey, Channel Isles, UK) are issuing a hardback
volume titled simply WEIRD TALES for 3V, pounds. It’ll imclude
work by CAS, REH, HPL, Whitehead, Leiber, Quinn, Kuttner,
Bloch, Wellmamn and several others. The book is a facsimile
reprodudtion of the actual pages from WEIRD TALES,

Roy Squires (1745 Kenneth Road, Glendale, CA 91201) has an-
nounced the publication of THE MARRIAGE OF SIR JOHN de
MANVILLE, a single poem by Framk Belknap Long. The poem
was first publsihed in Long's collection A MAN FROM GENOA
AND OTHER POEMS back in 1926, Squires’ small press
publieation is a 50th Anniversary edition retailing for $6.50. 1
don’t kmow the print rum, but Squires seldom prints over 200-300
copies. All of his publications are hand press printed, mumbered
and published en fine guality papers. If you've not experienced
truly fine primting, send off for SIR JOHN. The discerning
eollector will NOT be diisappointed.

Chuck Miller (239 N. 4th Street, Columbia, Pa 17512) has
published a set ten different fantasy theme Holiday Greeting
cards illustrated by Bot Roda. The black & white cards
measured 5 by 5% inches on good card stock. There's something
in the collection for everyone: Star Trek fans, the Lovecraftian,
the S & S fan, Burroughs fans and the general fantasy fan. My
favorites include the Barsoomiam Christmas card that reads
*“On Barsoom it's not easy to find something green with limmbs
that is taller tham 8 feet. . .so we borrowed Tars Tarkus tor an
evening” or another that states “Merry Christmas” and “Have
a Merry Christmas or I'll. . .Check one: a. burn your village b.
plunder your temple ¢. rape your women d. stave in your skull e.
snap your spine f. splatter your guts g. all of the above h. none of

the above." Well you get the general idea. They're clever, well
drawm and ideally suited for the fantasy fan. You may order a
box of ten different cards (one of each design) for $5.50 (in-
cluding postage) or order 10 of one design in a box for $5.50
postpaid. If you want to see a flyer with pictures of all ten
designs send Chuck an SASE,

DARK HORIZONS No. 14 (Summer 1976) is now out. It is the
official journal of the British Famtasy Society. Membership in
BFS entitles the member to a year’s sub to DARK HORIZONS
plus a year sub to the BFS Bulletin with news from the centinent
& America. Membership is 2 pounds or $6 and checks should be
made out to Brian Mooney, Secretary, British Faatasy Society,
447A Porters Ave., Dagenham, Essex, RM9 4ND, England. DH
No. 14 is a special tribute issue to Brian Lumley. It includes a
bibliography, fiction by Lumley and an interview. LOCs, ar-
ticles and artwork by Fabiam, Pitts, and the reincammafiom of
Virgil Finlay (Stephen Jones) fill out the issue. I strongly
suggest you join this fine erganization.

MACABRE No. 13 (irom Joseph Payne Brennam, 26 Fowler
Street. New Haven, Conn. 06515) is still available for $1.25. This
verse magazine includes work by W Paul Ganley, Brennamn, and
others plus a short fiction piece. MACABRE deserves your
support. Fantasy verse is a very precarious portion of the genre,
There aren’t too mamy practioneers because the market for
verse is so slim. Help out a dying art form. OK?!

Hyperion Press Inc. (45 Riverside Ave., Westport. Conn. 06880)
has issued a series of books composing the Classics of Science
Fiction: Series II. Works in this series include landmark fiction
by Johm W. Campbell Jr.. Erle Cox, George Allan England,
Williarn Hope Hodgson, Thomas McClary, Joha Munre, H. G.
Wells, S Fowler Wright. Philip Wylie and others. The books are
available in both paperback (quality sized books) or eloth beuiid
editiens. Sam Moskowitz is the editer of the series. His criteria
for selecting the nineteen titles was 1) the werk had to be eitther
long out of print or hard te find. 2) must have been unusual 6F
significant in it's own right, and 8) it had te be literate 6 highly
readable and entertaiming. The velumes range in priee frem
$3.95 ot $6.95 for the paperback editions te $10.50 te §16 for the
cleth editions. A sampling of titles include ELOAK OF AESIR,
OUT OF THE SILENCE., THE BOATS OF “GLEN CARRIG",
THE GHOST PIRATES, THE NIGHTEAND, SAURUS;
REBIRTH, THE SEA LAPY. THE IRON STAR and THE
HOUSE ON THE BORDERRAND to name a few. Wrife
Hyperion Press for a eamplete listing of Basks and prices.

ART & STORY No. 2 is now out and availble from editer James
Denney (32692 Black Mountain Road, Tollhouse, Ca 93667) for
$2. No. 2 includes a short tale by C. S. Lewis titled “Ministering
Angels™ (the story of the first men and women en Mars), the
continuatiion of Denney’s own exeellent strip “The Blaek St
(a combination SF, heroie fantasy strip with a flaver ef Telkein
about it). an article on SPACE 1999 (with plenty ef phetes)., a
new story by Alan Dean Foster (illoes by Clyde Caldwell), part
two of L. Frank Baum's “The Enchanged Isle of Yew" and an
article on Arthur C. Clark whieh touehes en the seief-
tisffictioneer’s views on everything from SST to “Why Explore
Space? ™. It's a good solid issue for fantasy — SF fans:.

DARK PHANTASMS No. 1, Summer, 1976, VW Studios, 1515
Argonne Rd., Tallahassee, Fla 32303, contains “The Bilaek
Hound of Death™ by REH, a eernie adaption of Wagner’s “In the
Lair of Ysisi”, a Kane pertfelie by Bill Black and a few éther
ditties (editorials, plugs, ete). $3.50, eovers By Krenkel, Fabian
illoes te the REH tale, 48 pages, §Y; x 1",

This is put out by Bill Whitcomb and really is a rather nice
publication. The *“Ys1s1” adaption is average or better visually
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and the diverse hands who composed it have done an ex-
ceptional job on putting into the comic format, a very difficult
piece of fiction. Fabian’s interior two illoes are very nice iindeed,
He's captured the mood of the fiction very well. Wes Smith and
Hoberg have collaborated on a comic strip titled “Arbada-
Fetex™. The graphics are adequate and considering that I've
pretty much been turned off by S &S strips of late...that’s sort of
a compliment. I hate continued adventures but this one does
seefn to be ripe with interesting possibilities.

SIMBA No. 1 ( €liff Bird, Simba Reproductions, 616 Livingston,
Hurst, Texas 76053) has just appeared with a gorgeous Steve
Fabian cover. The 46 page (8V2 x 11"') magszine is printed offset
with wrap around binding and costs $3. The bulk of the mag is a
presentattion of Bird’s *“The Sands of Nakhlah™...the adventures
of Simba. The story is amply illustrated as well as writtem by
Cliff. Besides Cliff and Fabian, other artistic contributors in-
elude Arnold Fenner, Ken Raney, William Black, Clyde Cald-
well, Russ Manning and Paul Schliesser. Charles Saunders has
eontributed a shert (llustrated) artiele “Imaginary Beasts of
Africa”. One very interesting development is that andrew j
offiutt has edited SIMBA No. 1 for Cliff. Andrew has written a
very interesting and very persomal introduction to this issue. I
think youll enjoy this mag from Simba Reproduetions.

PHANTASY DIGEST (Hall Publications, Box 326, Abberdeen,
Md 21001) is one of the newest additions to the fantasy genre
fags. This initial issue eests $4 for an 88 page (5V2 x 814")) mag.
Reproduction wise and binding wise this is a step in the right
direetion for Hall Pubs. Their previous glue bound zines were a
fhere expensive form ef binding but less utilitariam tham the
simple staple binding new used. Binding is seeendary to con-
tents of epurse. This issue ineludes “‘Graveyard Rats” by
Rebert E. Howard, “The Plaee of Stones” an Imare origin tale
lv/ Eharles Saunders, "“The Final Selution” by Wayhe Heoks,
plus fietisn and verse By John Breden. andrew j effutt alse has
fade available ip this issue ap artiele whieh was te have
prefaeed his THE UNDYING WIZARD published by Zebra.
News netes, plugs and review of Lin Carter's "“World’s End™
nevels fill eut the issue. Artists represented this issue include
Caldwell, i Pitts, Gene Day, Johh Stewart and David
Reisman.
MIDNIGHT SUN No. 4 published by Gary Hoppenstand (2014
Mackenzie Drive, Columbus, Ohio 43220) has appeared. This 48
page (5Vz x 8%3") zine sells for $2.50 or a year (6 issues) sub may
be had for $12.50. This issue features work by Basil Cepper,
Richard Lyon, C. L. Grant, Joseph Payne Brennan and artwork
by Andrew Smith, Bob Love, T. J. B

MARVEL WORLD No. 1 (1116 S Jefferson, Olympia, Wash.
98501) is reallly a comic strip zine meamimg it includes primarily
comic stories and an emphasis on Marvel comic titles. It does
include an atticle on the Marvel CONAN THE BARBARIAN
comic. The artiicle is pretty old hat if you've heard maost of the
criticism aimed at Marwel. No price listed on the zine.

Reed S. Andrus (226 E. 4800 So. Murray, Utah 84107) publishes a
personall-zine with SF—fantasy overtones ecalled HARBINGER.
No. 4 is available for $1.25 or contributiion. The zine includes
verse, comic strips, fiction, reviews, LOCs and some hiee art
(notably by Rick McCollum and a niee cover by Gray Lyda).
Give it a try, then write Reed an LOC. He'd love to hear from va!

NYCTALOPS Volume 2, No. 4—5 (whole number 11—12) is now
in primt from Harry Morris Jr. (500 Wellesley S. E.,
A]buquerquue NM 87106) for $4. This 126 page (8% x 11”) veolume
is a stupendous bargaiin. Compare page size, cost and printing
quality with ANYTHING else on the market (ineluding F€) and
you'll see that Morris has produced a real bargain.

NYCTALOPS is not a bargaiim just because of page count. These
pages include some of the finest graphics (by Riley, Tiami, Pitts,
Cox, Wenske, Stewart, Huber amd mamy others) plus fiction,
verse and articles related to HPL and the weird fantasy
tradiition. Darrell Schweitzer conducts an excellent imterview
with Framk Belknap Long, E Hoffiman Price wrote “A Letter in
Regards Lovecraft”, plus, LOCs, reviews and a great deal
more. Beyond what I've listed, the greatest portiom of NYC-
TALOPS Ne. 11—12 is a series of articles, fiction and verse about
or by Donald Sidney-Fryef. Fryer Is a poet and gentlemhan who
is past due for this type of recognition. The poet himsallf has
written (and appear In this issue) “The Cosmie Troubadowrs™,
“The Spenser Experifnent™, A Defense and Ulustration of One
Poetie Methed”™, “Arthur Maehen and King Arthuf: Severeigns
of Dream”™ and “The Atlantis Fragients”. I heartily reeom-
mend this most recent issue of a distinguished jeurmadl frem
Silver Searab Press.

I bet you never expected to see a blurb for MUSCLE MAG IN-
TERNATIONAL in FC! But here it is. Vol. 2, number 2 includes
an artiiele titled “The Tarzam Blueprints” by Denie. This should
be of interest to Burroughs fans since the article is illustrated by
sixteen different photos of the various actors to portray Tarzan
on the silver screen. The same issue includes an article titled
“The Steve Reeves Cult”. All of this is approached from the
Muscle Mag standipoint but makes for interesting readiing and
background on some giants in the fantasy film genre. Each issue
has featured an artiele regardiing men like Reeves, Reg Park
and Gordon Seott, 1.e. the greats and the meovies that featred
them as Hercules, Goliath, Samsen, Thief of Bagdad and
Morgon the Pirate. The mag is available from Robert Kénnedy,

¢c—0 Health Culture Puiblieations, Unit i, 270 Rutherferd RA.

South, Bramypton, Ontarie, Canada L8W 3K7. Cast is $1.35.

SPACE & TIME No. 38 is in print and ineludes fan fietish By
Christopher Kelly, Ira H Hermamn. and E R Loviek. The
bimonthly fag s edited by Gerdem Linzner (138 West 70th
Street, Apt. 4-B, New York NY 10023) and a single issue may be
had for $1. A six issue sub funs $5.00. This issue ineludes a eover
by Gene Day, and interior illoes by Tim Lyneh, S. Seett Sater,
Allen Koszowski and Jirh Garrisen.

Steven R Johnsom (16385 Two Bar Road, Boulder Creek, CA
95006) and Hendrik Sharpies (Serendiipity Corner, 1401 S.E.
Division Street, Portlamd, Ore. 97202) have issued THE
BRUNNER MYSTIQUE at $4 per copy and available from
either co-editor. The booklet runs 36 (8'2 x III") pages on coated
stock. Both front and back covers are full color repraductions of
Brunner work. In addition to ap interview with Brupner, a
Brunner bibliography (whieh ineludes eofnie book appearanees,
fanzine work, boek eovers and art prints), the beeklet alse in-
cludes (exelusive of covers) 35 pieees of artwerk by Framk. It's a
beautiful beoklet for Brunner fans!

ERB-DOM No. 88 and No. 89 are now out from Caz (lihat's
Cazedessus Jr.,, PO Box 507, St Framiissiille, La 70775). Issue No.
89 contains the astonishing news that C. E. Cazedessus Jr (Caz
for short) will no longer continue editing one of the finest
magazine around. ERB-DOM No. 90 will be Caz’s last {ssue. Neo.
88 contains the usual excellent fare for ERB-DOM including
photos from AT THE EARTH'S CORE (movie with MeClure,
Munro and Cushing). eolefr Tarzam strips, reviews and artieles.
Caz goes In for lots of artwerk, teo. No. B9 begins a huge
Burroughs sale. In addition te givihg up ERB-dorh, after ever 20
years of colleeting, Caz is selling his entire eelleetion ineluding
severall original mamisetipts by ERB. No. 89 alse ineludes lots
of art and a 1968 proposall by Star Trek's Gene Roddenberry on
how to make a Tarzan movie. In issue No. 89, Caz states: ERB-
DOM will be sold to the highest bidder after the publieation of
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No. 90 or it will stop there. . .Whoever takes over this magazine
will get all applicable files, artwork and over 1000 back issues
with which to keep up the momentum.” It will be sad to see Caz
leave the ERB scene, but I do hope someone carries on with
ERB-dom. Nos. 88 and 89 are available at $2.50 each

COMPASS is published by Tony Scialis, 1100 Cutspring Rd.,
Stratford, CT 06497 and is available at 12 issues (monthily) for $3.
The issue I have (vol. 1, No. 2, Oct 11-Nov. 7} is 8 pages @ x
11") and deals primaniily with comic book news including an
interview with artist George Perez. This issue of COXIPASS
does include an artiicle on SPACE 1999 aise. Teny writes that
he's interested in a columnist on sword & sorcery or fantasy.
Anyone out there willing tc help?

