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Las t issue I brought up the possibility of a ser ies of a w a r d s in 
the a r e a s of fan tasy (including S & S, possibly horror lit, etc.) 
Some of the responses to that suggest ion a r e included in this 
issue's Epis t le Express . Response was, to be sure, minimal . I ' m 
not sure how to in terpre t that . E i the r fans don't care , or they 
a s sume that silence is a f f i rma t ion that planning should continue 
towards the es tabl ishment of an award . The final possibility is 
that f ans a r e opposed to the idea and f igure that if they ignore it. 
. .it'll go away. As a rule people seem to sound off long and ha rd 
if they ' re opposed to something, but then again , is that the case 
here? 

It would be nice to ga rne r fu r the r response to the a w a r d s f r o m 
our readership . But there ' s now another fac tor enter ing the 
picture. C. C. Clingan, editor of THE D I V E R S I F I E R has 
proposed a new a w a r d and he a l ready has support f r om two 
other f an tasy journa ls : ASTRAL DIMENSIONS and BLACK 
LITE. He 's asking for suppor t f r om other publications in the 
field, but tha t ' s explained in his let ter below. Read on and then 
I'll m a k e some more comments . 

Fo r the pas t severa l months I 've been kicking around an idea 
which I feel would be of benefi t to all wri ters , a r t i s t s and editors 
in the semi-pro field. 

As a way of explanat ion (for those new to sf and fandom) I ' l l 
give an example of the professional version of wha t I have 
planned. 

The Hugos, as they a r e known were n a m e d a f t e r Hugo Gern-
sback, who was the original editor of one of the f i rs t sf 
magazines . The Hugos a r e a w a r d e d by votes f rom the fans (a 
small ma jo r i ty and by populari ty in a lot of cases) . In fact , i t ' s 
mentioned in one of the top fanzines that no m o r e than five 
hundred people ever vote for these a w a r d s ; tha t ' s out of all the 
thousands of fans reading and par t ic ipat ing in sf and fandom. To 
vote you must be a m e m b e r of the WORLD SCIENCE FICTION 
CONVENTION for the cur ren t year . In 1976 it was Mid-
AmeriCon in Kansas City. Attending member sh ip s for World-
Cons vary f rom $15.00 to $50.00; as was the case for at the door 
a t tendance a t Mid-AmeriCon last year . You can obtain a sup-
porting member sh ip (non-attending) for $6.00, a s I did. This 
gives you voting r ights and all the progress repor t s and the f inal 
p rog ram book. 

Then there a r e the NEBULA awards , which a r e given a t 
annual dinners, held a t d i f ferent si tes each yea r . To vote on 
these a w a r d s you mus t be a m e m b e r of the SFWA (SCIENCE 
FICTION WRITERS OF AMERICA). Requ i remen t s for 
member sh ip a r e : You mus t have had published (in the U.S.) 
original ma te r i a l as follows: 

1 - Science fiction novel, within the cur ren t yea r or any of the 
previous five years . 

2 - Science fiction novelette or short s tory published by a n 
Amer ican t rade publisher within the cu r ren t yea r or any of the 
previous three years . 

Continued to page 71 
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G e n 5 e r i c ' 5 
Fifth - Born 

Son 
ajames allison +aJc by: 

ROBERT E. HOWARD 
The following three chapters compose only about 9600 

words of a round-robin novel based upon a previously 
unpublished fragmentary tale by Robert E. Howard. The 
novel will eventually run close to 75,000 words and none 
of it has seen print before. Furthermore no part of the 
story will be reprinted anywhere until the entire story 
has'appeared in FANTASY CROSSROADS. We'll be 
printing approximately 9-10.000 words per issue until the 
entire novel is in print. By the time this novel is com-
plete, you'll see chapters by Michael Moorcock, Richard 
Tierney, andrew j o f f u t t , Manly Wade Wellman, Ramsey 
Campbell, Frank Belknap Long, Charles Saunders, 
Brian Lumley, Darrell Schweitzer and others in addition 
to the authors presented in this issue. Future illustrators 
(one per chapter) will include Stephen Fabian. Gene 
Day, Cliff Bird, Jim FitzPatrick and a host of others. If 
this isn't an all time coup supreme for Howard fan-
dom...then I don't know what is. Read on dear friends.-
Editor 

GENSERICS SON 
By Robert E. Howard 

Long, long ago an infant son was born to Gudrun 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 wail of life broke upon the icy waste, Genseric lifted him in 
his mighty hand and searched him for any blemish, as was the 
custom of the Vanir and their brothers the AEsir . And he 
frowned, for the infant ' s left leg was crooked. 

Immemor ia l custom had decreed that only the perfect should 
live; but Genseric turned to Gudrun questioningly, for hers was 
the last word in the mat te r . But Gudrun, with the rack of her 
throes still upon her, threw back fiercely and proudly her thick 
shining tresses, and said harshly: "I have four sons of fair , 
straight l imbs; shall I give them a crippled frog for a b ro ther?" 

So Genseric went f rom the tent into the chill grey dawn, 
carrying the man-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 mail beneath. 

F a r 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 
ea r s f rom a f a r c a m e the long howling of the grea t g rey wolves. 
So he turned and s t rode back across 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 c a m e to Genser ic ' s tent, with his 
grey beard and his haunted eyes and the s t rangeness in his soul 
that an ancient sword-cut upon his head had m a d e his. 

" I saw you lay the child upon the snow," quoth old Bragi . " I 
saw as I re turned across the chill was tes in the grey birth of 
dawn. I h^ard the howling of the wolves as you turned away, and 
soon the swift pa t te r of their feet over the crust . Their eyes were 
green in the murk , and their tongues lolled red as hunger bet-
ween their white fangs. They c a m e about the infant where it lay 
upon the snow, and s t i r red its l imbs with their muzzles, yet 
ha rmed it not. By the icy blood of Ymir , they howled like the 
fiends of the wastes about it, and a g rea t grey she-wolf lay down 
beside it and gave it her tea ts . Its f ingers clutched at her stiff 
grey ice-clotted hai r , and it sucked at her dugs as a wolf cub 
suckles. Then fear fell upon me, and I fled swiftly. Yet it is the 
truth I s p e a k . " 

So Genseric and his brothers went for th into the waste , until 
they c a m e to the spot where the babe was left . But the infant was 
gone, and all about the spot where it had lain were the t r acks of 
wolves. There was no blood on the snow, but the t r acks of m a n y 
wolves led wes tward into the plains of e ternal ice and snow. And 
a f t e rwards , in the horsehide tents of Vanaheim and of Asgard, 
over the fl ickering f i res was told the tale of Genser ic ' s f if th 
born, the man-child who was taken by the wolves. 

I was the man-child. I, whom men now call J a m e s Allison, in 
another , weaker , softer age and clime. I can not tell you how I 
possess this knowledge, any more than you can tell m e how it is 
that the events of yes te rday , and the days before, and the yea r s 
before r ema in indelibly impressed upon that par t of your con-
sciousness we call m e m o r y , so that you can call them into life 
again by speech and writ ing. You know, that is al l ; aye, and I 
know. As you r e m e m b e r your days , I r e m e m b e r m y lives. Your 
m e m o r y of your days is unbroken by the nights of sleep which 
sepa ra t e them, nor is the m e m o r y of my lives broken by the 
a l ternat ing nights of deeper sleep we call death. In that night I 
have gone ten thousand t imes, and out of that night ten thousand 
t imes have I wakened, as I shall awake again and again 
throughout the long ages until the destruct ion of the planet that 
spawned it shall at last and ul t imately break the chain of flesh 
and blood and bone f igments which have successively cloaked 
the undying spirit that is I. 

Even the destruct ion of the planet can not kill that spirit , 
whether its end be blackening frost under a dead, icy sun, or the 
melting wra th of cosmic fires. Let the ea r th burs t like an 
iridescent bubble floating in the gulf of infinity, yet life is not 
destroyed. I have seen visions, vas t and terr ible and wonderful , 
of the ca tac lysm that shall not destroy the spirit that is me, but 
hurl it into unguessed infinities, into u n d r e a m e d oceans of suns 
and s t a r s beyond the ken of man , to take up the endless suc-
cession anew in gorgeous, weird worlds beyond the echoing 
voids. 

But I have no lust to p lumb those d reaming deeps. I a m of the 
ear th ear th ly . Out of the dust I have sprung, and into the dust I 
have re turned , not once, but a million t imes, to r ise in e ternal 
resurrect ion, clothed in a new flesh and burning youth, like f r e sh 
and shining ra imen t . I look not beyond the horizons of the planet 
that gave m e birth. My feet a r e deep in the mys te r ies of her 
g rasses and her pools; her dew is in my hair , and her sun is hot 
gold on my naked shoulders ; under my hands the w a r m ear th 
pulses with life that gave the r aces of m a n being, and my a r m s 
e m b r a c e the living t runks of her t rees ; they a r e no less her 
children than a m I; the speech of their leaves no less a r t icu la te 
than mine. 
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Oh, I have been many men in m a n y lands! As I lay here 
waiting for death to f ree m e f rom this broken, unsound body, I 
do not see the dingy walls, the cobwebbed ceiling, the cheap 
prints that pass for pic tures; they do not limit my vision, nor the 
houses and the oak groves and the hills beyond; not the horizons 
themselves a r e m y boundaries . I see the f laming dawns I have 
known of old, the f a r lands, the broad, foaming seas - white cliffs 
agains t the clear cold blue, with a smothe r of sparkl ing froth 
about their foot, and the cry of gulls. I see pagean t ry , and pride, 
and glory, the shine of the sun on golden corselets , the breaking 
of spears , the spreading of purple sails , and the da rk eyes of 
women who have loved me. 

Oh, I see all the men that have been I! The brave , the fearful , 
the strong, the weak, the kind, the cruel , the living, loving, 
h a t i n g , l u s t i n g , sw i l l i ng , g o r g i n g , f i g h t i n g , b e t r a y i n g , 
swagger ing f igures that have borne equally with one another the 
t ransient , res t less spirit that now a n i m a t e s the f ra i l and sickly 
f r a m e that men call J a m e s Allison. 

What have I not been? King, war r io r , slave. I died at 
Mara thon, at Arbela, at Cannae, at Chalons, at Clontarf , at 
Hast ings, at Agincourt, at Austerlitz, a t San Jac in to , and at 
Get tysburg. I was a nameless , yellow-haired chieftain riding a 
half-wild stallion when we brought bronze into wes tern Europe ; 
I bore spea r and shield in the Macedonian phalanx when the 
plains of India shook to the t read of Alexander ; I pulled a strong 
bow at Poit iers , when our whistling clouds of a r rows broke the 
chivalry of F r a n c e ; and I hea rd the c reak of lea ther , the tinkling 
of spurs and the singing of the night-r iders when we drove the 
lowing herds of longhorns up the dim trai l m e n call the Chisholm 
to build a new young empi re of lea ther and beef and steel. 

What could I not tell you of this planet, and the life that t eems 
upon it; how could I not r e fu te the chroniclers and the sages , and 
laugh to scorn the his tor ians and the philosophers! 

But I will r a t h e r go back beyond their ken, into an age of which 
they have no cognizance. I will tell you of the man-child of 
Genseric and of Gudrun of the Shining Locks, who was suckled 
by wolves. 

Oh, the tale is no new one. Eve ry r ace has its legends of a babe 
who tugged a t the b reas t s of a she-wolf. It is the her i tage of all 
Aryan peoples, and f rom them other r ace s have borrowed. 

But it was f rom the actual i ty of the son of Genseric and 
Gudrun that all these ta les sprang . Romulus was sucked by a 
harlot , and his sons called her a wolf through courtesy and 
evasion. But the milk of the grey she-wolf was the only 
sus tenance the son of Genser ic knew. 

I never had a name , as men a r e named , though in the years of 
my life I was called m a n y things by m a n y tr ibes. I was the 
Strong One. Tha t was what my m a n y n a m e s signified, in 
whatever tongue they were f r a m e d . I r e m e m b e r that a tr ibe of 
the AEsir called m e Ghor, and since that is as good a n a m e as 
another I will call the son of Genseric and of Gudrun by that 
name . 

THE COMING OF GHOR 
By Karl Edward Wagner 

Chapter II 

Of the f i rs t yea r s of my life, only the mos t nebulous im-
pressions r e m a i n etched into my m e m o r y . Most vividly 
pene t ra tes the i m a g e of endless ice and snow, the m e m o r y of the 
co ld - the relent less cold winds and crys ta l l ine nights when the 
chill s t a r s s h i m m e r e d through the frozen haze of m y brea th . 

Even among the s avage r ace s of that age, I think no other 
infant could have survived a single night of that frozen 
waste land. I survived. 

I r e m e m b e r the sour w a r m t h of the she-wolf 's fu r , the panting 
ca ress of her tongue, the s h a r p sting of her fangs . Dimly comes 

the r e m e m b r a n c e of the acr id milk that I suckled f rom her dugs. 
Sharper comes the memory of the hotter sus tenance I drank as 
it gushed f rom the torn veins of some fallen prey, of sweet raw 
flesh str ipped f rom yet thrashing f l anks -be fo re the cold tran-
s formed our kill into a broken s ta tue of cr imson m a r b l e and 
ta t tered fur . Nor were all our prey clad in their na tura l furs . 

I say there was not another man-child who could have lived 
through my savage childhood. In the light of another age, I 
real ize there was something about me that m a d e m e different 
f rom the tribe of Vanir f rom which I sprang. The pack sensed 
this, else they would have devoured m e in that f irst instant : 
Some atavis t ic her i tage in my soul, that called back to a lost age 
when m a n ' s apish forebears coupled with cer ta in c r ea tu re s who 
only mimicked the shape of man . 

At t imes I think my fa ther did well to cast my naked body onto 
the icy dr if ts , that his fault was r a t h e r to stay his hand from 
swordhilt as I squawled an answer ing cry to the oncoming 
wolfpack. 

F r o m the first dawning of conscious thought, I was a w a r e that 
I was different f rom the she-wolf whose dugs nourished me, 
f rom my swift g rey- fur red bro thers and sisters. The white fur 
that lay upon my childish l imbs was no more than the down of a 
newborn cub, so that instinctively I wrapped about myself the 
half-rotted pelts of old kills. In the space of a few seasons, the 
cubs amongs t whom I gambolled chased across the ice fields on 
powerful l i m b s - a s bold and savage killers as their s i res -whi le I 
sc rambled clumsily about our den. too slow to join with the 
others. 

I cannot say how m a n y frozen seasons dr i f ted past before I 
began to pull myself painfully erect , began to unders tand that I 
could s tand unaided on my hind legs, realized that I could dash 
about in this s t range upright posture. The crooked left leg that 
had condemned m e to the icy was te had slowly s t ra ightened in 
the i n t e r im-whe the r f rom the r igors of my existence, or 
because it bore no weight while my infant bones elongated and 
hardened , I cannot guess. In t ime I r an across the tundra as 
swiftly and relentlessly as my brothers of the pack, with only a 
slight twist a t my ankle to evidence my old deformi ty . 

It was now that I began to sense a cer ta in kinship to the 
s t range two-legged prey we somet imes stalked. Before, seeing 
only a torn and mangled kill, I gave no more thought to what 
mea t I shared than I did to the ca r ca s s of an elk or re indeer . 

But now, running with the pack, for the first t ime I beheld 
another living m a n - a lone hunter , half-dead f rom the sudden 
blizzard that had separa ted him f rom his fellows. I held back, 
fascinated, as he m a d e a despera te s tand. He had neither fangs 
and claws, nor hooves and a n t l e r s - n o more than did I. But as the 
pack ringed him in, he bent back the curved stick he carr ied , 
re leased its taut cord with an angry t h r u m m . A howl of agony, 
and the neares t wolf of the circle bounded high with a wooden 
shaf t through his hear t . The hunter drew a second shaf t f rom the 
sling at his back, fitted it to his bow, sped it full into the throat of 
a second grey b ro the r -a l l in the space of a hea r tbea t . Then the 
pack closed over him. 

For a moment his l imbs thrashed beneath the press of 
snarl ing s layers , and I saw that my first impression was 
mis taken , for one paw was a r m e d with a single long, sha rp 
talon. One ripping stroke of that si lver-grey talon disem-
bowelled one of those who tore at his throat . Then his s truggles 
ceased. 

Despite m y own hunger , I watched in thought while my 
brothers fought over the s teaming ca rcass . The curved stick and 
the shaf t s it hurled were beyond my unders tanding. The silver-
grey talon had been torn f rom the m a n ' s forepaw. I examined it 
curiously, saw that the s h a r p grey sliver was fitted with a haf t of 
bone that my own smal le r forepaw could gr ip in the s a m e 
manne r as had the hunter . It felt good in my grip. 

Standing there, the knife in my hand, looking down a s the pack 
snar led over the flesh that so resembled m y own- I recognized 
that I was not, as I had a s sumed when I thought about it at all, 
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some ludicrously misshapen f r eak of na tu re , to lera ted by m y 
swif ter and s t ronger bro thers . I knew then that I was a man . At 
least in fo rm. 

With that unders tanding, a s t r ange unres t c la imed my soul. If 
I we re a m a n , why did I not dwell among m e n - w h y was I 
brother to those whose enemy was m a n ? 

The mys t e ry b e c a m e an obsession with me . In fascinat ion I 
couched in the shadows beyond the c a m p f i r e s of men, studying 
their inconceivable actions and incoherent ba rks and cries. On 
moonless nights when the f ros t hung invisibly upon m y steal thy 
brea ths , I slunk down a lmost within confines of their c a m p s and 
villages. While m y grey bro thers kept a sa fe dis tance, I crept 
along unnoticed behind roving packs of h u n t e r s - m u s e d upon 
their s t range weapons, the pelts they wrapped their hai r less 
flesh in, and the f lashing devil of hea t and light they sha red their 
m e a t with. 

As season followed bleak season, with but a f leeting thaw 
between the deadly chill of winter ' s r e tu rn , I spent less t ime 
with the pack and ever more hours in contemplat ion of m a n and 
his ways . I recognized that his yelps and grunts were a pa t t e rn 
of speech f a r more complex than that of m y wolf bro thers . By 
long study I found I could fo rm some of their cr ies in m y own 
throat ; tha t the bright devil-thing was called " f i r e " , tha t the 
curved stick that hurled sharp- fanged sha f t s was called "bow" . 
The si lver-grey talon was "kn i fe" , and knife had an older, 
deadlier brother called " s w o r d " - l o n g e r and sha rpe r f a r than 
any tusk or talon. I coveted sword as I had desired no other thing 
in all m y g r im youth. 

There c a m e a day when the sun was a cold red disc lost 
beneath the lowering clouds of a ga ther ing ice s to rm. My grey 
bro thers had slunk into the shel ter of their dens, while I, a wild 
thing of little m o r e than ten winters , crouched along beneath the 
leaden skies to watch a scene beyond all marve l s . 

Two packs of men had come together in the s to rm-f raught 
waste . Their encounter was a bloody c l a s h - a bat t le fought 
without qua r t e r . The reason of their conflict was beyond m y 
unders tanding, but the savage feroci ty of tha t bat t le m a d e m y 
hea r t leap within my young chest . My blood throbbed in my 
veins, and I gnashed m y teeth and t rembled with a lust to throw 
myself into the s laughter . Some final instinct held m e back, and 
the snar l s and howls that escaped m y frothing lips were 
drowned in the shouts and death cr ies of the combatan t s . 

There were perhaps twenty men in one group and little more 
than half as m a n y in the other . Despite the odds, the smal le r 
pack held their ground g a m e l y - b e c a u s e of the deadly prowess 
of one war r io r . That one m a n , a mighty f igure whose blond 
m a n e towered over the others , held m y at tention despite the 
moan of the approaching s to rm. Gripped in his huge hands, a 
sword as long as my own thin body wove a m u r d e r o u s pa t te rn of 
red-s t reaked death . All about h im m e n s t ruggled t o g e t h e r -
locked in death embraces , ba t te r ing steel agains t s tee l -unt i l 
dea th brought a gory close to their s e p a r a t e bat t les . 

The bat t le was too savagely fought to long endure . One by one 
those of the tall swordsman ' s pack died beneath the blades of the 
others. Then for a space he stood alone, r inged by four of his 
enemies -a l l that still lived of their band. One he clove f rom 
shoulder to be l ly -bu t before he could recover f rom that fur ious 
stroke, the others surged upon him. What followed was too fas t 
for m y eye. Blades clashed aga ins t b l ades - f l e sh tore a p a r t with 
gouts of scar le t sp r ay -bod i e s reeled brokenly as f ierce shouts 
died in sudden groans . Then only the tall swordsman was 
s tanding. 

As I watched, en t ranced by the tableau, he slowly sank to his 
knees, surveying the silent field of ca rnage . The snow was 
t rampled and s t reaked with cr imson, and the s t r e a m of blood 
that flowed f rom a dozen wounds in his f lesh added its s teaming 
portion to the spreading stain. His head sagged onto his chest. 

The f irst c rys ta l s of ice were spitting down upon the broken 
bodies of the slain, when at las t I da red leave m y place of con-
cea lment . In silent awe I c rep t among the s laughtered corpses, 

d rawn to the motionless f igure who s lumped amids t the dead. 
The s to rm would soon bury s layers and slain, I knew f rom its 
deepening moan . But more urgent ly I knew that I mus t have 
that g r ea t sword for m y own. 

I had thought the m a n dead. As I r eached for the sword, his 
eyes snapped open. I recoiled. The huge blade rose menacingly 
in the blood-caked fist. 

"AEs i r dog. . ." his voice snar led , then fell. Dying eyes beheld 
me in wonder . 

Stinging needles of ice ra t t led agains t the still bodies. A rising 
wind tore away our cloudy brea ths . I stood before h i m - a tall 
thin youth, seeming older than m y y ea r s for my rea r ing in the 
wi ld-even as m y sinewy f r a m e was ice-hard with the tempered 
musc les of the wild. Gusts of icy wind tossed m y snow-white 
mane , r ippled the beard I had a l ready grown and the wiry hai rs 
that m a t t e d l imbs and t runk. Ill-fitting t a t t e r s of hide and fur 
were bound to m y body, in c rude m i m i c r y of the hunters I had 
seen. 

I snar led low in m y throat , advanced when I saw he did not 
r ise. " S w o r d ! " I g ra ted awkwardly , and growled as does one 
wolf who d e m a n d s a joint of m e a t f r o m a weaker bro ther . 

As I s t a r t ed forward , his eyes fell upon m y twisted left ankle. I 
snar led again, and his f ace showed s ta rk wonder . 

"By Y m i r ! " he swore. " Y o u ! " 
But now on the howling wind I hea rd voices of other men. I 

mus t have the sword now. 

With a sudden lunge I avoided his c lumsy gua rd and wrenched 
at the swordhilt . He bellowed in rage , s t aggered upr ight with me 
clinging to his a r m . My s t rength and m y quickness surprised 
him, and I set my fangs into his a r m before he quite realized I 
was upon him. Mortally wounded, he was still s t ronger than I. 
and knew the ways in which m a n fights m a n . A blow of his fist on 
my head all but c racked m y skull. I hung on gr imly, biting and 
evading his c lumsy effor ts to gr ip with me . 

His s w o r d a r m pinioned, he then re leased his sword, caught its 
hilt in his f r ee hand. Dazed f r o m his pummel l ing , I r e m e m b e r e d 
the knife I kept thrust in my furs . As he held me with his gashed 
s w o r d a r m and ra ised his sword on high with his other a r m , I 
reached swiftly with my knife and drew it across his throat . 

Blood choked his sudden cry of agony. Even a h e a r t ' s beat 
f rom death , he had s t rength left to s lash downward with his 
upra ised sword. Slippery with gore. I a l r eady was tear ing away 
f rom his weakened g rasp . I spun under his a r m , and the sword's 
mass ive hilt smashed against my skull, its blade grazing across 
my shoulder . 

Then the dead giant had s lumped over me. Waves of pain 
blurred m y vision, but I t r iumphant ly wrenched the sword f rom 
his dead fist, s ta r ted away with my prize. I s taggered only a few 
str ides. 

Now there were new f igures to ba r m y way. Through the 
clawing ice-storm, another band of war r io r s had rushed upon 
the scar le t -s t reaked patch of snow. They gazed at m e in 
as tonishment as I drew away f rom the toppled corpse. Snarling. 
I reeled toward them, thinking to b reak past them and disap-
pear into the s torm. 

My legs would not hold my weight. Blackness swallowed my 
brain, and I never felt my body s t r ike the t r ampled snow. 

I lay in a stupor for some days. The war r io r ' s dying blow 
would have sha t te red any other youth 's skull. As it was, I must 
have sustained a severe concussion, for m y scalp was laid open 
to the bone, and it was days before m y vision focused and I could 
stand without the roar ing of black winds spinning through my 
brain. 

Any other would have died. I was not like any other. 
I awoke in a c a m p of the AEsir , whe re they cared for my 

wounds and gave m e food. The AEsir t rea ted m e with a 
mingling of respect and of f ea r . I was the s layer of Genserie the 
Sworder . 

Over the ensuing months I was m a d e to unders tand . The Vanir 
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and the AEsir were at w a r - n o t that there were ever extended 
intervals of peace. The t r ibe I had fallen in with was par t of a 
new dr i f t of the AEsir into Vanaheim. Many and bloody were 
their s avage conflicts, for upon the loss or gaining of hunting 
grounds in that frozen was te balanced death or survival . Chief 
among the Vanir war r io r s was Genseric the Sworder . A band of 
AEsir war r io r s had over taken Genseric , as he and the other 
Vanir r e tu rned f rom an ear l ier batt le. Before the presence of 
these AEsi r , I had slain their f iercest enemy. 

At f irst they wondered a t m y s t r ange ways, a t m y ignorance of 
their speech and customs. But the wound to m y head was one 
that should have slain, and the AEsir quickly a s sumed that the 
blow had driven all m y wits f rom me . Beyond that , their 
speculat ion was simply that I was a youth of some other Aesir 
clan, whose kinsmen had all perished in that bat t le with Gen-
seric. La te r they would know dif ferent . For now they cared for 
my needs, according m e the s a m e considerat ion they would to 
any hero of their race , blinded or cr ippled in batt le . 

Despite the death of Genseric , the tide of w a r r a n against the 
AEsir , so that for a space the t r ibal dr i f t was driven back into 
the snowfields of Asgard . I went with them, al though at any 
moment I might have clipped away and re tu rned to the pack. 
But with the yea r s I had slowly d rawn away f rom my grey 
brothers , increasingly caught up in m y obsession with man . At 
last, so it seemed to me, fa te had given m e a chance to live 
among men, to learn the ways of m a n . I would learn now 
whether I was indeed man , or some f r eak of the wild who only 
mimicked the shape of man . 

I had no name, so the AEsir called m e Ghor, mean ing the 
Strong. And strong I w a s - s t r o n g with musc le and sinew honed 
by the merc i l ess w i ld -and quick with the instant re f lexes of a 
hungry wolf. A stripling in years , unskilled in the use of 
weapons -ye t not even the boldest of their war r io r s ca red to test 
my r eady temper . They were all s a v a g e warr iors , the least of 
them m o r e than a ma tch for any dozen men of J a m e s Allison's 
day. But they were r ea r ed in horse-hide tents and suckled a t 
their mo the r s ' b reas t s , while I had c rawled naked in the snow to 
wres t a portion of the kill f r om m y yellow-eyed brothers . 

For all the s t r angeness of m a n ' s ways , I l ea rned quickly. At 
t imes I f r ightened those about me , for I was a thing of the wild, 
and even their rude exis tence seemed to m e soft, and cont rary to 
the law of kill or be killed, that was m y only law. But I wished to 
become as men, so I m a d e myself l ea rn their speech and their 
pointless customs. Had I fallen in with a tr ibe of the Vanir , I a m 
cer ta in I would have been recognized for what I was. But this 
tr ibe had mig ra t ed f rom fa r within Asgard , where no AEsir had 
yet hea rd the tale of Genser ic ' s f if th son who r a n with the wolves 
and haunted the da rknes s beyond the firelight. 

Four y ea r s and m o r e c rep t pas t , while I dwelt with the AEsir 
and l ea rned the ways of men . By the t ime the sca r s of Genser ic ' s 
blows had faded, I could speak their tongue fluently, could eat 
their burned mea t , wear their stifling ga rmen t s , and sleep 
within a tent without f ea r of smother ing . My fea r of f i re was 
slow in leaving me, and not a few brows were darkly fu r rowed at 
this. 

No m a n disputed my possession of Genser ic ' s g rea t 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 s t rength to wield it, m y 
movemen t s were c lumsy and untutored. Again my awk-
wardness with weaponry was laid to the wound I had suffered . 
Pat ient ly the AEsir t ra ined m e in the use of sword and knife, axe 
and shield, bow and a r row. My na tu ra l s t rength and fera l 
quickness m a d e m e learn such a r t s in a f ract ion of the t ime 
another youth would have requi red . Not m a n y seasons had 
passed before my skill with the sword excelled that of my tutors , 
and I could speed an a r row through the eye of a re indeer as it 
fled in vain. 

And yet , for all the respect m y s t rength and skill in a r m s 
gained for me, I knew I was still as much an outsider among the 

AEsir a s I had been among my bro thers of the pack . There was a 
s t rangeness about m e that no veneer could conceal. Most 
shrugged and said my wound had left me with a s t r eak of 
madness . Some, who r e m e m b e r e d m y savage ry in those f irst 
months , might scowl a t m y crooked ankle and the white hai r 
that m a t t e d my body more thickly than seemed good, but out of 
fear of m y anger they held their suspicions to themselves . 

At length the AEsi r again looked hungri ly upon the lands of 
the Vanir . Once more the war horns bellowed, and the tr ibe with 
whom I dwelt heeded it summons . With a high h e a r t I m a r c h e d 
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 bat t les and individual duels. Our w a r s 
were not a g rea t mass ing of a r m y agains t a r m y , but r a t h e r a 
long ser ies of chance encounters between raiding par t ies , of 
ambushes and pillaged camps . We had no cities to burn, no 
kings or genera l s to c o m m a n d grea t a r m i e s - o n l y the s a v a g e 
ferocity of despera te men who followed their clans to seize or to 
defend the frozen expanses whose bounty m e a n t life or s ta r -
vation. We fought not for pr inces nor for ideals, but for our 
bellies and our lives. 

This t ime the scales of war favored the AEsir . Some said it 
was because of Ghor, the whi te-maned be r se rke r whose 
reckless s t rength and mighty blade tore a gory swath through 
the Vanir ranks . Be that as it m a y , I found my prowess in bat t le 
and zeal for s laughter did little to overcome the indefinable 
bar r ie r that s epa ra t ed m e f rom m y AEsi r comrades . 

The sun was falling beneath the ice-locked horizon, when we 
overtook a handful of s t r agg le r s f rom the Vanir r e t r ea t . A 
dismal lot, they were , aged and inf i rm, and scarcely worth the 
dulling of our blades. I ra i sed my sword over a fallen man , grey-
bearded and too ancient to fight. Briefly I noticed the sca r s on 
his thinning scalp f rom an old wound, saw the haunted look in his 
eyes as he awai ted death . I knew then that he was fey, and held 
my blade to hea r his words. 

"Tha t sword , " the g reybea rd rasped . "How did you get i t ? " 
" I took it f rom the Vanir chief who car r ied it not five yea r s 

pa s t , " I laughted. "And paid him for it with a knife for his 
th roa t . " 

"Who a r e you?" he queried, s ta r ing a t m e s t rangely . 
" I a m called Ghor . " 
"But you a r e not A E s i r ! " the old m a n swore, his eyes looking 

beyond me. " I saw you as a babe, laid out on the ice. You were 
suckled by wolves, and you a r e a child of ev i l -bu t I know you for 
Genser ic ' s f i f th son, and your f a t h e r ' s blood is on your h a n d s ! " 

"Be t te r than for mine to be on his h a n d s , " I sneered . "Say on, 
old one. How do you know of such m a t t e r s ? " 

" I a m Brag i , " he whispered. "Of the Vanir clan to which you 
were born. Your mother is Gudrun of the Shining Locks, and 
your f a the r was Genseric the Sworder . You a r e the f i f th of their 
sons, but because your leg was crooked, Gudrun bade Genseric 
to leave you upon the ice, saying she had a l ready four s trong 
sons with fine s t ra ight l imbs. Ymi r cu r se that day, for you have 
proven Genser ic ' s bane, and now you turn upon your own 
people!" 

" I have no people!" I growled. "And of Gudrun ' s four strong 
sons? How fa red t h e y ? " 

"They a r e their mo the r ' s pr ide. Raki the Swift, Sigismund the 
Bear , Obri the Cunning, and Alwin the Silent. Hear their n a m e s 
and t remble , for they shall avenge their f a the r and sweeten the 
snows of Vanaheim with AEsir b lood!" 

I laughed and placed the point of m y sword to his throat . " I t is 
Ghor the Strong who c raves vengeance , Bragi ! Vengeance on 
my bro thers who usurped my place a t the f i re! Vengeance on 
my mother who condemned her own babe to dea th ! The gods 
favor m y vengeance, else they would not have given my fa ther 
into my hands for the killing. Let Gudrun and her sons beware 
the vengeance of Ghor! I a m what I a m because of their c r i m e 
agains t m e ! " 
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"You a r e a child of ev i l ! " Bragi swore fiercely. " T h e r e is evil 
in your blood and in your soul--I see it! I saw it then, as I fled 
f rom the vision of the wolves who suckled a h u m a n b a b e ! " 

"And what else do you now see, old o n e ? " 
" I see dea th , " Bragi whispered. 
"You see t ru ly , " I told him, and drove home the blade. 

GHOR'S REVENGE 
By Joseph Payne Brennan 

Chapter III 

The AEsir t r ibe I fought among had had a successful sword 
reaping that icy day. In the evening they squat ted around their 
f i res and roas ted succulent bits of hoarded m e a t to celebrate , 
but I brooded alone in m y horse-hide tent. 

The dying words of Bragi echoed in m y e a r s : " H e a r their 
n a m e s and t r e m b l e ! " I did t remble , but not with f e a r - w i t h 
r age . F u r y swept through m e like a f iery fever . I repea ted the 
n a m e s of m y ha ted bro thers over and over aga in : "Rak i the 
Swif t" , "Sigismund the B e a r " , "Obri the Cunning", "Alwin the 
Silent". And then there was Gudrun, at whose bidding I had been 
left on the frozen snows to awai t the fangs of the wolf pack. 
"Gudrun of the Shining Locks" ! The day was not f a r off, I 
vowed, when those locks would lie entangled in a welter of blood 
and bra in f r a g m e n t s ! 

More than once that night the killing m a d n e s s o v e r c a m e m e to 
such an extent that I gr ipped Genser ic ' s g r ea t sword and s ta r ted 
to leave the tent. Ice stung m y face and the wind howled like a 
hundred demons as I s t a red into the outside blackness . Each 
t ime I turned back, shaking with the savage ry of m y own blood 
hunger . The f ie rce desi re for revenge was like an inward f i re 
burning away at m y very bone m a r r o w . 

But the white hea t of ha t r ed did not completely blot out m y 
common sense. There was work to be done before I wreaked m y 
vengeance. I would have to learn which t r ibe of the Vanir m y 
kinsmen led. And I would have to find out where in Vanaheim 
their chief c a m p was located. 

If I rushed out blindly, thirst ing for blood, I might indeed kill 
dozens of Vanir c l a n s m e n - b u t I myself might be cut down 
before I found m y ha ted bro thers and mother . 

As I sat alone in the da rkness of m y tent , I decided tha t I would 
adopt the tact ics of the g rea t grey waste land wolves. I would 
prowl the pe r ime te r s of the Vanir outposts ; I would lie in the 
shadows just beyond the light of their c ampf i r e s . Sooner or la ter 
I would learn all I needed to know. 

Shortly before a f r igid dawn th rew sca t t e red light about the 
AEsir c a m p , 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 be t rayed m y 
presence. 

By the t ime a fog-shrouded disc of sun arose above the bleak 
ba r rens , I was miles f r o m the AEsir c amp . Stopping briefly 
where a f r inge of tundra g r a s s provided cover, I a te a piece of 
dried venison which I ca r r i ed in an improvised pouch. 

I was confident tha t the AEsir would shrug off m y absence. 
Most of them believed I was ha l f -mad anyway. If and when I 
needed their help, I felt su re they would welcome m e back. In 
their deadly war with the Vanir , the g r e a t sword of Genseric 
would be sorely missed! 

F r o m that morning on, for over a fortnight , I lived like a wolf. 
If hunger b e c a m e unbearab le , I took t ime out to hunt . I could 
run a deer to ear th . Not for nothing had I been ra i sed with those 
t ireless roving wra i ths of the nor thern wilderness! 

I headed north and slightly eas t , where I judged the main 
Vanir e n c a m p m e n t s lay. On severa l occasions I spotted heavily-
a r m e d Vanir war par t ies , but I avoided them, even though m y 
hand t ightened on the hilt of Genser ic ' s mighty sword. 
Wholesale t r ibal killing would have to wai t ; f i rs t , I had personal 

blood debts to pay! 
In m y mind, I repea ted the n a m e s of m y bro thers and mother 

over and over. Raki the Swift, Sigismund the Bear , Obri the 
Cunning, Alwin the S i len t -and Gudrun of the Shining Locks. 

Their n a m e s became a re f ra in , rushing through m y head even 
while I slept. Somet imes I sat bolt upright , roused f rom sleep, 
my hand convulsively t ightening on Genser ic ' s sword. 
Momentar i ly , I was sure they were nearby , await ing my 
vengeance. Then I would sett le back and sleep again, but the 
names , like some sort of evil insistent chant , went on ringing in 
my head. 

I slept under the shelter of rocks, or s tunted t rees , or even on 
ba r e unyielding ice with snow falling heavily f rom star less 
skies. A plain shoulder tunic, consisting of sc raped an imal skins, 
covered m y back and belly. Deerskin covered m y feet . I wore 
nothing else save a hide belt to which were a t tached scabbards 
for my huge sword and a bone-handled knife, plus a small but 
powerful bow and a few ar rows. I somet imes awoke buried in 
snow, but, like a wolf, I s imply shook it off and roved on, none 
the worse. 

One morning, the third week a f te r I left the AEsi r camp. I 
noticed a fea ther of smoke float out above a smal l s tand of larch 
t rees a mile away. 

There was little cover, but I m a d e the most of it. Squirming 
over the frozen ground, scarce ly more than a layer of gravel-
laced ice, I inched toward the larches , taking advan tage of 
every contour of the te r ra in which gave concealment . 

It took m e nearly a half hour to reach the larch grove but I was 
not too late. A small band of Vanir - s t ragg le rs f rom a much 
la rger group, I ga thered -- were picking the bones of some burnt 
animal a s they hunkered over a tiny fire. 

"Hel l ' s t r a c e s ! " one of them excla imed. "Rak i m a y have our 
heads for t h i s ! " 

I shivered as I heard the name , but I da red not m a k e a sound. 
Instinctively m y hand squeezed the hilt of Genser ic ' s thirsty 
sword. 

Another Vanir tossed a bone over his shoulder. He shrugged 
and growled. "Let h im rave . We got cut off. What could we do': 
Don't worry . Raki and his bro thers need every fighting mar. 
they can m u s t e r . " 

He leaned forward over the fire. "With Ghor leading them, the 
AEsir m a y drive us into the Death Lands. E t e rna l night and not 
even moss to chew o n ! " 

Skulking only ya rds away, I s ta r ted at the sound of m y own 
n ame . In the mouth of this Vanir , it sounded s t range . 

Another a rose f rom the f i re with an oath. "Ghor is blood and 
bone like the res t of us! We'll dr ive the AEsir back to Asgard -
and glad to get there they' l l b e ! " 

Presen t ly they all stood up, kicked snow over the campf i re 
and headed nor theas t . Like a gaunt , ravenous wolf, I followed. 
Once one of them turned around, scowling, but I was a l ready flat 
on the ice by the t ime his eyes swung in m y direction. He looked 
right over me . Shrugging, he turned and went on. 

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

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

The five Vanir t raveled with deliberat ion. It was obvious that 
they were in no grea t rush to rejoin their comrades . I r aged with 
impat ience but there was no way that I could h u r r y them along 
Above all, I wanted them to r ema in ignorant of m y presence. 

It took them near ly three days to reach their ma in c a m p 
Meanwhile I followed in their footsteps, famished , savage 
implacable . I crouched outside the circle of the firelight while 
they ate , m y own belly grinding with hunger , m y eyes burning 
They b e c a m e uneasy and subdued, as if they sensed they were 
being followed, but not once did they catch a g l impse of me . 1 
crept over the ice fields and through the spa r se thickets like £ 
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wolf - like the shadow of a wolf. Occasionally I r a n across small 
g a m e but I ignored it in spite of my ravenous hunger . I could not 
take the t ime, I felt, to run down g a m e and eat it. I had only one 
driving purpose and nothing short of death itself would deter 
me . 

At last the Vanir r eached the outposts of the ma in ca mp . After 
a brief confab, the sent r ies let them pass and they d isappeared 
f rom m y sight. 

For an hour or more I watched f rom a nea rby point of t rees . At 
length I decided to circle the ent i re c amp . It was no easy task. 
Guards had been doubled; they were wary and a ler t . But my 
long yea r s with the wolf pack paid off; I prowled the entire 
per imete r of the c a m p and not a sentry the wiser . 

It was a la rge clan assemblage , ga thered and gea red for war . 
There seemed to be an incessant whett ing of sword blades, a 
notching of ar rows, a r epa i r and re inforcement of the heavy 
hide shields. 

T ime a f t e r t ime I had the opportunity to slit the throat of some 
isolated Vanir guard , but I desisted, even though the f ingers of 
my knife hand itched. The killing of a sent ry would a rouse the 
ent i re c am p . That was the last thing I wanted . 

Ea r ly on the morning of the second day I found what I sought : 
a la rge skin tent set somewhat apa r t f rom the others and closely 
guarded by two powerful Vanir. They kept constant patrol , 
hands on sword hilts, eyes searching. F r o m t ime to t ime single 
Vanir, whom I judged to be sub-chieftains, s t rode toward the 
tent and were admi t ted a f te r a close scrut iny by the guards . One 
of these visitors was let in only a f te r he had lain his sword, knife 
and a r rows outside the tent. He cursed the gua rds but complied. 

War s t ra tegy was being planned within the tent and that could 
mean only one thing: inside were my ha ted brothers . My hear t 
h a m m e r e d against m y r ibs but I m a n a g e d to r e s t r a in myself . 

Jus t to the r e a r of the l a rge tent was another , smal le r one. I 
could not be sure but I felt convinced that this was the tent of 
Gudrun of the Shining Locks. 

It was la te morning before one of the bro thers emerged . There 
was no doubt in my mind that it was Raki the Swift. I had hea rd 
that he bore a striking r e semblance to Genseric , whose prowess 
had become a legend. Raki was a huge m a n , f a r over six feet in 
height, muscu la r yet rangy , with gleaming blue eyes and long 
yellow ha i r . He car r ied an oversize sword and I noticed that his 
shield was not m a d e of an imal hides but h a m m e r e d meta l ~ r a r e 
in these par t s . 

The sweat burst out on m e as I gr ipped the hilt of Genser ic ' s 
fabled sword. I felt no f ea r of this swagger ing giant -- only a 
ha t red so intense I s eemed to be on fire. 

I needed every ounce of self-control I possessed to keep to m y 
place of concealment in the f r inge of woods and brush. But I 
forced myself to r ema in silent and motionless. I was confident 
that I could kill Raki in open combat , but I was su re there were 
three more of Genser ic ' s sons in the tent behind h im. And 
Gudrun, probably, in the smal l tent to the r e a r . 

I wanted to m a k e a clean sweep. It would be necessa ry for m e 
to pick m y own place and t ime, if I hoped to succeed. 

After striding about a bit, and exchanging some words with 
the gua rds , Raki r een te red the tent. 

All day, at intervals , sub-chiefs and leading f ighters visited 
the tent. I surmised that a mass ive a t tack was being p repared 
against the AEsir . Genser ic ' s sons were planning careful ly . I 
sensed that the old days - smal l war par t ies , hit-and-run tact ics 
- were drawing to a close. Soon there would be all-out war , with 
exterminat ion the goal. 

During the course of the day, as they ventured out at intervals , 
I got a good look at my other th ree b ro thers : Sigismund the 
Bear , shorter and broader than Raki, a ver i table barre l of a 
body, with a thick neck and r a t h e r small head ; Obri the Cun-
ning, thin and lean, with c ra f ty eyes and an expression of open 
contempt permanent ly etched on his unpleasant f ea tu re s ; Alwin 
the Silent, another giant of a m a n , with hooded, enigmat ic eyes 
and compressed lips which seldom opened for speech. 

Towards la te af ternoon a tall amazon strode around the side of 
the tent and spoke to the guards . I knew at once it was Gudrun of 
the Shining Locks. She had become somewhat heavy-bodied, but 
her thick plaited hai r still g leamed yellow in the af ternoon sun 
and, had I been able to re ta in any sense of object ivi ty, I would 
have been forced to admi t that she r ema ined an a t t rac t ive 
woman. 

But I g lared at her with a loathing which no words could en-
compass . I think she actual ly felt the withering blast of m y 
ha t red . She turned, frowning, and s t a red toward the brush 
where I lay concealed. One of the gua rds m a d e some comment 
and s ta r ted toward the woods but she shook her head and called 
him back. 

I looked away, a f r a id that if I s t a red at her longer, she would 
indeed order the gua rds to beat through the sc rub where I 
crouched. 

Presen t ly she r e tu rned to the smal l tent at the r e a r of the 
larger one. 

As shadows fell over the c a m p , I m a d e m y plans. I would wait 
until the middle of the night before I s t ruck. Disposing of the 
two g u a r d s should present no g rea t problem. When they were 
safely out of the way, I would glide into the l a rge tent with 
Gener ic ' s g rea t sword held at the r e a d y . . . . 

I reasoned that it would be eas ier to fight inside the tent , than 
out. I would have the advan tage of surpr i se for one thing, and in 
the relat ively small confines of the tent there would be less room 
for four fighting men to m a n e u v e r . Outside the tent , on the other 
hand, I would be sur rounded at once and a t tacked f rom all sides. 
If I could kill the g u a r d s and steal into the tent while m y 
brothers still slept, the odds would be m o r e in m y favor . 

In addition, I foresaw, the ring of sword blades and the c lamor 
of ra i sed voices would be at least par t ia l ly muf f l ed inside the 
tent. Outside, the racke t might rouse the ent i re c amp . 

Although I felt no fear , I was well a w a r e that the sons of 
Genseric the Sworder would fight savagely and to the death. My 
only f ea r , however - if f ea r it might be called - was that I could 
be wounded or dr iven off before my revenge was complete. The 
thought gnawed at me . My own a t tack , I the re fore de te rmined , 
mus t be swift , merc i less and efficient. The gua rds mus t m a k e 
no outcry and the c a m p mus t under no conditions be aroused. I 
would have to s t r ike with the speed and silence of Dea th itself. 

The hours dragged. At f irst half a moon hung in the sky, but 
soon heavy cloud banks covered it completely. As full da rkness 
closed in, the gua rds paced rest lessly. Once a snow owl hooted 
somewhere in the nea rby thickets. 

Inch by inch, foot by foot, I squ i rmed out of the woods. I m a d e 
no m o r e sound than a shadow m a k e s as it falls on frozen ground. 
No creeping tundra wolf could have advanced m o r e silently than 
I. 

At last I slid within sword r a n g e of the neares t guard . I bided 
my t ime. Leaving Genser ic ' s g leaming sword in its scabbard , I 
drew m y short bone-handled knife and waited. 

The unsuspect ing guard c a m e within two feet , paused, turned 
and s t a r t ed to r e t r a c e his footsteps. I left the ground like an 
a r row sped f rom the bow. While one a r m circled the g u a r d ' s 
mouth to stifle any cr ies , the other whipped the knife blade 
across his throat , sever ing the jugular . Even with his life-blood 
spurt ing out, he tr ied to fight back. It was useless. Only dea th 
could have broken m y grip. When his body grew l imp, I eased it 
to the icy ground and wriggled along through the da rkness 
toward the second gua rd like a deadly night adder . 

He was standing still, s tar ing off into the blackness , when m y 
knife s lashed across his throat . He twisted about and a t t empted 
to d r aw his sword but never m a n a g e d to lift it m o r e than an inch 
or two out of the scabbard . When his s t ruggles ended, I d rew m y 
a r m away f rom his face and very careful ly t ipped him back-
wards to the ground. 

Then I s ta r ted for the tent of Genser ic ' s sons. 
I paused a t the f lap and l istened. Heavy snoring c a m e f rom 

within. I forced myself to wait a full five minutes , hand on sword 
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hilt, but no other sound save that of snoring r eached m y ears . 
Drawing Genser ic ' s heavy sword, I s tepped just inside the 

tent, letting my eyes ad jus t to the inter ior . In spite of the 
unrelieved darkness , I could present ly m a k e out the shadowy 
fo rms of four sleeping f igures . 

Lifting the mass ive sword high over m y head , I crept toward 
the skin bed of the neares t . In spite of m y steal th , something -
some obscure unspoken warning, some menta l image of danger 
- mus t have reached the brain of the sleeping m a n . 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 migh ty 
sweeping arc , cleaving through skull, r ib-cage, and spine. The 
Bear toppled backwards , split a p a r t like a pine r iven by a 
lightning bolt. 

I had scarcely d rawn the word c lear when someone bounded 
f rom an ad jacen t bed of skins. It was Raki and I knew now why 
he was known as the Swift. He mus t h a v e slept sword in hand, 
because the blade of his slashing weapon whistled within a half 
inch of m y face as I l eaped backwards toward the side of the 
tent. 

Confident, he c a m e on, but luck was with me . As he was about 
to slash again, he slipped on one of the skin blankets . Momen-
tari ly, he was thrown slightly off ba lance . It was all the opening 
I needed. Genser ic ' s sword licked out, thrus t f o rward with all 
m y s t rength , and buried itself ha l fway to the hilt in Rak i ' s chest . 
To m y amazemen t , he held onto his own sword and slashed at 
m e aga in . But it was the last instinctive movemen t of a dying 
man . 

Two m o r e f igures were coming at m e now and I saw there was 
no t ime to be lost. With a t remendous heave , I tore Genser ic ' s 
sword out of Raki ' s b reas t and turned to meet Obri the Cunning 
and Alwin the Silent. 

As Raki c rashed to the ground, Alwin, the other giant , j umped 
forward , hacking a t m y head . I felt the tip of his blade cut 
through m y scalp and s c r ape agains t bone and I laughed. 

The fabled sword of Genseric b e c a m e like a live thing in m y 
hand. It leaped and s lashed and par r ied and although Alwin 
fought with g rea t skill, his effor ts seemed c lumsy and ponderous 
compared with m y own. 

As we fought, Obri the Cunning circled about, dagger in hand, 
striking at m e like a coiled snake as I c a m e within range . Once I 
felt his knife slice through m y left f o r e a r m but I paid no at-
tention. 

Mut ter ing with r a g e and exaspera t ion , Alwin m a d e a 
ferocious lunge with his oversize sword. It was his last . He was 
just a f rac t ion of a second too slow in recovering. The g rea t 
sword of Genseric, his f a the r , sang through the a i r and Alwin's 
head spun off. 

Grinning, I turned toward Obri. Quickly sheathing his knife, 
he backed off and drew, not his sword a s I had expected, but a 
bow. An ar row smashed into my right shoulder and I knew more 
would be s t reaking toward m e before I could r each h im. Lifting 
Genser ic ' s sword in both hands , by hilt and tip, I hurled it 
s t raight at h im. 

The impact of the heavy blade knocked him off his feet a s 
another a r row hissed past m y head. With a g rea t bound, I 
sprang ac ross the tent . My hands found Obri 's throat before he 
could d r aw his knife. As I squeezed, I could see his bulging eyes 
shine wildly in the da rkness . Bones c r acked ; his tongue 
protruded. Blood poured out his mouth and he went l imp. 

Flinging his body aside, I recovered Genser ic ' s sword, s t rode 
to the tent flap and l is tened. I h e a r d nothing. I surmised , 
correct ly , that the brief sound of clashing sword blades had been 
effectively muff led by the horse-hide tent . 

Blood was flowing out of m y scalp, f o r e a r m and shoulder, but 
I paid no attention. 

Paus ing only momenta r i ly as I slipped outside, I hur r ied 
through the da rkness to the smal l tent at the back. 

The sound of heavy, regu la r brea th ing reached m e as I ap-

proached the tent f lap. Without stopping, I s tepped inside. Like a 
wolf, I could now see well in the da rkness and I had no trouble 
making out a bulky fo rm lying on skins toward the r e a r of the 
tent. 

Slipping out m y bone-handled knife, I held it by the blade, 
judged the blow carefu l ly and swung the handle of the knife 
against Gudrun ' s temple . She je rked once but m a d e no sound. 
Her brea th ing b e c a m e ha r sh and i r regu la r . 

Hoping I had not s t ruck too ha rd , I th rew her over m y shoulder 
like the c a r c a s s of a deer and hur r ied out of the tent . 

Twenty minu tes la te r I was well away f rom the c a m p and 
deep in sc rub woods which covered much of the a r ea . I walked 
swiftly, in spite of m y burden, stopping only long enough to r a m 
a c rumpled piece of rabbi t skin inside the w o m a n ' s mouth . If she 
revived and tried to s c r eam, the gage would turn her cr ies into 
little m o r e than whimpers . 

I e s t ima ted that I still had severa l hours before the bodies 
were discovered and the a l a r m sounded. But I could not be 
positive. I could not be su re that the two gua rds had been put on 
station for the ent i re night. They might be rel ieved. In that case , 
I would have only a few m o r e minutes . 

The night r ema ined quiet. I h e a r d no sounds save the oc-
casional hoot of a snow owl, or the scut ter of tiny feet as some 
small an ima l scurr ied away. 

In spi te of m y wounds and the weight I ca r r ied , I was not even 
winded when I finally stopped. 

Dumping Gudrun on the icy-covered ground, I wiped the blood 
f rom m y face. Then I bent, r ipped the gag f rom her mouth and 
s t r ipped off every last shred of her clothes - skin g a r m e n t s 
m a d e doubly soft by the patient gums of elderly Vanir women. 

At length she s t i r red , groaned and opened her eyes. I gr inned 
down at he r . She recognized m e at once, in spite of m y blood-
s m e a r e d face , and sa t up, snar l ing. 

I prodded her with m y foot. "Well, old hag , your cr ipped f rog 
has hopped back to play a little g a m e ! " 

Swaying, she stood up and beat at m e with both f is ts . Dodging, 
I s tuck out m y foot and she c rashed to the ground again. 

" F r o g s never fo rge t , " I told her , "nor does Ghor the Strong 
whom you had set out for the wolves to d e v o u r ! " 

She sat up again, glar ing a t me . "A pity they didn ' t ! I should 
have s t rangled you mysel f ! Give m e a knife and we shall see 
who is lef t for the wo lves ! " 

" I don' t fight f e m a l e s , " I said. "Besides , I h a v e other plans 
for y o u ! " 

She sneered. "You a r e a f ra id to fight m e with cold s t e e l ! " 
I shrugged and laughed. "Ask your four sons if Ghor the 

Strong is a f ra id to f ight . They lie back in their tent , still as in 
sleep - but no longer do they s n o r e ! " 

I saw her face whiten. She r ema ined silent. 
"Enough of th i s , " I growled. "Get up, hag, and wa lk . " 
She got up without another word and s ta r ted off, barefooted, 

across the ice. She s taggered and I saw that a l ready she was 
s tar t ing to turn blue with the cold. 

When we reached the middle of a wide expanse , open to the 
frigid winds, I r eached out and sent her c rashing to ear th again . 

Shivering, half-dead with the cold, she continued to g la re up at 
me. 

I s t a red down without pity. "You will be w a r m soon enough, 
Gudrun of the Shining Locks ," I a s sured her . " W a r m in the 
hungry bellies of the wolf p a c k ! " 

She m a d e no reply and I walked away. When I r eached the 
edge of a r agged f r inge of fir t rees , I s topped, turned and lifted 
my head . F r o m my throat issued the long-drawn, eerie howl of 
the hunting wolf. I r epea ted the call th ree t imes . Then I squat ted 
on m y haunches and waited. 

Answering howls rose in the night air . I could tell by the 
sounds that the pack was famished . They c a m e on swift ly. 

Gudrun had s t ruggled to her knees. She knelt motionless, like 
an image ca rved 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 green-yellow eyes. 
Their g rey coats looked m a n g y and thin. The hunting had not 
been good. 

Paying no attention to m e , they headed s t ra ight for Gudrun, 
who r ema ined kneeling motionless. 

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

In spite of m y pass ionate ha t red , I felt a brief flash of 
grudging admira t ion for the doomed woman. 

Her m a n e u v e r held off death only for minutes however . The 
lead wolf finally wrenched itself f rom her f reezing 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 ' throats . 

That was her final act . Seconds la te r she was being torn to 
pieces. 

I sat and watched as the pack fed, snar l ing and fighting 
among themselves . A few minutes la ter the re was nothing left 
on the ice except s m e a r s of blood and a few of the l a rge r bones. 

The pack ga the red together , swung in m y direction, stopped, 
sat back on their haunches , howled in unison and trot ted off into 
the night. 

I walked out where the wolves had fed. The shining locks of 
Gudrun lay gleaming on the ice, tangled together with stiffening 
blood and bits of brain stuff . The g rea t j aws of the s tarving 
beas ts had even c racked open Gudrun ' s skull. 

My blood debt was finally paid. 
I s t rode off, across the expanse of ice, into the fir t rees . F r o m 

far away , over the freezing plains, I hea rd the subdued but 
growing m u r m u r of m a n y voices. 

My night ' s ear l ier handiwork, I a s sumed , had been 
discovered. 

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

GALILEO SAW THE TRUTH 
By Gregory Nicoll 

The Tuscan ar t is t , a t his bench, invents a thing quite new, 
An optic orb of shining stone, r inged in white and blue; 
And through this whirling piece of glass, a wondrous thing he 

sees : 
Grea t rows of troops, with capes and banners -- f lapping in the 

breeze. 
Advancing through the eons, through t ime ' s spec t ra l gloom. 
One hundred thousand ancient soldiers, march ing to their doom. 

The orb he turns and then he finds, a s t i r r ing 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 s c r e a m as r iders die, and Chaos, supreme, reigns. 
Advancing through the eons, through t ime ' s spec t ra l gloom. 
One hundred thousand ancient soldiers, march ing 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 shir ts of mai l they 

tore; 
Many a good tall fellow served up to the smoky war . 
Advancing through the eons, through t ime ' s spec t ra l gloom. 
One hundred thousand ancient soldiers, march ing to their doom 

The scenes they shif t and the ar t i s t sees, m a n y more views of 
death, 

The sounds of cannons choking f lame, and conquerors ' hard 
brea th . 

In lobster robes, and with Brown Bess, they m a r c h in legions 
wide; 

Shots r ake through well-ordered ranks and widow m a n y a bride. 
Advancing through the eons, through t ime ' s spec t ra l gloom. 
One hundred thousand ancient soldiers, march ing to their doom 

The a r t i s t f inds another clash, this one horr id to behold, 
Armies charging, Blue and Gray, each quite strong and bold. 
The skies a r e g raced with flying c ra f t , ships sail beneath the 

waves, 
Repea te r s c rack with rapid f i re and send men to ear ly graves. 
Advancing through the eons, through t ime ' s spec t ra l gloom. 
One hundred thousand ancient soldiers, march ing to their doom 

A tyrant then comes centers tage , and thousands hea r his song. 
A f lag of red with four -a rmed cross; and Panze r bar re l s long 
Then surpr ises come at Harbor Red (what m a d m e n call it 

P e a r l ? ) 
A mushroom cloud picks up the E a r t h , and dancing a toms swirl 
Advancing through the eons, through t ime ' s spec t ra l gloom. 
One hundred thousand ancient soldiers, march ing to their doom. 

Unceasing shows the optic orb, on goes the grisly show, 
The a i r now r ings with howl of rays , and rockets set aglow; 
Men take their plaything - war . that is - no warn ings do they 

mind, 
and ca r ry it to dis tant s tars , and worlds they 've yet to find. 
Advancing through the eons, through t ime ' s spec t ra l gloom. 
One hundred thousand ancient soldiers, march ing to their doom. 

The Tuscan takes the tiny thing, and hef t s it in his hand, 
And smashes it to pieces - wha t it shows he cannot s tand ; 
But though he tries to b reak the truth, he finds its texture har-

dest ; 
F e a r of t ruth destroyed the glass, so too it killed the ar t is t . 
Advancing through the eons, through t ime ' s spec t ra l gloom. 
One hundred thousand ancient soldiers, march ing to their doom 
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REH Editors/Publishers 

ROUNDTABLE DISCUSSION 
Part II 

Last issue we began the REH Editors-Publishers 
Round Table discussion which includes responses by all 
the current editors and-or publishers of fanzines with a 
Robert E. Howard emphasis. Because of space con-
siderations we were forced to split the feature into two 
parts. Here is the second and concluding portion of the 
round table discussion. Thanks for your patience. I 
should perhaps mention that the answers were provided 
early last summer so some of the responses may be 
dated. Hope you enjoy this insight into the people behind 
the zines.-Editor. 

Question: What do you see as the future of Howard fandom? 

BACON: Fandom in any a rea follows a cycle. Obviously REH 
Fandom is on the upward curve of interest. It'll diminish a f te r a 
while. Some die-hard fans will remain , publishers will still 
publish Howardana and a few of the current fanzines will con-
tinue to exist. The REH " f r e a k " will lose interest but the in-
dividual who enjoyed the exploits of Howard charac te rs and is 
not on the bandwagon because "everyone reads Conan" will 
remain. It'll probably be a healthier t ime for the true enthusiast. 

F E N N E R : I can ' t say for sure. If the field can shake off some 
of the exploiters, R E H may continue to gain in popularity, 
perhaps reaching, eventually, the s ame plane at tained by 
Burroughs. Maybe. A good movie based on one of his charac te rs 
wouldn't hurt. Who knows? You can ' t tell what the public will 
buy or support next. 

HAMILTON: I see a grea t future for Howard fandom. 
Previously unpublished REH stories a re still in the process of 
being published. THE LAST CELT is another asset to Howard 
fandom. We have seen the rise of, in my opinion, the greates t 
Howard artist , Steve Fabian. Hopefully there might still be 
some Howard manuscr ip ts located. The Howard boom is here to 
stay for a while. My greates t 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 s tar t getting 
sick of the last dregs of Howard mater ia l , and support will 
dwindle down to the s a m e relegation that Burroughs fandom has 
now. It has gotten too out of hand to have any lesser s ta tus 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 ' l l always be a demand for his work. . . 
much as there has been for HPL's . Eventual ly I hope that REH 
fandom grows a bit with the t imes and sees that there is more to 
heroic fantasy than Robert E. Howard. One of my main gripes 
with any specialized fandom has always been their insane 
"tunnel vision"; they can only see one thing a t a time, and miss 
a lot of other good mater ia l for this reason. Jus t as there is more 
to English l i terature than Dickens, there is more to heroic 
fantasy than just REH'S WORKS. Several young wri ters a re 

doing superb things in the genre: Karl Wagner, Dick Tierney, 
Dave Smith and others a re excellent, but have had a helluva 
time at t ract ing readers , simply because both readers and 
publishers a re a f ra id to test their feet in unknown waters . And 
it's a damned shame. 

SASSER: Howard fandom has a bright and lengthy fu ture if 
interest continues. As many know, a large number of R E H ' s 
stories will be appear ing in paperback - both here and in 
England. Of course, there a re the Marvel Comics, hardbacks , 
booklets, etc.; all of which a re going strong and selling well. 

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

WARFIELD: I think there will a lways be a R E H fandom, but 
expect it to diminish considerably in coming years . It will most 
likely leave the phenomena stage, and re turn to the smal ler 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 most 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 r ip off, 
then of course he shouldn't plug it. But bar r ing that type of 
situation, 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 admi t it) the crit icisms 
have been most helpful. . .even the beligerently put forth 
ones. Constructive comments , support thru cooperative sales 
blurbs and assis tance in locating authors, art is ts , etc. a r e the 
main a reas I think need to exist. No one is just born knowing how 
to contact Fabian, Krenkel, Jacobi, Conrad, de Camp or even 
Glenn Lord. This kind of assis tance helped get FC going and is 
just what it needed. 

F E N N E R : Other than keeping each other informed about 
possible products and fea tures so we won't be stepping on 
everyone's toes, I really don't think that it 's imperat ive to 
"work together" per se. I can ' t help but feel that if you work on 
your own, your publication will be more original, f resher , and 
ult imately more prone to be personally satisfying. It also 
guarantees variety in the genre, which is important . 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 / e d i t o r s : hell, they ' re the only ones likely to give you a sin-
cere, constructive loc. 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 ar t is ts 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 
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this like a feud will. I think we should keep apa r t as much as 
possible, to be able to bet ter present our own ideas, though we 
all l ea rn f rom mis takes . We should pass along any advice, etc. 
we learn f rom our screw-ups. I 'd like all the R E H zines to 
combine forces just once in an effort s imi lar to TOADSTOOL 
WINE, to see what everyone could come up with in the face of 
such a collaboration. I 've "co l l abora t ed" about half a dozen 
t imes, and though the outcome wasn ' t a lways sa t i s fac tory , the 
resul t was usually fun, a t least . I 'd love to spend a week with all 
the other fanzine edi tors (at d i f ferent t imes) and see what we 
could come up with. That might not be possible with all of them, 
since some of us a r e quite heads t rong and domineer ing, and I 
don't think I could play second fiddle. 

ROARK: I think that we ought to keep each other in formed as 
to wha t we ' r e doing, so we don' t s tep on each o ther ' s toes, or 
projec ts . But I don' t feel tha t it is impor tan t to spill your guts to 
everyone - gotta have some secre ts , ya know. I correspond 
m o r e or less regular ly with mos t of m y fellow fan editors and 
despite some di f ferences in opinion, I find a lot of fun in it. I wish 
we could all get together some t ime and sha re a wee d r a m of 
spir i ts ; THAT would help us communica t e be t te r ! When we 
sobered up, that is. . .I 've a lways found that nothing brings 
people closer than mutua l hangovers . 

SASSER: Definitely. It might be a good idea for each 
publisher to do a page or two of news about his la tes t publishing 
ef for ts and mai l copies of this to the other publishers . 

SCITHERS: Pre tent iously worded quest ion; be t te r relat ions 
can be had by writ ing le t te rs to each other m o r e f requent ly . 

WARFIELD; It is not a necessi ty , but a luxury we can all 
a f ford . Most of us a l ready correspond, exchange pubs and 
viewpoints. We could be t te r relat ions by avoiding ego conflicts, 
and having m o r e pat ience with conflicting opinions. 

Question: What do you think of your own publication, and how 
would you be t te r your product? 

BACON: I ' ve tried for diversi ty in the r a n g e of f an tasy topics 
which were covered in FC. At the s a m e t ime I 've tried to put 
together kind of a package concept where we m a y run an ar t ic le 
on a given author plus some of his verse and fiction plus maybe 
an a r t portfolio based upon the works of that given author (such 
a s the Algernon Blackwood section in F C No. 4—5 or the Cthulhu 
Mythos emphas i s in FC No. 7). These h a v e not a lways worked. 
I t ' s ha rd to emphas i s diversi ty and still show unity. Layout in 
FC has improved but continues to need work. I feel the quali ty of 
both ar twork and wri t ten word has improved but the s t andard 
still needs to be ra ised higher . The one continuing cr i t ic ism of 
FC has been the use of multi-colored pape r s (which we use more 
spar ingly now) and the lack of a w r a p a round binding. Begin-
ning with F C No. 8 (May 1976) F C will be professionally typeset, 
with just i f ied marg ins , w r a p around binding, two color covers 
and printed on a coated stock. That will change the a p p e a r a n c e 
f r o m a rough " f a n n i s h " look to a more professional look. I think 
the change is needed. Other a r e a s that I intend to t ry im-
provements include the use of more professional a r t i s t s and 
au thors and a continued sea rch for the best f an talent available. 
It has a lways been one of F C ' s goals to utilize and publish work 
by fans . There ' s a lot of r aw talent that ought to be utilized. 

In the current ly running deba te in F C (let ters pages) one 
positive benefi t has been the real izat ion (Warfield was the 
ca ta lys t for this) that FC ought to not only repr int those little 
gems f rom the old pulp magaz ines tha t haven ' t seen print 
e lsewhere but m o r e impor tan t ly to t ry to provide a p lace for 
work by the cur ren t " n a m e s " in the industry . Tha t ' s why you'll 
find n a m e s like de Camp, Car ter , Tierney, Jacobi , Brennan, 
Wagner , and others appear ing under the Stygian Isle P r e s s 

imprint . My hope is that other n a m e s such as Leiber, Moorcock. 
C. L. Moore and others will also appea r . Many of these in-
dividuals have been contacted and more will be. Fan-eds need to 
(within their f inancial l imits) bring m o r e NEW fiction and verse 
to their r eaders . 

F E N N E R : I t ' s got its faul t s and it needs quite a bit of work, 
but I 'm proud of the booger. It m a y not be g rea t , but I likes 'er! 
Improvements? I 'd like to get some unpublished R E H poetry, 
add some color to the insides, get more photos of Howard, go 3 
column reduced type, lower the price, and anything else that I or 
one of our r e a d e r s might think of. I t ' s been suggested that we 
branch o u t . . . cover other f an tasy au thors ' ach ievements . But 
then we wouldn' t be an R E H 'zine anymore , would we? 

HAMILTON: Since I don' t publish a zine a n y m o r e I don' t feel 
the need to answer . 