BLACKLITE No. lis a new zime out firerm John DiilPrete (PO Bax
8214, Cramstom, RI 02920). The 32 page (8%x11") mag sells for
$1. Gene Day has done a SF cover (space ship and astronauts)
and a very interesting comic strip titled “Starllorm the
philespher”. No. 1includes fiction and reviews, columns, etc by
DiPrete, Dariredll Schweitzer., AK Molnar. Jon Inouye and others.
Art eredits include Ken Raney. Mark Gelotte, etc.

Issue No. 2 is also available with a continuation of the Gene Day
strip, fiction by Charles Saunders (of Imare fame), Gordon
Linzner, etc. Either issue is available for $1 each.

GALILEO is a new SF mag available from 339 Newbury Stireet,
Boston, MA 02115. The premeire issue includes work by Arthur C
Clarke, Ray Bradbury, Robert Chilson, Andrew Whyte, Ruth
Bermam and several others. Tom Barber has done two ex-
tremely nice color covers for this issue. This issue shows a great
deal of promise and certaiimly should be supported. Single copy
price is $1.50, 4 issue sub, only $4 or 10 issues at $9.

CARTOONEWS is billed as an education publication for
students, pros and fans. Issue No. 11 is before me and retaiils for
$1 from Bill Sheridam, 330 Myrtle St., Redwood City, CA 94062.
Ne. 11 includes “The Cartoonist and Murphy’s Law”, *“The Face
Behind the Laugh™, "“C.W. Kahles and Hiairbreadth
Harry™. plus sptolights on the editorial cartoons of several
contemporary cartoonists. One section deals with “Cartoonists
on the Werld Economy. Very interesting mag even for non-fans.

SIGN OF THE SALAMANDER by Karl Edward Wagner is the
first booklet in the John Chance vs Dread series. It’s new pulp-
villain adventure by the creator of Kane. SIGN is availlable from
Gary Hoppenstand, 2014 Mackenzie Dr., Columbus, Ohio 43220
for $1.98.

QUANTUM is one heck of a nifty little zine. Issue No. 4 features
a very nice cover by Mike Streff. David Kyle, the editor of A
PICTORIAL HISTORY OF SCIENCE FICTION, is imtterviewed.
LOCs, fanzine reviews, fiction and book reviews fill out the
issue. QUANTUM has six editors, my understandimg is that
everything printed must be approved by a majority of the
editors. Knowing humam nature, I'm surprised they've got to
issue No. 4! Single issues are $1 while a six issue sub is only $5.
Recommemnded.

De Danamm Press has issued CELTIA: A Collection of Posters
and Drawings in the Celtie Style by Jir FitzPatriek. CELTIA
was reviewed very favorably in the last issue of FC. It’s truly a
breathtakiing collection of prints by Northerm Ireland's mest
outstandiing young artist. To give you an idea of FitzPatriek's
style, the cover of this issue of FANTASY CROSSROADS is from
the CELTHA collection. The soft bound velume measures 8- ¥
1Y"” and has a coler eover that is truly beautiful beyond werds.
Stygiam Isle Press has purehased copies of CELTIA which we
new are malking available te eur readers. Ne other dealer has

them in stock in the USA. Cost is $5.50 (no discoumt on this iittem).
We recommend you add 40c for insurance. We are not respon-
sible for un-insured packages. Oh, one final note, one of the
prints folds out of the book to a size of 155 xx LY. A second fold
out poster measures 234 x 113" The book cam easily be taken
apart so the prints may be framed. If interested, write us today
for your copy.

THE DIVERSIFIER is a bi-monthly fanzine of fan fietion, verse
and art. Pro contributors are not uncemmen either. Reeent
issues include work by Steve Fabian. Gene Day, Gary Winniek.
Carl Potts, A B Clingan. Jon Inouye, Riehard Tierney, Vie
Kostrikin, Wayne Hooks, € € €Elingan, E € Tubb, Brian €rist,
Greg Nicoll, Neal Wilgus, Gordon Linzner, Nieela Euti, John
DiPrete. Robert Bloch, David Gerreld. L Sprague Be Camp;
Donald Sidney-Eryer, E Hoffman Price, William Conder. Robert
Eber, Sutton Breiding.. Mark Gelotte. A. B. Cox and lots more. If
you enjoy fiction and verse in the § & S, weird or fantasy
tradiitions,, them try THE DIVERSIFIER. $1.25 per copy of six
issues for $5.75 from PO Box 2078. Oroville, Ca 95965,

When W Paull Ganley found himswlf swamped with “good™
material (fiction, verse) for WEIRDBOOK and realized he'd
never be able to afford to get it all published via offset, he began
a new mimeo publication called WEIRDBOOKLET. EERIE
COUNTRY is the first in the WEIRDBOOKLET SERIES. 300
copies of this issue were printedl and are availahle at $2.50 from
Box 35, Amberst Branch, Buffalo, NY 14226. The 82 page (plus
covers) booklet includes work by a great mamy unknowns, plus
familiar people like Briam Lumley. Joseph Payme Brennan,
Williamn Scott Home, and Dartedll Schweitzer. There's a lot of
good solid fiction and verse in this issue. Depending upon buyer
reactiion and sales, Pawl will continue the series. I suggest you
vote for its continuatiiom by sending Pauil $2.50 today.

I've just received a copy ot TITAN, a British mimeozine. 1t
includes two fanzine review columns (“Zines Across the Waitier™
and “Home Ground™), LOCs, a listing of new books (July 76 to
December 76) and a lot of chatter on British fandom and cons.
For the British fan, I'm sure its's a very informative zine.
Americans would probably feel a little left out and lost. TITAN
is avaiilaible for 1X%5p.
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THE ROBERT E HOWARD UNITED PRESS ASSOCIATION
(REHUPA) has a new Official Editor (OE). It is Brian Earl
Brown, 55521 Elder Rd., Mishawaka, Ind. 46544. REHUPA is one
of two apas (amateur press associations) dealing with the work
of Robert E Howard. The second is THE HYPERBORIAN
LEAGUE which also concerns itself with the life and works of
Clark Ashton Smith. THL’s OE is Don Herron, but since Don is
in tramsiit to a new home in California, Ben Indiek (428 Sagamore
Ave., Teaneclk, NJ 07666) is aeting as temporary OE. If in-
terested in THL theh eentact Ben. Both apas require members
te write and print a contribution whieh is then sent te the OE for
cellatien with centributions from other memnbers. The tetal
paekage is stapled tegether and each memmlber reeeived a 6opy
of the mailing. Members must pay yearly dues (§2-$3) and print
enough eopies for all members te reeeive ane (beth THL and
REHUPA require 40 eepies of eaeh members ZiAe 66h-
tribution.) Write Brian ef Ben for mefe infs.

SOUTH OF THE MOON is a zine which lists all apas currently
operating. It indicates who the OE is, minimum activity
(minac). deadlines, dues, etc. for all apas. A sample copy of
SOTM cost 50¢ from Andrew Sigel, 424 Greenleaft St., Evanston,
1. 60202,

SWASHBUCKLE No. 1 is out from Don Herrig, PO Box 411,
Pottstown, Pa 19464. The zine is edited by Bruce D. Griffiths.
SWASHBUCKLE is a comic strip zine devoted solely to the
Heroic fantasy or S&S genre. The artwork and scripting ranges
from average to excellent. I think this zine deserves support
because of the potential it holds. If you enjoy S &SS, pirate
adventure, ete try it. Future issues promise work by Jihma Rehn
and FC regular Jim Coplin. Single issue priee is $1.50.

Byron Roark (2951 S. 34th Street, Kansas City, Ks 66106), one
half of the former team that produced REH: LONESTAR
FICTIONEER is carryiimg on the tradiition of LSF but in a new
mag titled PALANTIR. There will no longer be a LSF, rather
two mags will be published. Roark will do PALANTIR and
Arnold Fenner (Box 186, Shawnee Mission, Ks 66201) will
publish—ediit CHACAL.

PALANTIR No. 1is due out around the middie of February 1977
and will include “Hawks Over Egypt” by REH and illoed by
Randy Spurgin, “To All Sophisticates” by REH; an article on
the new Berkley Conan books by Karl Edwardl Wagner (editor of
the new series); a five plate portfolio based on "“The Scarlet
Citadel” bv Jefif Easley, an arficle on the new REH-oriented
collahorations (illeed by Jim Pitts) by Dave MeFerrar; and
artwork by Steranke, the Severins, Hank Jamkus and others.
Single issue price will be $3.50 for the 48 to 52 page mag.

Darmell Schweitzer is in the process of gathering matierial for a S
& S humor anthology titled BLUNDERING BARBARIAN
TALES. The anthology will be published by TK Graphics and
pays a 50—50 pro rata split of royalties. Danrdll is seeking
manuscripts and would especiallly like to see a good solid Conan
parody and a first rate parody of THE WORM OUROBOROS.
Contact him at 113 Deepdale Rd, Strafford, Pa 19087.

NIGHTSHADE No. 3 is available from Ken Amos (7005 Bedford
Lane, Louisville, Ky 40222) for $1.50. It includes Karl Edward
Wagner’s updated bibliography amd biography of Manly Wade
Wellmam. Also a short interview with Mamly. NIGHTSHADE
contains other material of interest to the fantasy fan.

I don't have price or content information, BUT I do know that
Arnold Femner (PO Box 186, Shawnee Mission, Ks 66201) has
delivered CHACAL No. 2 to the printers. If it’s hallf as good as
No. 1, don't miss it. Fenner will also be bringing out a final issue
of REH: LONE STAR FICTIONEER. Send himn an SASE for
more information.

I'm a newcomer to the work of Lord Dunsamy but I’m learming to
love (and almost understand) his delightful, insightful style of
short fiction via TALES OF THREE HEMISPHERES published
by George Scithers’ Owlswick Piess (Box 8243, Philladivlphia, Pa
19101). The book of short stories amd sketehes (fietional not
illustrative) was first published in 1918 sans lllustrations. This is
the first repiiinting and the first 1llustrated edition with Tim Kirk
doing the henefs. Kirk’s style seefps §6 appropriate to the text.
Its a delightful beek. Seithers seefas to put a lot of eare and
eareful delibefaltion inte his Besk-making. 1t's a finely wreught
addition to any book shelf and all for enly §9. For Levesraftians
ah added treat is a biegraphieal sketeh of Dunsahy written By
Hfi'l-, and reprinted in TALES frefi a 1944 Arkham Heuse
velue.

Donald M. Gramt (West Kingstom, Rhode Island 02892) is one of
the foremost publishers of quality fantasy hardcovers today.
This issue includes am extensive interview with Gramt plus
reviews of several of his current in priat books including THE
DEVIL IN IRON $15.00, THE LAST CELT $20.00, VIRGIL
FINLAY: AN ASTROLOGICAL SKETCHBOOK $15.00 and
UPON THE WINDS OF YESTERDAY (George Barr artbook)
$25.

Also availlable from Gramt or his distributor (F & SF Book Co.,
PO Box 415, Staten Island, NY 10302) are: OUT OF THE STORM
by William Hope Hodgson with Falbiam DJ and interiors at $10,
ROGUES IN THE HOUSE by Robert E Howard and part of the
Deluxe Conan matched set of books at $15, TO QUEBEC AND
THE STARS at $15 and BLACK VULMEA'S VENGEANCE at
$15.
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TO QUEBEC is a 318 pp. hardecover book edited by L Sprague de
Camp which includes a variety of non-fiction works by Howard
Phillips Lovecraft. It's a treasure trove for Lovecraftians who
wish to delve more into the thoughts and opinions of this master
of horror literature. The works reprinted are from obscure fan
presses, newspapers that HPL contributed articles to, and the
like.

BLACK VULMEA'S VENGEANCE includes three pirate tales
by Robert E. Howard. The three are: the title story, “Isle of
Pirate’s Doom" (reprinted from the George Hamiilton OP
booklet of the same title) and “Swords of the Red Brotherhood™
(never before published). The title taile is reprinted from a 1938
issue of GOLDEN FLEECE.

*“Swords" runs 25,000 words long according to THE LAST CELT
and was edited by de Camp inte a Conan tale titled “The Black
Stranger” so it may seem familiar to some Coman-philes.

Stygian Isle Press (Box 147, Lamomi, Iowa 50140) has several
items still in print though FANTASY CROSSROADS Nos. 1-9 are
not among those items. OMNIUMGATHUM is still available at
$5 for the nearlly 70 pages of fantasy verse and illustratiiom. Well
over 2200 lines of verse is included by such notables as REH,
HPL., CAS, Peake, Bok, Hodgson, Whitehead, de Camp, Munn,
Long. Moorecock, Lurley, Camphsll, Norton, Zelazny, van Vogt,
ete. The booklet includes (in addition to 45 authors amd 125
poems) attwork by Fabian, Bok, Day, Caldwell, Easley, Riley,
Vess, Mohr, Huber and Englum. This volume has been praised
as “in the tradition of Derleth™, "“a volume that is so outstanding
in eentent that even its eertaim high value as a collector’s item
eeases to seern important” (Framk Belknap Long) and lauded as
“repiesehtative of the field of eontemporary fantasy” (Donald
Sidney-Fryer). Primt run 1000, order today.

RUNES OF AHRH EIH ECHE is still available at $2.95. It is the
largest collection of letters (correspondemce) by Reobert E.
Howard yet to be collected between two covers. The 1000 print
run booklet is illustrated by Randall Spurgin with an REH
oriented alphabet. Readimg this booklet has been called “a
moving experience”. It certaimly provides added insight into
Howard the man.

The status of ERASED FROM EXILE is uncertaiin. Over 100
copies were returmed to the printer with defects. The book is OP
if those copies are not replaced. Send us am SASE for mere in-
formation.

FANTASY CROSSWINDS Nos. 1 and 2 were published in
Jamuary 1977. Nos. 3 and 4 were promiised but are late, please
have patience with us. Nos. 1 and 2 are how OP, print Funs were
300 each. Primt runs on the next twe issues will be respeetively
400 and 500 copies. You may still order Nos. § and 4 at $1.50 eaeh
or $3 for both.

Mamy new projects are in the works but we’re keeping mum
until they're in print. Stygian Isle Press will be finishing up the
ALMURIC PORTFOLIO by Fabiam, hepefully by late Mareh
1977. The porttolio is sold out.

One final bit of news: I am now the US agemt for the British
Famtasy Society. See the blurb elsewhere in News Notes
regardiing DARK HORIZONS the BFS publicatiom which
memibers get along with their membership. Membetship costs
$8 in US funds and may be remitted to Jonathan Bacon, Box 147,
Larmomi, Iowa 50140. 1 stromgly urge support of the BFS. In
returm you get an outstanding rmagazine of fietion, verse and
news. 1'm of eourse speakinmg of DARK HORIZONS. Send your
roney in teday.

WARGAMING

I'm a real novice when it comes to wargamiig, but I'm in the
process of learmimg. As I try new games, I'll pass the results on
to you.

To begin with, durimg the month of Jamuwary 1977 I conducted
(and am currentlly conducting) a non-course at Graceland titled
Wargaming. The purpose was to find students who enjoyed
complex games and work with them at learming several
wargamses,

We began with DUNGEON by David Meggary and published by
TSR Games (PO Box 756, Lake Geneva, Wise. 53147). It's a
fairly simple game where in prizes are guarded by monsters
which must be fought and defeated in order to win the prize. A
player may enter as (in order of strength from most powerful to
least) a wizard, a super-herm, a hero or an elf. The less powerful
players require fewer prizes (gold pieces) to win tham do the
more powerful players. Each monster eaid indicates what eaeh
player must roll on two diee in order to defeat the monster and
elaim the prize. Wizards have spells to use, Elfs ean get thru
secret doors easier tham other players, ete. The monsters and
prizes get bigger at the lower levels of the Dungeon. Of course
players have limits on how deep ih the Dungeon they eam ge
based upen how pewerful they are. If a player fights a feR-
ster amel 16ses he may Be Fequired 6 16se a turh, Arep & prize 6F
be killed and removed frem the pame Based upoen a “Combat
LBéiﬂg TéBl%"’-._A% | said befere, the Eﬁﬂﬁ% is very simple but that
dBesn’t meah it's net enjevable. The real fu B%gl?}.% 1R éxer-
eising aptiens in the afhe. In faet we Began using “Additisnal
Rules for Advanced Play™ Befere we finished sur first game:
Seh things as ﬁ%@ﬁféﬂﬂ% Wandering MORstRrs, re-eRtry:, &te:,
made the game more 1ively. The rules say a 16 vear sld of gider
cap play. 1 believe {t This Is a E%ﬁ §E§Fﬁ&‘x§ %?iﬂi fer the
wargamer headed for more compiex acton. BUNEGEON s a
Beradgarme for 1-12 plavers and sels for $16-95.

Another compamy with more of a fanish flair is Flying Buffalo
Inc. (PO Box 1467, Scottsdalle, AZ 85252). We'll be discussing
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their games in later installments, but if interested drop themm an
SASE for a listing of curremt games, etc.

I'd like to introduce you to a new friend: Charles Anshell (1226
North Rossell Ave., Oak Park, Il 60302). Charles hamdles a
great mamy items related to Wargamiing. His first major catalog
isin the works and can be had for $2.50 (retundable off your first
order of $20 or more). The catallog will list over 100 manufae-
turers including garmes, accessories and miniatures frem the
areas of fantasy, S & S, SF and historicall wargaming.

Hopefully my next installment will be longer amd inchude
material on LANKHMAR, TUNNELS AND TROLLS and
DUNGEONS AND DRAGONS.

The Summer 1976 issue of MACABRE published by Michael
Ambrose (9913 Minutemam St, El Pasw, Texas 79924) is
available for 60c. (no subs). This issue includes &
review compauiisom by Mark S. Geston of the Willis Conover and
Sprague de Camp Dbiographies of Howard Phillips
Lovecraft. Also Joel Harbim has eontributed “Origim Point”
fifé titoon ) aarth Fregd ined B3 taee Hagscoat i baittedl  AAFetilke” . Tintlibe
verse vein, the editor has included fragments from "The Old
Path” by C. T. Thackeray. Incantatiions (editorial)) and a review
of Mark Geston's LORDS OF THE STARSHIP fill eut the 14
page issue. Ambrose has indicated the next issue will be eut if
Mareh, 1977.

WHISPERS No. 9 (December 1976) is now available from Stwart
Schiff (Box 904, Chapel Hill NC 27514) for $2 per copy. It features
one of the eeriest Fabiam covers I've yet seen coupled with a
truly macabre back cover by Lee Brown Coye. WHISPERS
continues to be the leading magazime in the area of weird or
horror literature and this issue is no exception to the trend
toward perfection. H Warner Munm has contributed a short
piece titled “HPL: A Reminiscence”, Ditk Mosig furthers the
Lovecraftian studies with a piece on HPL and his fiction called
“Myth-Maker™. This issue contains an outstandimg assertment
of fiction by R. A. Laffertv, Lee Weinsteim, Paul Bond, Williiam
Nolamn, Dennis Etchison and David Campton Mike Gaieia has
contributed a truly erotic visual pertfolio based upen HPL’S
fiction. Loveeraft I'm sure has turped over IA his Widwxian
grave. WHISPERS is rounded eut with news netes, editerial
comments, verse by Gahan Wilson (“Bad Baby™) and the usyal
fine seleetion of ilustrators. Pick up a eepy it yeu Raven't
already- You'll enjoy a great deal of readiing pleasure frem this
RAGZIMe.

Stellar Z Productions (4608 St. Nazaire Road, Pemsacwla, Fla
32505) has just issued FROM THE DEEP AND BEYOND a 48
page booklet containing a series of three short stories by
Gregory Nicholl. The three are "“From the Deep”, “The
Hammerhead Horror” amd “The Night The DOLPHIN Went
Down”. Nicoll admits a Loveeraftian Influence amd his fistien
shows it. $1.50 per cepy plus 50c pestage. Very inmtieresting
readling.

FANTASIED is an 8 page (8!:»x11") offset newsletter style zine
from Peter Gaffney (RD No. 1 Campwiille Rd., Endiicott, NY
13760) It's more SF oriented but does include materiall in related
fantasy areas, such as L. D. Fleckenstein's article “Seience
Fiction vs Famtasy™. The rest of FANTASIED No. 4 inchudes
comments cn “HardSF”, definition of SF, beek reviews, ete. No
price listed. send am SASE for information.

THE GALAXY OF FANDOM No. 2 (Oct-Nov 1976) is geared
towards fantasy and SF films. Articles cover Caroline Munro
(who has appeated in the Dr. Phibes movies, THE GOLDEN
VOYAGE OF SINBAD. CAPTAIN KRONOS: VAWIPIRE
HUNTER. AT THE EARTH'S CORE and other fiamttes)~horror

films), Space 1999, LOGAN'S RUN plus artwerk by Frank
Brumner, Alfredo Alcala amd some fanzine reviews. Available
for 75¢ plus 25c postage from Christopher Simmems, 607 S.
Paciific Coast Hiway, Redondo Beach, CA 90277.

Dark Eagle (see address in first paragraph of News Notes) has
issued amother finely reproduced Framk Brumner poster.
BELLADONNA is a beautiful blond haired lass who I'd hate to
tangle with (especially with that sword in her hand). This full
color poster measures 17 x 22" and is printed on heawy textured
cover stock. BELLADDNNA has never before been published.
There is a signed edition of 500 copies (numbered too) selling for
$5 plus 75¢ postage. The unsigned edition sells for $3 plus 75¢
postage. All posters shipped in heavy tube maiilers. DARK
EAGLE also has an ELRIC poster availaible by Bob Gould and a
CONAN poster by Barry Smith. Send 'ern am SASE for price
informattiiom.

I just received a copy of the HIMR Co. Newsletter (PO Box 308,
North Miami, Fla 33161). It lists a great mamy SF and fantasy
titles including copies of AMAZING:, Arkharm House books (OP),
SKULL-FACE by Robert E. Howard (at $50) and mamny more
items. Send them a note and request the SF edition of their
newsletter..

Lucile Colemam (PO Bex 610813 North Miami, Fla 33161) just
sent me her price list. It includes OP books and includes
material from the fantasy genre amd mainstrearm works. Send
her 24c for her list.

OUTWORLDS No. 28-29 is availlable for $2.50 from Willlizm
Bowers (POHR0:2232,, North Cantom, QHiini44720). OUTWORLDS
is always a looked for zine and this issue is no exception. It starts
out right with a Fabiam cover and continues with Bowers’
comments on being a BNF (Big Name Fam). Stuait Gilson
contributes a faseinating portfolio (my faverite being “An Angel
of Hell Peering...”)).. Fuitther features inelude “The Fan-Writer
Symposium™, an interview with Robert Shea, some delightful
artistic renditions<ceattoons=nedtpounti by Derek Carter,
“Opinionation™ by amdiew j offutt and lots mere. Very fine
Issue. . Buy!

T-K Graphics (PO Box 1951, Baltimore, Md 21203) has just
issued ESSAYS LOVECRAFTIAN edited by Darrdll Schweitzer
and illustrated by Richard Huber. Huber’s work first appeared
in FANTASY CROSSROADS and I'm pleased to see him at home
in amother publisher’s enterpmises. He's a fine artist who
deserves more tham occasionall exposure. It's hard to pinpoint
“favorites™ in his illustrations for the velume. I trully love his
“Exoteric Order of Dagon™ piece on page 57. . .1 just wonder if
that’s supposed to be Scott Connors or Dirk Mosig (just kiddin’'
fellas). The illo on page 67 (oppoesite George Wetzel’'s “Genesis
of the Cthulhw Mvthos™) Is alse supefd. Of eourse no one buys
for just the lllustrations. Sehweitzer has assermblled a fantastie
array of articles on Loveeraft and his Cthulhu Mythos. Pieees
inelude HPL’s letter on “Steory-Writing™, ™A Literary Coper-
nieus” by Friitz Leiber, Dirk Mosig's artiele: “The Four Faees
of the Outsider” plus work by Bleeh, Sehweitzer, Marien
Bradiley, Riehard Tierhey, Roebert Weinberg, Ben Indiek, Bill
Wallace and mamy mere. Only $3.95 for a real gem fer
Leveeraftians. . . neviees and pros alike.

TWO-GUN RACONTEUR No. 3 is in print from Dameon Sasser
(PO Box 21278, Houstom, Texas 77026). Only 500 copies at $1.75
each have been printed. This issue includes artwork by Fabian,
Ken Ramey, Don Hertwm, David Parsms, Jamiikowmski, Tom
Foster, Arnie Fenner and a VERY nice portfolio by Gene Day
based upon REH's "The Moon of Skulls™. This issue also in-
cludes Howard fiction (“The Devil’s Joker™), LOCs, “REMH and
the Ring™ part one by Dennis MeHamey, a eomparison of the
REH Conam vs the de Camp~C@atter—Nytboig Conanm in Don
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Herron's article “Conam vs Conantics”, and “The Rare Ones”
and article by Charles Melvin on REH hardback books.

For Lovecraftian’s, it might be noted that THE YEAR"S BEST
HORROR STORIES: SERIES 4 out from DAW Books ($1.25)
includes a six page article by E Hoffiman Price titled “The
Lovecraft Controversy-Why?™.. It compares the de Camp and
Framk B Long biographies of HPL.

VOID is an Australiam semi-prozine which features fiction in the
fantasy, S & S, horror literature vein. The US agent for VOID is
Darrell Schweitzer (113 Deepdale Rd., Strafford, Pa 19087). The
magaziine sells for $1.45 per copy or three for $4.00. Darrell has
issues 2, 3 and 4 in limited stock so I'd order NOW, don’t wait.
Issue No. 4 has a story by Schweitzer which is a continuatiion of
“The Veiled Pool of Mistorak™ which Stygiam Isle Press
published in FANTASY CROSSWINDS No. 2. Quite frankly,
you’ll miss a lot if you miss the fietion in VOID. It only for the
Sehweitzer story (amd the issue does have a lot more to
reeemmend it) I suggest you send off your hard earmed eash to
the US agent.

I apologize for the lack of detail in this issue’s News Netes. |
try to make meost of the blurbs into mimi-reviews. As regular
readers know, our last issue was out in August and a lot has
happened since then, thus you get a double issue of FC and a
double dose of News. The following items arrived too late to be
covered but I'm squeezing them in anyway. Heavem knows when
the next issue of FC will appear and I figure a short blurb now is
better than a longer one in several months (though hopefully FC
will get on to a quarterily or bi-monthly schedule again).

Readers who have been with FC since the early issues will
remembber the Vaughn Bode style cartoons of David Heath Jr.
David published a zine title NO SEX but it disappeared about
two years ago, with issue No. 3 showing up in my maiil box just
recently. This issue is larger than I remember the others (64
pages, 8v2 x 11") and sells for a measly 70c (5 issues for $3.50). It
is predomimamitly comic strips by David and several cohorts.
Framikly, the other work in NO SEX is very amateuniish. Only
David's work is worth the time to read and enjoy. He has a very
unusual sense of humor in that he can find most anything to poke
fun at. Heath is probably best characterized as a SF humorist
theugh that may be over-all a little too restriictive in definition.
Anyway, try NO SEX, the mag that is! (Write: C. Co. 1—68
Arior, APO NY 09634).

ART FANTASTIQUE No. 1 and Ne. 2 are questionable
publicatiions. Available for $2.50 each from TREK, 2500 Pen-
nington, Houstom, Texas 77093. AF No. 1 contains artwerk by
Virgil Finlay and No. 2 includes work by Frazefta, Cramdall and
Wood. Neither publication has an introduction, explamatiiom of
the work or any kind of copyright notice. I wonder if this is a
bootleg publication or if it contains material in the public
domaiim. The Frazetta pieces have appeared in various port-
folies that I've seen. Reproduciiion (especiallly on the Finlay
work) s a poor to average. Some of the Finlay work seems to
have been reproduced from the poor quality images of an old
pulp magerine. Fiankly, I'd save your money and suggest you
buy sermething more worthwihile. I just wish I knew more about
the eopyright status of the werk in the volumes. I can’t believe a
reliable publisher would leave off eopyright information.