McHANEY: I won't dwell on m y pre-Howard zines. As fa r as 
the Howard stuff goes, most of what I did in m y f i rs t yea r was 
rea l c rap . I 'd never done any exper imenta t ion away f rom the 
s t anda rd f o r m a t s until last year . I t ' s too bad I didn' t get that out 
of m y sys tem ear l ier . I also used an incredible amoun t of bad 
judgement for a r t , etc. I decided the only way to improve my 
mate r i a l and m y circulat ion was to stop clowning around and 
get rid of my fannish a t t i tudes ; a f t e r all, I spent y ea r s of college 
in Engl ish and Journa l i sm, learning to edit, write, do layouts, 
etc., so why was te that knowledge on just a fanzine? The new 
HOWARD REVIEW (No. 5) is where I show my stuff. F r o m now 
on, if it isn ' t something I can be proud of, I ' m wast ing m y time, 
and I a m not proud of my f i rs t yea r of Howard publishing, with 
the possible exception of m y "second edi t ion" of the f i rs t issue. 

ROARK: I like it, with reserva t ions . T ime is a lways a killer -
I t ruly wish that we had twice as long to commission ar twork 
and do the layouts, but I 've a lways felt that putting out a zine on 
a regu la r schedule was very impor tan t if you plan to hold fan 
interest . More color, m o r e pages, more ac tua l wordage --1 think 
all this would help. My d r e a m is to do the u l t imate fanzine -- with 
over half the pages in color, L I F E MAGAZINE size. Somehow, I 
doubt if it 'll ever come off! Never theless , we plan to keep our 
collective noses to the gr indstone - God willing! 

SASSER: I a m real ly proud of it and happy that it is being 
received by R E H fandom. I a m planning on improving TGR 
with each successive issue. Typeset and color a r e in my plans 
for the future , and I still hold some faint hope for Howard fiction. 

SCITHERS: Impossible to answer that question without 
seeming ei ther a wittold or a b r agga r t . 

WARFIELD: No one can view his own work completely un-
biased. Also, no one short of a conceited snob could not wish for 
improvement . I a m never completely sat isf ied with any of my 
products. 

At this writing, I 'm unhappy with the print ing end of my pubs. 
Type is not " c r i s p " enough, and detail in a r t is being lost. I 'm 
working on that, and exploring ways to keep prices down and 
quali ty up which is qui te difficult . P r i n t e r s a r e un-
sympathet ic , to say the least, to our problems. 

Question: What do you think were Howard ' s mer i t s as a writer , 
as opposed to his being a fan phenomena? 

BACON: Howard was strong on action and in some cases 
m a n a g e d some pret ty good cha rac t e r development . His 
imaginat ion was monumenta l it had to be for h im to crea te 
whole cities, continents and si tuations that he never en-
countered in the f i rs t person. As m a n y pulp wri ters , he wrote for 
a per word fee, and that tended to m a k e him wordy a t t ime but 
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i t ' s neve r d imin ished m y e n j o y m e n t of his f ict ion. S o m e of his 
ve r se is (in f o r m a t and s tyle) u n s u r p a s s e d . S o m e is p r e t t y r a n k 
stuff . Surpr i s ing ly even s o m e of the v e r s e publ i shed in r e c e n t 
mon ths r a n k s high a m o n g the " c a n o n " of v e r s e he lef t behind 
( tha t ' s to say the unpubl i shed v e r s e m a y be r e j e c t m a t e r i a l 
f r om the pulps of the day , but they d idn ' t a l w a y s pr in t H o w a r d ' s 
bes t ) . I en joy r ead ing H o w a r d a n a and h a v e r e - r e a d m a n y of his 
ta les ( someth ing no other au tho r except m a y b e Asimov h a s 
induced m e to do) . Long a f t e r the H o w a r d c r a z e is dead , I 
imag ine I ' l l still be si t t ing with L a n c e r p a p e r b a c k in hand . 

F E N N E R : I think tha t H o w a r d h a d a wonde r fu l imag ina t ion 
which e n a b l e d h i m to c a p t u r e tha t c e r t a i n mood and f la i r tha t 
m a k e s a d v e n t u r e f ict ion - p a r t i c u l a r l y his - so m u c h fun to 
expe r i ence . He w a s n ' t ano the r Dickens or S te inbeck a s s o m e 
na r row-minded folk migh t think. Still his f in ished work is qu i te 
en te r t a in ing and mos t t imes well wr i t t en . I ' m ju s t cur ious a s to 
wha t he would h a v e evolved into if he h a d n ' t c o m m i t t e d suicide. 

HAMILTON: I cons ider H o w a r d ' s g r e a t e s t m e r i t to be the 
fact tha t he put h imself in eve ry s t o ry ; it w a s n ' t Conan in ba t t l e 
it w a s Bob h imse l f ! His knowledge of anc ien t h is tory w a s 
ano the r a s se t . Since S & S is ve ry popu la r n o w a d a y s i t ' s easy to 
see why R E H is so popula r . P lu s his Conan a n d Solomon K a n e 
s tor ies h a d a s u p e r n a t u r a l e l emen t to t h e m . 

M c H A N E Y : When H o w a r d is no longer cons ide red a " f a n 
p h e n o m e n o n " he ' l l be r e m e m b e r e d a s a power fu l and oc-
cas ional ly r e m a r k a b l e wr i t e r . T h a t ' s the w a y it w a s be fo re -- it 
will be tha t way aga in . I t ' s jus t a m a t t e r of t ime . 

R O A R K : Colorful ac t ion, n a r r a t i v e d r ive a n d pac ing , mood 
and e x p e r t hand l ing of the " h e r o i c " f i gu re a r e H o w a r d ' s m a j o r 
pluses a s a wr i t e r . At t imes , I feel his m e r i t s a r e ove r - ra t ed by 
wel l -meaning f ans of his works , bu t I would p l ace s e v e r a l of his 
s tor ies in the c a t e g o r y of " c l a s s i c s within the i r g e n r e " ; 
"Beyond the Black R i v e r , " " P i g e o n s f r o m Hel l , " " T h e D a r k 
M a n , " " W o r m s of the E a r t h , " " M e e t Cap 'n K i d d , " and " T h e 
Lion of T i b e r i a s " s t and out qu i te vividly in m y m e m o r y . Most of 
all, R E H w a s lucky -- f a t e is a high-rol ler a t the t ab le of l i t e r a r y 
r e s u r r e c t i o n and H o w a r d c a m e u p a seven . If not for the u p s u r g e 
of i n t e r e s t in nos ta lg ia—pulp f ict ion, I h a v e a spooky feel ing t ha t 
R E H would 've been a " l o s t " au tho r . 

SASSER: Howard w a s a n a t u r a l s to ry te l l e r who h a p p e n e d to 
be born in Texas , which , a long with his d is t inct pe r sona l i ty , 
m a d e h i m the g r e a t w r i t e r tha t he w a s . Most T e x a n s a r e born 
r o m a n t i c s -- i m a g i n e if R E H had been born in Sag inaw, 
Mich igan! He 'd p robab ly wr i t t en for f a r m jou rna l s ! This m a y 
sound hokey, but R E H ' s wr i t ings and g e n e r a l outlooks on life 
have h a d a profound e f f ec t on me , persona l ly . Not tha t I con-
s ider h i m a mess i ah , but he did show m e the w a y in m a n y 
things. As a f a n p h e n o m e n a , H o w a r d a p p e a l s to d i f f e ren t people 
for d i f f e ren t r easons . A t h e m e popu la r today, espec ia l ly in the 
movies (e.g., " S e r p i c o , " " O n e F l e w over the Cuckoo ' s N e s t , " 
"All the P r e s i d e n t ' s M e n , " e tc . ) if the h e r o or he roes a lone 
aga in s t the s y s t e m . The bulk of H o w a r d ' s y a r n s f e a t u r e this 
t h e m e . c o u r s e , R E H ' s s to r ies f e a t u r e a c h a n c e for one to 
e s c a p e to the wor lds of f a n t a s y and such and not m a n y c a n p a s s 
up a bi t of e s c a p i s m . 

S C I T H E R S : H o w a r d ' s s t r e n g t h as a w r i t e r a r e p rec i se ly why 
he is popu la r now. 

W A R F I E L D : H o w a r d w a s a s u p e r b s to ry te l l e r , with a r ich 
r e s e r v o i r of knowledge and imag ina t ion . He is a f a n p h e n o m e n a 
b e c a u s e of his abi l i ty to en t e r t a in . 

Question: Does producing a magazine infringe on your "real 
life" activit ies? Do you think it is worth the trouble? 

BACON: Anyone who publ i shes a fanz ine and c l a i m s it doesn ' t 
i n f r inge upon his pe r sona l l i fe e i ther is lying or doesn ' t h a v e a 
persona l life. You c a n ' t h a v e a wife , two d a u g h t e r s , be in the 
p rocess of buying a house and re -model ing it, t a k e ac t ive p a r t in 
church and job ac t iv i t i es and not let some th ing r ide . My b igges t 
conce rn is tha t I do not fa i l in m y ro le a s a h u s b a n d a n d f a t h e r . If 
I s a w those re la t ionsh ips being d a m a g e d , then I 'd quickly g ive 
up FC. I hope t ha t n e v e r h a p p e n s though. R igh t now to m a k e 
things fi t , I do F C work on b r e a k s f r o m work in the m o r n i n g a n d 
a f t e rnoon , si t wi th sandwich in h a n d a t the t ypewr i t e r over 
lunch hour plus I work on F C usual ly be tween 7:15 a . m . a n d 
when I s t a r t work a t 8 a . m . and then work on it f r o m 5 p .m. unt i l 
5:15 or 5:30 p .m. If I get too f a r behind, I s t a y a t work an even ing 
and t ry to ca tch up. If th ings a r e slow dur ing the day , I ' l l t r y to 
h a m m e r out an ed i tor ia l or a n s w e r a l e t t e r . Genera l ly , I c r a m so 
as not to let F C cu t into even ings wi th m y wife and two young 
'uns. This h a s got to be wor th t he h a s s l e . . . . I 'm doing it a r e n ' t I? 

F E N N E R : Conceivably it could, but it doesn ' t . I don ' t let it 
and I feel so r ry for those people whose l ives a r e ru led by the i r 
fan ac t iv i t ies . R a t h e r sad , to m y w a y of thinking. R E H : L S F is a 
hobby; one tha t c a n be cont inued or d ropped . + S o m e t i m e s I ' l l 
get d i sgus ted and say such and such a n issue ' l l be the l a s t one. 
But when the th ing ' s comple t ed I usua l ly fo rge t mos t of the 
hass les - i t ' s an a c c o m p l i s h m e n t of sor ts . Wor th it? I 'd say so. 

+ I ' v e neve r b roken a da te , m i s s e d a fl ick or pos tponed 
any th ing ju s t to work on the 'zine. 

HAMILTON: My life h a s t ru ly b e c o m e a r a t r a c e s ince I 
s t a r t e d publ ishing. Lots of t i m e s I would t ype CROSS P L A I N S 
till 5 o 'c lock in the m o r n i n g . I h a v e v e r y l i t t le if any t i m e lef t for 
myse l f . Yes , I do th ink i t ' s wor th t he t roub le . I en joy m y 
c o r r e s p o n d e n c e with Glenn Lord , E . H o f f m a n P r i c e , Jo seph 
P a y n e B r e n n a n , S t u a r t Schiff , F r e d Blosser , S teve F a b i a n , e tc . 

M c H A N E Y : I don ' t h a v e a " r e a l l i f e " - - o n l y a s u r r e a l one. I t ' s 
wor th " d o i n g " , but I do wish tha t once I "d id i t " I could be 
th rough with it. 

R O A R K : It i n f r inges on m y t ime , n a t u r a l l y . . .but only a s 
m u c h a s I allow it to. If one ' s i n t e re s t t a k e s up too m u c h of one ' s 
life, it c a n get to be r idiculous . You ju s t h a v e to a d j u s t your 
thinking to the f ac t . If I d idn ' t feel it w a s all wor thwhi le the 
way to the top is thorny , oh m y b r o t h e r s I ' d chuck it all I 
en joy the fee l ing of a c c o m p l i s h m e n t , so I m a k e r o o m in m y 
schedu le for work ing on it. 

S A S S E R : I a m a f r a i d it does, but I get a g r e a t deal of en-
joymen t out of T G R . Right now I do e v e r y t h i n g ( layout , let-
ter ing, typing, e tc . ) , which ge t s to be a bore a t t imes . Overa l l , I 
do like work ing on it, bu t s o m e t i m e s I h a v e to get a w a y f r o m it 
for a f ew days . If I d idn ' t think it w a s wor th the t rouble , I 
wouldn ' t be doing it. I don ' t c a r e if I ' m r e a c h i n g jus t one f a n 
with T G R . t h a t ' s one m o r e t han I w a s r e a c h i n g wi thout it. 

S C I T H E R S : Yes . P r o b a b l y not . 

W A R F I E L D : I ' m not s u r e I l ike t he word " i n t e r f e r e . " My 
hobby is p a r t of m y life. It t a k e s t i m e , m o n e y , e tc . If it r ea l ly 
caused ser ious p r o b l e m s ( " i n t e r f e r e d " ) , I ' d quit . If I d idn ' t f ind 
it to be wor thwhi le , I wou ldn ' 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 c a r e w h a t r e a d e r s wan t and a s k for . Some of it is 
p r e t ty h a r d to c o m e by. But by a n d l a r g e r e a d e r s h a v e he lped 
FC a g r e a t deal . F o r m e r s u b s c r i b e r s a r e now cont r ibu t ing 
verse , f iction, c o l u m n s and a r t w o r k . R e a d e r s h a v e helped m e 
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located copies of long out of print works for us to reprint . 
R e a d e r s have helped a lmost as much as fellow fan-eds in 
providing contacts for prefessional a r t and fiction. 

F E N N E R : You know, I wish I could s tand up and say, "Why, 
gol-durn, ever ' th ing in our m a g was suggested by our r e a d e r s , " 
but tha t 'd be a bunch of c rap . Of what little r eade r response we 
get only a very tiny f ract ion ever sugges ts anything: I guess the 
ma jo r i ty don' t real ize jus t how much we want their help. We ' re 
pret ty much on our own and can only judge our mis t akes or 
successes a f t e r w a r d by the le t ters we do receive. We ca re what 
the r eade r s want and try to gauge our f ea tu re s to wha t we think 
they would like to see. Without them we couldn' t continue the 
magaz ine and we do our best to m a k e them feel like they ' re 
coming out the winner in this t ransact ion. I feel very strongly on 
this point. 

HAMILTON: To some extent CP was governed by reader 
response. I c a r e what r e a d e r s want if it is within reason. 

McHANEY: I c a r e about what my r e a d e r s want , but I do what 
I want to do. Many people want a let ter column, but I don't give 
a d a m n about printing pra i se or cr i t ic ism, and no one has 
writ ten anything controvers ia l or even interesting, aside f rom 
what I ment ioned above. If r e ade r s want to know what others 
think of the magazine , let them find out for themselves . I don't 
ignore suggestion, f requent ly consider them, and occasionally 
use them, if they a r e in line with my way of thinking. I do my 
magaz ine because I enjoy it, and being selfish, I can enjoy the 
contents only if they a r e right for me. 

ROARK: F rank ly , I wish m o r e people would wri te and let us 
know what they want in our publications! We t ry to gauge 
content on fan interest , but we need more opinions to base our 
work on. I didn' t believe the old whine about " t he silent 
m a j o r i t y " until LSF c a m e along - I do now. We have a few 
staunch suppor te rs who a lways give us sound cr i t ic isms and 
opinions (John, Bob, Marty -- you know who you a r e ! ) and we 
apprec ia te it. But dammi t , we need m o r e to go on! We read, 
analyze and try to answer all of our mail , so you ' re not talking to 
an unapprec ia t ive audience. 

SASSER: I listen closely to what my r e a d e r s say, as the FANS 
m a k e the fanzine. I do t ry to please the bulk of them - i t ' 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 c a r e what 
others want f rom me. 

SCITHERS: Apparent ly this question wasn ' t proof-read 
before being sent ou t . " 

+ E d . Note: Mr. Scithers is r e fe r r ing to a typographical e r ror 
in the original question. 

WARFIELD: I do not see how anyone can hope to sell a 
products that no one wants , so r e a d e r s a re , in essence, a 
magaz ine! I do find the ma jo r i t y of r e a d e r s to be silent; so a 
minori ty have more of a say. An unfor tuna te c i rcumstance . 

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

BACON: F C should in some ins tances be scholarly. In other 
cases , it should be a rapping place for commen t s on current 
happenings in Fandom. Even the l ighthear ted has a place. I 
hope that the tone of FC is set by Epis t le E x p r e s s (our let ters 
pages) . I view it as communicat ive , inquiring, somet imes prone 
to debate and cr i t ic ism; but a lways open to new ideas and 
opinions. 

F E N N E R : Unless a magaz ine runs the gamut of all the at-
t i tudes - those that a r e ment ioned and others - I think that i t 's 
fallen short of its potential. A well rounded approach s eems to be 
the most appeal ing. 

HAMILTON: Since I don' t publish a zine a n y m o r e I don' t feel 
the need to answer . 

McHANEY: A combinat ion of the f irst two - never a dirge. 
The sight of some poor fool crying all over himself m a k e s m e 
puke. 

ROARK: I think all the a t t i tudes have their place, but all of 
them can go too f a r . Humor is quite impor tan t , in m y opinion: 
when you get above laughing a t yourself , you deserve a pie in 
the kisser! Giving the r eade r s the t ru th is important , t oo . . . .as 
is keeping up a respec table image. As long as you don't s ta r t 
acting like an ass , you'll come out OK with few scars . 

SASSER: Oh, I suppose TGR is a bit scholarly, but overall is 
light hear ted . People r ead fanzines for en te r t a inment , not to be 
depressed by pages and pages of silly analyt ical and obituary 
stuff about Rober t E . Howard. Hell, Two-Gun loved to laugh and 
so do we all. 

SCITHERS: Yes, yes and no, respect ively. 

WARFIELD: I don't real ly approve of such l imited tags. I 
believe in an intellectual ba lance of scholarly and lighthear-
tedness. 

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

BACON: As I s ta ted back in question 6 ,1 have a lways wanted 
FC to be a " g r a p h i c " type of product . Despite about 6-7 years of 
a r t school courses at the Flint Inst i tute of Arts, I find myself a 
very poor ar t is t . I have, however, a g rea t deal of appreciat ion 
for the ar t i s t and his mult i tude of mediums . I hope that shows 
thru in the type of zine I produce. To be f rank , most ar twork is 
NOT a selling point unless i t ' s "b ig n a m e " stuff. Adams, Bar ry 
Smith, Conrad, Fab ian , E isner and m a n y others help sell a zine 
B u t s o m e of the best work (I feel) on an even basis with the pros 
comes f r o m the fan ar t i s t . 

F E N N E R : Definitely, on all counts. Art work is par t of our 
personali ty and one of our s trongest selling points. We try to 
keep things ba lanced; something for everyone has been our 
goal. I ' m a big a r t fan - doesn ' t m a t t e r who does it or wha t the 
subject m a t t e r is, as long as i t ' s done with style. It should be 
noted that LSF No. 2 was our quickest selling issue, mainly 
because of the Ba r ry Smith interview and il lustrations. I 'm 
disappointed, though, when we get Iocs f rom cus tomers who 
admi t to not reading the mag , but would like us to get Neal 
Adams to i l lustrate next issue 's Howard story. 

HAMILTON: Yes, a r twork plays a very impor tan t par t in my 
publicat ions; I should say good ar twork . It is an excellent selling 
point, plus the graphic appeal it adds . 

McHANEY: Yes. 

ROARK: Hell, yes! I like a r t and enjoy having it around -
graphic design is quite impor tan t . As a selling point, it is nearly 
as impor tant as everything else in the zine - a r t & comics fans 
f a r ou tnumber weird—S&S—SF fans, so you ' re able to reach a 
completely dif ferent audience with a r twork . I do t i re of the 
le t ters that sing the pra ises of a cer ta in a r t i s t while 
s imultaneously informing us that they haven ' t r ead anything. Is 
reading a lost a r t ? I doubt if we'll ever know. 
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SASSER: Artwork is what the fans want -- as I l ea rned very 
quickly. The a r t can m a k e or b reak a 'zine. It is definitely very 
impor tan t to have a r t to go with the text, and of course, a 
number of well known a r t i s t s help a g rea t deal in the way of 
sales. 

SCITHERS: Very, very much so. 

WARFIELD: Art is a definite plus fac tor . However, fans 
differ grea t ly in what they consider good a r t . 

Question: What has proven to be your most popular fea ture , 
outside of any Howard fiction you might pr int? 

BACON: Epis t le E x p r e s s is the most popular f ea tu re next to 
R E H mate r i a l . Reade r s enjoy measu r ing their observat ions of 
an issue aga ins t those of other r eaders . Profess ionals enjoy the 
comment s of fans and fans enjoy the behind-the-scenes view 
offered via LOCs by pros. Deba te and controversy help. I t ry not 
to run le t ters of the " I loved your swell f anz ine" var ie ty unless 
they go fu r ther with specific comment s on FC or a deba te 
current ly in progress or m a k e s t a t emen t s re la t ive to the Fan-
tasy genre which other r eade r s might enjoy comment 
upon d i sagree with. We've had a very ac t ive r eade r sh ip and I 
hope it continues. 

F E N N E R : I t ' s pre t ty evenly divided among the a r t work, the 
interviews, and s t rangely , the photographic folios based on 
R E H ' s f ema le c h a r a c t e r s -- here all this t ime I 've been told f ans 
didn't like women and t h a t l was a bit of a " f r e a k " because I do. 
Another falicy blown all to hell 

HAMILTON: Probab ly the Howard biblio. 

McHANEY: I don' t have m o r e than two fea tu res that I 've 
continued for several issues. One of those h a s s imply been 
continued by fan wr i t e r s who liked the idea, and tha t ' s f ine with 
me. The more help I get with the chores of reviewing and ar-
ticles, the less sweat ing I do a t the las t minute . I hope in the 
fu tu re my most popular f ea tu re will be my approach and sense 
of priorities. 

ROARK: Our Ba r ry Smith interview in No. 2 was well-
received, as was the Glenn Lord interview in No. 3. "Vul tures 
Over Cross P l a i n s " ga rne red a helluva lot of fan comment , a s 
was its intent. In our cur ren t issue, Ben Indick 's " Inc ident a t 
Cross P l a i n s " was lauded by most r eade r s . 

SASSER: I 've only got one issue out, but the most popular 
pieces so f a r have been Wayne Warf ie ld ' s "Robe r t E . Howard: 
Ret rospect ive ly" and Bill Wal lace 's "The Sense of Hideous 
Antiquity." 

SCITHERS: Artwork. 

W A R F I E L D : Edi tor ia ls , a r t and let ter columns. Any con-
troversial fea ture , of course, a lways d r aws at tention. 

Question: R E H was the main fan interest in the '70's, following 
the mass appeal of Burroughs in the '60's. If in terest in R E H was 
to fade out, do you see any other author who could dominate 
fu ture fan in teres t? 

BACON: There a r e severa l au thors whose work I feel m a y 
dominate or at least be g rabbed up for fu tu re fan in teres t . 
Howard Phill ips Lovec ra f t is one whose work a l ready pret ty 
much paral le ls Howard ' s in interest . Another would be Michael 
Moorcock or Kar l E d w a r d Wagner . I hope that f andom con-
tinues to push these gent lemen into f u r t h e r endeavors in the 
a r e a s of fiction and verse . They will probably be the na tu ra l 

inheri tors of the cur ren t R E H craze. I think that Howard and his 
Conan a r e opening the door to m a n y fans and exposing them to 
Heroic Fan ta sy . One other au thor whose work comes to mind 
(and contains e lements of R E H and H P L in his fiction) is 
Richard Tierney. I personal ly feel (and hope) that this gen-
t l eman ' s work enjoys a g rea t popular i ty in the fu ture . Any one 
who hasn ' t r ead THE WINDS OF ZARR by Tierney ought to. It 
shows his s t rength a s a s tory teller and se t te r of moods. My hope 
is that these four gent lemen (and especially the living three) 
will become fan favor i tes . 

F E N N E R : F i r s t I 'd like to say that I don' t think E R B has lost 
its public appea l ; t h e r e ' r e new movies being m a d e based on his 
charac te r s , new editors of his books continue to come out, and 
kids still play " T a r z a n " in their backyards . Burroughs is still 
top dog and I doubt if anyone in the foreseeable fu tu re will 
replace him. But to answer your question, if R E H ' s populari ty 
fades (which it won' t , if handled proper ly) f ans would probably 
begin to notice another of the old WEIRD TALES wr i te rs -
perhaps C.L. Moore or Manly Wellman. There might also be a 
r e su rgance of in teres t in HPL. Who can say? Kar l Wagner is my 
personal favor i te among those au thors present ly working in the 
field: if he 'd lea rn to type with m o r e than one f inger and turn out 
a g r e a t e r volume of s tories he could, realist icly, become the 
most respec ted and sought a f t e r wr i te r yet to contr ibute to the 
genre. He ' s got m y support , anyway. + But back to R E H for a 
final m o m e n t ; his populari ty will only diminish if fans allow it to 
- which would be a s h a m e because his proper t ies hold a g r e a t 
deal of promise for a var ie ty of projects . I was a m u s e d recent ly 
to r ead that some consider Howard to be the " S t a r T r e k " of 
fan tasy fandom. P e r h a p s tha t ' s so; yet, no one 's organized a bus 
tour of R E H ' s Cross P la ins with special notat ions as to which 
s t reets he shadow-boxed down on hot Texas af ternoons. At least 
to my knowledge, that is. 

+ 1 think the Ep ic F a n t a s y Field needs an Ellison f igure -
someone whose personal i ty , dr ive and audac i ty draws new 
people in. Many don ' t like him, but you mus t a d m i t that Ha r l an 
has b rea thed new life into S-F. 

HAMILTON: C. A. Smith and H. P . Lovecraf t might be some 
candidates . 

McHANEY: I doubt that any wri ter will become what 
Howard, Lovecraf t and Burroughs have been, but that m a y be 
because I 've never looked f a r into the fu tu r e with any amount of 
thought. They might d r ag up some other poor slob f r o m the 
g rave and adore him, but I think that is about tapped out. Maybe 
someone like Phi l F a r m e r will be t rea ted with the s a m e awe as 
a Burroughs or Howard. He has the s a m e populari ty the others 
had when they w e r e still living, and pe rhaps a bit more than 
some. The problem though, is that f ewer people a r e reading 
books every day. I t ' s easier to look a t comics or some other 
s imple minded drivel, and unless you throw tons of a r twork in a 
book these days, you might a s well forget it. The "new 
genera t ion" of f ans mus t have f requen t b reaks for their feeble 
brains. I see books of the fu tu re as a page of ar t , m a y b e a whole 
page of text, and so on - sor t of a F A R E N H E I T 451 society, 
though it won' t be government forced - it will be by choice. By 
then, though, I hope to be so old and blind that I won ' t mind the 
vanishing wri t ten word. 

ROARK: I feel tha t several wr i t e r s a r e due more fan interest -
- Karl Wagner , for instance, though he probably won' t get real ly 
big until he dies. Clark Ashton Smith has a fa i r chance of a big 
revival, if r eade r s can a d j u s t their own tas tes enough to accep t 
his slightly b iza r re (and unique) wri t ing style. I do feel it will 
depend on how much publicity the var ious genre wr i te rs get -
that and the undeniable f inger of fa te . Some will get the gold, 
others the shaf t . 

Continued on page 69 
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THE WRATH OF TUP AN 
By Richard L. Tierney 

At the headwa te r s of the Zungaro, nea r the foothills of the 
Andes Mountains, lies a s t r ange land seldom visited by m a n . 
Even when I f irst saw the place, it somehow s t ruck m e as 
sinister. The wa te r s of the Zungaro were black as death, and the 
dank jungle on ei ther side was unnatura l ly silent. In the dis tance 
grea t cone-shaped mounta ins rose abrupt ly and loomed like 
titan gods brooding over bygone e ras . Mightiest of all rose one 
grea t snow-capped volcano, overshadowing the others as a god 
overshadows men. In spite of the discomfor t I felt f r om the 
s w a r m s of biting insects, I gazed a t this peak in awe and won-
der. 

"Tha t , senores, is the mounta in which the nat ives call Tupani-
kam-kisiteri -- the P lace of Tupan , " said Ramon Valesquez, our 
Colombian guide. "The mission is not f a r now, and that is good. 
The Indians fea r the mountain a s the abode of evil gods, and I do 
not think they will go with us much f a r t h e r . " 

The mounta in itself did not f r ighten m e half so much as the 
thought of trying to pronounce its n a m e ; but I had noticed that 
the Indians were indeed becoming rest ive. Fo r the pas t two 
hours they had been paddling with constantly decreas ing vigor, 
and now they were beginning to talk excitedly among them-
selves. 

"What a r e they s a y i n g ? " demanded Rayburn , our aging but 
wiry archaeologist , f r om his canoe. I l istened as closely as 
possible to R a m o n ' s reply while swat t ing a t the cloud of singing 
mosquitoes hovering about me . 

"They a r e a f ra id . They say that Tupan, the thunder-demon, 
will be angry and deal us death if we go on. I f ea r we mus t m a k e 
c a m p soon." 

"But we could reach the mission in a few hou r s , " protes ted 
Rayburn . 

"The sun sets quickly in these lat i tudes, m y fr iends, and it is 
a lmost down now. It is best not to t rave l at night. We can still 
reach the mission tomor row." 

Rayburn shrugged. "Do as you think best, t hen . " 
Velasquez shouted some orders to the Indians, and im-

media te ly they seemed grea t ly rel ieved. I, too, was glad we 
were stopping, for I could ha rd ly bea r those s w a r m s of insects 
much longer . We beached our th ree canoes on a sandy bank and 
pitched c a m p in record t ime. The red sun was jus t sinking 
behind the shining peak of the volcano as we p repared our 
supper . 

At dusk, as we dined on f r ied pa lm-worms and the rubbery 
flesh of m a c a w s I questioned R a m o n about the nat ive super-
stitions concerning the volcano. His voice grew hushed as he 
answered me. 

"Do not let them see that you speak of the thunder-demon, 
Meester Hobson," he cautioned. "To speak of Tupan is to incur 
his wra th , or so the Indians be l ieve ." 

The f i re crackled sharply in the stillness. Overhead, the 
v a m p i r e ba ts flitted softly by on velvet wings. The stillness was 
eerie. 

"But wha t is this T u p a n ? " quer ied Rayburn , his voice in-
voluntarily low. 

"He is the god of thunder , ea r thquakes and destruct ion, senor. 
To the Indians of this region, no other god is half so powerful as 
he. P e r h a p s their ances tors of long ago knew the mounta in in its 
fury of eruption, and handed down their f r ightening legends of it 
to the present day. Who can te l l?" 

We did not try to answer , and for the res t of the evening we sat 
in si lence around the f i re . The stil lness of the jungle had the 
effect of discouraging conversat ion, and the t rees seemed to 
press closer in f rom all sides. The m u r m u r i n g wa te r s sang a 
monotonous dirge, and even the insects soon ceased to hum. The 
Indians, too, sat silent about their smal l f ires, as though feeling 
that a spoken word in this place would be blasphemous. At 

length, we turned in; but t ired as I was, I could not sleep. There 
seemed to be a vague a i r of creeping tenseness about this place, 
as though something were about to happen . F o r some t ime, 
therefore , I lay aw ak e and thought of m a n y things. 

They had told m e in Manaos tha t the hills;-along the upper 
Zungaro were r ich in gold, and that one could pick d iamonds out 
of the mounta in s t r e a m beds. They also told m e that few had 
ever r e tu rned f r o m the region, but that did not stop m e f rom 
wanting to go there . I had lost everything the yea r before, when 
the rubbe r f i rm I owned had closed down, and I was anxious to 
regain m y weal th. Only one who has been weal thy, and has lost 
his weal th , can fully apprec ia te the value of r iches; and I was 
willing to undergo any hardsh ips r a t h e r than r ema in in ignoble 
poverty. 

My chance had come in the person of Professor Phil ip 
Rayburn , of the Midwestern Society of Historical Resea rch . He, 
too, was anxious to visit the region, for he had hea rd of the an-
cient stone ruins to be found there . However, he could find no 
one willing to t ake h im up the Zungaro. Having had some 
training as a geologist, I offered to accompany him on his ex-
pedition a t no cost, and he gladly accepted m y offer . He was 
especially delighted when I acqui red R a m o n Velasquez as a 
guide. Though R a m o n was a t f i r s t re luc tant , he finally con-
sented to come; for he, too, had hea rd tales of the fabulous 
wealth to be found in the jungles along the Zungaro. 

Soon a f t e rwards , we began our tortuous journey up the da rk 
r ivers of the Amazon Basin, and for m a n y hellish weeks we 
t raveled steadily. Besides the Indian bea re r s and myself , the re 
were three others in the p a r t y - R a y b u r n , the archaeologis t ; 
Ramon, the guide; and a young photographer n a m e d Moran. It 
was a smal l group to be t ravers ing so much country, but I doubt 
that a l a rge pa r ty would have fa red be t te r . In fac t , I was 
somewhat glad about the smal l size of our group. There would 
be fewer to sha re wha teve r r iches we might find. 

Of the m a n y adven tu res and hardsh ips we underwent , I shall 
say little. Let it suff ice when I say that t ravel ing through the 
hideous jungles of the Amazon is the fu r thes t thing f r o m so-
called " roman t i c a d v e n t u r e " that one could imagine! The hea t 
and the insects, combined with the e te rna l dampness , m a d e the 
ra in-fores t a place of constant torment , second only to hell itself. 
Added to this was the imminent th rea t of a thousand painful 
deaths, aga ins t which we had a lways to be on guard . Venomous 
repti les and insects hid under every leaf, and our lives hung 
a lways on the whims of the s avage Indian t r ibes through whose 
terr i tor ies we had to pass . Only the thought of gold drove m e on, 
as it had the Conquistadores of old; and I often marve led a t the 
pers is tence of Rayburn and Moran, whose sole incentive for 
enduring all this was scientific curiosi ty! 

Despi te the sticky d a m p n e s s and the occasional bites of the 
parasol ants , I mus t have finally dozed off; for the next thing I 
r e m e m b e r is being awakened by pistol shots, and hear ing 
Ramon shouting threa ts in Quechua dialect . Awake in an in-
stant , I g rabbed m y rifle and dashed out of the tent , Moran a t 
my heels . The sky was a l ready g rey with approaching dawn, 
and we saw R a m o n standing on the r ive rbank , pistol in hand. He 
was shouting impreca t ions a f t e r our th ree canoes, which were 
rapidly vanishing downs t ream into the morning mis ts . 

"The Indians have d e s e r t e d ! " R a m o n informed us, swear ing 
in Por tuguese . 

Moran looked a f t e r the receding canoes, incredulous. Then he 
began to dance crazily, for in his has te he had neglected to put 
on his pants , and the insects were a lways ready to take ad-
van tage of any such care lessness . 

"Why did they run o f f ? " he asked, scra tching. 
" I do not know, senores , but I think something in the jungle 

m a d e them a f ra id . Some of them were out hunting this morning 
while I m a d e the fire. They c a m e back soon, and began to talk 
excitedly to the others . I h e a r d them say something about 
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Tupan. Then, when m y back was turned for a moment , they 
m a d e off with the canoes. Ca r r amba!—they were gone before I 
could stop t h e m . " 

"What do you suggest we do n o w ? " I asked. 
"We m u s t set up a m o r e pe rmanen t c a m p here , amigo. It is 

fo r tuna te that we did not leave m a n y supplies in the canoes . " 
"Bu t we can ' t s tay he re indef in i te ly!" 
"Of course not, my f r iend ; and that is why you and I mus t go 

to the mission today, on foot. F r o m there, we can bring back 
canoes in which to c a r ry our supplies. 