WHO WAS THAT MONOLITH I SAW YOU WITH by Michael
Goodwin is published by Heritage, PO Box 721, Forest Park, Ga.
30050, It's a booklet of Star Trek cartoons. The artwork isn't all
that great but it does include some clever pokes at the space
adventure yarn format epitomized by Star Trek. Available for
$2.50 plus 50c for shipping from Heritage. Be sure to ask for their
catallog, Heritage has some mighty nice items, like the Thomas
Burmett Swamn Jr. hardcover book QUEENS WALK IN THE
DUSK which is illustrated by Jeft Jones. I've been trying to beg

a review copy of it but have not succeeded. It looks to be a real
gem.

THE OLD DARK HOUSE is a horror film-zine published by
George LaVoo (1719 Ninth St., Bay City, Mich 48706). Issue No. 1
sells for $2.00. This issue includes information on THE SEN-
TINEL, BURNT OFFEIRINGS, the films of Briam de Palma
(CARRIE, OBSESSION, SISTERS and PHANTOM OF THE
PARADISE) and reviews plus lots of pictures. George needs a
lesson on cluttered lay-outs, but the zine does show promise and
enthusiasm. Foreign buyers please add 50c to the $2 purchase
price.

THE PULPS by Tony Goodstone has just recently been issued
by Chelsea House (70 West 40th Street, NY, NY 10018) as an
oversized (W& x 10)4;”) paperback which retails for $7.95. The
book rums 240 pages with an additionall 48 pages of full color
illustrations and reproduciions of rare pulp cover art. It in-
cludes over 50 complete stories, poems, amd features from the
pulps. Robert E Howard under the pseudonyin of Sam Walser
penned “The Puriple Heart of Exllik™, a spiey adventure story of
Innoeenee (deak Arline) amd a vengeanee filled Chinese priest
(niee stereotype). Alse ineluded in THE PULPS is another REH
James Allison stery (usihg the same eharaeter as Appears
in "Genserie’s Fifth Berh Sen”) titled "The Valley ef the
Werm". The Beek reprints werk By HPE, CAS, beng Finlay,
Eetifselmanh, Weinbauf, Bradbury, Gahlicd Bubioughs, Max
Eflé'h@i and mamny others. This i3 ene heek 6f am inferssting
velue.

Almost Omitted Addresses: TITAN, Geoff Rippingfom, 15
Queens Ave., Canterbury, Kent, Emgland. QUANTUM, 1171
Neeb Road, Cincinnatii, Ohio 45238.
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EPISTLE EXPRESS

Concerning Scott Connors’ query
about my statememt regardling the
Lovecraft cult: I view Lovecraft
fandom as being divided into two
very distinet groups, the Loveerattians, the serious students ef
Leveeraft and his writing and wish him enly the best (EOD
fits inte this group), and the Loveeraft Cult, the fanaties whe
have ereeted an altar te HPL as they envision hira and seek to
feree this view of their idel upen anyene whe will listen. This
greup is made up of pesple like Dirk Mesig and Seott Comers;
well meaming peeple whe Rave simply gene overbeard on their
adriration and desire te 'de semething goed for HPIL', and are
slewly turming raest of fandem eff (ffem)the remarkable
gentleman ealled H. P. Leveeraft. And t say that the Cult dees
net wership HPL-IRt readers delve inte sueh dagenzines as
“Centinuity” and “The Miskatenie” and deeide for thamselves-
{8 a8 ludiereus as saying the Meen is made of Green Cheese. 1t i§
8asy eneugh te try te URAermine sueh eritieism with lé‘él?f 8F
Fidieule and abuse-the Cult Ras used sueh tacits 6R Me Beisre,
a8 well as other erities-Ibut it d8es et ehange the makter: Mest
fans are diseerning ensugh i8 peneirate to the Reart of the
matter and see the tjll for what it is. And that is what makes it
£ ‘detestable’ it isp’t for EB% glory and fame of HPE that they
aFe WOFKIng 8 earmesthy- - J0S foF the glory of themseives. ARd
the seener the fans realize this the sBBREF Eoveeratt fandom
?gﬂgiigagm 188king at HPE and Ais werk In Proper Perspective

“The Half-Men of Chikanda" by Charles Saunders is, simply,
one of the best stories I have read in a long, long time! I'rm now
an avid Imaro fan! Saunders” style is decidedly unHowardian. It
is nice to see some originality re-entering the genre at last. His
characterizaions are skillfully and reallisticallly handled.
Charles Saunders, I believe, will go far in the fantasy genre.

“Review Rak"” was enjoyable as always, particularly the
reviews by McHaney, McFerran and Bacon. In all honesty,
however, I think it only fair to point out a possible error of date
in my review last issue of Cliff Eddy’s TERROR OUT OF TIME.
There are two dates for his death available-18%7 on the jacket
for EXIT INTO ETERMWITY and 1971 in Muriel Eddy’s in-
troduction to TERROR;; I used the latter because Mrs. Eddy of
all people should know the date of her husband’s death.

“Of Swords & Sorcery™-fPaull Allen’s very fine column-iis an
excellent contribution to the spirit of FC. I normallly find myself
in total agreement with his judgements. However, I think Lin
Carter’s criticism of Wagner’s anachronisms in ‘Kane’ is
wellfounded. The use of the term ‘dollars’ is unfortunate; it is
enough to break the spell of fantasy that he, Wagner, has
struggled to ereate for the reader. Ordinatilly, it wouldnt be
earth-shalkimg, if he was writing rmodern fantasy of seience
fiction, the terrn rnight be earried over to that peried; but in
fantasy's S&S subgenre it i§ eritieal to avoid all #a6AFORISMS.
No doubt Wagner learmed from his maistake. But Carter, éef-
tainly one of the finest fantasy writers and erities ever, was
within Ris rights te bring it te peaple’s attention. And it might be
mentioned that Lih was easief eh Wagner tham he was 6n seme
other popular authers, like Dave Van Arnarh of Mike Meoreack!

“White Slayer’s of the Waste™ by J. E. Coplin is highly en-
joyable-ssvomd best tale in the ish in my opinion (Saunders’ is
the best)-<amd I hope he’ll honor FC with another ‘Hyborian Age’'
tale soon!

Loay
802 East Bridge
Blackwell, Okla. 74631

I thought FC No. 9 was your hest
213 Puritam Street issue, and wrapped in another great

yettesiille, N. C. 283 Corben cover. I was very surprised
Fa e, 06 to learm that mamy readers con-
sidered his beautiful cover on No. 8 to be pornographiic. The
reasons you give for the reaction are probably correct, but I

Linward C. Marley

don’t understand this reaction coming from FC’s audienee.

The letter column is always interestimg. Please do not follow
Gregory Nicoll's suggestion and print Blackweed's “The
Wendige™. It would take up tee rauech Space amd besides i§
readiily available in BEST GHOST STORIES OF ALGERNGN
BLACKWOOD, published by Dever Publicatiions and available
from Dever, F & SF Beek €6, T-K Graphics, and other dealers.
By the way:, Dever Publicatidns has an exeelient line of faAtas
and supernatural Besks with which everyone should Be familiaf-

All the fiction this issue is good, with the ubiguitous Charles
Saunders leadiing the pack. I assume he will eventuallly eellest
his Imare stories into one velure. Eddy Bertin's "A Whisper ef
Leathery Wings™” was very good. Actuallly, I enjey the fantasy:
horror story rmore tham the S&S tale.

I enjoyed all the art this issue, especiallly the Gene Day port-:
folio. I hope we never get to the point that artists will Aot uf-
dertake a project because other aitists have preduced
“definitive” works on the same subjeet. Think of all we weuld
Mmss.

nE)xmﬂllmlt News Notes. Interesting articles, especialily Paul
Allen's.

My first reaction ot FC No. 9 was
that you must do somethimg about
the smalll and blurry print in parts of
the magzzime. It seems to me that
various offset presses have limits of smallihess beyond whieh
they eammot go witheut 1ess of elatity. The larger typefaee is
fine, but the srallier, used fer the symposiuh and the news
eslymn is tee smalll, especialily on these pages whieh ate uh:
derinked and grey rather than blaek. The result was very
genuine eyestrdiih, watery eyes & a headache, semething I am
Rt Aermaliy suseeptabie t8. I weuld suggest that you stiek te the
|arger typeface even if [t means & 16ss of werdage.

The cover: Certaimly it's striking, but when one looks closely it
seems the hirsute gentlemam is about to lose his mammath-hide
jockstrap. Also he doesn’t have hair on his body, but outright
fur, quite unlike any European Caucasian I've seen. Perhaps he
is am Ainu from northern Japan, who was blown far away while
sailing. . . (The Ainus are the hairiest people of the world.
They're am isolated pocket of Cawcasians.)

“The Hallf Men of Chikanda" by Charles Saunders was cer-
tainly the most interestimg piece of fiction in the issue, and
perhaps the best written, but [ was disappointed. Imaro can be
summed up as a black Conan. Simple as that. The story could
have happened in Conan’s world, among white people of a dif-
ferent time and culture, with no changes at all. Saunders is
doing a very good thing in bringing African lore into sword &
sorcery fiction. (I would be very surprised if sub-Saharam Africa
does not have a vast store of hervic legendry like most other
places). But I wish he would get away from stock sword &
sorcery elements. For his stories to be anything but barbarian
epics of a different hue, he must 1) make characters and
situations derive from African history, culture, and legendry so
that they could not happen elsewhere and elsewhem, amd 2)
make his supernatural elements do the same, and be sufficiently
intrinsic to the story that if they were withdrawm there would be
no story. Anything short of that is costume fiction. So far he is
only promisimg to bring fresh matterial into the field. He hasn’t
yet delivered.

By the way, I'd be curious to kmow how much of the
background is history, amd when the story is taking place. 1
would guess, from the presence of Chinese traders in eastern
Africa, it must be during Ming times, cirea 1360-1644. The Ming
dynasty did send fleets that far, but short-sighted rulers
eventuallly decided it wasn't worth the bether. If they hadn't
things might have been faueh different in the fellowing een-

Darrdll Schweitzer
Chateau d'Leng
Averoigne, France

.85.



turies, and the Chinese would have perhaps discovered and
barged in on the Europeans, not the other way around.

Eddy Bertin/s story is fine, but also standard stuff. And again
I'm wojidering where the setting is taking place. The mames
seem to be Emglish but the curremcy is francs.

FANTASY CROSSROADS 9 -- ar-
rived some time age, so VIl
just remark on a few things -- mostly
my reactiom to your editorial
remanks.. I think you
stated your beliefs excellently and reallly got to the heart of the
matter in mentioning the sterillity of classicized art versus the
more realistic (and erotic) type of art that touches us deep
within. I can’t say for certain how the readership reacted, but I
imagine a few souls came down on you for your stamce, because,
to use your own words in the editorial, “your stance was not the
way they prefer life to be pictured.” (I paraphrased it.) I thimk
you handled the aspects of censorship in conjunction with being
an editor and the ensuing respomsibilities very well. In all sin-
cerity, your editorial is one of the best I've seen on this subject.
Objectively honest and to the point.

The abeve alse leads inte the eover lustration. | wender how
many of these whe panned issue 8's cover theught that this ene
was much better, meore in the vein of “true fantasy”. Yet, | find
this cover mere startling than the last. There's ne beauty or
sensuality there. Instead, it's a gery, starkly realistic pertrayal
of a seene that's been played out tee, toe mamy times under
different situations - that of war and carnage. (I wonder hew
mamny too were disturbed even further when they noticed the
cross. This, to me, makes it even meore grimily real -- too close to
the horrifying reality of what has gone on. In historical terms, I
imagine the cover scene happened many, mamy times when the
Visigoths and Huns swept out of noerthern Europe and overran
Rome.) Yet for all the above, I feel Corben’s painting is a real
work of art. (Art doesn’t have to make us secure -- see Goya's
*“The Disasters of War"” for examplle.) Corben’s painting really
drives home for me the real horror of war and for that alone (not
to memtion the technical excellence of his style) imparts this
work with genuine value,

((Editor's note: This letter refers back to the Steve Riley
Portifelio in FC No. 7 and Gregory Nicoll's letter in FC No. 8)).

Some comments: I'm flattered by the overall favorable
response to my Lovecraft portfolio. Note to Gregory Nicoll:
regardiing ““[mprisomed with the Pharaohs”, I read the passage
the same way he did, but decided to illustrate what the marrator
reallly saw, not what he thought he saw. It's very much like
walking by a dark room and taking a quick glance inside. At
first impression, you might think you see something out of the
ordinary, but when you stop and take a look, you realiize that the
darkmess, your movements (walking by the room), and your
imagimaition all combined to make you think you saw something
that really wasn’t there. That's how I interpreted the story: the
narrator thought the paw was a monster in itself, but when the
entire sphinx emerged from the doorway, the narrator realized
what he saw at first in the darkmess and excitement was only the
forepaw. I do thank Gregory for his kind remarks and for taking
time to éomment.

I know what Gregory Nicholl is saying in regard to Gene Day's
work but I think he has his termiinology wrong. I like Gene's
work very much myself, but I would say it is neither realistic
nor surredlistiic. Gene's work could only be described as being in
the comic school of art -- terms like realism and surrealism
aren't appropriate to describe his style -- although
einematographic is, due to Gene’s use of lighting, angles, and
eomposition.

“Realism” can be defined as: “the represemtatfion of nature or
social life as it actually appears.” Realistic artists are such

Steve Riley
18 Normam Dr.
Framiingham, Mass.

people as Gustave Courbet (the first reallist painter), and the
Ashcam school of Americam painting -- Maurvice Prendergast,
John Sloam, Edward Hopper, etc. It's not so much whether
something drawm or painted looks like the real-life object
(represemtzifional), but more the presentaition of such, feeling of
weight in the objects depicted and subject maltter. Famtasy art
can hardly be termed realistic no matter how well done it is.
Ewem Andrew Wyeth is not a reallistic painter in spite of his
almost photographic qualiities, Wyeth seems eleser (o
surreallism tham realisth, due to the extreme ealfh and silenee in
his paintings -- they're almost eerie beeause of this.