II 

That day will r ema in forever in my mind as one of the worst in 
m y life. Directly a f te r b r eak fa s t R a m o n and I s t ruck into the 
jungle, following the r iverbank . Ordinari ly, it would have taken 
us two or th ree hours of paddling to r each the mission. As it was, 
however , it took us most of the day to hack our way through that 
incredible tangle with mache te s . Thorns tore a t our bodies, and 
the blood a t t r ac t ed buzzing hordes of mosqui toes to us. Small 
white ticks, which no insect repellent would discourage, 
threa tened to dr ive us m a d with their infernal stinging. Yet we 
dared not ba the in the r iver , for the d readed parias would 
quickly tear us to pieces. 

Coming upon an open m u d bank, we s m e a r e d ourselves 
l iberally with mud, which kept off most of the insects. It did not 
keep them away , however, and we continually had to keep them 
f r o m flying into our eyes and ea r s . Moreover we had to watch 
constant ly for venomous snakes, which were dangerously 
numerous . Several t imes we narrowly missed being bitten by 
ra t t l e snakes as big around as a m a n ' s leg. Once we had to stop 
and let a g rea t s w a r m of a r m y ants pass by in f ront of us. We 
were safe , R a m o n assured me, as long as we s tayed out of their 
line of advance ; but if we had blundered into their path , they 
would have s w a r m e d over us and picked our bones clean in 
minutes . 

It was midaf te rnoon when we finally s taggered into the 
clear ing around the mission. A few decrepi t huts stood in a semi-
circle about the church, which was itself a r a the r l a rge s truc-
ture considering its r emoteness f rom civilization. We were 
gree ted enthusiast ical ly by F a t h e r Carlos de Sarmiento, a m a n 
of intense vitality despite his near ly seventy yea r s of age. 

" M a d r e de Dios!" he exc la imed impiously, seeing our tat-
tered and filthy clothes. "You m u s t res t and r e f r e sh yourselves, 
senores . Come with m e . . . " 

"La te r , P a d r e , " replied Ramon . "Right now, we des i re to get 
back to our f r iends before n ight fa l l . " He explained our situation 
to F a t h e r Sarmiento , and added that we wished to h i re Indians 
to help us bring our supplies to the mission. 

" I f ea r that is impossible, m y f r i ends , " replied F a t h e r Carlos. 
"The Indians have all lef t the mission, and have gone into the 
jungle to worship their savage gods. The witch-doctors say they 
mus t m a k e mag ic to a p p e a s e the thunder-devi l ." 

"What m a d e them suddenly do t h a t ? " I asked. 
F a t h e r Carlos answered sadly. " H e r e in the jungle, m a n 

worships older deities than our God, and the powers of evil a r e 
held to be s t ronger than the forces of good. The Indian 's religion 
is not a way of prais ing God; it is p r imar i ly a method of s taving 
off His w r a t h . " He ges tured toward the g rea t volcano looming in 
the dis tance. "Tha t moun ta in , " he continued, " is said to be 
inhabited by a thunder-devil , a t i tanic mons te r who comes forth 
every generat ion to lay was t e the land and destroy the people. 
Tupan is his name , and no god or demon in this region is more 
fea red than h e . " 

"And the nat ives believe this monster is about r eady to come 
forth a g a i n ? " 

"Si, amigo! Yes te rday morning the mounta in rumbled 
slightly, and by nightfall every last Indian had left the mission. 
It is most discouraging, senores ; no m a t t e r how we try to 
convert them, the old superst i t ions still r e m a i n uppermos t in 

their m i n d s . " 
R a m o n looked a t m e somewhat apprehensively . "Do you 

think the volcano might erupt , Meester Hobson?" 
" I doubt it. It looks like i t ' s been extinct for a long t ime, 

pe rhaps thousands of y e a r s . " 
F a t h e r Carlos looked up at the sun. " P e r h a p s you had better 

s t a r t back, if you wish to reach your f r iends by nightfall . Choose 
any one of the canoes down by the r ive r ; the Indians will not be 
using t h e m . " 

Two hours of paddling downs t ream brought us once more to 
our c amp . As we beached the dugout, our f r iends gree ted us 
excitedly. 

"We found out what f r ightened away the nat ives this mor-
n ing ," said Moran. " I t ' s back in the jung le . " 

"Come along! we'll show you ," exc la imed Rayburn , his eyes 
g leaming with exci tement . " I t ' s incredible! You've got to see 
i t . " He began to lead us along a newly cut path through the 
brush. About a hundred feet f r om c a m p , we c a m e upon the 
object of Raybu rn ' s fascinat ion. 

"What do you think of i t ? " demanded the archaeologist , a 
t r ace of pr ide in his voice. 

What I saw was an ex t remely hideous idol about five feet tall 
and ca rved of da rk basal t . Rayburn had hacked away the 
surrounding brush and vines, and we could see the think in 
complete detail . I ts genera l shape can best be descr ibed as that 
of a very squat milk bottle surmounted by a round, f la t head. 
Twelve s tumpy legs suppor ted it upon its stone pedestal , and 
twelve a r m s or tentacles were shown in bas-relief, sprouting 
just below the head. So fine was the detai l that we could see that 
each " a r m " branched off into six smal le r tentacles , giving the 
thing a total of seventy-two " f i n g e r s " . The horizontally flat-
tened head was surmounted by six short , spiky horns a r ranged 
in a circle. The most interest ing fea tu re to me, however , was the 
twelve eyes set into the head around the pe r ime te r of its 
g rea tes t c i r cumference ; for I saw that each one was a large, 
gli t tering crys ta l . 

"This is wha t f r ightened our b e a r e r s , " Rayburn commented : 
"They mus t have thought of it as a symbol of some god. I would 
say that it is pre-Incan in or igin ." 

Stepping up to the idol, I quickly dislodged one of its eyes with 
my knife and examined it closely. R a m o n looked on with in-
terest , but Rayburn seemed a lmost as horrif ied as one of the 
Indians might have been a t m y appa ren t sacri lege. 

"What a r e you do ing?" gasped Rayburn . 
It was Quartz! Disgusted, I handed the stone to Rayburn . " I 

thought they might be d i amonds , " I said. 
Ramon, too, was plainly disappointed, but he still seemed 

hopeful . "We have not r eached the mounta ins ye t , " he said. "It 
is there that the jewels grow, eh, s e n o r e s ? " 

"Somet imes , R a m o n , " I replied. "The t remendous pressures 
in volcanos often cause carbon to crystal ize into d iamonds. We 
m a y find m a n y of them in the wea thered vents , or in the s t r eam 
deposits, if we ' r e lucky . " 

We worked our way back to the c a m p , for it was quickly 
growing dark . Directly a f t e r supper I turned in, and neither the 
insects nor the eerie silence of the jungle kept m e f rom quickly 
falling asleep. It had been a rough day. 

The next day it ra ined; not the usual tropical thundershower . 
but an all-day downpour that turned dir t into mud and mud into 
a gooey slush. It took us f ive hours of paddling to r each the 
mission with what supplies we could take. When we ar r ived . 
Fa the r Carlos saw to our comfor t mos t graciously and let us 
s tay in the church itself. He explained that the Indians would 
probably not be at tending again for some t ime, and that we were 
welcome to s tay. And as our qua r t e r s were reasonably w a r m 
and dry , we were well sat isf ied. 

F a t h e r Carlos ' own room in the back of the church was 
comfor tab le and well furn ished, considering how fa r he lived 
f rom any civilization. We spent much of that day talking with 

- 2 0 -



him in his room, and he was delighted at our company ; for, 
aside f rom a nondescript F r e n c h m a n named Raoul, who helped 
Fa the r Carlos keep up the mission, there was no other white 
man for perhaps several hundred miles around. 

It was during one of these conversat ions that Rayburn hap-
pened to mention the stone idol we had found. 

"Yes . there a r e m a n y of them in the jungle, s enor , " said the 
priest, "and the nat ives hold them in g rea t respect and fear . In 
fact, not fa r f rom here there a r e m a n y ancient ruins left by a 
vanished race , and among them an idol such as you describe. I 
have been there often, for the nat ives somet imes go there to 
worship their gods ." 

At this Rayburn grew quite excited and began to ask the 
P a d r e m a n y questions about the place. F a t h e r Carlos was 
delighted at his interest and promised he would take the ar-
chaeologist there " m a r i a n a " . 

Late in the af ternoon the clouds rolled away, and we could see 
the snow-capped peak of Tupanikamcise i te r i g leaming in the 
sun. Soon a f t e r , we were surpr i sed to hea r a soft, throbbing beat 
in the air , like the pulsing of a giant hear t . 

"Nat ive d r u m s ! " Ramon whispered. "The Indians a r e 
worshiping the moun ta in . " 

"This is the third night I have hea rd t h e m , " said the priest . 
"According to the nat ive beliefs, Tupan will come forth on the 
eighth night of worship, to wreak his judgment on the t r ibes . " 

" H a s this happened b e f o r e ? " I asked. 
"Not within my m e m o r y , senor. The mission has only been 

here for four years , and they say this happens but once in a 
genera t ion ." 

"What an opportunity this could b e ! " excla imed Moran. "Do 
you suppose we could photograph t h e m ? " 

"I would not try it, my f r i end , " said the priest . "Your life 
would be in great danger . Even I, who know the Indians so well, 
would not a t tempt to in ter fere with their savage r i t ua l s . " 

I l l 

All night long the d r u m s kept up their insistent beat , and once 
we heard slight rumbl ings f rom the mountain . Ea r ly the next 
morning Fa the r Carlos led Rayburn and Moran into the jungle 
to visit the ancient ruins he had spoken of. Ramon and I spent 
most of the day bringing the res t of our supplies f rom the c a m p 
to the mission. A koati had torn open one of the food packs 
during our absence, but otherwise our equipment was still in 
good condition. 

When our work was done, R a m o n went off into the forest to 
hunt, and I was left alone at the mission. Thus, with little else to 
do, 1 had plenty of opportunity to look over the church. One thing 
that surpr i sed me was the large number of books the P a d r e had 
brought with him to this place. There were over a dozen of them 
in his room, many with covers designed to protect them f rom the 
damp. Among them I noticed P re sco t t ' s CONQUEST OF P E R U 
and other historical works concerning South Amer ica . A l a rge 
black volume, whose pages were yellow and bri t t le with age, 
caught m y attention, and I glanced through it. The title was 
MISTERIOS DE LA JUNGLA, and I found that it had been 
written by Sancho de Verada , an ear ly Conquistador. 

My interest aroused, I began to pour over this fascinat ing 
first-hand account of the journeys of those first explorers to the 
Amazon. Scarcely had I r ead a dozen pages, however, when I 
was electr if ied by what I c a m e across in a cer ta in p a r a g r a p h . 
Trans la ted f rom the Spanish, it r e a d : 

"Having gained information f rom the nat ives concerning 
the grea t t r easures to be found upon the mountain called 
Tupani-kamcisei ter i , we journeyed there ; and, a f t e r many 
hazardous days of t ravel , our hopes were conf i rmed. Such a 
wealth as we found there-of gold and silver and all m a n n e r 
of precious s t ones -has not been known since the days of 
Solomon. And the golden temple we found in the cauldron 

itself was splendid beyond all imaginat ion. Yet, though our 
hopes were conf i rmed, they were not r e w a r d e d ; and though 
our luck seemed due to divine Providence, it was but a curse 
in disguise. For all that g r ea t wealth of gold, silver and 
precious stones, is guarded over bv SATANUS Himself , who 
dwells in the f i res of the mounta in , and who wai ts to come 
forth and slay all who would t ake His accursed t r e a s u r e 
hence. Indeed, of the three score men who journeyed with 
m e to that abhor red mountain , only five of us re turned , not a 
soul the r icher and with our souls shaken by the sights of 
Hell. So take heed, all you who would seek the t r ea su re of the 
mounta in , lest the wra th of Tupan fall upon you! For no m a n 
can s tand against Him. whose s t a tu re is like unto that of the 
Ti tans of old, and whose f o r m . . . " 

I could read no fu r the r , for the res t of the page had been torn 
away, as though del iberately. Yet I had read enough. Here was 
almost positive proof of the existence of vast r iches in the 
wes tern mounta ins ; for the account had told not only of the 
t r r ea su re itself, but had given its exact location also. The 
" cau ld ron" of the mounta in was evidently the c r a t e r at its 
summit , where some ancient r ace - i f the wri ter had spoken 
t r u l y - h a d built a "golden t emple" . As for the account of the 
guard ian demon, I gave it l i t t le considerat ion. P e r h a p s the 
volcano had been slightly act ive at the t ime, and the 
Conquistadores had very likely been caught in a landsl ide that 
had taken most of their lives. At any ra te , the allusion to 
" S a t a n u s " was no doubt f igurat ive. . . 

That evening, when R a m o n re tu rned , I told him of the new 
plan I had conceived. 

"Can you be ready to leave for the mounta in at d a w n ? " I 
asked. 

" Y e s - b u t senor Rayburn will want to s tay and study the 
ru ins . . . " 

"Bother Rayburn - - All he cares about is old ru ins! We ' re 
going by ourse lves ." 

"But why . . . ? " 
"Because there ' s gold on that mountain , Ramon! Tha t ' s what 

you c a m e along with us for, wasn ' t i t ? " 
"On that m o u n t a i n ? " he gasped. "How do you know of t h i s ? " 
I told him of the things I had r ead in the ancient volume. 
"But that is the P l ace of T u p a n ! " he excla imed. 
"Don ' t tell me you ' re superst i t ious, R a m o n ! " 
He looked at me intently. " I have studied the ways of scien-

ce ," he said, " and I a m not ' supers t i t ious ' . But I have studied 
the ways of the Indians also, and I have learned m a n y things 
about their s t r ange beliefs. Some of their ideas a r e ridiculous to 
the white m a n ' s way of thinking, and some m a y seem beyond 
the bounds of sanity. But this I have found: that behind their 
legends and beliefs, there a lways lies a r e a s o n ! " 

IV 

In spite of his apparen t re luctance , R a m o n eventually agreed 
to accompany me, for the lust of gold was strong in him also. 
That night we loaded a dugout with a few supplies; and the next 
morning, before the sun was up, we crept silently f rom the 
mission and s ta r ted out on our journey. 

A few miles up the Zungaro we were hal ted by a s t re tch of 
rapids several hundred ya rds long, and we had to por tage 
around it. For tuna te ly there were no Indians to ambush us in the 
jungle, as they were all a t tending the ri tualist ic ceremonies to 
Tupan. After much labor and m a n y insect bites, we a t last 
managed to get the canoe and our supplies to a point above the 
rapids. 

As we continued on, the banks of the Zungaro b e c a m e f a r t h e r 
apar t , and the ground on either side began to a s sume a m a r s h y 
aspect . By noon, we found ourselves at the edge of a g rea t 
swamp which s t re tched away to the foot of the mounta in itself. 
Taking carefu l bear ings so that we could find our way back, we 
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set out across the grea t expanse . 
The vegetat ion here was , for the most par t , semi-aquat ic , 

being bunched together in floating " i s l ands" or c lumps. Great 
horsetai ls forty feet tall rose out of the wa te r 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 d iamete r . Anacondas and 
c a y m a n s basked on every log and floating c lump, while 
poisonous snakes were superabundan t . Once we saw a 
grotesque, seven-foot rept i le with a high fin on its back. It 
ambled out of a caneb rake and hissed at us, showing a huge 
mouth full of vicious-looking teeth. But in spite of its belligerent 
m a n n e r it would not come into the wa te r a f t e r us, and we were 
glad to leave it behind. 

Dusk found us near ly at the f a r side of the swamp , the 
mounta in looming high over us. The mosqui toes grew so bad 
that we had to wrap our hands in cloth and protect our faces with 
mosquito netting. We c a m p e d on a smal l island and, a f t e r a 
f rugal supper , spent a mise rab le night swat t ing insects which 
m a n a g e d to get to us in spite of the mosqui to net. 

The next morning we set out as ear ly as possible, anxious to 
get out of that horr id swamp . Soon a f te r dawn we reached the 
edge of the m a r s h , where the forest began to cl imb the slope of 
the mountain . Here, to our g r e a t surpr ise , we c a m e upon a place 
where the jungle seemed to have been mashed down recent ly. A 
swath of destruct ion a hundred ya rds wide led up the moun-
tainside, and m a n y of the l a rge r t rees were still oozing sap 
where their t runks had been broken off. It was a puzzling thing, 
and I detected a note of apprehension in Ramon ' s voice as he 
questioned m e about it. 

"What could have caused it, a m i g o ? " 
" P e r h a p s a landsl ide ," I answered . "We heard the mountain 

rumbl ing two or th ree nights ago, r e m e m b e r ? It probably 
dislodged a huge boulder which rolled down into the swamp, 
crushing the t rees . Anyway, it m a k e s a good trai l to fol low." 

"Maybe we should not go up, Meester Hobson. Suppose the 
volcano should e r u p t ? " 

"I ' l l wager this mounta in hasn ' t blown its top for at least 
severa l centur ies . Besides, if it is going to erupt , t ha t ' s all the 
more reason for us to find that t r ea su re soon. Come o n ! " 

Leaving most of our gea r in the canoe, we s ta r ted up the trail . 
It was actual ly ha rde r going than regu la r jungle, and our only 
advan tage in following the swath was to keep f rom gett ing lost. 
Occasionally we c a m e upon deep c i rcular pits about thirty feet 
across , which resembled g rea t post holes sunk into the soft 
jungle floor. All of them seemed fairly new, and appea red to be 
a r r a n g e d in a curious pa t te rn extending up the slope. A faint, 
unfami l ia r odor hung upon the air . mingled with the scents of 
smashed and rotting vegetat ion. Also, I noticed a s t r ange ab-
sence of snakes and other c rea tu res . When I asked Ramon what 
he m a d e of those s t range holes in the ground, he shook his head 
and did not answer , but I caught a look of fleeting fea r in his 
glance. 

By midaf te rnoon we had emerged f rom the tangle and were 
continuing upward . The going, though s teeper , was somewhat 
easier , but it was still no facile task. The slopes were covered 
with a gri t ty volcanic ash that was as ha rd to walk in as loose 
sand. Now and then we saw shallow pits in the ash which were 
s t rangely s imi lar to the holes in the jungle below. At the t ime. I 
could not imagine what they were. 

That night we camped on a ledge not f a r below the snow line. 
By morning it had turned so cold that we could see our breath 
when we exhaled. Moreover we had nothing with which to s tar t a 
fire, and we had to eat cold canned foods for b reakfas t . After we 
set out again, however, the sun w a r m e d the ba re mountainside, 
and before long we were reasonably comfor table . We were 
actual ly sweating f rom exert ion when we reached the snow line. 

It was here, as we stopped to drink at a glacial s t r e a m , that we 
m a d e our f irst discovery. Ramon, crouching on the gravelly 
s t r eam bank, suddenly cr ied out in surpr ise . 

" D i a m o n d s ! " he exla imed. "Come qu ick ! " 
At his bidding. I examined several gli t tering bits of stone from 

the s t r e a m bed. They were indeed d iamonds ; and though the\ 
were of a low-grade quali ty, they ra ised our hopes great ly , for 
they pror r i sed of bet ter things to come. 

"Le t ' s go o n ! " I cried out in elation, and we set out with 
renewed vitor. We had not gone fa r before we noticed that the 
snow patches , like the jungle f a r below, had been plowed 
through in a g rea t swath dotted with those puzzling holes. This 
m a d e the going much easier , but it also piqued my curiosity no 
end. 

We cl imbed until about noon, when we suddenly c a m e up 
against an abrup t cliff about a hundred and fifty feet high. Great 
rocks lay tumbled about a s though a recent landslide had oc-
curred, and we noticed an enormous ring of those c i rcu lar pits at 
the base of the cliff. It took us about an hour to cl imb around this 
obstruction. Our hands and feet were n u m b with cold by this 
t ime, though the sun was w a r m on our backs. 

Another hour ' s c l imb brought us to the r im of the c ra te r , 
where we paused to res t and beat some feeling into our numbed 
hands. I felt quite t ired and weak, probably due to the thinner 
air . Suddenly Ramon, who was ahead of me , cr ied out in 
amazemen t as he reached the inner edge of the r im. Hurrying to 
his side. I gazed into the c r a t e r with equal as tonishment . It was 
nearly half a mile across , forming a perfec t bowl-shaped valley 
sparsely dotted with pa tches of snow. At the center was a vast 
pit several hundred feet in d iamete r and at the brink of this pit 
stood a grea t stone edifice whose roof g leamed golden in the sun. 

"The golden t e m p l e ! " I excla imed. "The stories were true. 
"Let us go see , " said Ramon, his voice tense with exci tement , 

and we began to descend the inner wall of the c ra t e r . To our 
amazemen t , we now found that we were still following that 
enormous swath. It did not stop a t the summit , as we had sup-
posed it would, but continued over the r im and down into the 
c ra te r , te rminat ing finally at the brink of that mons t rous pit in 
the center . 

Arriving a t the temple, we found it to be m a d e of enormous 
basal t blocks. The domed roof shone like beaten gold, which 
perhaps it was . F r o m the front of the building to the edge of the 
pit extended a f lagstone cour tyard , in the center of which stood 
an enormous a l ta r . Surmounting this a l t a r was an idol s imilar to 
the one we had found in the jungle, only immensely l a rge r ; and 
its eyes, each one as l a rge as a m a n ' s fist , gl i t tered green in the 
sunlight. 

" T u p a n ! " m u r m u r e d Ramon . "This is the temple of Tupan. 
and that is his i m a g e . " 

"Look at those e y e s ! " I cried. " T h e y ' r e e m e r a l d s ! " 
" Y e s - b u t they a r e too high to reach. Let us see what we can 

find in the temple i tself ." 
Crossing the cour tyard , we entered through a giant door in the 

s t ruc ture . The inside was but one i m m e n s e room, i l luminated by 
nar row windows high overhead. About the walls stood golden 
images on pedestals , and the walls themselves blazed with great 
o rnamen t s of gold and silver. E v e r y w h e r e we looked we saw 
meta l or stone images of the twelve-legged monstrosi ty that 
evidently represented Tupan. A heavy silence seemed to settle 
about us as we stood in that dim-lit temple, and I found it 
s t rangely oppressing to consider how long that silence had 
reigned there unbroken by the voices of men. 

"No wonder old Sancho de Verada and his henchmen came 
away empty -handed , " I commented . "Every th ing he re is too 
big to c a r ry off ." 

Ramon said nothing, and I did not like the hollow echos nr. 
voice s t i r red up in that place. I decided to try dislodging the 
emera ld eyes f rom the idol outside, and we re turned to the 
cour tyard . It was then we noticed the carv ings around the base 
of the c i rcular dias upon which the idol stood. These carving? 
formed a series of pictures in bas-relief, showing in detail the 
ceremonial r i tuals which the ancients had conducted in honor : 
Tupan. We paused to study them, and found them s t r a n g e ? 

- 2 2 -



interesting. 
The first pic ture showed a group of people being herded by 

exotic pr ies ts into the temple cour tyard . In the second picture 
the priests had gone, and the people-both men and w o m e n -
stood about in various a t t i tudes of worship. The third p ic ture 
showed Tupan rising out of the pit, towering above the people, 
and the forth depicted a s t r ange organ sprouting f rom the side of 
the god. Next, the people were shown being sucked up by this 
weird appendage , something like bugs might be d rawn into a 
vacuum cleaner . And last of all, Tupan was shown with his 
twelve a r m s lifted in symbolic blessing. The pictures gave m e a 
s t range feeling as I g lanced over them, and when I had finished I 
felt somehow uncomfor table . 

Feeling a vague desi re to have a closer look a t the pit, I 
walked over to the brink and lay flat on m y face, peering down 
into the m a m m o t h shaf t . I could see nothing down there but 
profound darkness . The sides of the pit were a s sheerly per-

pend icu l a r as those of a well; and a s t r ange odor, like that which 
I had noticed before in the jungle, f loated up to us. Evident ly the 
volcano was quite dormant , as I has suspected. There was not 
even any indication of volcanic gasses , unless the queer s tench 
we noticed indicated anything 

1 grew curious as to the depth of the pit, and had Ramon help 
me push a la rge f lagstone over the edge, hoping to de te rmine the 
distance it fell by the length of t ime it would take in descending. 
We never heard it s t r ike bot tom! 

" L e t ' s get those e m e r a l d s and go , " suggested Ramon. " I do 
not like this p l a c e ! " 

Strangely enough. I felt the s a m e way, and was anxious to 
follow his advice. Ramon, by s tanding on my shoulders, could 
just r each the huge emera ld eyes of the idol. He m a n a g e d to 
dislodge four of them with his knife, but the rest were m o r t a r e d 
in too tightly to budge. 

"We will have to chip the rock away if we want to get out the 
others a lso ," he called down. 

"No m a t t e r . " I assured him. "We have two apiece, and tha t ' s 
enough to m a k e us both rich for life. Let ' s g o ! " 

Both of us, I believe, were glad to be leaving. To me, the 
carven images on the a l ta r seemed somehow suggest ive of 
hidden horror , and that huge, unna tu ra l swath leading to the pit 
m a d e me imagine things I did not like to think of. Stashing the 
jewels in our knapsacks , we s ta r ted back the way we came . We 
made bet ter t ime descending than we had cl imbing up, and 
nightfall found us nea r the base of the mountain. Somehow, I 
was glad that we would not be spending the night in the c ra t e r , 
near that s t rangely forbidding temple and the deep, noisome pit 
which descended to such unguessable depths inside the 
mountain. 

V 

That night, as we c a m p e d just above the jungle, Ramon 
seemed s t rangely ta lkat ive; or r a the r , he seemed ta lkat ive in a 
s t range way. 

"You know, Mr. Hobson," he began, "it is s t r ange that the 
Conquistadores did not melt down all that gold and ca r ry it 
a w a y . " 

"They had nothing with which to m a k e a f i re up t he re , " I 
commented . Ramon was silent for a space . 

"You a r e su re the volcano is ex t inc t ?" he asked present ly. 
"Pe r f ec t ly su re . " 
"Then why did we hear it rumble severa l nights a g o ? " 
"P robab ly a landsl ide ," I answered . 
" P e r h a p s the landslide that cut the swath through the jungle 

be low?" 
" P e r h a p s . " 
After this, he was silent for some t ime, apparent ly lost in deep 

thought. But a f te r supper , he s t a r t ed in again. 
"How old is our ea r th , Mr. Hobson?" 
I was s ta r t led a t his question. "Severa l billion yea r s old, I 

would suppose ." 
"And how long has life existed upon i t ? " 
"Not over a billion years , p robab ly . " 
"Does that not seem s t r ange to you, amigo?" 
"Why should i t ? " I asked, my curiosity mounting. 
"I t s eems illogical to m e , " continued Ramon, " tha t so long a 

t ime could pass without some kind of life existing. Na tu re 
abhors a vacuum, or so I have hea rd ; and several billion yea r s 
is a very long t ime indeed!" 

"But conditions then were not sui table for l i fe ," I explained. 
"The ea r th was hot and semi-molten, and all wa te r existed in 
the form of s t eam. Life could not possibly have ex is ted ." 

"True , - conditions were not sui table for our kind of life. But 
what about other k i n d s ? " 

"What a r e you gett ing at , R a m o n ? " I demanded impat ient ly . 
"Why a r e you asking m e these th ings?" 

" I will tell you present ly , Meester Hobson; but f irst I want you 
to suppose - ius t suppose - tha t some form of ' l ife ' might have 
evolved under conditions such a s those you have desc r ibed . " 

"All r ight , I 'm supposing." 
"Then, is it not possible that such c rea tu res could have sur-

vived down to present t imes, in places where conditions a r e 
s imilar to what they were long a g o - p e r h a p s nea r the center of 
the ear th , or. . .or in the core of a volcano?" 

"Of course not! tha t ' s r id iculous ," I snapped, s t rangely 
i r r i ta ted at what he was suggesting. "The re is absolutely no 
evidence. . . " 

" I sn ' t there? What about ea r thquakes? What about eruptions-
Pompei i and Mount Pe lee? And, amigo, what about those 

s t range holes in the jungle, and in the snow above? Do they not 
m a k e one think of foo tpr in t s?" 

"Why, what nonsense ! " I excla imed, feeling a s t r ange 
uneasiness creeping over me. "A c rea tu re such as you suggest 
would have to be a lmost a thousand feet t a l l ! ' ' 

" Y e s , " said Ramon. 

During the night m y d r e a m s were filled with f r ightening 
things. With the dawn, however, my f ea r s had all vanished, and 
I set out laughing inwardly at R a m o n ' s imagina t ive fancies . 
Even as we passed those s t range holes in the jungle floor, with 
that unclassif iable odor l ingering about them, my mood 
remained unchanged. 

Before long, we reached our canoe and set out across the 
swamp, anxious to cover as much ground as possible before 
sundown. Once we were delayed in a f loating tangle of Strang 
carnivorous plants, but for tunately none of them were l a rge 
enough to be a m e n a c e to us. In spite of the delay we m a d e good 
time, and by midaf te rnoon we were back at the Zungaro, glad 
that wc would not have to spend another night in the swamp. 

Continuing down the r iver , we a r r ived at the rap ids a litt le 
before nightfall . Here we suf fered a serious mishap ; for a s we 
stepped out on shore, the canoe and all our supplies got away 
from us in the swift cur ren t . Quickly we waded in a f t e r it, but 
before we could r each the canoe it was swept down the rapids . In 
spite of our p red icament , I was rel ieved to r e m e m b e r tha t we 
still c a r r i ed the knapsacks containing our emera lds . 

Circling the rapids , we sa lvaged what little was left of our 
supplies. The canoe was a total loss, and we were hopelessly 
s t randed Not being Indians, we could not hope to cross those 
many mi les of jungle tha t s epa ra t ed us f rom the mission. 
Besides, it was a l ready dusk. 

"We had best c a m p he re till morn ing , " suggested Ramon . 
" P e r h a p s then we can construct a r a f t . " 

Accepting his idea as sound, I helped him kindle a f ire, over 
which we cooked mos t of our remain ing food. Soon a f t e r , the full 
moon rose and shone down like silver on the dis tant snow-clad 
peak of Tupanikamcise i te r i . It m a d e a lovely tropical scene, but 
we were in no mood to enjoy it. 
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VI 

For about an hour we sat a round the f ire, trying to keep the 
mosquitoes away by m e a n s of the smoke. Suddenly a slight 
noise m a d e us look up, and I froze in a l a r m . A dozen or so In-
dians stood around us, their painted faces hideous in the 
firelight, and their spears and blowguns held ready . My hear t 
sank with d read ; I realized that the only weapon we had was 
R a m o n ' s .22 pistor for killing smal l game . 

"Do not act f r ightened, a m i g o , " said Ramon evenly. " I will 
talk with t h e m . " So saying, he entered into a long discussion 
with the s avage who appeared to be the leader . It sounded to me 
as though they were arguing hea ted ly ; but since all the con-
versat ion of these Indians is habitual ly ca r r ied on in a loud and 
heated m a n n e r , I could not tell what the s avage ' s t rue emotions 
might be. Final ly Ramon turned to m e and explained: 

"They a r e going to the religious feas t of Tupan, amigo. They 
say we mus t accompany t h e m . " 

"But w h y ? " 
" I do not know-bu t don' t worry . I 'm sure these Indians mean 

us no h a r m , and we will be closer to the mission if we go with 
t h e m . " 

We set off at once with the Indians, following dim jungle trails 
that only the nat ives could detect . Not once did they stop or 
speak a word, and it s eemed that we were being ushered by 
ghostly shadows along those moonlit forest aisles. I lost all sense 
of t ime, but it mus t have been some hours before we suddenly 
c a m e to a halt before a vast clearing. Both of us gasped in 
surpr i se at what we saw there. 

P e r h a p s a hundred nat ives stood or squat ted about the 
clear ing in the moonlight, facing an idol like the one we had seen 
on the mountain . A grea t f i re blazed before it, making f ea r some 
highlights dance in its c rys ta l eyes. Hideously pain ted and 
fea the red witch-doctors stood about in g ruesome silence, and 
severa l huge d r u m s were spaced evenlv in a circle around the 
idol. 

A witch-doctor accepted our group into the mass , and we were 
each offered a bowl of nausea t ing chicha, which we da red not 
refuse . Then, a t the order of the savage priest , the d r u m s began 
to beat . The nat ives commenced to dance about the idol, 
chant ing all the while. ^ y 

"Ate, Tupan!" they cr ied. "Ate! ate!" 
R a m o n and I, watching f rom the edge of the clearing, noticed 

the tumbled blocks of ancient ruins lying abou t - s tones s imilar 
to those of the temple on the mountain . Evident ly, this was the 
place Rayburn and Moran had visited with the P a d r e some days 
ago. 

"Do you think you could find the mission f rom h e r e ? " I asked 
Ramon. 

" I think so. The P a d r e showed m e his m a p once. If I 
r e m e m b e r correct ly , all we have to do is follow the trail to the 
south, and we will come out a t the r iver , not f a r f r om the 
chu rch . " 

"Then let 's watch for a chance to get away. . . " I began. 
Suddenly, I stopped and listened intently. F r o m fa r off c a m e the 
sound of thunder . It was the mounta in rumbl ing. 

"Tupan! Tupan!" the nat ives shrieked. The rumbl ing died 
away a f t e r severa l minutes , but the s avages continued to dance 
with increasing frenzy. The d r u m s beat louder. 

"Moran would give his right a r m to photograph th is ," I 
chuckled. Ramon said nothing, but he looked worried. 

"Tupan! Tupan!" s c r e a m e d the Indians. 
For two or three hours we waited, seeing no opportunity to 

escape. We fea red to dis turb the r i tuals in any way, and we did 
not know how the Indians would r ega rd our depar tu re . 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 t ree falling. 

"What was t h a t ? " I excla imed. Ramon was s tar ing intently in 
the direction f rom which the sound had come. I could see 

nothing but the b lackness of the surrounding jungle. Then, even 
as we listened, the sound of several more falling t rees reached 
our ears . 

"I t is T u p a n ! " whispered Ramon, the sweat s tanding out on 
his face. "He is c o m i n g ! " 

"Rid icu lous!" I snapped, my nerves all on edge. The crashing 
sounds were coming closer. The dancing and chant ing had 
stopped, and all was silent but for that d read noise f rom the 
jungle. The Indians stood about motionless, s tar ing toward the 
edge of the clearing as though wait ing for something to happen. 
The crashings grew louder and louder. . . 

And suddenly, as I watched, a g rea t humped form seemed to 
r ise slowly out of the forest , towering over the tallest trees. 
Louder and still louder grew the t remendous crashings , and 
higher and higher rose that f ea r some shape, until it blotted-out 
the moon. For an instant, it seemed to m e that the fire had cast 
an immense , black shadow of the idol agains t the sky; and then, 
the Indians s c r eamed as a huge, dark , mass ive object began to 
descend into the clearing. 