“Surrealism” is: “a school of art and literature which ex-
presses the subconscious miimd in art form, excluding balance
and conventionall design.” Artists such as Salvidore Dalli, Max
Ermst and Mam Ray fall into this category. Subject matter
usuallly deals with the subconsdious -- images of dreamss, use of
unconventionall modes of expression that tie in with reallity vet
are not reall, ete. Faimtasy can play a big role here but not heroie
fantasy or amy brameh of the genre we're interested in.

Art termiimology is funny because it doesn’t necessariily mean
what it implies as in the use of the above terms. It's a genuine
philosophy with its own system of usage amd logic. I've had it
pounded into my head for a few years so when I saw Gregory’s
letter, I felt I had to ceomment.

Famtasy art is pretty much that -- fantasy art -- mainly
because most of it produced is illustrative (requirimg am ac-
compamyiimg text to fully understand it even though the art may
be appreciated on its own.) Some art terms can be applied, even
the above in some cases, but in the case of Gene Day’s work, I
would say no. Wrong terminology.

Emough of that. The rest of the issue is reallly fine and I par-
ticularly enjoyed the art of Gene Day (of course), Clyde Cald-
well (his logo is superb!), Steve Fabiiam and Rie Cruz -- his style
is particularlly distinctive, indeed the illustration on page 39 is
one of the finest in the issue, methinks.

Gregory E. Nicoll

3535 Gleneagles Drive
Marttimez, Georgia 30907
October 2,1976

Congratulatiioms on amother fine issue of FANTASY
CROSSROADS. Number nine provided me with plenty of good
readiing. I don't know how you mamaged to fit so much into one
magazine, but I sure hope you keep doing it. Yog!

I whole-heartedlly agree with Loay Hall as to the merits of
Basil Copper’s fiction, especiallly his short story “Amber Print*.
Copper is a master at creating atmosphere and anyone who
(like myself) collects films can appreciate Copper’s ac-
eomplishment. 1 recommended Cooper's collection FROM
EVIL'S PILLOW to amyone who likes good horror stories in
moderh settings, and I think amyone who enjoyed Lovecraft’s
AT THE MOUNTAINS OF MADNESS would appreciate
Ceeper’s inventive irmitation of it, THE GREAT WHITE
SPACE, whieh just eame eut in paperback.

Bertin’s “A Whisper of Leathery Wings" was a very effective
exercise in horror. I hope you cam unearth mere stories as good
as that one; it was just what the doctor ordered as far as we who
don't like heroic fantasy are concermedl. As for Charles Saun-
ders’ stories, they wouldn’t be hallf as tedious if he wasm't so
hung up on drowming the readers in unpronouncealblle names.
And it is pretentious enough to invent an entirelly new language
for use within a story, but when the author insists on using it to
write his titles as well... . !!! I can’t help but feel that Saunders
is laughimg at us through those titles -- the one in number nine
looks like ‘NUTS TO YOU, YA CHICKEN’ or something.

Speaking of Saunders, he wrote me a long letter attacking my
statemnent of HPL's harmlessness as far as being a racist was
concermedl. His argument was that HPL perpetuated racist
feelings in Ameriica by depicting Negroes as all sorts of grave-
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robbers and wizards in stories such as “The Cali of Cthulhu”. (I
can think of mere offensive examples as far as that is con-
cerned, particularly the description of Buck Robinson in
“Herbert West~-Reamimattor*)). I don't think this particular
approach will hold up; Lovecraft had just as many degemnerate
Caucasiams in his works -- The Whateleys, the Marshes, the
Gilmams. . .hell, mest of them bred with fish amd assorted
monsters from other dimensions. If that isn't degemerate
(especiallly to an old gentleman like HPL) what, pray tell, is?

Charles R. Saunders
Creator of Imaro

Architect of Nyumbani
Afro-American Fantasist
Unemplloyed Psych. Teacher
Border-line Psychotic

(I practice what I teach)

I'm sure the Swahili-speaking peoples of Africa will be
delighted to learm that their language is “pretemtious™ and
“unpronouncable™. To most fantasy writers, an imvented
language enhanmces the construction of the setting. As for
Nicoll's interpretatiion of the title, in this ease whatever is in the
eye of the beholder is also in his meouth. ..."”

Dennis ABeln
208 W, 4th
Salisbury, Mo. 65281

Regandiing your suggestion of having awardls in the Sword &
Sorcery field, I find the idea interestimg BUT there are so many
awards in the literary, musie, entertainment and what-have-you
fields, and so much HYPE accompanying each one, that I am
very skepticall—cynicall at the mere mention of “Awards”™.. The
problem with them all is they’re too often given NOT necessarily
out of mexiit, but out of popularity, eommerairdlity, and just plain
stupidity. Besides, it seems a bit unfair for a group or
organizatiion to say that “Such & Sueh” was the best “Se & S¢”
of the year in this eategory and that. It's all so subjective, but
then 1 guess everythihg is. Natuiallly, everyone Ras their
faverite mevie(s), reeerd(s), beek(s), but fer semeene 6fF
semmething t6 say that that was the "best of the year” is mere
thah a little presumpitious and egetistieal.

That is not to say I'm agaiinst the idea of S & S awardis. I'm not.
But it seems that awardis, in the long rum, no matter how well-
intentioned they might be, cheapen the fields and genres they
are given in.

I do think heroic fantasy should be given its due. And maybe
some type of awards would be the answer. Just thought you’d
like to know. Thamks, Jon.

10-6-76

Mark Mansell

15120 Ragus St.

La Puente, CA 91744

I have just received FC No. 9.1 have to say that it is the most
beautiful of any fantasy adventure magazime on the markst. In
my opinion, if you ever went pro with FC, you could easily out
sell FANTASTIC and AMAZING.

The arttwork was superb. The high spet was the front cover.
Corben draws an excellent barbarian. This brings to mind a
thought about how barbariams are pictured. It's a fact that
barbariams aren’t nice (for lack of a better word). They aren’t
people you'd care to have in your living room, face it, they are
hard people for a hard life. They shouldn’t be pictured as
Redford or Reymolds with a loin cloth and sword. Gene Day’s art
was also great, though he didn’t show Conan’s face at amy time.

The story’s were fantastic. “The last laugh” was miner
Howard, yet it seemed to be more of a first draft tham a com-
pleted story. About Charles Saunders’ Imarm, what ean I say.

The manm is great! His new viewpoint about barbariams and
heroes will gain him a large following for his Imaro stories (he’s
alreadly got me). All I cam say is more, more!

It is a great idea not to be tied down by REH’s style of fiction,
but to cover larger areas. REH’s stories will run out sooner or
later, and those magmzines that don't use amything but REH
stuff will be out in the cold. FC will be one to survive I'm sure.

The round-table discussiom wasn’t bad, but your cemments
were of the most interest. Reading Scithers’, I get the feeling
you wrote him a long letter, and he sent back a one-line post
card. The others ramged from mildly interesting to iname. I"'m
glad that yours were there to treat the subject seriously.

The colummn on “swerds and sorcery” is a definite plus. On the
strength of his comments, I tried BLOODSTONE by Karl Ed-
ward Wagner (whom I've just started correspomdimg with). It is
superb S & S! So alive and perfect! Try to get a Kane story for a
future issue of FC.

Keep up the News. FC is to S & S news what WHISPERS is to
horrer news.

In recent months, I've been drawm more and more to ‘little
magazimes.” As I think of it, I reallize its because they’re so much
more personall. Instead of aiming at a wide audience, they want
a smaller, more enthusuastiic, intimate audience. Its like having
a lot of friends who share your iimterests.

P.S. Recently WHISPERS, WEIRD BOOK, FANTASY AND
TERROR, and 3 others got together to do a special sampler of
horrer fanzines. I thought it was an excellent entertaiining idea.
(It was called TOADSTOOL WINE). Why don't you; AMRA:
REH:LSF;; REH; TGR; MIDNIGHT SUN, DARK FANTASY,
HOWARD REVIEW, HOWARD READER, CHACAL and
PHANTASY DIGEST get together and do a special sword and
sorcery (REH oriented) sampler. Maybe Glenn Lord, and
Hamilton amnd Waifield would also eontribute a speeial
HOWARD COLLECTOR and CROSS PLAINS for it. . .This
would be faseinating in mamy respects. Sword & Sereery buffs
weuld eat it up. REH fans eeuld be made happy by eaeh
magazine repritting the Howard stefy of peefn that had been
most pepular in their regular issues. It weuld provide great
advertising fof all yeur magesites. Each sampler (abeut 18
pages) weuld give a taste of yeur respeetive magraines. 1 think
a TOADSTOOL WINE fermat weuld be the best ahd easiest way
1o put it aut. For abett $5.60 (about 116-138 Bég%%)) it weuld be aA
ineredible project and bargdiih. | weuldn't eensider it &xéept
With you as e68rdinating editer since your Fe is the Bast (yeu
must knew what yeu're doing) I hepe you think abeut it
ahyway.

((Thanks for your comments on FC No. 9. The round robin
was reallly compiled by Wayne Warfield. All editors—publishers
were sent the same set of questions and they were asked to
respond. As is obvious responses to the article were completed
and presented to me for publication. No changes were made
after I received it from Wayne Warfield.

Your idea of an anthology put together by all the REH—S & S
mags is a good idea, but right now I'm so swamped it'd take a
year to get into the planning stages. I'll see what response is to
the idea, though. OK?

My planned bibliograpiy is a long way off now. It's just an
incredible task to even keep up with what’s coming out each
week. But if and when I publish it, it is my intention to publish a
listing of everything REH ever wrote (verse, fiction, non-
fiction) as well as amything writtem about him or his work. . .))

Robert Barger
P.O. Box 8
Evenswiille, Tennessee 37332

I received the latest FC today. I didn't like the Corben cover at
all. Last issue's blue cover came off pretty good I thought, being
a watery sort of thing, but this just doesn’t come aeross to me.
First off I guess the Corben illo itsellf is not as good, or not as
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pleasing as the work he usuallly does. Secondly the red ink
detracts quite a bit and overall I just find it sort of repulsive. I
meamn it hurts me to say this, on account of FC being one of my
favorite zines, and Corben being an artiist that I rate on a level
with and maybe even a little above Frazetta, but I is just a’
eallinem as I sees em. . . .

Also, the fiction I tried to read but I just don't enjoy the fiction
you've been printing. With the exception of the REH stuff. Also
Charies Saunders’ story --I haven’t had time yet, but I do plan to
read his story. Saunders is going to be a fine writer someday if
he keeps working at it.

That’s about all that I didn't like in this issue. What I did
especially enjoy was Paul Allen’s columm, amd the roundtable
discussion between the REH fam-eds. This was I guess the
highlight, and I'm disappointed that it had to be split in two
parts. I'm looking forward to the rest of it. Letter page was good
too.

I must say that your editorial about the Corben cover on issue
No. 8 is something you should do more of. I meam, like Geis’
SFR, I reallly enjoy it when an editor puts his—her personality
into their magazine. You covered the issue pretty well. About
the nekkid lady on the cover that is. But I personallly wouldn’t
say that the thing was reallly erofiic, sensuous is more the word.

I don’t really agree with you as far as pornography goes. What
you say is true, in mamy instamces. But then agaim, Vaughn
Bode’s work can be viewed by mamy as “porno” and did appear
in mamy of the “men’s magazines” and so forth, and yet it
doesn’t take the “basest emotions of one of the most beautiful
humam experiences and drag it thru the mud™. Well, very rarely
anyway -- and when he did it was te usuallly to illustrate a point.

As to the establishimg of awards in the S&S field. . . Look at all
the awardls around now for fantastic fiction. Hugow, Nebula,
Weorild Famtasy Award (Levecraft?), Gandalf Award. There are
toe mamy alreadly. This lifetime award stuff, like the Gamdialf is
a bunch of crap. Granting a lifetime contribution award each
year for such a smalll field of fiction as fantasy in general is
ridiculous. Eventually every fantasy author alive will have one
of the things. But despite all this, I am for the establishimg of a
S&S award. There is a whole lot of trash floating around under
the title of S&S and maybe it would serve some purpose to single
out the best yeaily eontributors te the field and give them an
award or sorething. The only thing near this Rew, reallly, is the
Gandalif (whieh I repeat is a meamihgless award, of eventually
will be) and Carter’s YEARS BEST FANTASY STORIES whieh
is anythihg but that. Whieh is net te say Cartet dees Ret have
sefme good stories in his eslleetions in this series, but te be the
“pest of" there is an extraordinary amouht ef trash and
“published here for the first time” stories. And iR tRis y&ar's
beek, there are twe stories By Carter himsllf ineluded! If
establishing awards iR S&S eeuld de anything (owards
straightening aut this awtul mess, then 1 de definitely suppert if!

L. Sprague de Camp

On p. 5 of FC9, Mr. Connors speculates about my sy mypatty for
HPL and REH. Since some have voiced strong opinions on my
private feelings, without having asked me about my own views,
I should like to say a word about these feelings.

When one has never known a mam persomallly, one cannot have
feelings about the mam himself. All one can have are feelings
towards the mental image or construct, which one has built up
by heariing and readiing about him. If one forms such an image
and then meets the mam, one may find that he does not fit the
image. That is now impossible with HPL and REH.

I never knew them and only became seriously interested in
them and their works after 1949. Since then, I have read most of
what has been published by and about them, so I have a fair
(though not perfect or infallible) idea of what sort of men they
were. Assumiing they were as I picture them, I have some
sympatthy for both. I have a bit more for HPL, because I see in

him some of the faults I possessed as a youth. I have strivem to
overcome or compensate for these faults, with what success is
not for me to say.

On the other hand, I rather admire REH the more of the two,
because he had qualities that in my own youth I should like to
have had but lacked. At the same time, along with their notable
virtues, I amm aware of their grievous shortcomings. Some of
these men’s admirers resemt my writing about their faults.
Sorry about that, but I try to call my shots as I see them and am
always willing to be corrected in errors.

Having writtem one story each invelving HPL and REH], I have
no plans for using them agaim in fiction. There are many other
things to write about; so many, in fact, that I couldn’t get around
to all of them in a thousamd years.

Framk Belknap Long

It was kind indeed of you to send me FANTASY
CROSSROADS with its abundamce of intellectually and
aestheticallly stimulating material and a tramscript of am im-
portamt paragraph in my recent letter to Sprague de Camp.

The reviews of “The Dreamer” have been so contradictory in
general it has left me a little stunned — 1 anticipated
disagreememit, for HPL was, and remaiins a highly controversial
figure, but never to quite such an extent. It has been praised in
the highest terms, amd roundly denounced, one reviewer
proclaimimg that "it put me to sleep!” In HPL cireles the
reviews were 70 percent — perhaps 75 percent — extremely
favorable, however, and what grattified me the most were the
letters I've received from all but one of the “Cirele” as it
existed 40 years ago -- Galpin, Munn, Ed Priice, Conover, ete. Ed
wrote that he liked it better tham all of my stories and peems ete.
Only Shea was in agreement with about 30 percemt of the
younger group of fan reviewers. It reeeived a niee review i the
Los Angeles Herald Examiimer, and in two other literary sup-
plements. Sinee it was simply HPL as [ remembeied him.
written two years before Sprague’s book appeared. -- In
Frierson’s fanzine, dating back about 4 years now, I discussed,
in an Intefvies with Sehiff, my rmemories of HPL, and “The
Drearner”™ do not depaiit, even slightly from the general trend of
what I said at the tife =- 1 eah hardly be aceused of joining a
“eoverup™, as Conners has peinted out. I feel — and will e6h-
tinue to feel — that far tee ruch emphasis has been placed on
HPL's “raeism™. In his epAversaliion with me and ethers there
were leng periods when he did not even memtion his “Nerdie
superiority” myth views and they did net influenee his general
outlook anything like as much as eommoNly supposed, despite
what he wrete in a few of the Jetters.

Thamk you again for several hours of great reading pleasure.

I thought ““A Whisper of Leathery Wings” a most iimpressive
story -- somber and restrained in style, and with a “just Figtt"
approach to the horrific.

FC No. 9-Cover: maybe it's just me,
but I find red the hardest eolor to
55521 Elder Rd. 1o5k af Tho I'm not half Harr
Mishawalka, Ind. 46544  wyppers wge. I'm ‘beginhiag to
voice his usual complaiint against too greatly reduced type. The
size you used to set Saunders’ story is fine. The type used on
your editorial takes a bit of straiming. I think you’re geing to
have to come to terms with the faet that you ean’t print as mueh
as you'd llke to In each lssue of FC. There are physieal

limitations to everything. Alas!

I snigger at John Saxon's opinion that Howard’s S&S was
better than Leiber. Leiber could write rings around Howard.
The mam is gorgeous. Of course Howard would respond to this by
ehopping Leiber In half since Howard was a very direct and
unsubtle writer. Of course there have been better writers of S&S
and it's foolish to pretend that better S&S cam’t be written. But
the better writers of S&S-Leiber, Mooreock and Wagnmear-have

Brian Earl Brown
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little interest in doing the Kinds of things Howard was doing so
you can’t simply compare story to story. You have to un-
derstamd what each writer was up to.

1 was more than a little amused by McHaney’'s velnement
contention that BLOODSTAR was not a comiic book. As semeone
who's read comic books for ten years I know one when I see it,
even if it is published in hardcovers. Despite it's $15 price tag, it
is not an advancement over the typical comic book~ except for
length of its continuous narratiive and the superior reproduction
of the artwork. Corbin, while a great artist and possibly
unrivaled with the use of the air-brusth, is not unequaled in the
comies field. John Buscema- if he had taken the time and had
the same enthuslasm as Corbin could have done as fine a boakc-
as eould have Russelll, Smith, Ploog, Johm Severim, Marie
Severin, Neal Adams, Pawl Gulacy and Wally Wood to mame
some just off the top. The writing is as bad as ever. A planet
enters the selar system and the news media poo-poos it for
menths? And seientists ean’t ealeulate where it is going to go?
With the eamputer power we’ve got today they cam approximate
all the variables of that planet’s eourse to within a few thousand
miles. They damm well weuld kaow where it was going and
damm well weuld khew what weuld happen. The prolog reads
like a resuriected pieee of 80's sei-fi. It's not in the Howard
griginal §e it's Jakes and Cerbin’s fault for this piece of wret-
chedness. And the stery is a mass of eliehes. S6’s LOVE STORY
and that never kept it frem beeerming a hit, ither:

Graphic Novels (a term that sounds too like a euphenism for a
porn novel) and all the other experimemts in alternate cemic
book formats are not new things, only variations on old ideas.
The writing is not superior to the comics field - there are in-
dividual examples of surpassing literacy and intelligence --
Chris Claremont and Don McGregor both come to mind. Lastly,
it’s ridiculous to think that the graphic novel will ever become
popular- it simply can’t be cheap. We're talking about high-
quallity printing with expensive screening processes for the best
reproduction of detail. We're talking about am artisitic in-
vestment of time and energy far superior to the hackimg of the
comics field- where the best talents usually drift out of the field
in search of a better returm for their effort -- such as cmmercial
advertisimg. Sales will not be in the hundreds of thowsands.
Comie books are cheap because they are mass marketedl. And
newsprint is cheap. When you start talking about comics of a
dollar or more, you're talking about a very limited manket. A
eomic is not as deep as a novel. Evem BLOODSTAR rates as no
more thah a novelet in length of fiction. Nor is it as vivid as a
movie, or as cheap as television. It's a bastard medium and will
never really become popular.

I liked Alan's column on S&S diaracters.

Wagner is getting so much attention today that I fear that he,
like Delamy, will fall into ways of self-indulgence and produce
succeedingly lesser works than he is capalble of. Kane at over 6
foot and 300 pounds is not so impossible to one whe is 6-2 and 240
pounds. Since Kane is said to fill doorframes (usually 6-6 is the
door opening) he is probably a little over six foot to the tune of 6-
6. for which a beefy man could easily weigh 300 pounds. This far
better than the hero in MAHARS OF PEILILUCIDAR who is said
to be 6-6 and weight 180 pounds. He is also described as having a
magnmificant physique. Maybe for a baskethall player......

Lin Carter is so out of it when it comes to instructions on how
to write good fiction, that Allen wastes his time to even refute
him. Better are the comments of Le Guin in “From
Poughkeepsie to Elfland.” Her point is that the language of
fantasies should have an aura of fantasy about them. If you can
change a few names and produce a piece of mainstream fiction
(as Le Guin does to a passage from a Katherine Kurtz novel to
striking effect) 1t’s not a good piece of fantasy writing. I think
Wagner does meet this standard even when using sermewhat
modern forms of expressions. What his eharaeters said and did
were indubably fantasy. Jame Gaskell, as I reealll Aet ealy
used modern terms like neneer and spafu, but wiete a story

that could easily by 20th century eontemporary. She fails.

The Roundtable Discussion, llke all gossip was intieresting,
but not really illuminatimg. Well, it did {lluminate the faet that
most REH publishers are not reallly “fans™. Fandlom. Seienee
fiction fandom has a forty year old tradiition and ef the
publishers, only Scithers shares this tradiition with me.

“The Role of Fandom in Society” -- Fandiofn s an eseapist
fantasy world where real problems don't exist. It’s enly rele iA
society is thereaputiic. (And I love it!)

A fanzine is a zine done by a fan for the love of it. CHACAL,
PHANTASY DIGENT, FC are semii-pro zines, whieh is a fan ef a
different color. Famdor is also somethimg of a vehuitary
miasomic order, which is why money is such a bigalhoo. Hew éan
you charge—demand! money from a fellow masen?

REH: LSF—CHACAL is my idea of the best REH zlne. FC is
nicely fannish in tone. CROSS PILAINS never offered enough for
its momey until the last couple issues.

Continued from page 17
ROUNDTABLE DISCUSSION

SASSER: I think E. Hoffman Price is long overdue for a big
fan boom. Since he was a close friend of Howard’s, many fans
might turm to him after they have pursued Howardia to the
limits.

SCITHERS: Your premise is wrong, of course. There is a
possibility that interest in Howard will wane. This is not the
same thing as a decline in “Howard fandom,” primarily
because of over-exploitatiion, but I canmot predict who might
“succeed” him,

WARFIELD: I see no clear favorite right now. Authors who
should have an active fandom include Mike Moorcock, Henry
Kuttner, Karl Wagner and Thomas Burmett Swanm. I, per-
sonally, would prefer more interest in the genre as a whole, than
in single authors, however.

Question: How importamt do you think your contributions are to
the genre? How importamt do you think you are to the genre?

BACON: I wouldn’t be publishing if I didn’t feel I could malke a
contribution to the genre. As to how importamt that centribution
is. . .well others will need to decide. As an individual, I'm not
important. The importamce is relative to what FC aims at ac-
complishimg and what it actuallly does accomyglish. I'd hope that
we would do the followsing: 1) provide a training ground for
those interested in creative works in the fantasy genre and
specifically the sub-genre labeled Heroic Famtasy:, 2) imtroduce
new writers and artists to the fandom audience; 3) assist in
getting the Heward “eamon™ of fletion, verse and letters inte
print o that it may be studied, and enjoyed; 4) provide a forum
for debate within eur letters pages for fandem and preos; 5)
enegurage more fietien amd verse from the professionals by
eOMMIEHONING Works and of publishing “new” werks in the
Several §HB:%EHF%% uRder the general heading of Famiasy (i.e. §
& S, HOFEeF lit:, and pessibly, SF).

FENNER: I don’t feel that either REH: LSF or mysalf are
terriibly importamt to the genre. I do believe that some of our
features (outside of the Howard fiction) and outlooks are a shot
of penicillim to the field, maiimly because of our honesty -- some
might say our “mastiness”. We're not trying to stomp on
people’s toes; just trying to give a different point of view. Still,
I'm sure no one will mourn REH:ILSF when it dies -- I daresay
there’lll be those who'll be happy to see us go. We've just tried to
provide a form of emtertainment.

HAMILTON: Based upon the letters I received from CP
subscribers I would say that my contributions were of im-
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portance and I assume I was of some importance, though the
latter is immmaterial.

McHANEY: Anyone who makes rare, desired material
available to the public - even if that “public” is only a few
thousand -- is doing something importamt. As far as my own
importance goes, a fan editor is no more than what he does and
glves his reader. I do consider mysdlf a lot more competent in
manhy areas, beeause my educational background was aimed at
magazine journalismr-I know what I'm doing. When I screw up,
I'ma the first person to reallize it, and I don’t need some jerk to
rernind me of 1t. Most fan editors who don’t go on to some area
related to the field are almest completely forgotten a year after
they de whatever they are doeing. Seme are forgotten while they
are still areund. There are several I wish I eould forget.

ROARK: Relatively unimportant, save for the fact of sup-
plying the public with something they want. I feel our cen-
tribution has been upfront honesty, if not always goed judgment,
Framkly, I think I'm the Messiah of Fandom -- though a cult has
not yet grown up around this belief. Plenty of guys have offered
to crucify me in the past -- kinda makes one wonder, ya know? 1
stay out of dark alleys.

SASSER: According to the supporters of REH: TWO GUN
RACONTEUR, I am contributing something. Though, as an
individual, I'm just another Howard fan amd am not that im-
portamt, but TGR is.

SCITHERS: Impossible to answer without seeming either a
wittold or a braggert.

WARFIELD: Again, this is impossible to judge unless one is
suffering from ego inflation. I do no feel that any ene publisher
is, at the momemt, all-importamt to fandom. Onee, THE
HOWARD COLLECTOR was the only REH zine, as was CROSS
PLAINS. For mamy years, AMRA was also impertant. As foF
today, I believe anyone who eares eneugh to de a zine deserves
our attention, but no one is indispensable!

Question: What rules govern the content of your magazine?
What standards do you judge your work on?

BACON: I judge contributions on a two point criteria: a) is the
work well written or eye pleasing and of interest to me, b) will
readers react favorably and enjoy the work. FC is a product of
Jonathah Baeen's ereative energies (however minimal they
may be). I publish it beeause 1 derive a certaim amount of joy
from doing se. Therefore, as ego-centrie as It sounds, I publish
those things which I enjoy in the hopes that others will
agree. If I find no interest in a given subject, why the heck
should I publish it?? Secondly, I try to respond to the likes and
dislikes of my readers. Without them FC would cease to exist or
dwindle in print run. That doesn’t mean I go by a majjority vote
or that I respond to every request. Both are impossible to do. If
the majjority of readers wamted me to drop the artwork of Gene
Day or Steve Fabiam I'd refuse. They're my two favorite
artisitc contributors. On the other hand, I'm constamtly bom-
barded by a) a group that wants FC to deal only with REH b) a
group that wants FC to deal only with H. P. Lovecraft, c) a
group that feels we should deal with all S&S authors currently
alive, d) a group that feels we should deal only with WEIRD
TALES authors, ete., ete., ete. You get the idea. It's impossible
te do EXACTLY as your readers dictate.

FENNER: Naturally we're influenced by a number of
amateur and pro magazines (both in and outside of the genre)
and pattern some of our policies after them -- with our own twist,
of course. But other than that no real rules or standards govern
the magazine. Surely, there are some self-inflicted limits -- we
avoid censorship, but simultancously we attempt to keep a sense

of good taste throughout our contents. Unfortunately, our tastes
don’t always rum in the same line as those of some of our
readers. In the long rum, practically amything goes; that is, as
long as it's done well.

HAMILTON: Since I don't publish a zine anymore I den't feel
the need to answer.

McHANEY: Before I started putting together HOWARD
REVIEW No. 5 (in Jan. 1976) I never had any real rules for
myself. I used what I liked. Besides, if [ make my own rules, I
can always change them or break them, and who’d know? No
one is gonna write me, and say “Hey, so-and-so stinks. You
broke the rules!” Silly questiom. As for standawds, for the
REVIEW, I've simply arrived at a goal locked deep in my brain
which is higher than anything else I've seen, and everytime I
fall short of that, it's the skids as far as I'm concermed. I've done
plenty of jurnipiing without reaching the top of the fence.

ROARK: Is it good? Is it of interest to our audience? Does it fit
into the format of our publication? If so, anything is comsidered
fair game. Our biggest problem is agreging on
somethimg Arnie and I are like Fire & Water, so this
usually proves difficult. Compromiise has become a way of life.
Some of the most asinine crap has caused a lot of yelling. When
all else fails, Femner cheats by using logic (shudder!) on me.

SASSER: My main rule is: is it interesting and—or in-
formative. I'm aiming at newcomers to REH, but try to achieve
a balance of topics and such so TGR will appeal to all Howard
fans. As far as standards go, I ask mysdlf would I buy it if
someone else was putting it out and is it worth the money. I don’t
like to get rippeti-oft and don’t wamnt to do that to anyone else.