Before I could see more, R a m o n pulled me a f t e r him into the 
jungle, threading his way rapidly along a nar row trail . Behind 
us I could hear a horrible roar ing, sucking sound mingled with 
the cr ies of terr i f ied Indians; and then, to my horrow, c a m e a 
different sound, one that nei ther Ramon nor I will ever forget, 
and which I cannot bring myself to fully describe. It seemed to 
come f rom a point high above and behind us, and was in volume 
like the roar ing of a thousand ca t a rac t s . Yet this was not its only 
quality, nor its most horrible one. It was the most hideous thing I 
have ever hea rd ; and as its r eve rbe ra t ing thunder fell upon my 
ea r s I s c r eamed out in t e r ro r and dashed away as swiftly as 
possible a f t e r Ramon through the jungle. . . 

How Ramon found his way through the tangled forest I shall 
never know. P e r h a p s t e r ro r sharpened his instincts even as it 
had numbed mine. At any ra te , shortly a f t e r dawn we s tumbled 
into the clear ing around the mission. 

Rayburn and Moran were there with the Pad re , and they all 
voiced their surpr i se at seeing us again . Without bothering to 
explain, we told them that we mus t leave the mission as soon as 
possible and s ta r t downriver . When they demanded the reason, 
we m a d e up a story about being cap tured by the Indians, adding 
that they were prepar ing to go on the wa rpa th . By midmorning 
we were ready to leave, and together with the re luctant P a d r e 
and his ass is tant , we all began our perilous journey down the 
Zungaro. 

After innumerab le hardships , we finally reached the Rio 
Negro, and eventually the Amazon itself. Neither R a m o n nor I. 
since getting back to civilization, have spoken to a soul of our 
adventures on the mountain and in the jungle a f t e r w a r d s ; yet 
they a r e never fa r f rom my mind. Often in my d r e a m s I can 
hear that thunderous voice that bellowed a f te r us as we ran 
shrieking f rom the clearing. Ramon seems to have been af-
fected by it even more profoundly than I. pe rhaps because he 
unders tands the nat ive dialects ; but though I have questioned 
him m a n y t imes on that subject , he would never tell me what I 
wished to know. P e r h a p s it is just as well, as the l imits of sanity 
a r e ever narrow. For, horrible as it m a y seem, that monstrous 
voice we heard as we dashed madly into the jungle fell upon our 
ea r s in thunderous syllables, as spoken words of the native 
Quechua dialect! 

DREAMER AIDER 
By Steve Troyanovich 

the moon winds homeward 
clouds in terweave with d r e a m s -
all P ic tdom sleeps 
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Donald M. Grant Interview 
Introduction. 

Donald M. Grant is a n a m e that is instantly recognizable to 
anyone involved in the fan tasy field for his beautiful ly produced 
and i l lustrated fan tasy books. His editions never s tay in print for 
very long and a lways c o m m a n d p r e m i u m pr ices once out-of-
print. We ' re all f ami l i a r with Grant books, but few of us know 
anything about the m a n himself , in spite of his es teemed 
reputat ion. 

At a t ime when m a n y m a j o r f igures in the fan tasy field have 
been interviewed, I thought it a gross oversight that Grant had 
been overlooked. Jona than Bacon was enthusiast ic to the idea of 
a Grant interview for FANTASY CROSSROADS. I then con-
tacted Grant , who readi ly consented. Armed with nothing more 
than my bubbling en thus iasm, an outline list of questions, and a 
tape recorder , I drove to West Kingston, a quiet, scenic town in 
southern Rhode Island, on 26 June , 1976. 

Donald M. Grant is a tall, bespectacled man, soft-spoken, and 
modest about his accompl ishments . He welcomed m e warmly 
and during the course of the af ternoon, showed m e m a n y 
examples of text and il lustration f rom his for thcoming projects . 
His en thus iasm for his work is infectious, to say the least . I 
found that our conversat ion of ten t imes left the path of m y 
outline and delved into a r e a s I hadn ' t considered--so much the 
bet ter , for I feel this has provided g rea t e r depth. There were, in 
addition, questions I never posed, due to t ime l imitat ions and 
my desire not to h a m p e r the conversat ion with a rigid 
f r amework . 

In editing this interview I have tried to p rese rve the con-
versat ional effect because I felt this is a more effect ive m e a n s 
than a cut-and-dried quest ion-and-answer fo rma t . My own 
biases a r e apparen t in places -- I have tried to keep these to a 
min imum in editing without destroying the flow of the interview. 
Some mate r i a l has been rewri t ten by both Grant and myself to 
clar ify s t a t emen t s while retaining the gist of what t ranspi red . 
Other ma te r i a l has been deleted due to its inappropr ia teness . 
Reade r s will notice tha t several projec ts discussed as for-
thcoming have a l ready appeared , and, indeed, by the t ime this 
is printed, m a y be out-of-print! This is simply another indication 
of the populari ty of Gran t ' s books. 

It is my hope that FANTASY CROSSROADS reade r s will enjoy 
this long-overdue interview with the count ry ' s most ac t ive 
fan tasy publisher. 

Stephen T. Riley 

An Interview with Donald M. Grant . 

FC: I 'd like to thank you for gran t ing this interview. Star t ing 
off, do vou think you could give a brief biography of your-
self? 

Gran t : I 've a lways had an interest in reading fantasy . I suppose 
I did it as ear ly as ten years old, and I think I was a t t r ac t ed 
by E d g a r Rice Burroughs before anyone else, which is 
common enough for anyone in m y age group. I think 
somewhere in the ear ly '40's, the very ear ly 1940's, I b e c a m e 
interested in science fiction magazines , and probably this is 

an outgrowth of the Burroughs interest . The E d g a r Rice 
Burroughs s tor ies went into AMAZING STORIES about 
1941; they were the magne t . F r o m AMAZING I went to 
FANTASTIC ADVENTURES, to FAMOUS FANTASTIC 
MYSTERIES, to FANTASTIC NOVELS, to WEIRD TALES, 
and to a lesser extent to the other science fiction magaz ines . 
There were a g rea t m a n y of them in the ear ly w a r years . 

FC: Why has fan tasy been of such interest to you instead of 
another genre such a s mys te r ies or westerns? 

Gran t : I suppose it 's the opportunity to use the imaginat ion 
more than anything else. I ' m a bit of an a r m c h a i r ad-
ven ture r but it doesn ' t go any fu r the r than that . 

FC: I a m myself . . . ( laughter ) . I think too, i t ' s a way to get 
away f rom the m u n d a n e events of everyday life, in a way, to 
put yourself in a different perspect ive, a change of pace . . . 

Gran t : No question. I suppose a lot of us identify with some of 
the c h a r a c t e r s that we 've r ead about . 

FC: Such as Conan, John Car te r , or somebody. Was there any 
par t i cu la r reason for your s t a r t in publishing, such as a 
des i re to put your favor i te s tor ies into hardcover , or to m a k e 
what you felt we re classics avai lable to collectors? 

Gran t : Well, when I s t a r t ed in publishing, there was only one so-
called " f a n " publisher, and that was Arkham House. Now, a t 
the t ime, no one was doing science fiction and I b e c a m e 
involved with Thomas P . Hadley. We more or less felt there 
was an opportunity to present some of the s tor ies that w e r e 
favor i tes of ours in a pe rmanen t ha rdcover fo rm. I guess this 
is what initiated it. 

FC: RHODE ISLAND ON LOVECRAFT was your f i rs t 
publication then, with Hadley? 

Gran t : Yes. We began work on that , I think, in 1944, though it 
didn ' t come out until 1945. By that t ime, I had gone into the 
service, into the a r m y . 

FC: And a f t e r that , with Hadley and Kenneth Krueger , you 
fo rmed the Buffalo Book Company? 

Gran t : RHODE ISLAND ON LOVECRAFT c a m e out under the 
impr in t of Grant-Hadley En te rp r i ses . We were both pre t ty 
young a t the t ime, ( laughter) and downright novices. THE 
TIME STREAM was the f i rs t ha rdcover , actual ly that 
preceded THE SKYLARK OF SPACE. That c a m e out under 
the imprint of the Buffalo Book Company and GHE, which 
was Grant-Hadley En te rp r i ses . The Buffalo Book Company 
c a m e about - Ken Krueger , who was an old fan, lived in 
Buffalo, New York, was stat ioned in New England in the. . .1 
think he was in the Air Force . . .and he c a m e down to 
Providence while I was in the service. He was enthused 
about what Tom and I were doing, and he joined the com-
pany. . and for some reason or other he pushed this Buffa lo 
Book Company, the BBC. 

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

Gran t : I was not a pa r tne r in the Hadley Publ ishing Company. I 
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was still in college a t tha t t ime - out of the service and in 
college. I helped Tom f r o m t ime to t ime, but no, he was the 
sole owner of the Hadley Publ ishing Company. 

F C : After the Buffa lo Book Company, you fo rmed the Grandon 
Company, which las ted a number of years . 

G r a n t : The Grandon Company originated in 1949, and involved 
m e with J a m e s Donahue who was a long-time associa te of 
mine. The f i r s t book we put out was THE P O R T OF P E R I L 
by Otis Adelber t Kline. Interest ingly enough on that , Kline 
died by 1949. We were talking to the Kline agency as ear ly as 
1948. I had a couple of le t te rs f r om Otis Kline pr ior to that . 
Now in 1949 I went down and signed a cont rac t with Otis 
Kline 's daugh te r who was more-or-less running the old 
l i te rary agency, Otis Kline Associates. Mrs. Kline was in on 
the talks. Interest ingly, in '49, we talked about the Conan 
books. 

F C : Rea l ly? ! Tha t f a r back? 

G r a n t : Tha t f a r back . 

F C : Tha t ' s before Gnome P r e s s got them into print . 

G r a n t : Tha t ' s before Gnome P r e s s . This is before Oscar Fr iend 
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 P E R I L was going to come out f i r s t and be an overnight 
success , which it wasn ' t , it w a s n ' t anything like that! 
( laughter) Then I was going to br ing out the f i rs t Conan 
book. We were in accord on it, but I couldn' t deliver. And 
then Oscar F r i end c a m e along and I worked with him as 
well. Oscar took over the agency and, well, the books were 
jus t not selling a t the t ime. I was too young, too inex-
perienced, too much of a d r e a m e r I suppose, too, and cer-
tainly a novice. Fu r the r , I didn ' t have the capi ta l a t that 
t ime. So it sl ipped a w a y and a f t e r a t ime Oscar sold the 
Conans to Gnome P re s s . They had a t ime with them too! 

F C : That ' s . t rue . Some of the la te r titles were r ema inde red . 

G r a n t : Oh yes. They were a very cheap edition which I wouldn't 
have done though I 'm not exact ly p leased with m y ear l ier 
books. . . the f o r m a t s of them. My interest in Conan went 
back that f a r . 

F C : I 've noticed that th ree titles were listed as being published 
by the Grandon Company, but I 've never been able to find 
informat ion on them. They a r e THE SWORDSMAN OF 
MARS, THE GOLDEN CITY and THE FACE IN THE 
ABYSS. Could you give some informat ion on this? 

Gran t : Well, in 1949 the Grandon Company did publish THE 
P O R T OF P E R I L and the following y e a r it published an A. 
Merr i t t s tory, D W E L L E R S IN THE MIRAGE. Now these 
were favor i tes of mine, and in their field they s tand up 
r e m a r k a b l y well. I 'm still a g r ea t A. Merr i t t enthusias t , and 
THE FACE IN THE ABYSS seemed a na tu ra l follow up to 
DWELLERS IN THE MIRAGE, as SWORDSMAN OF 
MARS was to THE PORT OF P E R I L . Well, it was jus t a case 
that D W E L L E R S IN THE MIRAGE and PORT OF P E R I L 
didn ' t sell tha t well. 

F C : So it was m o r e f inancial difficult ies than any lack of in-
te res t or desire? 

G r a n t : It cer tainly wasn ' t lack of desire. Tha t was a lways there. 
But it was not only f inancial , i t ' s jus t tha t the field was not 
r eady for hardbound sc ience-fantasy a t that t ime. 

FC: The genre was still considered very i m m a t u r e . 

Gran t : It was a lot of fun a t tha t t ime. It still is. I can still pick up 
THE D W E L L E R S IN THE MIRAGE and enjoy it. 

F C : What can you tell m e about Betsy Wells Ha l laday? My 
re sea rch has indicated that she i l lus t ra ted a number of your 
ear l ier books, and THE P O R T OF P E R I L is copyrighted by 
"Hal laday , I nc . " 

Gran t : Hal laday, Inc. was the pr inter that did THE P O R T OF 
P E R I L . They also did THE SKYLARK OF SPACE, THE 
TIME STREAM, and one edition of RHODE ISLAND ON 
LOVECRAFT. 

F C : Was that the f i rs t or second edition? 

Gran t : I believe it was the second. . . Betsy Wells Hal laday was 
the daughter of Allan Hal laday, who r a n Hal laday, Inc., a 
medium-sized Rhode Island pr in ter . They still a r e in 
existence. They ' re not s tr ict ly a book print ing plant as we 
know them today. But in those days they were ( laughter) 
large to me . The only thing that Betsy Wells Hal laday did, 
that I can r e m e m b e r , is she reproduced some of the a r t i f ac t s 
f r om the Lovecra f t collection for the pamphle t RHODE 
ISLAND ON LOVECRAFT. I believe that the dus twrappe r of 
THE TIME STREAM was done by Allan Hal laday, her 
fa ther . The Hal laday fami ly was a, still is to a ce r ta in extent , 
a fami ly involved with a r t in Rhode Island. 

FC: Do you know wha t ' s happened to her? 

Gran t : F rank ly , I don' t even r e m e m b e r her . ( laughter) I think 
Tom m a y have a r r anged that , to have those things copied, 
because Tom Hadley was fr iendly with the Hal laday family . 
I didn ' t know them that well. 

F C : The f irst book published under your cur ren t impr in t 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? 

Gran t : Yes, for m e it was astounding. Of course, the edition was 
1000 copies which is a lot smal le r than the cur rent editions. 
But, at that t ime, I was very pleased with the way it per-
formed, as well as the en thus iasm it was received with. 

F C : Why was a hardcover edition pr inted if it had a l ready been 
avai lable in a paperback fo rma t? 

Gran t : Henry Heins had mimeographed an edition, I think the 
da te was 1962 - you could probably ver i fy that . It was an 8V2 
by 11 mimeographed . It contained 25 percent or pe rhaps a 
third of the content of the clothbound edition. 

FC: So the clothbound edition was expanded, revised a n d . . . 

Gran t : It was revised and it had a g rea t deal more information 
in it than the mimeographed edition. 

FC: I t ' s quite a r a r e book today. 

Gran t : The cloth edition? Yes it is. 

F C : Do you know what the cur rent m a r k e t value of it is? 

Gran t : As f a r as I know, it has been about $125.00.1 think tha t ' s a 
fa i r 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 yea r s ago. I had expected the book to sell for 
about $150.00 by now. 

Gran t : P r i ces a r e re la t ive. I 'm sure that some of the dea le rs 
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 shif t in the subject m a t t e r 
that you 've published. Your ear l ier publications seem to be 

most ly science f ict ion—fantasy, but lately you 've changed to 
Rober t E . Howard and adventure—fantasy . Is this because 
of changing public tas tes or changing personal tas tes? 

Gran t : I would think a combinat ion of both. Actually, if you'll go 
back to the ear ly books, THE SKYLARK OF SPACE, THE 
PORT OF P E R I L , DWELLERS IN THE MIRAGE, they 
were highly imagina t ive books. They were fas t moving and 
imaginat ive . Now, gett ing back to m y cur ren t interest . . .you 
know, in my old age I do think that m y tas tes have changed. 
My rea l favori te , and he ' s a very uneven wri ter , is Talbot 
Mundy. I think Talbot Mundy 's best stuff, and goodness 
knows there isn ' t enough of it. . . 

FC: It s eems tha t ' s the case with all our favor i te authors . 

Gran t : . . . su rpasses everybody 's . But he did an awful lot of 
hack writing. Mundy had a very interest ing c a r e e r ; I wish 
we knew more about him. 

FC: Will you be printing a book on him, pe rhaps? A biography of 
sor ts? 

Gran t : I honestly don't know. Mundy wrote for ADVENTURE 
magaz ine , developed there under Arthur Sullivant Hof fman , 
who was to my way of thinking the p remie r magaz ine editor 
in this country. At the s a m e time, Mundy 's con temporar ies 
in ADVENTURE included Ar thur O. Fr ie l , whom you have 
told m e you enjoy. . . 

FC: Very much. 

Gran t : Fr ie l was a s tandby for ADVENTURE, doing about 
seventy-five stories for the magaz ine . Another contributor 
was Harold Lamb , whose fiction appea red chiefly in AD-
V E N T U R E prior to his success as a b iographer . 

FC: Such as his book on O m a r K h a y y a m ? 

Gran t : O m a r Khayyam, Tamer l ane , Hannibal , the Crusades . . . 

FC: Genghis Khan. . . 

Gran t : Genghis Khan. His fiction preceded this writ ing, though 
a pa r t of the ma te r i a l tha t he incorporated into those 
biographies was also in ADVENTURE. H. Bedford-Jones 
was in ADVENTURE. I have in mind, THE T E M P L E OF 
THE TEN. This was right out of ADVENTURE, 1921, I 
believe. . .And, Arthur D. Howden Smith was in there , John 
Buchan was in t h e r e . . . there a r e any number of authors that 
were in there. William Hope Hodgson was in ADVENTURE. 

FC: Real ly?! 

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

FC: I don' t even recal l reading that in Sam Moskowitz' cri t ical 
biography. (In Out of the Storm, Grant , 1975.) 

Gran t : There ' s mention of it in there . ADVENTURE is a grea t 

favor i te of mine. It began in 1910 and went into the '50's in 
approximate ly the s a m e fo rm. At its peak it was being 
issued three t imes a month . Now, take ADVENTURE 
magaz ine - this was the magaz ine that influenced Robert E . 
Howard! 

FC: Tha t ' s true. It f ea tu red all the top-notch adven ture authors 
of the day. 

Gran t : R E H tr ied to b reak into ADVENTURE. He wrote his 
first ma te r i a l s on the idea of a c h a r a c t e r that was molded 
out of Talbot Mundy and Harold Lamb . He couldn't wr i te in 
that vein authent ical ly enough to b reak into ADVENTURE, 
but ADVENTURE was an enormous inf luence on Howard . 

FC: I t ' 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, a t 
least in my opinion. 

Gran t : Oh yes. I t ' s a building block; definitely. 

FC: It r eminds m e of Lin Car ter , who seems to be influenced by 
everybody and puts it together into a blend. Although, unlike 
Howard, Car ter doesn ' t s t r ike m e as being a wr i ter who does 
anything new with it - he ' s jus t eclectic. 

Gran t : Howard was completely di f ferent . I think his t ra in of 
thought was less order ly than Talbot Mundy or Harold 
Lamb . He was a m o r e e r r a t i c person, and because of this, 
he ' s much m o r e imaginat ive . I think, probably, people like 
L a m b were m u c h g rea t e r r e sea rche r s , they were m o r e 
ca re fu l about wha t they did. Mundy? Well, Mundy saw a lot 
in the Eas t , and he involved a lot of what he had seen in his 
stories. I don' t believe in re incarna t ion ( laughter) but when I 
r e ad TROS OF SAMOTHRACE I a lmost have to think Mundy 
was a re incarna t ion of a m a n who had lived in Caesa r ' s t ime, 
( laughter ) . 

FC: I haven ' t r e a d the books, I have them, but they a r e quite 
good f rom what I 've hea rd . (Zebra Books is cur ren t ly 
issuing the TROS ser ies in the s a m e f o r m a t as their Howard 
books. I 've r ead the f i rs t volume since then and mus t concur 
with G r a n t ' s opinion.) 

Gran t : Oh, incredibly good. There ' s a cer ta in f lavor of 
mys t ic i sm wrapped up in them, history, just enough fan tasy 
in there to get your mind twisting and working. Marvelous! 
TROS OF SAMOTHRACE, P U R P L E P I R A T E . . . 

FC: When did your interest in Howard s t a r t ? When did you f i rs t 
encounter his fiction? 

Gran t : I think m y interest in Howard went back to the t ime I 
acqui red my f i rs t set of W E I R D TALES magaz ine , which 
would be ear ly 1946.1 was s tat ioned at For t Bliss, Texas , and 
I went home on furlough and na tura l ly I hit the bookshops 
wherever I went . I went to Fo r t Worth, Texas , I went to 
Dal las and I did the bookstores in both of those cities r a the r 
thoroughly. In For t Worth I found this g rea t collection of 
magaz ines , and it consisted of a complete file of W E I R D 
TALES to that date , f r om the f i rs t issue. The f irst two issues 
were fif ty cents, the remain ing ones were f i f teen cents each. 
There were also comple te r u n s of AMAZING, ASTOUN-
DING, the Wonder group, TALES OF MAGIC AND 
MYSTERY, MIRACLE SCIENCE, oh, I could go on. . . 

FC: Tha t ' s enough to give a collector, today a t least , a hea r t 
a t t ack ; hear ing pr ices like tha t ! 

Gran t : Tha t ' s a long t ime ago, the interest wasn ' t there. They 
were delighted to sell them to me . They set the prices, I 
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didn' t . 

FC: Why does Howard interest you as an author? What is it 
about h im that you like? Obviously, you a r e the m a j o r 
Rober t E . Howard publisher . 

Gran t : Well, to da te I 've pub l i shed . . . le t ' s s e e . . . 

FC: It mus t be about twenty titles. . . twenty-one. . . I think 
counting repr int editions though. . . 

Gran t : As I recall it, and we should verify this I suppose, 
seventeen books in nineteen editions. ROGUES IN THE 
HOUSE will m a k e the twentieth, which will be out next 
month, and THE LAST CELT, which is the bio-bibliography 
of Rober t E . Howard, will be issued a t the s a m e t ime. P lus a 
repr int edition of THE SOWERS OF THE THUNDER, so 
that will put it over twenty hardcover books. I don ' t know 
what it is -- i t ' s his imaginat ion, his speed I think more than 
anything else. 

J § 

F C : There ' s also that e lement of sheer conviction in Howard ' s 
work, as if he real ly believed what he was writing, whereas I 
get the impression that when other au thors , such a s de Camp 
and Car ter , wri te one of their Conan tales, that e lement that 
is so necessa ry to bring the ta le to life is lacking, because de 
Camp and Car ter real ize i t ' s done for fun, for en te r ta inment . 
I think Howard real ly put a lot of himself into these tales. 

Gran t : F rank ly , I don't ag ree with you. No. ( laughter) 

F C : How would you feel about it then? 

G r a n t : I think there ' s a lot of Howard in some of the stories, but 
there a r e probably less stories that have something of 
Howard in them than not. Essent ia l ly , I think i t ' s Howard 's 
speed that m a k e s the s tor ies work - but r e m e m b e r , Howard 
c rea ted whole p a n o r a m a s , whole civilizations in an an-
tideluvian era . 

F C : The Hyborian Age. 

G r a n t : Exac t ly . 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 magn i tude of this p a n o r a m a , the very 
g randness of it, is one of the e lements which a t t r ac t s r e ade r s 
to Howard. Strangely enough, one of m y grea t favor i tes is 
Breckenr idge Elkins. I like Breck Elkins at least as well as I 
do Conan. 

FC: Speaking of Breckenr idge Elkins, why was A G E N T FROM 
BEAR C R E E K the f irst Howard book you published, instead 
of, perhaps , R E D SHADOWS, THE SOWERS OF THE 

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

Gran t : Really, this comes down to f inances. Glenn Lord and I 
were talking about Howard in the ear ly '60's and we wanted 
to do something; we wanted to do it r ight . This took t ime. If 
you'll recall , at the t ime, all of m y imprints were being 
published with typeset that was no more than an IBM 
Execut ive Boldface 2 typeface. Oh, it was justif ied, it was 
readable , THE SOWERS OF THE THUNDER is done in that 
fashion, but typeset in those days was a problem, and also 
gett ing i l lustrat ions done. These colored i l lustrat ions that 
a r e in the current books just didn' t come overnight . We 
wanted to do these books up r ight . Well, the book A GEN'T 
FROM BEAR C R E E K had been done in England a year 
a f te r Howard ' s death, in 1937. 

F C : Tha t ' s the r a re s t of all Howard books. 

Gran t : I t ' s a very, very difficult book to obtain actual ly. It was 
p resumably repr in ted a year later in 1938, but I have never 
seen one. 

FC: Glenn Lord had wri t ten m e something about a "cheap 
edi t ion" copy, but he said he doesn' t know what di f ferences 
there really a r e between them. 

Gran t : I don't think Glenn has ever seen it, e i ther . Well, 
anyway, we were talking about Howard over a period of t ime 
and Glenn threw out A G E N T FROM BEAR C R E E K and said 
"Look, I can m a k e this book avai lable to you, the British 
edition. We can go f rom t h e r e . " So I said fine, le t ' s take a 
look a t it. I r e ad the book and I was very enthused with it. I t ' s 
a lways been one of m y favori tes . I went out and 
photographed the British edition and that was actual ly the 
first a t t empt , a controlled a t t empt , at doing a book thirty-
two pages up. . .a thirty-two page s ignature . The edition was 
600-odd copies, I don't r e m e m b e r exactly. All of this in-
format ion is in THE LAST CELT. That was the f irst one, the 
first Howard, 1965. 

FC: Right. And that was followed by THE P R I D E OF BEAR 
C R E E K . 

Gran t : THE P R I D E OF BEAR CREEK. Now this was typeset 
on the IBM Exec, again. I t ' s r eadab le but it isn' t any great 
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s h a k e s a s f a r a s I 'm conce rned . I ' ve a l w a y s been in t e re s t ed 
in t y p o g r a p h y and up until , well , the las t few y e a r s , m o r e or 
less, I hadn ' t been ab le to do with the t y p o g r a p h y wha t I 
w a n t e d to. 

F C : How about R E D SHADOWS? Would you cons ider tha t to be 
your m o s t popula r t i t le, p a r t i c u l a r l y s ince i t ' s gone th rough 
two edi t ions and a th i rd is p l a n n e d ? 

G r a n t : I don ' t know. T h a t ' s a v e r y diff icul t ques t ion for m e . I 
don ' t know rea l ly tha t I h a v e a f a v o r i t e e i the r . R E D 
SHADOWS h a s gone th rough two edi t ions, but they h a v e 
been s m a l l edi t ions , both of t hem well unde r 1000, so t ha t 
t h e r e a r e p robab ly some th ing like 1700 copies of R E D 
SHADOWS out . Not iceab ly less t h a n , say , R E D NAILS, 
which is 3500, or ALMURIC, which is 3500. . . R O G U E S IN 
T H E HOUSE will be 3500. R E D SHADOWS is going into a 
th i rd edit ion. It will be comple te ly r e d e s i g n e d . I h a v e the 
a r t w o r k by Jef f J o n e s on h a n d now for it. R E D SHADOWS in 
the new edit ion will be typese t on the n e w c o m p u t e r 
t ypese t t e r t ha t we h a v e h e r e . 

F C : Will it be p r in t ed in the s a m e f o r m a t or will the book be 
e n l a r g e d ? 

G r a n t : It will be an overs ized book. 

F C : Like the size of BLACK V U L M E A ' S V E N G E A N C E ? 

G r a n t : Not qui te tha t size. BLACK V U L M E A is a l i t t le bit l a r g e r 
than the Conans . It will be the Conan size. 

FC: Aha, that should m a k e a ve ry a t t r a c t i v e book! 

G r a n t : I would think so, yes . Ta lk ing about R E D SHADOWS a s a 
favor i t e , of course , i t ' s one of m y favor i t e s , no ques t ion about 
it. I t ' s in te res t ing , b e c a u s e I m e t Jef f J o n e s in Cleveland 
while he w a s still in a r t school in Georg ia . He h a d s o m e stuff 
d i sp layed at the Cleveland convent ion and I w a s ve ry t aken 
with it. I thought he w a s a " c o m e r " ; he h a d to succeed . So I 
spoke to h im. At this t i m e he h a d n ' t sold any th ing 
profess ional ly . I spoke to h im about doing a book. He w a s 
en thused and the resul t w a s the f i r s t edit ion of R E D 
SHADOWS. 

FC: Do you think the book helped him along in his c a r e e r , it 
m a d e h im m o r e popular or g a v e h im the e x p o s u r e tha t he 
needed in o rder to b e c o m e one of the top i l lus t ra tors in the 
field today? 

G r a n t : I don' t go tha t f a r . ( l augh te r ) I hope it helped h im a l i t t le 
bit. 

FC: Well, a l though J e f f ' s t echn ique has improved and been 
r e f ined to the point w h e r e h e ' s incredibly good today , so good 
tha t his R E D SHADOWS pa in t ings look a l m o s t c r u d e in 
c o m p a r i s o n . I know people who love those pa in t ings jus t the 
way they a r e . 

G r a n t : I 'm one of them. 

FC: Me too! 

G r a n t : I don ' t think tha t he h a s gone beyond R E D SHADOWS 
rea l ly . I l ike s o m e of the stuff he does now, very m u c h in 
f ac t . P e r h a p s i t 's s en t imen ta l a t t a c h m e n t , but I like t he 
R E D SHADOWS pa in t ings ve ry m u c h . 

F C : What m a d e you dec ide to r e l e a s e the pa in t ings inside the 
book a s c a n v a s pr in ts in a l imited edi t ion? You 've never 

done any th ing l ike that s ince . 

G r a n t : I w a s so en thused abou t the i l lus t ra t ions tha t I thought it 
would be nice. A lot of people tha t s a w t h e m w a n t e d t h e m , 
and I thought tha t to l i thograph t hem would be a logical 
move . It w a s a good move . I h a v e n ' t gone in t ha t d i rec t ion 
a g a i n b e c a u s e t h e y ' r e h a r d to hand le . 

F C : Do you th ink you m i g h t do it with t he th i rd edit ion of R E D 
SHADOWS? 

G r a n t : Doubt fu l , e x t r e m e m l y doubt fu l . Not t ha t I don ' t l ike the 
s tu f f . . .and, t he new m a t e r i a l for R E D SHADOWS is com-
ple te ly d i f f e r en t . I t ' s v e r y s o m b r e and i t ' s cold and shadowy . 

F C : Why did S O W E R S O F T H E T H U N D E R t a k e so long to s ee 
p r in t? I t w a s men t ioned on one of the B e a r Creek t i t les a n d 
tha t w a s a b o u t seven or e igh t y e a r s b e f o r e the book w a s 
ac tua l ly publ i shed. 

G r a n t : T H E S O W E R S O F T H E T H U N D E R is a n o t h e r one of m y 
g r e a t f avor i t e s . I t does h a v e s o m e f a u l t s in t ypog raphy , bu t 
t h e r e ' s a lot of love t ha t wen t into SOWERS, both f r o m the 
a r t i s t Roy Krenke l , who worked m a n y y e a r s on it, a n d f r o m 
m e . 

F C : I t ' s obvious! 

G r a n t : Actual ly , T H E S O W E R S O F T H E T H U N D E R took seven 
y e a r s to p roduce . Roy w a s v e r y m u c h t aken by the m a t e r i a l 
tha t went into T H E S O W E R S a n d he w a n t e d to do it r ight . If 
you know Roy Krenke l h e ' s ve ry . . .well, he c a n ' t s e e m to 
p lease h imse l f . 

FC: H e ' s his own wors t cr i t ic , in o ther words . 

G r a n t : Yes. 

F T : He ' s qui te a c h a r a c t e r . I think he pu t s himself down too 
m u c h . 

G r a n t : He does. 

FC: He ' s got a lot m o r e talent than he rea l izes . 

G r a n t : ( laughing) He ' s got incred ib le t a len t ! He took a long, 
long t ime to p roduce the book. You can see why when you 
jus t t h u m b through it. T h e r e a r e well over 100 d i f f e ren t 
i l lus t ra t ions in that thing. 

FC: I t ' s one of the mos t p ro fuse ly i l lus t ra ted books I ' ve e v e r 
seen in ray life. Did you plan to publish it this way or iginal ly 
or did this f o r m a t grow a s Roy kept doing m o r e and m o r e 
i l lus t ra t ions 9 

G r a n t : Oh. it g r ew, it g rew. T h e r e w e r e going to be a n u m b e r of 
i l lus t ra t ions or iginal ly, but nothing like this. As we went 
a long, we ta lked, and we ta lked , and we ta lked about it. The 
little f ace t s of it evolved. T h e des igns in the m a r g i n s and the 
use ol the folios and the use of the line i l lus t ra t ions - they 
w e r e worked into the text. Now, un fo r tuna t e ly , this book w a s 
set on the IBM Execu t ive , it isn ' t a bad job, for the IBM 
E x e c . It w a s the only way it could be done. T h e r e a r e so 
m a n y run-a rounds , and so m a n y m a r g i n a l p ieces in there . . . 

FC: I t ' s a t y p e s e t t e r ' s n i g h t m a r e ! 

G r a n t : ( laughs) It rea l ly is! So, wha t w a s done. . . I p r e p a r e d the 
page repros , m a d e p r in t s of the i l lus t ra t ions , and did a pas te-
up. combin ing the print of the i l lus t ra t ions with the p a g e 
repros . They w e r e p roduced in tha t fash ion and m a d e read> 
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for c a m e r a so all tha t had to be done in the da rk room was a 
s t ra ight line-shot. Of course, there is color on the title-page, 
and the front ispiece is four-color. The dus twrapper was a 
job. . . 

F C : I had heard tales of how Krenkel kept repaint ing the cover 
i l lustration. He 'd get it jus t r ight, then he wouldn' t be quite 
sat isf ied with it and he 'd s c r ape half of it off the canvas , and 
he 'd go back and paint more . 

G r a n t : Tha t could very well be with the dus twrapper , I don't 
think it was the case with the frontispiece. Roy jus t can ' t 
s eem to sa t i s fy himself . SOWERS is a favor i t e with m e and 
it is going into a second edition this month. It was a very 
successful book. The edition was 2500 copies, a lot fo r m e a t 
that t ime, and it went out of print rapidly. It did very well. 

F C : It sold out a lmost as fas t , or fas te r , than the Burroughs 
bibl iography, didn ' t it? 

G r a n t : Not quite that fast , but you have to r e m e m b e r , too, in 
1964 when the Burroughs book c a m e out there had been some 
heavy adver t i s ing in advance . My policy now is to s tay away 
f rom adver t i s ing books f a r in advance . It c rea tes problems. 
If you can ' t deliver on t ime, it builds up bad feelings - ill will. 
And wha t is jus t as impor tan t for the smal l publisher who 
has a m i n i m u m of time, there a r e all sor ts of people wri t ing 
in demanding to know "Where is m y book?" Which is 
legi t imate . I don ' t b l ame these people a t all. This is one of 
the reasons , that , today, I like to adve r t i se the books a s 
close to publication a s possible. I know there a r e those who 
do not go along with this; some publ ishers like to adve r t i se 
f a r in advance and take the monies involved. 

FC: What was the s tory with THE IRON MAN? Zebra Books 
c a m e out with a pape rback edition, a s f a r as I know, before 
the hardcover saw print , yet the ha rdcove r says " F i r s t 
Ed i t ion" inside it. Is the pape rback real ly the t rue f i rs t 
edition? 

Gran t : Well, the pape rback did a p p e a r f i rs t . The clothbound 
was scheduled to come out. In fac t , the typeset on THE IRON 
MAN I did. Zebra had m a d e a r r a n g e m e n t s with the agents , 
with Glenn Lord and Kirby McCauley, to br ing out a 
pape rback edition, and they were in u rgen t need for Howard 
proper ty . So wha t I did was allow them to use the page 
repros in advance . You'll notice the typeset is jus t the s a m e 
for the two books. 

FC: T h e r e ' s even the David I re land i l lustrations, so I knew that 
the hardcover had a l ready been typeset when the Zebra 
edition had appea red . 

Gran t : Right. Well, they went to p ress a t the s a m e time, but it 
takes longer to produce a casebound book. There ' s a lot more 
involved. They h a m m e r out the paperbacks . It was probably 
done on a Cameron Belt P r e s s . F r o m s t a r t to finish i t ' s a day 
or two or some ridiculously smal l length of t ime. 

FC: Now the reason I asked tha t question is because SWORDS 
OF SHAHRAZAR, which FAX is publishing, has a l ready 
a p p e a r e d in Eng land as a pape rback , without any interior 
i l lustrat ions, and tha t ' s considered the t rue f i rs t edition of 
the book. 

Gran t : Still, a pape rback f i rs t edition, to me , is d i f ferent f r o m a 
casebound f i rs t edition. F i r s t in paper , f i r s t in cloth. 

(Tape shut off a t this point for off-the-record conversat ion.) 

Gran t : (Talking about Mike Ka lu t a ' s i l lustrat ions for THE 

LOST VALLEY OF ISKANDER and the s tor ies) . This sort of 
thing - the s tory - comes direct ly f r o m ADVENTURE. I t ' s 
r ight out of Mundy and L a m b . Howard by way of Mundy and 
L a m b . Current ly, there is one guy who has the best " f e e l " 
for this type of writ ing, and he ' s the toughest guy in the world 
( laughter ) . Roy Krenkel , of course. Roy has an incredible 
feel for this kind of fiction. Right now, he has a Howard in the 
s a m e vein as THE SOWERS OF THE THUNDER. I t ' s been 
over a yea r ( l aughte r ) ; I hope I get it pre t ty soon! One m a n 
who could have done it be t te r would have been Coll, who is 
long dead. Another a r t i s t who could have done a credi table 
job would have been . . .uh . . .what ' s his n a m e . . . 

F C : Modern? 

Gran t : No, he was a BLUEBOOK, COLLIERS i l lustrator . He 
succeeded Coll on Fu Manchu. 

FC: No, it doesn ' t r ing a bell. 

(Grant runs into another room and checks his re fe rence . ) 

FC: Tha t was John Richard F lann igan? 

Gran t : John Richard F lannigan . He was influenced by Coll also. 
The m o r e you see of Coll. . . more people were influenced by 
him. Krenkel , Austin Briggs, John Richard F lann igan , who 
was very well known, a whole mess of them. . . where were 
we? 

FC: We were a t THE IRON MAN. We'd jus t f inished that . In 
BLACK VULMEA'S VENGEANCE, I noticed the opening 
story is very s imi la r to "The Black S t r a n g e r . " Do you know 
offhand if it was wri t ten a s a p i ra te tale, and couldn' t be 
marke ted , so Howard turned it into a Conan story, which was 
then completed by de C a m p a f t e r Howard ' s dea th? 
(Publ ished a s "The T r e a s u r e of Tran icos" , in the Lance r 
Conan ser ies . ) 

Gran t : I have a complete version of "The Black S t r a n g e r " that 
was completed by Howard. 

F C : The re does exist a complete version? 
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Grant : I 'm quite sure that it is complete. You'll have to cheek on 
that though. Maybe you'd bet ter verify that with Glenn. He'd 
be the expert on it. It exists both ways. I think he did the 
p i ra te version first , and my reasoning there. 

(Telephone in terrupted interview at this point.) 

Gran t : BLACK VULMEA'S VENGEANCE, of course, is a 
p i ra te story, and he did these three pieces. . .my assumpt ion 
here is that, Howard, again, was reading AD-
VENTURE. We've talked about that! ADVENTURE ran 
some good p i ra te stories, and, as a m a t t e r of fact , ca r r ied 
the f irst a p p e a r a n c e in this country of CAPTAIN BLOOD. 

FC: By Sabatini? 

Gran t : By Sabatini . It was in ADVENTURE as a series of 
episodes. Now, the funny pa r t of it was Sabatini at this t ime 
hadn ' t d rawn it together. He hadn ' t built the complete novel 
out of it. If you r e m e m b e r anything about CAPTAIN 
BLOOD. 

FC: I 've never r ead it, myself . Haven ' t found a copy. (This has 
since been rect if ied and the book is highly r ecommended . ) 

Gran t : I t ' s a super book! ( laughter) I'll have to give you a copy. 
If you r e m e m b e r anything about the movie, even, the big 
ship that Captain Blood used as his f lag ship was the 
"Arabe l l a , " named a f t e r the girl he eventually mar r i ed , 
Arabella Bishop. She was the niece of the evil planter 
( laughter) Colonel Bishop, who hated Blood. In AD-
V E N T U R E magaz ine , Sabatini hadn ' t brought the story 
along that f a r . The ship is the "Col leen." It isn' t the 
" A r a b e l l a " a t all! This is in the ear ly '20's, when all of these 
people were making a grea t influence on Robert E. Howard, 
so I think that when CAPTAIN BLOOD c a m e out, Howard 
was r ipe to try some pi ra te stories. 

FC: F r o m what I 've heard about the novel, it seems to have 
influenced a lot of people. . . inspired them. Why did you 
choose Rober t J a m e s Pai l thorpe as an i l lustrator? To-date 
you've s tayed basical ly in the fan tasy field, choosing people 
who've done work in that vein, and here you went outside to a 
m a n who is a m a r i n e i l lustrator. 

Gran t : It was an exper iment real ly. I wanted to see what he 
could do in that vein, and I was pleased with it. He is a 
nationally-known mar ine ar t is t , but years ago he i l lustrated 
THE MIGHTIEST MACHINE by John Campbell under the 
Hadley imprint . Current ly he has a ser ies of Rhode Island 
Bicentennial prints that has been adver t i sed widely on 
television. The re ' s a 1776 wa te r f ron t scene of Providence -- a 
beaut iful piece - another one of the burning of the G A S P E E , 
a third Revolutionary War General Nathaniel Greene ' s 
homestead , and the fourth is a sea scene. He has a feel for 
the sea and has done a g rea t amount of r e sea rch in that 
direction. I think I like his whaling portfolio best of all, and 
he has done some incredible work for a book on whaling. 

FC: You had mentioned that to m e in your let ter . 

Gran t : I 'm so enthused about it that we have talked about 
publishing it. I 'd be completely out of my science-tantasy 
element if I did, but the work is so good that it deserves 
something pe rmanen t . 

FC: Is it s imi lar to his whaling portfolio or to the kind of work he 
did for BLACK VULMEA? 

Gran t : I t ' s closer to the whaling portfolio. But still, there is a 

depar ture . There ' s a liner line involved. 

FC: I hope you can find some more people like that who a ren ' t 
as well known in fandom, perhaps . You say THE LAST CELT 
will be out next month. . . 

Gran t : Yes. 

FC: This is a long-awaited volume. 

Gran t : Four hundred and sixteen pages, seven by ten. I think 
it 's a good buy. That much mater ia l . . . 

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

Grand: A lot of people a r e wait ing for it. 

FC: How many copies? 

Gran t : Twenty-six hundred. 

FC: Oh, so it 's probably going to sell like that . 

Gran t : I don't know. P e r h a p s the price is prohibitive, twenty 
dollars, I don't know that i t 's going to sell like that. 

FC: When did you plan to publish the Conan series , d i s regard ing 
the t ime you wanted to do it back in the late '40's? 

Gran t : ( laughs) We talked about that. . . Glenn and I talked 
about it. oh. . . well, a round the end of '69 or 1970, and it was 
slowly formulated. Actually, the final decision on the fo rma t 
did not take place until a f t e r THE SOWERS OF THE 
THUNDER, and I think THE SOWERS OF THE THUNDER 
influenced the Conan series. 

FC: Having a larger-sized book, a little tal ler and wider. . .? 

Gran t : Well, not only that, the genera l ornateness , the 
possibility of a bet ter binding, and tha t ' s an expensive 
binding on SOWERS. Of course, the Conans a r e a three-piece 
binding. The dus twrapper s ae completely different . I 've had 
people comment about. . .write in and they'l l say "Well, I 
want to do a Conan and I would like to do a colored dust-
w r a p p e r . " 

FC: You've got to keep the ser ies matched , once it 's s tar ted . 

Gran t : I won't deny that I gave some thought to the use of 
process color dus twrapper s throughout the series. But 
dus twrappe r s a r e going to show themselves off when placed 
side by side on a bookshelf. Can you imagine what would 
happen when there a r e ten different ar t i s t s involved? 

FC: It would m a k e a riot of color in that a rea . 

Gran t : Exac t ly ! The wrappe r s would clash something f ierce! 
That was the reason for simplici ty in the dus twrapper . There 
a r e a lot of innovations and tr ials in this Conan series. Fo r 
one thing, the drop folios and running heads a r e outside of 
the text marg ins . 

FC: The running heads? What a r e they? 

Gran t : (Showing a page f rom a Conan title) This is a running 
head. This is a folio. And here is a drop-folio. The folio could 
have gone up there ( indicates top of page) . 

FC: So the folio is the page number and the running head is 
where the title of the book is placed on the page. 

- 31 -



Gran t : Now this is a drop-folio (at the bottom of the page, or 
below the running head) as opposed to the folio 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 r ight-hand side. I 'm 
saying this to get it into the tape r ecorde r ! ( laughs) How 
m a n y volumes do you ant ic ipa te for the Conan ser ies? I 
real ly haven ' t hea rd a defini te number . 

Gran t : I haven ' t really decided yet. I t ' s probably going to be 
between fif teen and twenty. 

FC: How a re you going to package THE HOUR OF THE 
DRAGON? Is that going to be one volume? (Bet ter known as 
the book CONAN THE CONQUEROR) 

Gran t : I t ' s going to be one. . . 

FC: I m m e n s e volume, ( laughter) 

G r a n t : I m m e n s e volume; yes. The 14 pt. Souvenir typeface is 
too la rge for such a book. Still, it has to be something 
eminent ly readable . . . probably a 12 point, one point leaded. 
The re will be a lot of text - probably build up to a good 500 
pages -- and well i l lustrated. I haven ' t got an ar t i s t for it as 
yet, though. 

F C : I t ' s going to be quite a book it seems. 

Gran t : It will have to be the mos t expensive one in the series 
because of its sheer magni tude . P robab ly be about a twenty 
dollar book. It will be difficult to come up with the right 
i l lustrator for that one. 

F C : Who a re some of the a r t i s t s that you have working now on 
volumes? 

G r a n t : Well, as you know, ROGUES IN THE HOUSE has 
Marcus Boas. This will be re leased next month. THE DEVIL 
IN IRON, which will be the sixth Conan, is D a n Green. Jeff 
Jones is doing one. . . 

F C : Krenkel? 

Gran t : Krenkel has talked about a hand-let tered edition of "The 
Hyborian Age" as p a r t of the Conan ser ies . 

F C : Nice. 

G r a n t : He wants to hand-let ter the ent i re thing. 

F C : It m a y be ten yea r s before you get it! 

Gran t : Tha t ' s a possibility. I ' m not press ing; i t ' s a big series. 
But I hope to have something of Krenke l ' s as p a r t of it. 
Michael Hague -- he has sor t of a R a c k h a m approach - is 
doing a volume. 

F C : (Being shown examples of Hague ' s work) Oh, wow! A 
define R a c k h a m influence. 

(Mater ia l deleted a t this point) 

Gran t : (Talking about the i l lustrat ions for the Conan ser ies) . 
The re a r e people who like the Alicia Austin ones the best. 
Now, admit tedly , Alicia 's work is not wha t I envision Conan 
as. Neither do I envision Conan a s a Neander tha l , ei ther, 
( laughs) I think Alicia 's work is beaut i fu l and I can take it. 
Af ter all, the whole idea, the whole p remise for this series, 

was to put it out with i l lustrations that in terpreted the Conan 
stories as the i l lustrator saw. And this is jus t wha t ' s been 
done. They were all d i f ferent . As I said, I 've gotten more 
cr i t ic ism of the Robertson il lustrations than any of them. 
And there have been cr i t ic isms. . .not a grea t m a n y now. . . 
there have been cri t icism of all of them, of Alicia 's, of 
George Ba r r ' s , and David I re land 's . 

(More ma te r i a l deleted.) 

F C : How do you feel about the de Camp and Car te r pas t iches in 
the Conan ser ies? They 've been r a the r controvers ia l and it 's 
a question that seems to be asked of everybody these days, 
so I thought I 'd pose it to you. 

Gran t : I p re fe r the Howard, f rankly . They ' r e both very suc-
cessful au thors in their own right, but they don' t s eem to 
cap tu re quite as fully what Howard was trying to do. 

FC: How long have you known Glenn Lord? 

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

FC: '57, I believe. 

Gran t : '57, tha t ' s r ight. It mus t have been shortly a f t e r that 
d a t e . . . no, I think I r e m e m b e r him before that. 

FC: How did you come into contact with each other? J u s t two 
fans exchanging le t ters? 

Gran t : Probably . Chances a r e Glenn got some of the books, if 
not new ones, then out-of-print. (In addition to publishing, 
Gran t 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 r e m e m b e r how many issues you 
published, was it the ent i re set? 

Gran t : I don ' t r e m e m b e r how m a n y ; it wasn ' t the ent i re set. 
The f i rs t two or three were professionally typeset and 
printed. At that time, I had a smal l offset which I 'd bought as 
a m e a n s to an end ( laughs) . . . print ing has a lways been an 
expensive proposition and through the years has become 
increasingly so. When Glenn asked m e if I would take over 
production of THE HOWARD COLLECTOR, with the interest 
I had in it, I was happy to do so. 

F C : You've had associat ions with other publishers, too. One of 
them is Joseph P a y n e Brennan ' s M a c a b r e House. You 
published, wha t was it, three or four t i t l e s . . . ? 

Gran t : Yes, I produced some of his issues of MACABRE - on the 
smal l p ress - in the s a m e way that THE HOWARD 
COLLECTOR was produced. 

FC: Do you still publish MACABRE for him? 

Gran t : No, I haven ' t done anything like that for severa l years . 
The ear ly magaz ines and books were run off on a smal l A.B. 
Dick offset press , two pages up. Every th ing was hand-folded 
in those d a y s . . . it was the way I produced books a t tha t time. 
Then we were associated with SCREAM AT MIDNIGHT. 
THE DARK R E T U R N E R S . . . 

FC . And THE CASEBOOK OF LUCIUS L E F F I N G . 

Gran t : Right. 
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FC: And you showed me something that is in progress . 

Gran t : THE CHRONICLES OF LUCIUS L E F F I N G is now into 
typeset . It has been i l lustrated. I do have the i l lustrat ions on 
hand for it. This will be under my imprint . 

FC: It won ' t be under Macabre? 

Gran t : It won' t be under Macabre , no. It should be an a t t r ac t ive 
little book. You 've seen some of the type for it. 

FC: What is your a r r a n g e m e n t with Centaur P r e s s ? 

Gran t : I 'm one of the original pa r tne r s in Centaur P re s s . 

FC: Did you, and do you still, do typeset for the books? 

Gran t : Some of the typeset in the books was utilized f rom 
casebound, f rom the hardcover editions. Fo r instance, the 
Howards. I did do the typeset for THE PATHLESS TRAIL, I 
can r e m e m b e r . Very small . . . 

FC: I r e m e m b e r TIGER RIVER was miniscule. 

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. . . 

Gran t : PATHLESS TRAIL is the rea l smal l one. See, (showing 
book) that was done on the IBM Exec . T IGER RIVER is 
more readable . We had to get that into so m a n y pages and 
that was the only way it could be done, f rankly , ( laughs) 

FC: What happened to THE KING OF NO MAN'S LAND? I t ' s 
ment ioned on the back cover of THE PATHLESS TRAIL and 
it 's never. . . 

Gran t : I t ' s never been published in paperback . I would like to 
think that my associates would want 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 r ead it too. 

Gran t : There ' s a fourth one, also. 

FC: Do you have a spa re copy of it? ( laughter) 

Gran t : I t ' s called MOUNTAINS OF MYSTERY. All four of 
these stories r an in ADVENTURE. We ' re back to AD-
V E N T U R E again! There was a la ter y a r n called " In the 
Yea r 2000" in which the descendants of the heroes go back 
into interior South Amer ica to the land of "The King of No 
Man ' s Land . " It appea red in magaz ine only; never did m a k e 
it into hardcover . The original a p p e a r a n c e of the four books, 
THE PATHLESS TRAIL, TIGER RIVER, THE KING OF 
NO MAN'S LAND and MOUNTAINS OF MYSTERY was in 
ADVENTURE magaz ine a s long serials . Then Harpers , who 
was a m a j o r publisher a t the time, put them into book form. 
Ha rpe r s also published RIVER OF SEVEN STARS. 

FC: Tha t ' s the non-fiction book? 

Gran t : Tha t ' s the non-fiction one in which Frie l details his ex-
plorations in South Amer ica in sea rch of the "White In-
d ians ." He c a m e back with some most interest ing con-
clusions. Mrs. Fr ie l told me that when he got off the boat he 
was virtually skin and bones. He bare ly survived that tr ip! 

FC: Whew! Why did THE BOWL OF BAAL a p p e a r as a hard-
cover under your imprint when it was originally projected to 
be a paperback edition in the Time-Lost ser ies? 

Gran t : THE BOWL OF BAAL is a title that I 've wanted to do for 

FC: The Dunn book? 

Gran t : Yes, tha t ' s the one. BEYOND THE RANGE - tha t ' s the 
book title - appea red in ALL-AROUND as THE UN-
DERCOVER TRAIL by George B. Rodney. 

FC: I 'm not f ami l i a r with that one. 

Gran t : Tha t ' s a lost-race thing. They did a lot of stuff in tha t 
vein. Well, we wanted to get into that , in Centaur , though I 
had wanted to do it r ight along in hardcover . I found the hei rs 
of Rober t Ames Bennet , who wrote his f i rs t book in 1901. 
Tha t was THYRA, another fantas t ic . 

FC: So it was quite a while ago. 

Gran t : Yes, it was quite a while ago, but I did find Bennet ' s son 
alive and paid a royal ty for the book. Eventual ly , I hope tha t 
it will come out f r om Centaur because it is a rea l period 
piece. 

FC: How have the non-Howard titles sold? I know that the R E D 
SHADOWS collections, the three paperbacks , have gone into 
reprint ings. How about the other titles? 

Gran t : Nothing in the Centaur line has sold as well as the 
Howard mater ia l . Sales on the other authors have been, say, 
modera te ly good. THE TREASURE OF ATLANTIS h a s 
d ragged worse than the others. . .1 don ' t think T R E A S U R E 
has sold as well as we had ant ic ipated. 

FC: Do you have any projected titles in the series that haven ' t 
seen print yet? Books that a r e in progress or for which 
you ' re negotiating the r ights? 

Gran t : There a r e some, but a t this t ime I ' m not a t l iberty to 
mention them. 

FC: When you go about publishing a book, a f t e r securing the 
r ights to the story, wha t a r e your next s teps? What a r e some 
of the duties you have to go through in order to see the 
finished volume come off the presses? 

Gran t : That is a very good question. It depends upon how you 
approach it. Can I edit it, do I want to edit it? There ' s edit ing 

- 3 3 -



involved with say, Fr ie l . THE BOWL OF BAAL. . . there ' s 
some rewr i te there. Basical ly you've got to f igure what 
direction you ' re going to do with that book. Am I going to 
put it into my, wha t I call m y t rade editions, the size of THE 
BOWL OF BAAL? About f ive by seven and a half book. 
They ' r e nicely casebound, and I like a good readab le type 
for them. Basically, my bread-and-but ter typeface is 
Baskervil le . I think i t ' s the f inest typeface for readabi l i ty 
tha t ' s ever been created. The five by seven and a half 
books, THE BOWL OF BAAL, THE IRON MAN, TIGERS 
OF THE SEA, WORMS OF THE EARTH, ALMURIC. . 
. they ' re all Baskervil le . Twelve point Baskervi l le . . .mostly 
two points leaded; twelve on fourteen. I think tha t the 
m e a s u r e - the column width - is 22 p icas on mos t of them. 
Baskervi l le is a good, r e adab l e typeface. F o r other books, 
there might be the need, the call for them to go into a 7 by 10 
size, or, in the case of BLACK VULMEA'S VENGEANCE. . 
.originally that was going to be even l a rge r than the seven 
and a q u a r t e r by ten and a half inch book tha t it now is. 

F C : I t was going to be l a rge r?? 

Gran t : I was thinking in t e r m s of. . . the pa in ter that i l lustrated. 
. . tha t influenced so m a n y people, Wyeth, Schoonover . . . 

F C : Oh, Howard Py le ! 

Gran t : Howard Pyle , of course. 

F C : His BOOK OF P I R A T E S ? 

G r a n t : I was thinking in t e r m s of the BOOK OF P I R A T E S and in 
fac t I layed it out that way but I couldn ' t jus t i fy it. There isn' t 
enough marg ina l ma te r i a l to go with it. So I went to a seven 
and a qua r t e r by ten and half. (Looking a t a copy of BLACK 
VULMEA'S VENGEANCE) Now, this is a completely dif-
fe ren t typeface; the f i rs t t ime that I have used it. It is Goudy 
Oldstyle. What I tried to do is take the s tory and use the type 
that seems to go with it. Since this is an historical p i ra te tale, 
the face that lent itself to the book mos t agreeab ly was 
Goudy Oldstyle. The heads , the running heads, a r e Greco. 
(Turns to title page) The title page is designed with a Greco 
title. This is Goudy Oldstyle (pointing to i l lustrat ion credi ts 
and his imprint a t the bottom of the page) . 

F C : Do you usually choose an ar t i s t before or a f t e r you've 
chosen the typeface and typestyle? Or does it vary , again, 
with the book? 

Gran t : It would va ry with the book. I might find the a r t i s t before 
I acqu i re the book. The Conan ser ies is done in Souvenir. 
Now, Souvenir is a very popular face today, but i t ' s an ad 
face. It is not used for text work like this. I t ' s not used for a 
book. 

F C : (laughing) Very readable , though! 

Gran t : It s eems to lend itself to Conan, which is why I went with 
it. I do enjoy this sort of thing. . . I suppose it is the design 
fac tor that a t t r ac t s me. . . not design in the sense of 
i l lustration, since I have no ar t is t ic ability. I t ' s the complete 
packaging process. . . . Fi t t ing the type with the editing, the 
proofreading, the p repara t ion of l i tera ture , and the ad-
vertising. 

F C : You try to think of a book as an entity. Cover to c o v e r . . . 

Gran t : Sure. There ' s a lot of blood, sweat and t ea r s that go into 
each book. 

FC: It shows. About how long, on the ave rage , does it t ake to do 
a book, bar r ing any unforseen delays or s o m e t h i n g . . . 

Gran t : ( laughing) Seven yea r s ! 

FC: . . . or does it really va ry f rom title to title? 

Gran t : It va r ies completely f r o m title to title. I couldn' t begin to 
say. THE LAST CELT has been a few y ea r s in the working, 
but i t 's incredibly detailed. It has been a very difficult book 
to do. The Lovecraf t -de C a m p book, TO QUEBEC AND 
THE STARS, is also a very difficult book to produce 
because of the text. R e m e m b e r , Lovecra f t wrote this for his 
own en joyment - i t ' s the longest single piece of wri t ing that 

he ever did -- and he has taken on eighteenth-century word 
fo rms that we tried to use throughout the book. An example 
would be the word " M a j e s t y ' s " which H P L wrote as " M a j " 
and then m a d e the " t -y- ' -s" a super ior in a smal le r 
typeface. A superior is a c h a r a c t e r - le t ter or f igure - that 
prints above, higher than, normal c h a r a c t e r height. This 
was devilishly tough, and m a d e more difficult when the 
computer insisted U D o n insert ing a tiny degree circle in-
s tead of an apostrophe. I ended up cutt ing most of these in by 
hand. The book is 97,000 words long. 

FC: What books a r e you planning to issue in the future , outside 
of the Conan series, and books you've a l ready mentioned, 
such as the Lovecraf t -de C a m p book, TO QUEBEC AND 
THE STARS? 

Gran t : Well, I ' m f a r along on the Clark Ashton Smith 
bibliography f rom Don F r y e r which should have been done a 
couple of yea r s ago. Tha t ' s going to appear . I 'm ext remely 
excited over the Harold L a m b mate r ia l , and the f i rs t one. . . 
actual ly, you m a y have noticed it in the other room on the 
bookshelves, DURANDAL. . . 

FC: About the sword? 

Gran t : The sword of Roland, yes. THE SOWERS OF THE 
THUNDER is jus t d r a w n out of DURANDAL. Now, 
DURANDAL r a n as th ree s e p a r a t e adven tu res in AD-
V E N T U R E magazine , in the '20's. 

FC: Getting back to ADVENTURE again . . . 

Gran t : Getting back to ADVENTURE again. A few yea r s later, 
Doubleday-Doran issued it as a semi-juvenile in one volume -
- the book has appeal for all ages - i l lustrated by Alan Mc-
Nab. I exchanged some le t ters with Harold L a m b back in the 
sixties, jus t before he died. 

FC: He died that la te? 

Gran t : Yes. 

FC: I had thought he died in the '50's. 

Gran t : No, it was ei ther '62 or '64. L a m b was very enthused over 
my projects and I was jus t a t the point of saying: "Look, I 'd 
like to do one of your stories. . ." when I r ead of his dea th in 
TIME. In fact , I think I did put such a proposal before him 
in a let ter that he could not have seen, jus t a few days before 
he died. Now, I have a cont rac t with L a m b ' s son, and I ' m 
working in full cooperat ion with the L a m b estate . 
DURANDAL was chosen to begin the L a m b series because 
of its r e m a r k a b l e influence on Rober t E . Howard. I have 
gone back to the original versions of the three stories as they 
appea red in ADVENTURE magaz ine - before they were 
reworked for the Doubleday-Doran edition. The " D u r a n d a l " 
stories will be issued as three individual books, each 
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i l lustrated by George Ba r r . The readabi l i ty is more adult , 
and they will c a r ry the notes and informat ion which Harold 
L a m b revealed in the " C a m p f i r e " d e p a r t m e n t of AD-

VENTURE. I t ' s excellent stuff . 

FC: Good! 

Gran t : I have hopes that this L a m b mate r i a l can equate some of 
the popularity of Howard. Certainly it has all the 
ingredients. . . the action. . . the wri t ing ability. . . the 
background. 

FC: I 've enjoyed those L a m b biographies I 've read . 

Gran t : Wait 'll you read this stuff . I t ' s good! 

FC: You were telling me about a George B a r r artbook when I 
a r r ived? 

Gran t : Yes, UPON THE WINDS OF YESTERDAY. It contains 
54 pieces of full color - " T h e Pa in t ings of George B a r r . " 
Actually, it contains more than jus t color. There is some line 
work, a couple of introductory pieces by T im Kirk and S tuar t 
Schiff, and an Af te rward f r o m George himself . All in all, it 
contains 141 pages, in an 8V2 by 11 page size, clothbound. 
Since George B a r r is one of the guests of honor a t the 
MidAmericon in Kansas City, I plan to issue it there. . .And 
we'll have a Joseph Clement Coll book coming out which I ' m 
very excited about . I think the m a n was incredible. 

FC: I look forward to seeing that! Pa r t i cu la r ly since I 'm un-
fami l i a r with most of his work. 

Gran t : I 'd like to see more i l lustrators develop something of 
Coil's style if they could. 

FC: Who a re some of your favor i te ar t is ts , outside of those 
you 've a l ready published? Obviously you enjoy their work. 

Gran t : Yes, I like the a r t i s t s I 've been using, otherwise I 
wouldn' t have used them! ( laughter) Obviously. A favori te . . 
. gee, I couldn't pick a favori te! But, I do like Joseph 
Clement Coll very much a s an i l lustrator, line opposed to 
color. 

FC: Frank Frazetta? 

Gran t : I think he 's very good. P e r h a p s not a g rea t favor i te 
because he doesn ' t have that myst ic qual i ty - for m e - that I 
can find in Coll or Finlay or Krenkel , or in B a r r or Austin or 
Jones . 

FC: What about some of the Golden Age i l lustrators like Dulac, 
or R a c k h a m or P a r r i s h ? 

Gran t : I like Dulac. I 've seen one book of his tha t ' s incredibly 
good. I like R a c k h a m . I like N. C. Wyeth, Schoonover, 
Neilson. . . 

FC: Are you fami l i a r with Willy Pogany? 

Gran t : I 've seen some Pogany tha t ' s incredibly good, I 've seer 
some that isn ' t so good. 

FC: Same here. 

Gran t : He 's uneven. I like H a r r y Clarke. 

FC: I love Clarke ' s work! What is your opinion of the cur ren t 
f an tasy boom? I t ' s grown beyond anybody 's expectat ions in 
the pas t few yea r s . 

Gran t : I t ' s jus t incredible! ( laughing) I don' t know wha t m o r e I 
can say about it. . . I 'm very pleased - glad that we finally 
have the recognition a f t e r so many years . I don't know that 
i t 's any more fun today, though, than it was then. 

FC: I think it m a y die a bit, but do you think it'll fade out again , 
back into obscurity, or do you think it 's pret ty much he re to 
stay now that i t ' s so widespread and popular? Do you think 
we 've finally entered " l i t e r a t u r e " or a r e we still a " b a s t a r d 
chi ld" of sorts? 

Gran t : I think w e ' r e a pa r t of l i t e ra ture now. There has to be 
some let down, but I don ' t see how it can f ade completely 
with the inroads science-fantasy has m a d e into movies, 
television, and especially education. 

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

Gran t : No. 

FC: You took a gamble when you published the Bea r Creek 
titles, back ten y ea r s ago. 

Gran t : Yes. 

FC: And Howard has become a " m o n s t e r " pract ical ly . Howard 
fandom today, that is. 

Gran t : It was close to twelve y ea r s ago that I s ta r ted the B e a r 
Creeks, ear ly '65. Actually, 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 I apprec ia te all 
the stories and informat ion tha t ' s come to light due to 
Howard ' s i m m e n s e populari ty, pr ices have been dr iven sky-
high and fact ions and squabbles have developed to some 
degree . I wonder whether the benefi ts a r en ' t outweighed by 
the hass les involved. 

Gran t : There were hassles among the authors , even in the '30's -
- pe rhaps not to the degree there a r e now. After all, there a r e 
more people involved now. 

- 3 5 -



FC: What advice would you give to young ar t i s t s who seek work 
f rom you? What cr i ter ia do you judge them upon? 

Gran t : Well, I don' t have any a r t training, Steve. I guess we 've 
discussed this before. So all I can go by is whether I like it or 
not. There a r e cer ta in styles I like, there a r e cer ta in ar t i s t s 
whose work I like. 

FC: You probably do get packages in the mail f r om t ime to 
time. . . 

Gran t : T ime to t ime? E v e r y week! 

FC: What involvement did you play in set t ing up the Providence 
convention last yea r? Were you c h a i r m a n ? 

Gran t : No, I was a vice-chairman. Actually, you can put the 
b l ame on Kirby McCauley! (laughs) Not blame, real ly ; I 'm 
only joking. We had talked - Char les Collins and Chris 
Ste inbrunner among others -- about having a convention in 
Providence. It seemed like a na tura l , but we never did any 
more than talk. Then Kirby McCauley c a m e to town and 
Harry Beckwith gave him his f a m o u s tour of Lovec ra f t ' s 
Providence . I met Kirby that night for dinner and he 
dropped a bombshell . " I went to the Holiday Inn and 
reserved a group of rooms for a convent ion!" On such-and-
such a day, that Halloween weekend. Kirby took the bull by 
the horns, smoething the res t of us had never done, and the 
success of the convention should be a t t r ibuted to Kirby 
McCauley. 

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

Gran t : Not for Providence. The second World F a n t a s y Con-
vention will be held in New York. Fo r a third there a re 
people who want to hold it in Brownwood, 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 fo rm and 
Tevis has volunteered to take a bus tour in much the s ame 
fashion we had here in Providence. (Refer r ing back to the 
Providence convention). . . It was a very emotional con-
vention. It was grea t to see these old m a s t e r s come in and 
they were touching. I ' m talking about people like Bob Bloch, 
who gave a very emotional speech. A fine person. Fr i tz 
Leiber came . Long and Munn, both of whom a re getting 
along in years , were in a t tendance . And the convention was 
directed a t them and a t Lovecra f t ' s Providence. In that 
respect it was f a r different than the a v e r a g e science fiction 
convention. 

F C : I wish I had at tended, but c i r cumstances dictated dif-
ferently a t the time. 

Gran t : It was worth going to. Several of the authors s tayed 
around a f t e rward , jus t exploring Providence ; Lovecra f t ' s 
Providence I should emphasize . Fr i tz Leiber and Bob Bloch 
gave lectures a t a local college. 

FC: It was so long overdue. We've had science fiction con-
ventions since 1939. It took us, what , thirty-five ye a r s la ter to 
get a fantasy convention together? 

Gran t : Well, the organization is much be t te r in science fiction. 
For some reason, in my old a g e . . .science fiction jus t doesn' t 
do as much for me anymore . I much p re fe r the fan tasy . 

FC: I still enjoy science fiction. When I get tired of fantasy , 
when all the ba rba r i ans and ghouls s t a r t to sound alike, I'll 

read a few science fiction books for a change of pace and 
then go back to fan tasy with renewed vigor and interest . 

Gran t : Well, when that happens, I can switch to, say, Harold 
Lamb, who, well, at t imes he gets a little fantast ic , but he's. . 

FC: He 's viewed pr imar i ly as an historical b iographer . 

Gran t : Yes, he 's known as an historical biographer , but this is 
his fiction which was in ADVENTURE, which is not known 
today. And I can turn to people, say, like, A Merr i t t , who is 
as different f r om Robert E. Howard as science fiction is. Or I 
can turn to Talbot Mundv, whom I enjoy thoroughly. Or 
Friel . They ' r e so d i f ferent ! 

FC: To wrap things up, what advice would you give to fans who 
a r e interested in publishing, whether i t 's on a fan level or 
whether they ' re ant icipat ing a professional thing? What 
philosophy would you impar t , something to follow and keep 
in mind, f rom someone who has the exper ience and insight 
you do? 

Gran t : I think I'll give a dif ferent interpretat ion, a different 
direction than most people would. I would say get all the 
graphic a r t s you can and learn f rom the ground up. An un-
ders tanding of production. . . Do as much of a book as you 
can. 