SCITHERS: Rules? No reallly -- it's a matter of what seems to
fit.

WARFIELD: I try to balance what I believe readers will
enjoy, and what seems to fit based on my own experiences.
Correspondence plays a big part also.

Question: Do you think fans are being exploited? If so, are you
getting your share of the dough?

BACON: Famns are being exploited IF they allow themsdlves to
be. The rash of Howard books, booklets, fanzines, ete., exists
because there Is a demamd for It. Fandomh controls the
martketplace by buying of not buying. Howardama is in the
vogue now. If anyone who publishes his works amd takes ad-
vantage of the boom 18 exploitive then we all are. There are
some Howard eormpletist and they probably are being exploited
but they do that willingly. I kmow, I'th one of ’em. I'll buy or
trade for anyithihg with a relationship to REH and that inchudes
(in may eolleetion) posters, art portfelios, T-shifts, paper €ups,
fanzines, books, foreigh amthologies (ih languages I ean’t even
spealk!!!), and lets mere. But I de it willingly. Ne ene ferees
apyene te Huy.

FENNER: It seems that fans have always been exploited, no
matter where their interests may lie. High “special colledtion’s”
prices on a new publication have always burned my ass and I
believe that it's high time to stand up as a group and tell some of
the chief villains to shove it! But we probafbly won't -- just the
way fans are, I guess. Some miight classify us as exploiters -- I
wouldn’'t agree, but I doubt if my feelings would be all that ob-
jective. But, no REH:ILSF isn’t making that much money;
probably losing some if we Iteriized everytthing. Hear that Mr.
Taxmamn? Seriously, [ wish we were making enough of a profit to
brameh out or Impiove ouf distributiion, but we’re not.

HAMILTON: I don’t think that fans are being exploited by the
zines though I know of a certain Fred Cook whe is selling pirated
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copies of ETCHINGS IN IVORY and THE HOWARD
COLLECTOR at ridiculous high prices.

McHANEY: Fans are definitely being exploited, but eb-
viously, they either love it or are too stupid to realize it. I don't
think you’ll find any fanzine, though, that really makes a
noticeable amount of money. The jerks that are doing it are the
guys selling five or six lousy drawings for $20 or $25 by artists
who used to be available for 25¢ for twenty pages. Those are the
cretins that are going to kiek the bottom out of the whole mess,
and I hope it happens very soon. Fiist, though, I think they’ll kill
off comies eormpletelly. 95 pereent of the deeent artists denm’t
have to do ecornies any rhore beeause there are fools that are
dumb enough to pay large sums of money to various ereoks whe
hide their rip-6ffs behind a eover of “limited editions.” They
sheuld limit the priees! My share of the dough? If the trends ge
on like they are new, I’ll probably get ifite the limited edition aFt
felie bit. I've werked a 1ot harder thah any of the art felie ereeks
§a_why sheuldn’t I get a share? I'm net ﬁ@W_ﬂ en felies t@tﬁl!y.r-. 1
think de 1a Ree and a few Bthers are putting eut “bargaing”’
eompared to what yei'd expeet t8 pay Aew.

ROARK: Everyone is exploited in some way or another, but
only if they condone it. Unless you let it happen, it can’t. Without
naming names, there are several people who I feel are ripping
off fans; naturallly, we've been accused of this heinous crime in
the past. Anyone who does a fan publication will have this
charge leveled against him one time or another. As a personal
statememt, ['m a virtual pauper -- all the revenue taken in for
one issue is used to put out the next.

SASSER: REH fans, for the meost part, are too smart to get
burned more than once. An article in my second issue tells fans
how to buy and collect Howard material without getting taken.
My share of the dough goes into the next issue of TGR or related
projects; not into funds for, say, trips to Bermuda and the like. I
may sound stupid, but I really don't care much for money --
merely recognition for my work in Howard fandom,

SCITHERS: Fans are getting exploited. Second part of the
question is rather vicious.

WARFIELD: Anytime you have a sellable produet, you will
have those who seek to exploit it. What profit I've ever made
(which has beem near zero) always went back into the next
project.

RAMBLINGS———
Continued from page 1

There is more I could add, but I think this will give you an idea
what it takes to get into these respective orgamizations. SFWA
membership fees are $12.00 per year, which gives you voting
rights, subsctijpition to their monthly newsletter, and they will
act in your behallt on legal matters. In SFWA the writers vote for
the awards themselves, and who knows more about sf than the
writers. (This is evident to anyone who has read the annual
anthologies of the Nebula Award Stories).

It is my idea that an orgamization of writers, artists and poets

in the semii-pro field) be formed using the same basis as the

SFWA. There would be awards given, such as the NOVA (for
lack of a better name) for different categories, voted upon by
the general membership. Membership fees will be $2.00 per
year, with the money going to purchase membership cards,
awards and to print up a monthly or bi-monthly newsletter.

Suggested requirement for membership: An artist, writer or
poet must have sold or had published, something in one of the
semi-pro magazines that meet the orgamization’s requirements.
Requirements: A semi-pre zine must pay some monetary
payment to a contributor (not copies), for fiction, poetry and

art, and must publish at least three times in a given year from
Jam 1st to Dec 31st,

The following categories are suggested for the awards:

1. - Best Novelette; 2 - Best short story; 3 - Best artist; 4 -

Best Edlitor; 5 - Best semi-pro zine; 6 - Best poet.

Since the first writing of my propesal, it has been suggested by
Chris Marler of ASTRAL DIMENSIONS that a separate award
be given for Horror and Famtasy, such as the Gandallf award in
the pro field.

Semi-pre zines, writers and poets need not be members of the
organization to be nominated for an award, but you must be a
member to vote.

You may be reading this in one of the semi-pro zines which
have agreed to support the conception of my idea; so far I have
three of them behind the idea and pushing it in their respective
mags. I have contacted several of the zines qualified as semi-
pros and hope to gain their support also. They are: ART &
STORY, WHISPERS, DEADSPAWN, MYRDDIN, MOON-
BROTH, FROM OUR WORLD, SPACE & TIME, DARK
FANTASY, GALLILEO, PHANTASY DIGEST and FANTASY
CROSSROADS. The zines alreadly supporting the idea are THE
DIVERSIFIER, BLACK LITE and ASTRAL DIMENSIONS.

There may be others that I have neglected to mentiion or don’t
know qualify as semi-pres, if so they are welcome and will be
considered also.

I truly believe this could be a very valuable and helpful
organization for all involved; I hope all of you reading this will
feel the same way,

DO NOT send any money at this time, as everything is still on
the drawimng board. Write me and let me hear any ideas you
might have; any suggestions for impreving the erganization.
Most of all tell me whether you'd be willing to support the idea.
Once I'm sure enough people are interested, I'll start the
memibership drive and get things going.

Let's make SPWAO (SEMI-PRO WRITERS AND ARTISTS
ORGANIZATION) a reality.

I do support Chet’s proposal in a general way. I have seme
reservatiions about certain aspects of the proposal but I'm sure
they’ll be worked out satisfactorily. As an example, Unlike the
SFWA (which requires publication by the writer within the last
3-5 years) Chet’s proposal basically allows membership for life
if the person is published once in a semi-prazine. On the other
hand, the proposal is very tight by requiring sermi-prozines to
publish at least three times a year. Franily, frequency of
publication seems irrelevamt to me. Or at least, three issues per
year seems steep. FC has always put out four issues per year
(except for 1974 when our first issue came out in November)) and
I know the kind of hard work it is to meet that type of firequency.
Exeept in the area of best semii-prezine, the mags shouldn’t be
judged based upon ANYTHING, after all, the awards should be
based upon the guality of the artwork, fietion of verse. . .not
what fermat it is printed in. A gern of a story ean shine even if
published in a erud-zine.

Nevertiheless, I support the formation of SPWAO and urge you
to write Chet at: PO Box 2078, Oraoville, CA 95965.

My support of Chet's series of awards does not in any way
diminish my desire to see a fantasy award established via my
suggestions last issue. The field will never grow and mature
unless recogmition (via awardls, ete) is available for
achievement in the genre. I still feel a need for awards to be
established based upon a poll of all elements of the genre, i.e.
editors, contributors and the readership. Armold Femner of
CHACAL and I have been corresiponding on the awards and have
even established a basie format. The BALROG AWARD will be
an anhual award with several eategories (still being defined).
The ene major difference is that veting will be epen to éveryene
aetive in the fantasy genre. Award ballets will Be fuh in
eooperating magazines as well as ih THE BUYERS GUIDE.
Unlike mest sther awards euriently established, ne reader oF
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fan will be dis-enfranchised. In the near future, a joint
publishing project will be announced to finance the BALROG
AWARD. Fenner and Stygiam Isle Press will jointly publish an
item for collectors with all profits going to cover the expanses of
establlishing the BALROG. The final decision was for the award
to cover all aspects of the fantasy genre. The BALROG will not
be exelusively a Heroie Famtasy award, nor will it be strietly for
recogmition 1A high fantasy or horror—weird literature. All
areas of the field will be eligible.

Your comments are again solicitated on both the BALROG
and Chet Clingan’s proposed SPWAO.

On amother matter: What follows is a guest editorial. John
Rieber ran acress an old issue of FANTASY CROSSROADS (No.
7 to be exact) and promptly sent off a letter of comment (LOC).
Unfortunately, we've published two issues since then amd the
issue he discussed might be considered dated, but I prefer to
think readers might be interested in yet another voice in the de
Camp—Mosig debate issue. The following was written by John
Rieber of 301 La Vista, McAllen, Texas 78501. Read on:

Lovecraft and Howard are storytellers, weavers of fantastic
dreams. Neither intended to set himsdlf up as a Dark
Mohammedl, a subject for literary cults’ warfare; neither in-
tended to provoke the Black Crusades.

Yet, since the publication of LOVECRAFT: A BIOGRAPHY,
it's become more and more fashionable for fantasy readers to
snarl at other fantasy readers across lettercwols, book reviews,
and reviews of book reviews. It's in vogue to boil personal
preferences down to labels like “totallly uninteresting™ amd slap
them on story-cycles that have sold thousands of hardbound
books, paperback books, and magazimes as well as inspiring
mamy a pastiche and fanzine.

Why?

The H. P. Lovecraft whose mind and perceptions are a couree
of awe to mamy a sworn enemy of Cimmerians wiote in a letter
to Donald A. Wolllheim

“This is reallly magnificent stuff-Howard has the most
magnificent sense of the drama of “History” of anyone I
know. He possesses a panoramic vision which takes in the
evolution and interactiom of races and nations over vast
periods of time. . .”

The H. P. Lovecraft who wrote SUPERNATURAL HORROR
IN LITERATURE praised Howard’s skill in describing
lingering atmospheres of “prehumnam fear and mecremaney
which no other writer could duplicate,” stating that Howard
“was almost alone in his ability to create real emotions of fear
and of dread suspense. . .”

And guess who eulogized “Brother Conan” in the selfisame
letter?

Since south Texas suffers from a severe shortage of published
REH letters, the obvious must serve: “The Black Stone"™, “The
Fire of Asshurbanipal™, “The Thing on the Roof”, “The
Children of Night” and “The Worms of the Earth™, each arising
from or containing an ebony seed planted by Lovecraft, but each
shaped into a hauntingly twisty bonsai by Howard. From the
collaboration  on the history of Von Juntz's
UNAUSPRECHILICHEN KULTEN to the Pictish curse, “Black
gods of R’lyeh, even you would I invoke to the ruin and
destruction of these butchers!” Lovecraft's shadow hamd was
there.

In spite of little things like these, the verbal slugfest goes on—
not that either HPL or REH is in any position to care. Others are
driven up proverbial walls, one way or another.

“Mr. Sprague de Camp’s stories are quite a bit more en-
tertaiming than Lovecraft's.” To some readers, certainly. But I
doubt that such a generalizatiom holds abselutely true, con-
sidering the notoriously divergent tastes of fantasy fans; it
obviously does not seem to work in the case of Professor Mosig.

“He (Sprague) is a much better writer than Lovecraft was.
Could Lovecraft have written THE BRONZE GOD OF RHODES

or THE TRITONIAN RING?" I have a hard time cemparing
Sprague with HPL, much less deciding that he’s a “better
writer”-wmlless one is speakimg of financial success. de Camp's
nonfiction, from his archesallogical studies to his painstakingly-
researched biographies, never fail to delight me; his fiction
entertaiims while it bites. But his style and subject matter differ
so radiicallly from Loveeraft’s that comparison is difficult, But
why does one have to choose a "“better writer™ in the first place?
Why ot just let L. Sprague de Camp write as L. Sprague de
Camp writes, and let Loveeraft be Loveeraft? The pertinent
guestion seems to me to be not eeuld HPL have writtem AN:
CIENT RUINS AND ARCHAEOLOGY of THE FALLIBLE
FIEND. But weuld HPL have wanted to. Does de Camp want t6
Wwiite twenty pages of personal eerrespondence daily, THE
EOLOYR BUT OF SPACE, or T6 QUEBEC AND THE STARS?
As mvieh as 1 enjoy de Camp's Writing, Besksteres weuld net be
Rearly sueh faseinating places if everyone wrote iR his style. 1'l]
ahiow subtitity t6 fend Ior itsellt and remark that the same line ef
apalysis can Be applied 18 Howard and Leveeraft as well;
?ﬁﬁgggzl may Rt be the spice of life, but it is the lifebioed ot

"“No! No! The whole thing is going to see print in yet another
zine.,” By Crom, this sentence was beautiful to my eyes.
Although Professor Mosig's conceptiom of the role of the
biegrapher agrees with mine-at least the viewpoint expressed
in FC No. 7's lettercol does-~I think that a toned-dowm beok
review followed up by a more detailed private correspondence
with Sprague would have been much more effective insofar as
he wished to encourage de Camp to revise his book. I doubt that
Spragve hates HPL or wishes to assassinate his charaeter; it
wash’t heeessary to hand down some kind of publie convietion in
order to foree Sprague to eonsider reasomable revision.

Sprague should be commended for the calm @pem-mindedness
that he maimtaiined through the controversy. I only hope that his
forthcoming TO QUEBEC AND THE STARS will be received as
objectively.

John’s letter is interestimg not only for its obvious meaming but
also because it brings to light the whole concept of (hopefully)
friendly disagreement within fandom. I'm not a persom who
thrives on conflict, neither am I the sort whe will go backwards
for miles (figuratively) to aveid conflict. Conflict (I have
learmed over my 28 years of life) is a sign of possible growth.
There was a time when I would keep my mouth shut rather than
make a staterent that would create conflict. More recemtly 1've
found that such a practice is more dangerous tham facing the
confliet head-om. Silence is construed to meanm consent. 1've
heard too mueh bull-dung passed off as wisdom because no one
dared be ebnexious enough to confront the jack-a-napes in our
geeiety.

That’s why I disagree with certaim parts of John’s letter. It
would ideally seem nice to have fandom aveid conflict amd think
as one mind. It's a nice peaceful vision. However, the mechanics
of being humam require that we constamtlly assess and test our
beliefs. Argument and conflict are necessary facets of the genre
it we’re to be thinking humans. Therefore, I look to fandom for
disagreement. I encourage debate until such time as it becomes
personal affront instead of conflict of views. I commend both
Dirk Mosig and L Sprague de Camp for their bravery. It is
diffieylt to plaee one's views in print for the whole wordd to take
pot shots at. “A toned-down beek review™ would have been an
aet of eowardiee.

One must remember that fandom commumicates thru its
publications. There was no other meams by which the mass of
fandom would have become aware of both sides of the HPL issue
without the Mosig review followed by the inevitable rebuttals.
Agaim, debate and conflict are necessary facets of growth, and
comrmumicatiion in fandom.

Lest we become complacent: here’s amother issue. In the
recent issue of NIGHTSHADE (No. 3, see News Notes for or-
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dering instructions) editor Ken Ames talks about the harm that
the new rash of magazines can cause. He memntions such zines as
WHISPERS, FANTASY AND TERROR, MIDNIGHT SUN,
MYRDDIN, WEIRD-BOOK and TOADSTOOL WINE. To quote
Ken: “These zines, when they become large in number, start to
swallow up the first-class talent. Contributors naturallly tend to
submit work where they are paid in preference to giving away
their work.” NIGHTSHADE does not pay contributors otiher
than giving them a copy of the magazine their work appears in
plus the next subsequent issue. Many fanzines tend to thrive by
only giving contributors copies. FC began that way. In fact we
still do not compensate for non-fiction (i.e. arfiicles, reviews,
news info) exeept via a eontributor’s copy. We don’'t even give
contributor’s eopies for LOCs. Letter writers get absolutely no
compensatiion. We've begun (with FC No. 8) paying Y.¢ per word
for fietion and i0e¢ per line for verse (with some execeptions) and
that move was NOT foreced upon us. We had dozens of accepted
manuseripts by fictioneers and poets on hamd for which the
agreement was no compensation other tham a comtributor’s
copy. Of eourse, we are net helding those contributors to that
out-dated agreemenlt, they reeeive the same eompensaiiion now.

I realize that very few pro-writers will contribute material
free (though de Camp received no compensattion for his part in
the extended debate). Despite that drawback, I feel there is an
abundance of semi-pros and fans who only desire to see their
work in print. The editor who cannet find first-class talent isn't
looking hard enough. I’'m rejecting work submitted to FC not
because it isn’t worthy of publication but because I don't want to
bury it in my backlog. I brought out FANTASY CROSSWINDS
(FCW) in order to get rid of a backlog. My backlog is even
greater now than before I began FCW. In fact, I'm no longer
aceepting unsolicited mamuseripts until after July 1,1977. There
is ample reefn in the geAre for a multitude of guality fanzines
and semi-prozines. No. one should be laeking for material. I just
ean't believe that )¢ per weord malkes that mueh difference for
mest fan-contribytors.

There’'s a new book out by Avon Books titled THE FAN-
TASTIC IMAGINATION.It’'s edited by Robert Boyer and
Kenneth Zahorski. The book is just barely in print and runs 304
pages. I have an uncorrected proof and the probable price listed
is $2.25. I don't know if that is the final price. The Boyer-
Zahorski edited book is subtitled “An Anthology of High Fan-
tasy”. Obviously the book is edited with classroom use in mind.
1t ineludes a smatterimg of short fietlon (including excerpts
from novels and short steries) covering what the editors have
terred high fantasy.

If I have a quarrel with the anthology at all, it is in the use of
the term high fantasy. I recognize the need for categorizatiion in
literature. It's difficult to come to terms with literature or any
area of studies without discussing similarities and dis-
similarities of various works. We better understamd when
comparisons can be made and differences evaluated.
Generallization and categorization are intregal parts of life,
Ignoring the abuses sometimes incumbent upon these functions,
they are necessary to the living process. (i.e. without a Sword
and Sereery label how would the reader be able to specifically
lecate work in that gefire to read and study). My argument is not
with the proeess but with the term. The editors state that high
fantasy consists of myth based tales and fairy tales. Respee-
tively, exariples are given as Alexander’s THE FOUNDLING
AND OTHER TALES OF PRYDAIN and THE HOBBIT.

If we have high fantasy then there must needs be low or at
least medium fantasy. Boyer and Zahorski point out that it is
sometimes easier to indicate what is not high fantasy. The ghost
stories of Edgar Allen Poe are listed as not high fantasy. Are
they then low fantasy? To my mind, a comprehensive study of
all forms of fantasy needs to be done with terms established that
do not themselves denigrate various forms of fantasy literature.

I’m sure in an academic setting it is easier to gain support for
programs and courses of studies that deal with high fantasy.

After all, the title itself indicates that these stories are above the
mass of looked down upon fantasy fiction. Let's arrive at some
better labels.

By the way, I'm in no way trying to reflect negatively upon the
character of editors Boyer or Zahorski. They’'ve shown their
skill and knowledge with a very enlightening collection of fic-
tion. I applaud their efforts and recommend THE FANTASTIC
IMAGINATION to you. I exist in an academiic setting and know
what fantasy fans must endure in the typically snobbish and
elitist academic communmitty. I just don’t like giving the snobs
fuel for their fire. All fietion should be judged upon its merits not
upon its sub-genre or genre title.

The anthwlogy includes work by Johamn Ludwig Tieck “The
Elves”, George Mac Donald “The Light Primcess”, James
Branch Cabell “The Music from Behind The Moon” and ad-
ditional work by C. S. Lewis, Alexander, Bucham, Stockton and
others.

LIGEIA MAE

By Steve Troyanovieh

for Robert Bloch

what with all them commmemorative

e-vents and hell-raisin’ cellytbration,

i suppoze that they’ll eventually

forgive you, Ligeia Mae. after all

it weren’t really your fault. you

didn't invent those damm Bicen toilet

seats or them rent-a-July-tihe-Fourth
hearse—and as for killin’ him, hell!

how was you suppozed to know ol’ George’s
blood eount was 8o low? now, | know what
your'e gonna say. true, Jeff was a good

ol’ boy and he did warn you about that—

but hell, it were paftly his own fault
anyhow-—what with these halfass imventions
of his’n. why, Ligela Mae, If it weren’t

for I’ TJ tell'in you that he'd fix your

teeth for halff priee with his new maehine
between polytiekin’ 1 de believe that yew'd
be alright teday. but like i was sayin’
den’t you werty abeut that—eause if you
wanna re-tire we get us a passd 6f bleed-
stekers in Washin'ton that ean take yeur place.
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DARKSHIRE'S MIONSTER

By Howard (Gene) Day
By Howard (Gene) Day

1

1

He had nat always Beep alons; Jett 18 wander the expanses of
the €89} terest overlooking and surrovnding the village of
Barkshire. N9, nst %lwgf; , ,

et the era of the Eafers was 9 Gggfﬂy gst in the misty
Fecesses of time that thsz existed Row Bty as vague memoriss
in the mind of He Who Ate. Bften those 2ncient Visions weuld
gurl their talons inte the stuff of his dreams. and onee there, The
Eater would toss the night in agony at what had been ferever
lost. Only then, wracked by these intense Rightmares, weuld the
Eater ery, then and e other.

But new was net the night. It was the day, and the days filled
the Eater’'s foggy mind with visions of only feed, images to
;park his ravenous, terrible hunger threugheut every waking

BUF.

Great Darkshire was like some musty, deep oceam of
greenery, splashed with the brilliant geld, purple and crimsen
that marked the presence of a host of glerious and often deadly
fleral and fauna,

This grand stage, with its towering oaks and elms and ger-
bams, was the Eater’s domaimn. Here, it was that he reigned
supreme. Here, it was that he ruied and ate. Yet he was not
compietely without the peacher, nor was he without enemies,

The hairless ones tormented him continuously, striving to
implant their horrid sting sticks within the warm bulk of his
flesh. And only by continual steaith had the Eater managed to
stay alive to rule, within the massive expamse of the forest of
Darkshire. Only stealth -- and the fact that the hairless ones
feared him to the point of madness.

The very thought of this fear, and the fear of the beasts of the
forest, exhilarated the Eater’s appetite to a new high. It was the
feeding of this fear, so heavy he could almest taste it, that
enabled the Eater to carry on in the face of impending doom at
the hands of his would-be usurpers.

Such was the Eater’s state of mind when he first saw the
female hairless-one.

She stood waist deep in the icy waters of the lakeside, bathing
in the magical sun-glistening pool of lapping waves and waving
fronds. Overhead the golden orb of Sol dried the tiny beads of
blue that ram down her exposed upper body.

Even the Eater was stirred, as he watched her from his
shadow-infested place of concealmemt some hundred yards
away. Her full young breasts bobbed freely as she frolicked
about among the lilies and horn-toads.

The Eater pushed these petty feelings aside. More iimportant
matters filled his thoughts, true emotions awakened to their
fullest extent. “Here lies food,” they told him. And he had not
yet dined this day.

Like some large feline cat, the Eater slid from the stygian
dark of Darkshire’s foliage and edged forward, his great
humped back hunched and aching. Breath slowly whistled from
his twisted barrel chest, his breast rising ever so slightly as he
moved.

Still the human female-one was umaware.

She sang.
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Ailm Urbhur crashed threugh heavy, biting thorms until at
last, cursing, he broke through into a clearing in the wood. He
turned, wiping steamy sweat away from his sun bronzed brow,
to observe the brothers CulHain breakimg from the dense
blanket of greemn Darkshire.

“Come on, you laggards,” Ailm called to the pair, his voice
taunt and as hot with anger as the sun, high above in the August
air. “That thrice dammed beast is still out there and we are no
closer to killing the slimy monstresity now, than we were some
ten days back"”

~“Canna be helped!” It was Kilon speaking. He, like his
brother, Klin, appeared to be physically opposite from the
characternistics that marked the black mamned, boisterous Ailm.
They were both slight of build, blonde tossled and frail of colour
and limb. But their appearamce was deceiving, for they were
both huntsmen and could fling a spear as deadly as could any
mam.

It was Klin's turn to speak. *“Me brother’s right, Ailm. We've
followed you through this green inferno until our feet fairly rot
with blisters. . .and still no sign of the creature.”

Ailm grunted his displeasure and disgust at Klin's words, but
nodded in defeat.

“Aye, ye are both right. And I hunger to returm to the village
and my new wife. The dammn beast has lead us a merry chase for
sure, for we are now not more than an hour's march from the
village itself. What say you? Do we returm and to the hells with
whoever the thing's next victim he?”

The brothers CulHain grumted their grateful agreement.

Dampemned by depressiom in spirit, the three moved forward
from the clearing and into the swallowing greem-black pit that
was Darkshire.

The Eater stopped but once during his skulking of the smooth
skinned female thing. A rodent, small and insignificant,
chanced to flit acress his stealthy path. The sight of food so
close, drove the Eater into a frenzy. All caution tossed to the
iirdl, He Hallf grunted - halffromared @s e quickly grasped the
rodent within the hold of his hairy twisted hands, and from there
popped the living beast into his gaping, slaverimg motith.

It was during that moment of weakness and that utterimg of
his hunger, that the female became aware of his presence.
Jerkimg her eyes upward in his direction, the female spotted his
raatty fur amomng the bramehes of the thicket. And she sereamed
the seream of nightmares as she recogmized his ugly, misshapen
iorth, reeallled from horror tales told each night around the ring
of the campfire.

Still sereamimg, she turhed and erashed through the

reviously still surface of the sunwarmed lake of Darkshire.

But the Eater was already finished with his tiny, poer meal
and his attention was efee again resting upon the lithe, supple

¥ of the fleeing hysterieal female. Her simeooth skih beckeoned
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and a new feeling came welling up within him, tearing his brain
in two. And for the first time, his feelings of hunger were
overridden.

Never before had the Eater known the dreams of the day, but
even now visions of the nightmares he so often had, flooded his
dim miind. Visions of what had been, with other females. Not
smooth-skinned creatures like the one in the waters before him,
but of others, similar more to himself, than to the hairless ones.
They had existed in a time when his kind had been slightly
altered from the way he appeaied now.

And for the first time in mamy long and grueling centuriies, the
Eater did indeed thirst for mere than food. He lusted.

He was nearly upon the screamiing girl, for he had merely to
reach out and pluck her from the waters. His hand a blur of
movement, he felt his talons groping, ripping, seizing the soft,
pink flesh of the hairless female. He screeched in a language he
did riot understamd -- the voice of his past, and howling with glee
threw himsadlf upon the swooning humam thing.

4

“A girl!” Ailm cried. “By the gods, I hear a girl’s scremms!™
He broke from the party and begam racing framtically in the
direction of the cool, lake breezes. From ahead of him, buried
somewhere within that mass of twisting roots and bent boughs
the sereams continued,

Klin and Klon were hastily gaining at his heels as the three
raced at breakmeck speeds through the damp, groping foilage
and underbrush of Darkshire, tripping and stumblimg their way
towards the lzlkeshore,

Ahead the screams continued, reaching a new pitch of. .
revulsion? It was difficult to determine what could rip such
cries of pitiful anguish from humam lips.

The party broke from the living hothouse into a smalll clearing
that lead to the cool, lapping surface of the blue lake of
Darkshire Loch. And there lay the source of the screams which
had just now become silent,

The Eater looked up slowly from where he stood over the
cringing, unconscious female to where the intruders stood
frozen in horror. Hairless males! And with sting-sticks! He must
flee!

The scene brought a cry of anguish and torment from Ailim's
sun-blistered lips.

“By the gods. . .NO! Tis my wife! MY WIFE!" Sickness
flooded his muscular form. “He has slain her”
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