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

Gran t : P a g e by page. . . This is something we don't get enough 
of today and I think that the individual is left out. He can ' t 
get a proper unders tanding. I think it helps him right along 
the line. 

FC: I 'd like to thank you again for consenting to this interview. 

Gran t : My pleasure. I hope you get something out of it! ( laughs) 

+ + + + + + + + + + 

A Bibliography of Donald M. Gran t Publicat ions. 

Grant-Hadley En te rp r i ses : 

1945 RHODE ISLAND ON LOVECRAFT, edited by Donald 
M. Grant and Thomas P . Hadley, 26 pp, wrapps , 2 editions: 
500 and 1000 copies, i l lustrated by Betsy Wells Hal laday. 
(The second edition had dif ferent i l lustrat ions.) O.P. 

Buffalo Book Company: 

1946 THE TIME STREAM, by John Taine (Dr. Er ic Temple 
Bell) 218 pp, he—dj, 500 copies bound (1000 pr inted) , 
i l lustrator? O.P. 
THE SKYLARK OF SPACE, by E d w a r d E . Smith, PhD., 218 
pp, he—dj, 500 copies, i l lustrator? O.P. 

The Grandon Company: 

1949 THE P O R T OF P E R I L , by Otis Adelbert Kline, 218 pp, 
hf—dj, 3000?, i l lustrated by J . Allen St. John. O.P. 

1950 DWELLERS IN THE MIRAGE, by A. Merr i t t , 295 pp, 
he—dj, 1000 copies, i l lustrated by Russell Swanson (wrap-
per) and Virgil Finlay (front is) . O.P. 

1953 333: A BIBLIOGRAPHY OF THE SCIENCE-FANTASY 
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NOVEL, edited by Joseph H. Crawford, J r . , J a m e s J . 
Donahue, and Donald M. Grant , 79 pp. 500 copies (450 pb, 50 
hb), i l lustrated by Roy Hunt (wrapper . ) O.P. 

1957 THE R E T U R N OF THARN, by Howard Browne, he, 500 
copies. (Even Grant himself lacks a copy of this title.) O.P. 

1958 THE W E R E W O L F OF PONKERT, by H. Warner 
Munn. 138pp. he—dj, 350 copies, i l lustrator (wrappe r ) ? O.P. 

Listed, but never published by the Grandon Company: 

THE GOLDEN CITY, by Ralph Milne Fa r l ey . 
THE SWORDSMAN OF MARS, by Otis Adelbert Kline. 
THE FACE IN THE ABYSS, by A. Merr i t t . 

Donald M. Grant , Publ isher : 

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

1965 A GENT FROM BEAR C R E E K , by Robert E. Howard, 
312 pp. he—dj, 732 copies, i l lustrated by Henry Eichner 
(wrapper ) . O.P. 

1966 THE P R I D E OF BEAR C R E E K , by Robert E . Howard. 
221 pp. he—dj, 812 copies, i l lustrated by Henry Eichner 
(wrapper ) . O.P. 

1968 R E D SHADOWS, by Robert E. Howard, 381 pp, he—dj, 
896 copies, i l lustrated by Jeff Jones . (I l lustrat ions out of 
sequence.) O.P. 

1970 SINGERS IN THE SHADOWS, bv Robert E. Howard, 55 
pp. he—dj, 500 copies, i l lustrated by David Karbonik 
(wrapper ) and Robert Bruce Acheson ( inter iors) . O.P. 

1971 R E D SHADOWS, by Robert E. Howard, 381 pp, he—dj, 
741 copies, i l lustrated by Jeff Jones. O.P. 

R E D BLADES OF BLACK CATHAY, by Robert E . Howard 
and Tevis Clyde Smith, 125 pp, he—dj, 1091 copies, 
i l lustrated by David Karbonik. O.P. 

VIRGIL FINLAY, edited by Virgil Finlay, with an Ap-
preciat ion 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, i l lustrated by Robert Bruce 
Acheson. O.P. 

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

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

THE T E M P L E OF THE TEN, by H. Bedford-Jones and W. C. 
Robertson, 159 pp, he—dj, ? copies, i l lustrated by Richard 
Robertson. O.P. 

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

THE P E O P L E OF THE BLACK CIRCLE, by Robert E. 

Howard. 149 pp, he—dj, 3000 copies, i l lustrated by David 
Ireland. O.P. 

T IGERS OF THE SEA, by Robert E. Howard, 212 pp, he—dj, 
? copies, i l lustrated by Tim Kirk. O.P. 

1975 ALMURIC by Rober t E . Howard, 217 pp, he—dj, 3500 
copies, i l lustrated by David Ireland. O.P. 

A G E N T FROM BEAR C R E E K , by Robert E . Howard, 312 
pp. he—dj, 1500 copies, i l lustrated by Tim Kirk. O.P. 

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

THE TOWER OF THE ELEPHANT, by Robert E . Howard, 
94 pp, he—dj, 3100 copies, i l lustrated by Richard Robertson. 
O.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, i l lustrated by Hannes Bok (wrapper ) 
and Stephen E . Fab ian (interiors) O.P.? 

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

R E D NAILS, by Robert E . Howard. 143 pp, he—dj, 3500 
copies, i l lustrated by George Bar r . O.P. 

THE BANNER OF JOAN, by H. Warner Munn, 127 pp, he— 
dj , 975 copies, i l lustrated by Michael Symes. O.P.? 

1976 BLACK VULMEA'S VENGEANCE, by Robert E . 
Howard, 223 pp, he—dj, 2600 copies, i l lustrated by Robert 
J a m e s Pai l thorpe . 

THE IRON MAN, by Robert E. Howard, 186 pp, he—dj, ? 
copies, i l lustrated by David Ireland. 

ROGUES IN THE HOUSE, by Robert E . Howard, 91 pp, he— 
dj , 3500 copies, i l lustrated by Marcus Boas. 

THE SOWERS OF THE THUNDER, by Robert E. Howard, 
285 pp, he—dj, 1250 copies, i l lustrated by Roy G. Krenkel . 

THE LAST CELT, edited by Glenn Lord, 416 pp, he—dj, 2600 
copies, i l lustrated by Marcus Boas (wrapper ) . 

UPON THE WINDS OF YESTERDAY, by George Bar r , 141 
pp, he—dj, 2500 copies. 

THE DEVIL IN IRON, by Rober t E. Howard, i l lustrated by 
Dan Green, 154 pp, he—dj, 3500 copies. 

TO QUEBEC AND THE STARS, by H. P . Lovecraf t , edited 
by L. Sprague de Camp, i l lustrated by Rober t Mac ln ty re , 
318 pp, he—dj. 

In Association with Macabre House: 

1959 THE DARK R E T U R N E R S , by Joseph P a y n e Brennan , 
110 pp, he, 150 copies. O.P. 

1963 SCREAM AT MIDNIGHT, by Joseph P a y n e Brennan , 
124 pp, 250 copies, O.P. 

1973 THE CASEBOOK OF LUCIUS L E F F I N G , by Joseph 
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P a y n e Brennan, ? pp, 750 copies, i l lustrated by Neal Mac-
Donald. O.P. 

Current ly in progress : 

THE CHRONICLES OF LUCIUS L E F F I N G , by Joseph 
P a y n e Brennan. (This will appear under Gran t ' s imprint , 
r a t h e r than that of M a c a b r e House.) 

In Association with Centaur Press: 

1969 THE MOON OF SKULLS, by Rober t E. Howard, 127 pp, 
pb, i l lustrated by Jeff Jones (cover) . 

THE PATHLESS TRAIL, by Arthur O. Friel , 128 pp, pb, 
i l lustrated by Jeff Jones (cover) . 

1970 THE HAND OF KANE, by Robert E . Howard, 127 pp, 
pb, i l lustrated by Jeff Jones (cover) . 

THE TREASURE OF ATLANTIS, by J . Allan Dunn, 126 pp, 
pb, i l lustrated by Robert Bruce Acheson (cover) . 

1971 THE TREASURE OF ATLANTIS, by J . Allan Dunn, 160 
pp, he—dj, 750 copies, i l lustrated by Robert Bruce Acheson 
and Donald Fish. O.P. 

SOLOMON KANE, by Robert E . Howard, 126 pp, pb, 
i l lustrated by Jeff Jones (cover) . 

T IGER RIVER, by Arthur 0 . Friel , 186 pp, pb, i l lustrated by 
Jeff Jones (cover) . 

1972 THE WOLF IN THE GARDEN, by Alfred H. Bill, 144 
pp, pb, i l lustrated by Virgil Finlay (cover) . 

SWORDSMEN AND S U P E R M E N , anonymous editor, 120 pp, 
pb, i l lustrated by Virgil F inlay (cover) . 

1974 CITY OF WONDER, by Charles Vivian, 182 pp, pb, 
i l lustrated by David Ire land (cover) . (Pubbed in Nov.) 

CAESAR DIES, by Talbot Mundy, 157 pp, i l lustrated by-
F r a n k Brunner (cover) . (Pubbed in Nov.) 

GREY MAIDEN, by Ar thur D. Howden Smith, 159 pp, pb, 
i l lustrated by David I re land (cover) 

1976 DR. CYCLOPS, by Will Gar th , 155 pp. pb, i l lustrated by 
David Ire land (cover) . 

THE W E R E W O L F OF PONKERT, by H. Warner Munn, 148 
pp. pb, i l lustrated by Stephen E . F a b i a n (cover) . 

CITIES AND SCENES FROM THE ANCIENT WORLD, by 
Roy G. Krenkel , 82 pp, he—dj, 3000 copies. (Published by 
Owlswick P res s , 1974, Phi ladephia . Gran t assis ted with the 
book's composition.) 

Additions and correct ions a r e welcomed for this bibliography. 
This is not mean t to be a detai led listing of books that Donald M. 
Grant has had a hand in; while I have complete information 
(color of binding, original selling price, etc., in addition to what 
is l isted) for many of Gran t ' s books, such informat ion is lacking 
for many of his ear l ier publications. I have listed only cer ta in 
informat ion for each title in order to give the r eader an idea of 
what books Gran t has published. 

Reade r s a r e also r e f e r r ed to Glenn Lord ' s THE LAST CELT for 
more detailed information on cer ta in titles before 1974, Donald 
M. Gran t ' s periodic cata logs (collectors ' i tems in themselves) , 
and to THE INDEX TO THE SCIENCE-FANTASY 
PUBLISHERS, edited and compiled by Mark Owings and J ack 
L. Chalker (The Anthem Series, Bal t imore , 1966, 76 pp, pb, O.P. 
And, of course, to the books listed above. 

+ + + + + + + + + + + + + + 4-

FANTASY CROSSROADS 
By Brian Lumley 

F iends of hell and war r io r s bold, 
A ncient sorceries , towers of gold. 
N ighted crypts where tales a r e told 
T o chill the blood of demons fell. 
A wful magicks fill each page, 
S words f lash f rom a bygone age, 
Y oung bloods face a might mage , 
C hallenging his every spell. 
R eave r s r age and roar their wrath,--
O lden runes obscure their p a t h , -
S till they cleave a bloody swath, 
S ending all their foes to hell. 
R aging mons te r s f rom the deeps 
O f pr imal oceans gua rd the keeps 
A nd sepuichers where s tar -spawn sleeps, 
D rowned since t ime long gone -
S o, my friend, read on . . . ! 

Miscellaneous: 

Various issues of Glenn Lord 's THE HOWARD COLLEC-
TOR. 

Various issues ol Joseph P a y n e Brennan ' s MACABRE. 

A set of four pr ints on canvas , measur ing 16 x 20 inches, 
reproducing Jeff Jones ' i l lustrations to R E D SHADOWS, c. 
1968, limited to 100 sets, O.P. 

A print of Jeff Jones ' i l lustration to the cover of THE 
PATHLESS TRAIL, size and number of copies unknown, c. 
1969. O.P. 
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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 upon 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 to 
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 King?" 
"Of Rembathene." 
"Ah Remba thene ! Remba thene ! Of all the cities revea led to 

me thou a r t the fa i res t ! Rembathene , thy towers ca tch the dawn 
glow before even the mounta in peaks the gods have wrought . Ah 
glorious Rembathene , a d iamond with a thousand thousand 
facets , not built, but grown like some s t range t ree f rom that 
single pebble called The Soul of the E a r t h . Remba thene , all the 
Worlds envied t h e e ! " 

It was in Remba thene that Anahai the young king sat , on a 
throne of the E a s t Wind carven, of night a i r frozen into a solid 
thing by magic and ancient rite, and shaped in secre t beneath a 
broad moon of old, when they who f i rs t conceived Remba thene 
came out of the E a s t a r m e d with the sword. On this sea t of his 
forebears he sat, brooding for the f i rs t t ime in the six months of 
his reign, the days of which before had dawned on nothing but 
peace and contentment , the enemies of his people having been 
subdued long before the birth of any m a n yet alive. P e r h a p s it 
was the very g race of his reign, and the splendor of his rea lm, 
that had brought him woe, for a pest i lence had descended upon 
Rembathene , of the sort that a petty god sends when he is 
jealous. 

By these signs was it known: F i r s t , a chill, such as one might 
feel when a window is left open in the evening, then a fever 
following, very slight, still not cause for a l a rm. But a f t e r that 
the suffer ing was swift and terrible. The aff l ic ted one would 
awaken one morning covered with sores and welts, as if he had 
been flogged; blood would s t r e a m f rom every pore, and f rom his 
nose and ea r s ; and he would go mad . In the end the flesh would 
decay while yet an imate , and that which had once been a m a n 
would claw putrid chunks f rom itself as long as hands remained , 
and only a f te r long hours of howling and wri thing find relief at 
last in death. When a person was so str icken, all those around 
him would flee, for touch, or even nearness to such a one would 
mean contaminat ion, and a s imi lar fa te within days. So the 
people of Remba thene and the lands around fled in all direc-
tions, into the city and out of it, f rom villages and towns into the 
fields, and f rom the fields into villages and towns. They t ram-
pled the crops they had planted. They clogged the roads. Many 
were c rushed in the g rea t a rch of Remba thene which had been 
built for t r iumphant a rmies . And all this was to no avail , for 
when one of their number s c r e a m e d and fell they could only turn 
in another direction, often back the way they had come. The 
subletv of the plague was that in any crowd there were a lways a 
few who were a l ready infected but did not know it yet, so that 
Doom walked a lways as a silent companion among the refugees . 

This young King, who knew himself to be the fa the r of his 
people, who was willing to suppl icate wha tever god was angered 
and to sacr i f ice himself if need be, who had never truly proved 
to the people by effor t that he was their king, l istened helplessly 
to the repor t s brought to him, and watched much f rom his high 
windows. He felt in his hea r t the misery of the citizens of 
Rembathene . 

He asked first of his Physician, "What c a u s e ? " 

And the Physic ian answered , "Lord it is not known. Many and 
marvel lous a r e the secre ts of creation, and m a r v e l enough 
would it be if a cure were to come to us, or some mit igat ion of 
our suffer ing. To know the cause is to ask too m u c h . " 

He turned then to his Mas te r of Leechcra f t , saying, " H a s your 
a r t been tried, to d raw out the evil h u m o r s ? " 

"Aye, Majes ty , and there a r e fewer of my bro thers than there 
were be fo re . " 

And to his Magician he said, "And m a g i c ? " 
"Magic h a s been tr ied, O King, and there a r e today fewer 

magic ians in the land than the re a r e physicians or l eeches . " 
Anahai r a n his f ingers nervously through his beard - it was 

not much, for his yea r s were few -- and the learned men stood 
impotent and a f ra id before him, and silence ruled in the room, 
until one spoke whose voice had not been heard before, an an-
cient who was not learned but wise, who had given up his narr 
because he was so holy. All faced this r evered one as he r r 
f rom where he had been seated, his black robe d raped over Y 
like a shroud, his polished ebony staff glistening like a living 
serpent . 

"Most noble King," said he, " t he cause of R e m b a t h e n e ' s 
sorrow is not an imba lance of ear th ly humors , or a magica l 
curse laid on the land by some enemy, or even the anger of a 
god, but this: beyond the world ' s r im there sits a Guard ian with 
the Book of E a r t h in his lap, and this Guard ian has fal len asleep 
with the Book open in his lap to the page of Remba thene , while 
he sleeps the spirit Nemes i s has c rep t close, whisper ing "Death , 
death, d e a t h " into the book." 

"Then the Guard ian mus t be awakened. How can this be 
done? What god shall I p ray to?" 

" T h e r e is one god only who can help you, one who is g rea t e r 
than all the gods of E a r t h . The God of Myster ies alone has power 
over the r im and beyond." 

" H e is not one to whom I sacr i f ice each d a y , " said the King, 
puzzled. "Tell me of this god ." 

"Lord , there is little to say, for little is known. He res ides in 
his tower, a p a r t f r om the other gods, who a r e to h im as an ts to a 
grea t beast . He brushes them aside with a wave of his hand. His 
n a m e cannot be known. His f ace cannot be seen. P e r h a p s he is 
not a god a t all, but F a t e or Chance, or some other force not yet 
imagined, for his ways a r e myster ious and hidden f rom m e n . " 

"Bu t how was he carven then, for surely his image was car-
ven?" 

The nameless m a n paused, then looked a t the others about 
him and said, "This is a secre t only the King m a y know." 

The physical, the leech, the magic ian , and all the others were 
sent away, even the two mass ive eunuchs who stood perpetual ly 
on ei ther side of the throne. Then when they were alone, the holy 
one continued. 

"Know, 0 King, that of old a ca rve r in R e m b a t h e n e was 
touched by a madness , and his s laves 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 cur ta in around him. Fo r a month 
he carved , as the moon waxed and waned, and when the moon 
was gone he shrieked horribly, and s taggered out, his f ace ashen 
and wide, and when his s laves beheld him they knew their duty, 
and slew him. They touched not the cur ta in , and none shall, until 
the ending of time, when one shall tear it back, look on the f ace 
of the God of Myster ies , and bring non-existence to all th ings ." 

"But if we cannot see his face, how can we know his na ture? Is 
he cruel or kind? We cannot know if he mocks u s . " 

" E v e n so, OKing, for his ways a r e hidden f rom m e n . " 
"Still I must go to h im. Where is his t o w e r ? " 
" F r o m a distance, it is seen by m a n y . Close by, by a very few. 

Its base I touched for the f i rs t t ime in the f if t ieth yea r of m y 
contemplation, and I have gone there m a n y t imes since. I can 
take another with me, for I have gained this s t r eng th . " 

At sunset , when the way he was to walk had been purif ied as 
fa r as ordinary men could follow it, King Anahai went with his 
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guide through the s t ree ts of Rembathene , until they took a turn 
no others could take, and the city grew dim around them. They 
c a m e at last to a tower gl impsed often by t ravel lers who look 
back on Remba thene agains t the wes tern sky, but seldom 
discerned by anyone else, and the King alone entered. He 
c l imbed a s ta i rway of a hundred spirals , looking out windows at 
each turn, and saw the dark and quiet rooftops sink away below 
h im; saw the sun burning low and golden, the purple on the 
horizon; and at last , when he nea red the top. the s t a r s appeared , 
seemingly below and round h im, as if he had left the ear th 
a l together . 

He c a m e finally to a room at the top of the tower, which the old 
m a n had described to him, where in res ided the god he sought. It 
was dark in there, dimly lit by tapers and without windows. The 
a i r was heavy with incense and dust and the stench of 
s laughtered offerings, making the place very holy. At the fa r 
end lay the crumbling skeleton of the mad carver , whose 
r ema ins had never been touched, and beyond them was a cur-
tain. 

The King pros t ra ted himself before the cur ta in , but presented 
no sacrif ice, for when a ruler seeks rescue for his people f rom a 
god, the only thing he may offer is himself . Thus he rose empty 
handed to his knees and spoke humbly to the god, telling how the 
folk of his country had suffered, and begging that some cure to 
the disease be revealed. 

Whatever was behind the cur ta in r ema ined still. Anahai 
r ema ined on his knees for many hours until his legs were numb, 
and still no answer came. He wanted very much to leave, but 
da red not, fear ing 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 re tu rn to his people without some solution, 
there would be no hope a t all, and he would have failed in his 
duty. Kings who fail, he had a lways been taught , a r e seen in the 
corner of the eye as dim shapes which vanish when gazed upon 
direct ly. They a r e phantoms, wisps of smoke, sounds in the 
forest when no ear listens, unworthy to walk ei ther on the ear th 
or under the ea r th in the land of the dead. 

The musty a i r m a d e his eyes and his whole body heavy. He 
first sa t back on his ankles, then brought his feet out f r om under 
him a f t e r a while and sat cross-legged. La te r he s lumped to the 
floor, asleep. 

A d r e a m c a m e to him. He saw himself as leep in the tower, on 
the floor before the black curtain. Suddenly a wind blew the 
d rape back, agains t the god, and there w:as a hint of an outline, a 
fo rm hunched and powerful, and a face not a t all like that of a 
man . The f igure on the floor s c r e a m e d 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 
ter ror , yet felt nothing. The body did not wake, and the d r e a m 
continued. The lips of the idol moved and fo rmed 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 
city over which a heavy mist had fallen, through s t ree ts of 
looming, grey shapes, and out into the fields. Leagues passed, 

-and a t last a forest rose ahead, drenched in the fog so that the 
t rees stood like dim Titans in the night. Led by a will not his own 
the King's body and awareness walked among them for a long 
way, somehow sure of the path no eye could m a k e out. 

Suddenly something before him moved, a shadow detaching 
itself f r om the genera l gloom to become a man . 

" Y o u ! " cried the King. "Who a r e y o u ? " As he spoke he 
awoke, and heard his voice echoing down the towers, 
"a reyouareyouareyou . . . . " 

He was disoriented for a moment , but then he knew that the 
god had answered . He pros t ra ted himself once more, in 
thanksgiving this time, before the cur ta in which was unruffled, 
and behind which no shape was visible, and he left the room. He 
looked out the f irst window he c a m e to and saw that there was 
indeed a mist over the city, as he had d reamed , lapping against 
the towers like the silent waves of some magical ly conjured sea. 

It was still the middle of the night. He was met in the darkness 
at the door of the tower by the holy m a n without a name, and 
with him he went through the faint, s t rangely turning s t reets 
until they emerged onto the pavement on which all men may 
walk. They went wordlessly back to the palace, where the King 
was met by his physician, his leech, and his wizard. 

"Majes ty , is it w e l l 9 " 
"I a m sent to another p lace ." 
"Then go as a king must go, resplendent in your robes, with 

crown on your head and sword at your side, riding your finest 
stallion, with a troop of royal guards at your back . " 

And he did all these things, and rode out of the main ga te of 
Rembathene . called the Mouth of the City, with his cavalry 
behind him, and his magician, his leech, and his physician at his 
side. Also with him was the old m a n of myst ica l learning, who 
spoke to the king in s t r ange signs, and in whispers none of the 
others could hear . 

When they were more than a mile beyond the town, the mist 
had swallowed all the towers, Anahai turned to the horsemen 
and said. "I need you no longer ," and sent them away, and the 
old m a n nodded. 

After another mile he sent away the three who had advised 
him. saying to them also, " I need you no longer ." 

And when he c a m e to the end of the wood he had seen in his 
d r e a m he said to the wise man . " I need you no more either. 
F r o m here I must go a lone ." 

The one holy, beyond naming, smiled The King paused a 
second, unsure of himself and spoke once more. 

"Know you to whom I a m sent, or what price shall be a s k e d ? " 
" N o one knows that, s ave He who will not reveal it. He m a y 

have no price, or the world m a y be his price. He m a y jest and 
give forth nothing." 

"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 golden a r m o r and 
crown seemed grey in the depths of the fog. He turned and 
looked back once and saw only an empty field. F a r off he 
thought he heard hoofbeats on the muddy ground, then all was 
silent. 

He entered the forest, and the mist hung over him like a d a m p 
blanket , and his s teps were directed, as they had been in the 
d ream. The trees loomed over him, and vanished in the 
darkness above. 

Then suddenly, as had been foretold, he met a s t ranger . One 
shadow detached itself f rom the rest and b e c a m e a tall, thin 
m a n of f ierce, wea therworn fea tures , dressed in a cape the color 
of the fog, and a tall peaked hat . His sudden motion s ta r t led the 
King. 

"Who a re you?" Again his voice echoed, but this t ime he did 
not wake. 

The other did not answer , but stood again motionless, as if he 
were some s t range and twisted t ree that had seemed by some 
sorcery of mist and night to be momenta r i ly alive. 

" I a m sent to you," said the King. " I t has been revealed that I 
should meet you here by one who sits behind a cur ta in in the 
tower few can r e a c h . " 

At that the s t r anger seemed to recognize him. and still not 
speaking, he motioned for the King to follow. Deeper into the 
woods they went, along a winding way the other knew. The 
s t r a n g e r ' s cape hid him until a t t imes Anahai fea red he was 
alone, and lost, only to hea r once more the soft, s teady footsteps 
receding in front of him. 

After a while the ground began to slope upward and the t rees 
thinned out a little. They c a m e to a gorge in which grey-black 
clouds broiled. A dwarf with a long spea r challenged them with 
a s avage yell, but the one who was leading cas t a jewel as big as 
a fist over the head of the little m a n and into the pit. There was 
an explosion like the wra th of an angry god, and a br idge of 
ancient wood appeared . They crossed, and when they set foot on 
the other side, the bridge vanished. 
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The t rees got shorter and shorter , became gnar led and 
stunted little shrubs, then gave way to g rass and moss, then to 
ba r e rock. The two climbed up precar ious slopes, the log 
clinging around them, as if the mountain wore it like a night-
shirt. At last they c a m e to the summit , and to a tiny hut. Inside 
was a ba r e table and two chairs . The s t r ange r ushered the King 
in and motioned for him (o sit. 

Anahai looked around at the bareness of the dwelling. 
"The re is a pesti lence in the l and , " he said doubtfully, " and I 

will give you anything you desi re if 
A long, flat box was placed on the table. 
" P l a y this g a m e with m e . " 
Anahai nodded, and regre t ted 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 Myster ies would be granted . 

Inside the box was a notched board painted in black and white 
squares , and some glowing balls. 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 
s t ranger 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 br ighter . He won some and he lost some. 
Over this g a m e the m a n in the grey cape showed emotion, 
gloating as he hoarded each new acquisition, scowling each t ime 
Anahai m a d e one brighter . For a t ime the King fea red he would 
not win, and played on with the resignat ion of a general fighting 
a hopeless batt le in which he cannot sur render , but then the tide 
turned, and the room glowed with his winnings which he piled on 
one side of the table. It seemed to go on forever . Somet imes he 
felt as if he were asleep, and the motions of his hands were being 
made by the hands, independent of his will, and at t imes his 
mind was very clear, and he schemed and m a d e s t ra teg ies and 
pract ised diversions. 

At last dawn came . The sun began to melt through the up-
permost mist, and the gloom inside the hut was somewhat 
lessened. F o r the first t ime Anahai saw that there was a win-
dow. Through it he could see the dull o range glow of the mor-
ning, diffused in the fog. 

He felt confused, exhausted, i r r i ta ted at having spent the 
whole night doing this meaningless thing. 

"What happens now?" 
The other spoke for the second time. His voice was deep and 

hollow, as if coming f rom fa r away, f rom beyond the fo rm that 
stood before Anahai. 

"You have won. You hold more worlds than I . " 
"Will you then drive the pesti lence away, if this is within your 

power?" 
"Do? It shall be done! It is done! Know! Recognize! See, as 

was randomly pre-orda ined!" 
"See w h a t 9 Recognize w h a t ? " The King's bewilderment was 

now mixed with te r ror . 
The other m a d e a sweeping ges ture with his a r m s , 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 t ime Anahai noticed he had a long 
white beard . 

"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 m e a s u r e d variously according to 
various calendars , one dressed in rich but ragged g a r m e n t s 
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 angry , saying. "I 
am your king! I a m your k ing ! " And he mentioned cer ta in 
names , and the people laughed, and went away. He stood alone 

in their squa re until a very old woman c a m e up to him and said 
she had heard those n a m e s before in tales told to her long ago. 
but that the place he spoke of had passed away ten t imes ten 
generat ions ago. 

And on hearing this King Anahai began 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 come into his 
head (haf morning, when he descended the mountain and found 
himself in a s t range country. Somewhere the God of Myster ies 
was laughing perhaps , or pe rhaps not. P e r h a p s things could not 
have turned out any different ly. 

T ime had driven the pesti lence out of Remba thene . 

THE UGLY AVOIDED PLACES 
By Joseph Payne Brennan 

There a r e ugly, avoided places 
where vibrant words 
turn into chaff , 
places we pass, 
places where we look the other way, 
where we don't want to s tay. 

There a r e empty , ambiguous places 
where crevices smoke, 
where the winds poke, 
places f a r within, 
too fa r beneath the skin. 
where the mind-wrenching questions begin. 
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OF SWORDS & SORCERY No. 3: 
Brak the Barbarian by John Jakes 

Prester John by Norvell Page 
The Warlock by Larry Niven 

The Lerios Mecca by Gene Lancour 

If we can believe the prefa tory notes and brief interviews via 
which fantasy authors enjoy tantalizing their r eaders , John 
J a k e s is an old Conan fan f rom way back who a lways longed to 
add another Conan-like hero to the sword & sorcery genre but 
never quite got a round to it. Until one day, he was asked to wri te 
a 5,000 word short s tory overnight to fill an editorial hole in the 
f i rs t issue of a magaz ine that never saw the light of day. In a 
burning f lash of inspiration, Brak the B a r b a r i a n was crea ted . 

Even if it isn ' t t rue, it sounds nice. 
Out of the chilly nor thern s teppes of his world wander s Brak 

the Ba rba r i an on his quest to r each fa i r Khurd isan in the f a r 
south, a living Valhalla-like land of wonders , r iches and e ternal 
peace of mind. Natura l ly , along the way, he runs into a number 
of obstacles not the least of which a r e damse l s in dis t ress and 
wicked sorcere rs worshipping the evil god Yob-Haggoth. All in 
all, it 's a nicely woven fabr ic on which any number of tales can 
be hung. Unfor tunately , J a k e s hasn ' t taken to hanging many of 
them in recent years . 

Brak is a big, b rawny b a r b a r i a n who w e a r s his blonde hai r in 
a braid hanging down his back. Dis regard ing F r a z e t t a ' s cover 
i l lustration to the f i rs t paperback , his favor i te weapon is the 
sword and he has never used a ba t t l eaxe (F raze t t a even faked 
out the blurb wri ter on that one). Although it s eems jus t a wee 
bit incongruous, he a lways r ides a pony (unlike the monster of a 
horse F raze t t a c rea ted for one cover) and he 's a lways losing 
them. In one story his pony gets ea ten! 

J a k e s unabashedly admi t s the influence of Rober t E. 
Howard ' s Conan, but except for the Conan-like paperback 
covers and the fac t that Brak is indeed a ba rba r i an , all 
s imilar i ty ends there. 

In the ear l ier s tories - those wri t ten for Cele Goldsmith 's 
FANTASTIC STORIES OF IMAGINATION in the mid-60s -
Brak comes across a basical ly dumb, naive, good-natured 
b a r b a r i a n ; willing to help out anyone in need and equally willing 
to be gulled by anyone want ing to t ake advan tage of him. 
Never theless , he a lways m a n a g e s to t r iumph, help out the good 
guys, punish or e l iminate the bad guys and get back on the road 
headed south to Khurdisan. 

These t rai ts do lead to some awkward plot si tuations a t t imes 
that tend to s t re tch to the breaking point the r eade r ' s 
willingness to accept . On the other hand, it is a t t imes a 
re f resh ing change f rom such somber , moody and violent heroes 
as Conan. Brak is more peaceful in na ture , more a t ease and 
more trust ing of his fellow man , and less prone to reac t violently 
when antagonized. In short , he'll put up with a lot of guff before 
doing something about it. 

The 5,000 word short s tory J a k e s wrote overnight appea red as 
"Devi ls in the Wal ls" in the May 1963 FANTASTIC. Internal 
evidence supports the story that J a k e s did indeed c r ea t e Brak 
on shor t notice. Khurdisan - the fabr ic running throughout the 
Brak stories - is not ment ioned and vague re fe rences to 
Chris tani ty tend to place the story on E a r t h somet ime during 
the f i rs t few centur ies A.D. J a k e s la ter r ewro te and slightly 
expanded the s tory f r o m inclusion in Rober t Hoskins ' SWORDS 
AGAINST TOMORROW (Signet, 1970). In addition to making 
Brak jus t slightly less naive, he also placed the story in its 
proper context in the saga . 

For tunate ly , Brak doesn ' t come off a s overly naive in 
"Devi l s " -- chalk it up to youthful inexperience - and by no 
m e a n s is he por t rayed as a weak cha rac te r . The story opens 
with Brak on the auction block. In the second pa rag raph , he is 
beat ing the auct ioneer ' s bra ins out with his s lave chain. La te r in 
the story, he dispatches his sorcerous opponents with g rea t 
f inesse and skillful efficiency. Nevertheless , he 's not another 
Conan and differs grea t ly f rom a host of other Conan imitators . 
For an overnight ass ignment , J a k e s put together an enjoyable 
story. 

I wish I could say the s a m e for the second story in the series, 
"Witch of the Four Winds" , a short novel published in two pa r t s 
in the November and December 1963 issues of FANTASTIC. In 
this story, Brak is not only naive, he 's downright c lumsy, inept, 
slow-witted and totally unable to take decisive action. It is more 
an exper iment in f rus t ra t ion than anything. Brak s tumbles his 
way through 107-digest size pages to a denouement hardly worth 
the ef for t m a d e in reaching it on the pa r t of the r eade r . F o r me, 
the story was a severe d isappointment ; the plot is sadly lacking 
and the hero comes out looking like a complete schmuck. 

For tunate ly , J a k e s m a d e some m a j o r improvements in 
rewri t ing and expanding the story for publication as BRAK THE 
BARBARIAN VERSUS THE SORCERESS ( P a p e r b a c k 
Library , 1969). In SORCERESS, J a k e s dras t ical ly changes 
B r a k ' s antagonists , making them more formidable . He also 
throws in some addit ional action, m a k e s Brak look a little less 
naive, and al leviates the feeling of c lumsiness by providing 
some much needed just if icat ion for some of B r a k ' s actions (or 
lack thereof) . The story is a t ighter one and the hero more 
believable. Although an improvement , I thought the plot still 
d ragged heavily in places. Undoubtedly, my opinion of SOR-
CERESS r ema ins tainted by the bad tas te of "Witch" . 

"When the Idols Walked" , another two-parter in FANTASTIC 
(August and September , 1964) is a r e tu rn to the Brak of 
"Devi l s" . The plot is weak in several places, but i t ' s a fa i r ly 
enjoyable , fair ly well-written story. Still, it lacks the 'in-
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spirat ion ' or whatever it was that m a d e "Devi ls in the Wal ls" a 
bet ter story. "Wi tch" and " Ido l s" probably would have been 
much improved as novelettes. Fo r some reason, J a k e s was 
going a f t e r more wordage; he failed disastrously with "Wi tch" 
and bare ly succeeded with " Ido ls" . 

P e r h a p s J a k e s noticed a difference, too. because the next 
three Brak stories to appea r were short s tor ies : "The Girl in the 
G e m " in the J a n u a r y 1965 FANTASTIC, "The P i l la r s of 
C h a m b a l o r " in March and "The Silk of Sha i t an" in April. I 
enjoyed all three and I also noticed a subtle change beginning to 
take p lace in Brak . He progressively becomes a little less 
gullible ana a little more wary of s t rangers . While the change is 
not a dras t ic one, he becomes suspicious of people 's motives 
ear l ier in the g a m e and is more prone to decisive action. "Gi r l " , 
by the way. was la ter repr in ted in L. Sprague de C a m p ' s THE 
FANTASTIC SWORDSMEN (Py ramid , 1967) and " P i l l a r s " 
appea red in SWORD AND SORCERY ANNUAL No. 1 in 1975. 

With the depa r tu r e of Cele Goldsmith f rom FANTASTIC, it 
appea red that B r a k ' s adventures had come to an unt imely end. 
For tunate ly , in 1968, Avon pape rbacks revived the cycle with 
the publication of BRAK THE BARBARIAN, a collection of five 
loosely-connected shor t s tories and novelettes. The titles a r e : 
"The Unspeakable Shr ine" , " F l a m e - F a c e " , "The Courts of the 
C o n j u r e r " (a reprint of "Silk of Sha i t an" ) , "Ghosts of Stone" (a 
reprint of "P i l l a r s of C h a m b a l o r " ) , and "The Ba rge of Souls." 
It is in this book that J a k e s introduces Septegundis and his 
daughter Ariane, worshippers of the evil god Yob-Haggoth, who 
threaten to plague Brak throughout his journey to Khurdisan. 
Incidentally, it is they who compr ise the more fo rmidab le an-
tagonists in BRAK VERSUS THE SORCERESS. 

Shortly a f t e r BRAK THE BARBARIAN, the f irst issue of a 
new fan tasy magazine . WORLDS OF FANTASY, appea red on 
the s tands ( s u m m e r of '68). It was edited bv Les ter Del Rey and 
for fans fami l ia r with Del Rey ' s ear l ier work with the ill-fated 
FANTASY MAGAZINE of 1953, it h ad to be a thrill. Included in 
the f i rs t issue was a new Brak story, "The Mir ror of Wizardry" . 
And evident in " M i r r o r " were still fu r the r signs of change. Brak 

had begun to age and m a t u r e ; no longer is he the good-natured, 
somewha t s imple-minded ba rba r i an . 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 a t t i tude toward life is much 
more realist ic. 

In ear ly 1969, J a k e s switched to P a p e r b a c k Libra ry for 
publication of BRAK VERSUS THE SORCERESS and quickly 
followed it the s a m e year with another novel, BRAK THE 
BARBARIAN VERSUS THE MARK OF THE DEMONS. In 
DEMONS, Brak is now a fully ma tu re , adul t ba rba r i an . Gone 
a r e all signs of the younger, more naive youth. He is now openly 
cynical of civilized people, more quickly and easily angered , 
swif ter to reac t violently and more openly antagonist ic . By 
contras t , the Brak of old a p p e a r s a lmost weak-l ivered and wishy 
washy. Some people may not like this change because it brings 
Brak closer to being a carbon-copy of Conan. I do like it because 
I think J a k e s has m a t u r e d along with Brak in his approach to 
writ ing the stories. F r o m a technical viewpoint, DEMONS is 
more tightly-plotted and bet ter wri t ten than any of the ear l ier 
s tories and Brak definitely comes across as a more believable 
cha rac t e r . 

A final Brak novelette, "Ghoul ' s G a r d e n " , a p p e a r e d in Lin 
Ca r t e r ' s FLASHING SWORDS No. 2 (Doubleday and Dell, 1973). 
Those who objected to the somber , a lmos t Solomon Kane-like 
tone of DEMONS were probably rel ieved with GHOUL'S 
GARDEN, which is considerably l ighter in tone. 

J a k e s has a lways c la imed that he enjoys writ ing the Brak 
stories; yet "Ghoul ' s G a r d e n " is the only new Brak story that 
has appea red in the last seven years . + If he does enjoy wri t ing 
them, he 's missing a golden opportunity to hit the current ly 
burgeoning sword & sorcery m a r k e t with some new stories. 
Currently, J a k e s is authoring a number of bicentennial novels 
for Pinnacle paperbacks which probably pay better . However, 
he has writ ten a few sword & sorcery stories around other 
cha rac t e r s and I'll be covering them in fu tu r e columns. 

+ A f ootnote for Brak complet is ts : I t ' s not my intention to cover 

- 4 3 -



comic s t r ip adapta t ions in this column, but one story bears 
mentioning. "Spell of the Dragon" , an original Brak story, was 
plotted by Val Mayerik and scr ipted by John J a k e s in Marvel ' s 
CHAMBER OF CHILLS No. 2 for J a n u a r y 1973. It was la ter 
repr in ted in SAVAGE TALES No. 5 for July 1974. Incidentally, 
J a k e s has scripted a number of other sword & sorcery stories for 
Marvel comics. 

P ic tu re if you will, a red-headed, bearded Conan. a follower of 
Christ, who wander s Asia during the f irst Century A.D. 
conquering cities; if successful , Christ gets another 50,000 
followers and our hero gets all the wine, women and loot he can 
handle. Sounds like a pret ty wild p remise for a sword & sorcery 
story, but it worked for Norvell P a g e back in 1939. And the 
stories turned out pret ty d a m n e d good. 

A fo rmer newspape rman turned f ree lance pulp wri ter , P a g e 
was one of the more prolific pulp wr i te rs of his t ime. During his 
p r ime in the mid-30s, he c la imed to be wri t ing (and selling) as 
much as 120,000 words a month to a var ie ty of pulps under a 
var ie ty of pseudonyms. Probably his most f amous hero was the 
pulp cha rac t e r . The Spider, wr i t ten under the Gran t Stock-
bridge byline. 

In 1939, P a g e decided to give the sword & sorcery genre a try 
and wrote two short novels about a Conanesque hero named 
P r e s t e r John, or, as the Asians called him, Wan Tengri . Ac-
cording to recorded history, the real P r e s t e r John lived and 
reigned in the 12th Century A.D. and died on the batt lefield 
around the year 1200 fighting the hordes of Ghengis Khan. In 
fact, i t 's writ ten that the grea t Khan wanted to m a r r y P r e s t e r 
John ' s daughter . John replied to the effect that he would r a the r 
set his daughter in the f i re than give her to Khan in m a r r i a g e ; 
which sounds like a polite 12th Century way of telling someone to 
go to hell. 

Apparent ly, all of this wasn ' t exciting enough for Page , so he 
rewrote history and placed P r e s t e r John somewhere in the 1st 
Century, a fo rmer gladiator in Byzant ium and ear ly follower of 

the new god Christos. According to P a g e ' s history. P r e s t e r John 
has wandered most of the Midi te r ranean a rea , including Egypt 
and the Middle Eas t . As the f irst novel opens, he is somewhere 
in eas t e rn Asia, planning to circle up north and then back west, 
eventually to his homeland. A circuitous route, but necessary 
due to the enemies he m a d e wander ing the Medi te r ranean . In 
each of P a g e ' s two novels, P r e s t e r John conquers a city only to 
lose it in the end and wander on in sea rch of another city to 
conquer. He has been told in a prophecy that he would conquer 
three kingdoms, p resumably keeping the last one. Un-
fortunately, P a g e never chose to chronicle the third novel of 
what might have been an excellent trilogy. 

According to pulp exper t Bob Weinberg, P a g e cared about the 
quality of his writ ing, despite his enormous outpu*\ Many of his 
stories underwent numerous rewri tes prior to submission until 
P a g e felt happy with them. Offhand, I 'd have to ag ree with 
Weinberg a f te r reading the two P r e s t e r John novels. The f irst 
one. in par t icular , is wri t ten with gusto -- a real old-fashioned, 
rip-snorting, fun reading experience. Obviously, P a g e enjoyed 
writing them, al though the pace of the second is somewhat 
slower. 

Stated simply, P r e s t e r John is another Conan; pe rhaps not as 
complex a cha rac t e r and certainly not as memorab le , but fun to 
read about nevertheless . 

P a g e ' s f irst P r e s t e r John novel was titled FLAME WINDS 
and appea red in the J u n e 1939 issue of UNKNOWN magazine , 
only two months prior to the a p p e a r a n c e of Fr i tz Leiber ' s f i rs t 
F a f h r d & the Gray Mouser tale (see OS&S No. 1). The second. 
SONS OF THE BEAR GOD, appea red five months la ter in the 
November issue. 

In 1969. Berkley re-issued both novels in 60c pape rbacks with 
a t t rac t ive Jeff Jones covers. Both a r e now out-of-print but not 
all that hard to find in the used bookstores. If you don' t a l ready 
have them, I think you'll find the search a reward ing one. 

La r ry Niven is most well-known among fan tasy and SF fans 
for his stories of ha rd science. After debuting in the December 
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1964 issue of If, he went on to SF s ta rdom largely by centering 
his fiction around some scientific theory and than exhaust ing 
that theory via one or more stories. Although the vas t ma jo r i ty 
of his output has been hard SF, Niven has proven himself to be a 
capable sword & sorcery wri ter with only a few such tales to his 
credit . 

His f i rs t published S&S effor t was a short story entitled "Not 
Long Before the E n d " in the April 1969 issue of MAGAZINE OF 
F & SF.I t re la tes the u l t imate confrontat ion between a sword-
sman and a sorcerer , named simply the Warlock. 

Niven's purpose for writ ing the story was again to present a 
theory - hardly one we would call scientific, but an intriguing 
one nevertheless . Magic requi res power. That power is " m a n a " . 
When the E a r t h was young, it was r ich in mana , but the gods 
ruling the E a r t h used up most of it...to the extent that it brought 
about their collective demise. For tunate ly , what r emained was 
sufficient to pe rmi t the prac t ice of sorcery by m e r e morta ls . 
Thus: sword & sorcery. P re sumeab ly , there is no (or precious 
little) mana left in our world today, and, a s a common pract ice , 
sorcery died out a t least several hundred yea r s ago. 

New sources of m a n a a r e ra re . Mana can be collected f rom 
meteori tes . It can also be art if icial ly produced via an imal or 
human sacrif ice. However, these sources produce quite l imited 
amounts . 

Mana was discovered around 12,000 B.C. by our fr iend the 
Warlock prior to the events in "Not Long Before the E n d . " In 
addition, he discovered the finite na ture of m a n a -- the fact that 
it was constantly being used up and could not be replenished. 
The swordsman in the story ca r r i e s an enchanted sword that 
repels any sorcerous a t tacks . The Warlock sets into motion a 
disc that doesn ' t stop spinning until all of the m a n a in the region 
is used up. The enchanted sword is e l iminated and the opponents 
reach a s ta lemate . 

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 many stories I 've r ead by Niven that 
a ren ' t solid. He says what he sets out to say, does it ex t remely 
well and then ends the story. Along the way, he m a n a g e s to 
sprinkle a few other theories, pseudo-historical information and 
a variety of g immicks to tease the r eade r . Some of the la t ter a r e 
cute while others come across as ineffect ive puns. 

An example of his pseudo-history is how Atlantis sunk, which I 
a m not going to reveal here. You'll have to r ead about it in the 
second and third stories dealing with the concept of m a na . The 
second is a novelette in the Sep tember 1972 MAGAZINE OF F & 
SF entitled "What Good is a Glass D a g g a r ? " (Completists take 
note: Actually, there is another Warlock story in between these 
two. It is a half-page anecdote entitle "Unfinished S tory" that 
appea red in the December 1970 MAGAZINE OF F & FS.) The 
story fea tu res the re turn of the Warlock and takes place shortly 
a f te r "Not Long Before the E n d . " The secret of m a n a is now 
out and knowledge of it has become a potential weapon in sor-
cerous conflict. I t ' s a typically good, well-constructed Niven 
story with the emphas i s on sorcery r a t h e r than swordplay, a 
trai t evident in most of his sword & sorcery tales. Unfor tunately , 
it ends on a horrible twist tha t I didn' t think was any too novel or 
exciting. Chop off the last two pa rag raphs , though, and you still 
have a hell of a good story. 

"Glass D a g g a r " , by the way, was la te r repr in ted in Ballan-
tine's THE FLIGHT OF THE HORSE in 1973. The volume is a 
collection of t ime-travel s tor ies and "Glass D a g g a r " has 
nothing whatsoever to do with the ser ies ; Bal lant ine apparent ly 
wanted to m a k e the book thicker. 

The final story in what I call the "Mana f rom Niven" ser ies 
(go ahead and groan) is "The Magic Goes Away" , a novella in 
the second issue of Roger Elwood 's ODYSSEY (Summer 1976). 
The Warlock once again re tu rns along with a couple of leftover 
sorcere rs f rom "Glass D a g g a r " and a couple of new sorcerers . 
The story takes place about twenty yea r s la ter and the E a r t h ' s 

supply of m a n a has continued to run down with no hope of any 
m a j o r fo rm of replenishment in sight. The Warlock - who mus t 
be gett ing senile by now - comes up with the m a d c a p idea of 
dragging the Moon down to E a r t h to replenish the supply of 
mana . Beyond that, I r e fuse to discuss the plot - r ead the story. 

I should mention that the reason for the fall of Atlantis is only 
hinted a t in "Glass D a g g a r " . In "The Magic Goes Away" he 
actually sinks the island - and tha t ' s only for openers in order to 
introduce the b a r b a r i a n hero who accompanies the sorcere rs on 
their zany quest. And if you think tha t ' s bad, wait ' l l you r ead 
how the Rocky Mountains were fo rmed! 

The only other m a j o r sword & sorcery work by Niven - and 
it 's probably his only well-known one - is THE FLYING SOR-
CERERS, wri t ten with David Gerrold (Ballantine, 1971). It 
originally appeared in novella f o rm as "The Misspelled 
Magic ian" in (2pts . , May and July , 1970). " M a g i c i a n " is a t ragi-
comedy about a f i rs t encounter between a pr imit ive society on 
an alien planet and a one-man exploratory expedition f r o m 
another planet (p resumably E a r t h ) . Shoogar, the village sor-
cerer , considers the visitor an interloper, is awed and af-
fronted by his 'high sorcery ' and takes him on in a duel. The 
results , as you might expect, a r e humorous and highly en-
tertaining. However, the story does end on a more somber note 
ref lect ive of the futility of m a n ' s endeavors , both pr imit ive and 
modern. 

" M a g i c i a n " compr ises roughly the f i rs t q u a r t e r of THE 
FLYING SORCERERS and, with the immed ia t e continuation of 
the story, the more serious ending of " M a g i c i a n " ca r r ies little 
or no impact . Shoogar meets up with the visitor again and the 
r ema inde r of the book is p r imar i ly concerned with gett ing the 
visitor back to his mother ship, orbiting the planet . In SOR-
CERERS, the humor continues unaba ted and Niven 's motive 
becomes more appa ren t as an a t t emp t -- and a d a m n e d good one 
- - a t world building. The novel contains vir tual ly no sword-
play, but if you enjoy the humorous styles of Fr i tz Leiber and 
J a c k Vance, you'll love this one. I wish Niven would take a b reak 
f rom his ha rd science stories again and t eam up with Gerrold 
for another one of these. 

Until purchasing THE LERIOS MECCA, I 'd never hea rd of 
Gene Lancour , or Gene F isher , under whose n a m e the book is 
copyrighted. Although F i she r did have a short s tory in ANALOG 
once, he appea r s to be a newcomer to the sword & sorcery field 
and qui te a talented one. According to the jacke t l iner 
(Doubleday, 1973) Lancour is a pseudonym and the author - I 
a s sume F i she r - is a g r adua t e s tudent in history and working on 
a sequel. 

MECCA takes place on another world and the hero, Dirshan, 
is an a typica l b a r b a r i a n in a typically b a r b a r i a n society. While 
Dirshan has all of the physical charac te r i s t i cs and fighting 
prowess of a f i r s t - ra te ba rba r i an , he a p p e a r s to be well-
educated and more intelligent than the run-of-the-mill semi-
l i terate ba rba r i an . He is capable of keeping his cool and, unlike 
Conan, can do more than mere ly hack and hew his way out of 
tight si tuations with the abundance of empty-headed Conan 
imitat ions avai lable these days, Di rshan comes along as a 
re f resh ing change. 

For that ma t t e r , so is Lancour (or F isher , or whomever ) . The 
book is deceiving in one respec t : it s eems longer than it is. The 
plot seems to move a t a r a the r seda te pace for a sword & sorcery 
novel, but it doesn ' t d r ag ; there ' s plenty of action and the novel 
is in no way boring. While thud and blunder puris ts m a y be a 
little disappointed, I found more than enough cleaved skulls, 
spilled entra i ls and genera l swordplay to keep the a v e r a g e 
sword and sorcery fan happy. P e r h a p s one reason is that 
Lancour doesn ' t dwell on gory details. He descr ibes the splitting 
of a skull, for example , in about the s a m e amount of t ime as it 
takes to happen and then gets on with more impor tan t ma t t e r s . 

One of those more important m a t t e r s is the development of his 
cha rac t e r s and their environment , and Lancour does an ex-
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cellent job at that. In addition to Dirshan, Lancour creates an 
outstanding heroine in the person of Karinth, a member of the 
Family, and a member of the nobility in name only. With loving 
care, Lancour develops Karinth into a marvelously complex 
creation: a t times exhibiting all of the frail t ies of nobility and 
the 'weaker ' sex and a t other t imes more brains, strength and 
leadership ability than most men. 

As the book opens, Dirshan is the only survivor of a raid on a 
village by deser t barbar ians . In his youth, he fled his homeland 
as a fugitive for wanting to leave the Order, a mystical religious 
cult dominating his world. Arriving a t another city, he is cap-
tured and imprisoned by members of the Order. To f ree himself 
of his fugitive status (not to mention a death sentence), he ac-
cepts a mission on behalf of the Order. In the course of his novel-
length mission, he meets up with Karinth; uncovers an in-
credibly ancient, mysterious city; encounters deser t barbar ians 
again; becomes involved in a battle a t sea led by Karinth; 
discovers a prophet older and more knowledgeable than the 
highest m e m b e r of the Order ; and learns a good deal about that 
s ame mysterious and somewhat awe-inspiring Order. As I said 
earl ier , there 's plenty of action. As fa r as sorcery is concerned, 
it borders more on the mystical. And if you enjoy the sense-of-
wonder in discovering lost cities, you'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 again. It has not been reprinted 
and I ' m pret ty sure the Doubleday edition is now out-of-print. 
Any paperback publisher would do well to pick it up. . .and, 
hopefully, the sequel, too. 

OS&S UPDATE - "The Frost Monst reme", Fr i tz Leiber 's latest 
Fa fh rd and the Gran Mouser tale (see OS&S No. 1), has ap-
peared in Lin Car ter ' s FLASHING SWORDS No. 3 (WARRIORS 
& WIZARDS, Dell). It 's a welcome re turn to the novelette length 
af te r a rash of tantalizingly short stories. A short humorous 
F&GM vignette entitled " F a f h r d and the Mouser Say Their 
Say" also appeared in the first issue of THE DRAGON for June. 
An earl ier novelette, "Under the Thumbs of the Gods" has been 
reprinted in THE YEAR'S BEST FANTASY STORIES No. 2 
edited by Lin Carter (DAW, No. 205). 

Chuck Miller has published his limited hardbound edition of 
Jack Vance's THE DYING EARTH (see OS&S No. 2), lavishly 
i l lustrated by George Bar r and lavishling priced at $15.95. A 
super deluxe edition sold out at $25. 

andrew j offut 's sequel to SWORD OF THE GAEL (OS&S No. 
1) has appeared from Zebra entitled THE UNDYING WIZARD. 
I t 's as good or better than its predecessor and, judging from the 
ending, it 's likely a third volume will be coming, offut t ' s in-
troduction was omitted f rom the paperback and has been 
published as an art icle in Wayne Warfield 's PHANTASY 
DIGEST No. 1. And people interested in still fur ther adventures 
of R. E. Howard's heroes will want to pick up Karl Edward 
Wagner 's continuation of Bran Mak Morn: LEGION FROM 
THE SHADOWS, published by Zebra last April. While their 
writing styles a re quite different, both Wagner and offutt have 
turned in excellent pe r formances on these novels. 

Speaking of Wagner, "Sing a Last Song of Valdese" is a new 
Kane short story appearing in CHACAL No. 1; f rom 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 December . Next Spring will witness a Kane 
bonanza as Coronet paperbacks in Great Britain reprints the 
entire series including the uncut DARKNESS WEAVES (see 
OS&S No. 2) and NIGHT WINDS (thanks go to Karl Wagner for 
that information). 

Upcoming is a new Brak the Barbar ian novelette in PHAN-
TASY DIGEST No. 2 that I learned about too late for inclusion in 
this issue's column. 

Two Views of Bob Howard 
Stygian Isle Press has commissioned two different 

biographies of Robert Ervin Howard. They will be 
written by two of his closest associates: Harold Preece 
and Tevis Clyde Smith. Portions of the biographies will 
first appear in FANTASY CROSSROADS. This issue we 
present a chapter from each biography. Harold Preece 
has contributed Chapter 5 of his work titled: "Quest for 
Books". Tevis' chapter follows immediately and is 
titled: "The Magic Name". We hope you enjoy these 
added insights into the life and environments of the 
creator of Conan. One last note, please do not write and 
inquire regarding the availability of the biographies. 
They are a long way from completion and have not yet 
been titled let alone priced. Information will be for-
thcoming once the books are completely typeset and 
ready for printing. 

CHAPTER 5 

QUEST FOR BOOKS 
By Harold Preece 

For a wordsmith the need to read parallels the need to write. A 
beginning wri ter ' s initial efforts will often be cast in the mold of 
favorite authors - as Bob Howard's f i rs t fantasies reflected the 
strong influences of Arthur Machen and Don Byrne with both of 
these being, coincidentally, Celts. A good book or a good story is 
a natural incentive to write something comparable . Even 
though wish may not become tangible result till fa r 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 l ifetime - that ineluctable mood of the writer forever binding 
us to what we seem or d ream or realize through experience 
touched by imagination. Through these expressions of other 
men and women we are able to formulate what the Welsh 
novelist, John Cowper Powys, called "our mythos ." These 
enable us to answer those plaguing questions haunting every 
c r a f t sman of script : 

Who a re we? What a re we all about? Where a re we going and 
for what reasons? 

Through his professional work and his voluminous 
correspondence with fr iends like H. P. Lovecraft , E. Hoffman 
Price, and myself, Bob groped for the answers throughout his 
brief life. So that his vividly stated doubts and resolutions carry-
some architectonic quality which I have never been able to 
define fully through the s tandard techniques of l i terary 
criticism. Yet whatever my always incomplete approach to the 
large volume of published Howardana, I realize that every 
paragraph reflects Bob's ceaseless quest for books. 

He could have hardly found any large collection in Callahan 
County. For the past few years, there has been a public library 
at Clyde which I recall as a pretty little town with loaded apple 
trees growing in neat back yards. But in Bob Howard 's day, few 
rural Texas counties would have had these indispensable ad-
juncts of a fully l i terate society. Which does not mean that this 
first Post-Frontier generation of Texans were stupid dolts as 
caustic cosmopolitans like to asser t of everybody in our coun-
try 's grassroots a reas . It was ra ther that Bob's native people 
were still in the process of building a developed civilization and 
hadn' t gotten much fur ther than erecting public schools. 

But some of those schools did have small collections of books -
probably consisting of various individual donations - in addition 
to the regular texts studied for pupils. So that the book-hungry 
Howard boy helped himself through his own system of 
borrowing. 
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During s u m m e r s when classes were suspended, he would 
mount a horse, visit the unoccupied schools and ca r ry away 
whatever seemed worth reading. E n t r y was not accomplished 
by break-ins since few schools or, for that ma t t e r , few homes, 
were ever locked in Texas country communi t ies where the other 
fellow's honesty was taken for granted . 

We have no list of the titles that Bob borrowed f r o m this or 
that one or two room center of education. F r o m recall ing the 
reading tas tes of that period with its s t rong Victorian hangovers , 
I can imagine he found a number of sweetly-writ ten pietistic 
novels like Charles M. Sheldon's IN HIS STEPS, distr ibuted in 
millions of copies throughout those las t naive genera t ions of 
Amer ica . Still another might have been a fictionalized life of 
Jesus , THE P R I N C E OF THE HOUSE OF DAVID, wri t ten by 
Pren t i s s I n g r a h a m who had originally won his l i te rary spurs 
through counties lurid d ime novels forbidden by proper pa ren t s 
to their growing boys. Still another might have been ST. ELMO, 
a syrupy classic about a " g r e a t s i nne r " turned " g r e a t s a in t " 
through a woman ' s love writ ten by the incredible Augusta J . 
Evans , Georgia born, but Texas ra ised. 

Small shelves of books might also have been g raced by the 
romant ic secular novels of Mrs. Evans , a pa t r ic ian Southern 
dowager never quite believing that the Confederacy had 
su r rendered a t Appomattox - a complex also shared by cer ta in 
Texans of her time. Other chas te lady romant ics might have 
shared honors with her including Mary J . Holmes and Mrs. 
E .D.E.N. Southworth (whose initials spelled Eden) . Or more 
merci ful ly Gene Stra t ton Po r t e r whose novels of the Indiana 
Limberlost a r ea were well wri t ten and car r ied a cer ta in 
decorous cha rm. Her books were worth reading if you didn ' t 
expect too much. 

There is no evidence that Bob Howard was purif ied by any of 
this exal ted stuff. Though out of filial obligation, he still at-
tended the Baptis t Church with his parents , Bob probably would 
not have read more than two chap te r s wri t ten by es t imable 
paragons of r ighteousness-l ike Mrs. E v a n s and Mrs. South-
worth. He would have delighted in the ear ly day adven ture 
novels of J a m e s Fen imore Cooper, general ly accepted despite 
the au thor ' s somet imes care lessness about historical facts . 
More important ly to concerned pa ren t s and teachers Mr. 
Cooper, a Nineteenth Century country squire, had never 
brea thed a cuss word in any of his extensive works. 

Bob likely found some gems among all the t ruff les and t r a sh 
during his book hunting. There might have been some fa i r f ac t 
historical works and biographies worth his intensive study. But 
it is scarcely possible that he would have found anything by any 
of the la ter authors who would so inf luence his own style -
(Harold Lamb, E d g a r Rice Burroughs , J ack London, Talbot 
Mundy and others of the adven ture genre . These he would have 
found in l i tera te pulp magaz ines like ARGOSY, ADVENTURE, 
and BLUE BOOK. They would leave lasting impac t s upon a 
r eade r of his imaginat ive t empe ramen t . ) 

Within one of the schoolhouses he might have found a copy of 
J a n e P o r t e r ' s excellent work for its t ime, SCOTTISH CHIEFS, 
dealing with Scotland's 13th Century War for Independence 
against the English. This work, also approved for youngsters , 
was very popular during its time. It would remind Bob of what 
he considered his finest fami ly t r ad i t i on -

One of his fa r off ances tors had been a r m o r bea re r to heroic 
Scottish King Robert Bruce leading a Celtic country in a 
s t ruggle agains t a Sassenach (Saxon) one. E v e r since that t ime 
Robert had been a family given n a m e with Bob, a l ready 
preoccupied with Celtica, being the latest to possess it. 

Bob - that unconventional patron of schoolhouse l ibrar ies -
a lways re turned " f a i th fu l ly" every book lent him. Additionally 
his own home had an intellectual cas t symbolized by books. 

There would have been other works besides Dr. Howard ' s 
medical r e fe rence ones around the fami ly home. Bob's f a the r 
had a par t icu la r interest in the lives of authors . His mother was 
a poetry buff. 

All this interest in l i t e ra ture undoubtedly encouraged their 
son's ambi t ions to become a wri ter . But whether the Howards 
would have wanted him to have followed full- t ime such a 
precar ious c r a f t s eems debatable . 

Fo r all their a d m i r a b l e interests in culture, they were con-
servat ively-minded folk conditioned by what is called the 
Pro tes tan t work ethic of s teady pay for s teady occupations. 
Within that Texas of the early Twentieth Century, most authors 
were ei ther college facul ty m e m b e r s or middle-class ladies with 
ample le isure and husbands to suppor t them. Probably there 
were not more than a dozen dar ing souls t rying to suppor t 
themselves by s t ra ight f ree lance wri t ing in that whole m a m -
moth s ta te . I never knew but one and he finally died of vi r tual 
s ta rva t ion - a f t e r having been a well-known fict ioneer for the 
SATURDAY EVENING POST. 

I think it likely that the Howards wished for their odd boy a 
successful c a r e e r in some " e d u c a t e d " occupation plus m a r r i a g e 
to the proverbia l nice girl. In that sor t of context, writ ing might 
have been a pleasant , occasional hobby for him with the whole 
Howard-Ervin kinship connection being muchly p leased 
whenever their gi f ted m e m b e r published something. 

Of course, these observat ions a r e not m a d e to ref lec t upon 
paren ts na tura l ly concerned for the fu tu r e of an only child. Quite 
simply, a g r a r i a n societies like the Texas one a r e not conducive 
to the full development of bold, independent souls like Rober t 
Ervin Howard. Otherwise the var ious hear t l ands of Amer ica 
would not lose so much fine nat ive ta lent to the big cities where 
cul tural skills a r e marke tab le . 

T ime m a r c h e d on to the slow r h y t h m s of Cross Pla ins . Bob 
Howard kept right on being Bob Howard because he couldn' t be 
anything else. During this t ime he joined brief ly the only 
organization to which he m a y have ever belonged. 

The Lone Scouts of Amer ica it was called. A r ival movemen t 
to the l a rge r Boy Scouts of Amer ica , founded by a Chicago 
publisher, W. D. Boyce, who had helped bir th the BSA but had 
pulled out a f t e r feeling that the la t ter , with its expensive, 
e laborate , r eg imented setup did not mee t the needs of r u r a l 
boys. 

A beaut i ful bonnie for individualist kids, ru ra l or u rban , the 
Lone Scouts b e c a m e with its annual dues of f ive cents a year . 
You didn ' t have to wea r a un i form or be bossed by a scout-
mas te r when you might a l ready be chaf ing under too much 
adult authori ty. 

Moreover you could be a scout all by yourself if you wished -
hence tfee t e r m : Lone Scout. A lonely boy might correspond with 
still other lonelies around the country . F ive or m o r e Lone 
Scouts, living within a common a r ea , could fo rm what was 
called a " t r i b e " s ince the organizat ion 's e m b l e m s and r i tua ls 
c o m m e m o r a t e d the Amer ican Indian. 

But the magne t drawing so m a n y boys was a juvenile 
magaz ine whose likes had never been seen before in Amer ica 
and will never be seen again . LONE SCOUT was the title of that 
publication whose well-written fiction and ar t ic les were entirely 
produced by youngsters . Contributors were awarded successive 
medals and corresponding titles for their efforts . P rof i t s - such 
as they were of LONE SCOUT - were used to f inance this unique 
gazet te c rea ted by s m a r t kids. 

Rober t E rv in Howard would be one of m a n y la ter prominent 
authors who'd worn the a r rowhead badge of the Lone Scouts. He 
seems never to have wri t ten for the magaz ine since his n a m e 
does not a p p e a r in any index compilation. He probably did no 
more than read it for a few months before losing interest . 

Yet for the res t of his life and throughout his writ ing ca ree r , 
some of his most s ignif icant f r iends would be present or f o r m e r 
Lone Scouts. 
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THE MAGIC NAME 
(To Glenn Lord) 

By Tevis Clyde Smith 

It was a day much like today-cloudless, pleasantly w a r m -
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 warmhearted, and we 
became good friends before the school term ended. We became 
well acquainted before Dr. Howard came to take Bob and his 
mother back to Cross Plains. It should be mentioned that Cross 
Plains, in 1923, had a ten year high school, and that Brownwood 
went one grade further, bringing many students from 
surrounding towns just as men and women now leave home to 
attend colleges and universities. 

Dr. Howard had rented a furnished house a t the corner of 
Wilson and Hawkins St ree ts for Mrs. Howard and Bob. This lot 
is now vacan t , and I suppose is the proper ty of The P re sby t e r i an 
Church. It was about a half-mile f rom the old Senior High 
School, which a t that t ime took ca re of all four high school 
grades . It was in the s a m e block with The F i r s t P r e sby t e r i an 
Church, then being constructed, and a block away f r o m the F i r s t 
Methodist Church, which was also under construction. When the 
men were off f r om work we would sit in the sand in f ront of f i rs t 
one and then the other of the churches, and ca r ry on long con-
versat ions while the t raf f ic went by, for Bob was an enchant ing 
talker , and also enjoyed what I had to say. This en joyment was 
increased, for him, by my reci ta l of the events of a fight which I 
had about ten to fourteen days before I me t him. There was a 
bullying group which gave f la thanded rabbi t punches to anyone 
who would take them. I got fed up with this type of t rea tment 
and m a d e up my mind that I had taken all I intended to take. At 
the t ime, we had two senior colleges here, and both had good 
basebal l teams. I was sitting high in the s tands, and one of the 
bullies was sitting beside me, watching Howard P a y n e play one 
of the T.I.A.A. teams . In the mids t of my engrossment the bully 
del ivered a j a r r ing blow but I did not turn quickly enough to be 
cer ta in he was the one. I looked behind m e and saw no one I felt I 
could suspect . I turned back around, pretending to watch the 
game, but ready to wheel a t a m o m e n t ' s notice. The blow was 
soon repeated , and this t ime I moved fas t enough to see the 
to rmenter s t ra ighten out his body and jerk his r ight a r m back to 
his side. A red haze sur rounded me as I removed my glasses 
and handed them to a f r iend. Then, as Breckenr idge Elkins 
would have put it, my language was awful to hear , though I 
wasn ' t talking only. I drove three hard blows to his nose and he 
began to grapple with me. I lost my footing, and began to bounce 
f rom step to step, for tunately clearing the ba r r i e r at the foot of 
the s tands as I nosedived to the cinders below. I was in a daze as 
I waited for my friend to hand me my glasses, and for my op-
ponent to decide whether he wanted to go with me, or not. Ap-
parent ly he did, for he c a m e down about the t ime an officer 
c a m e up, and ordered us out of the park. We left the field with 
some six or eight followers who had evidently decided that any 
chance of fu tu re action f rom us promised more than they would 
find at the game. We walked for four blocks and had another set-
to, a repetit ion of the first except for the fact that it was fought 
on solid ground. F r o m there, we walked another block and had 
a t it again. I got in some more punches. My par t of the fight was 
good both offensively and defensively. I don't r e m e m b e r him 
getting in a single punch, and I h a m m e r e d his nose through all 
three s tages of the batt le. 

As a result , life b e c a m e more pleasant . 
Our discussions a lways included history, and Bob was ex-

cellent in his presenta t ion of this subject . He had picked most of 
it up through his own personal reading, and not in school. One 
woman told me that Bob accompanied his f a the r on a visit to her 
parents , spotted a set of history books and looked through it the 
entire t ime his fa ther was there. I don't know whether this was a 
professional or a social visit, but it evidently lasted long enough 
for Bob to m a k e a r a the r thorough examinat ion of the books. I 
tr ied to get this lady to wri te an ar t ic le for THE HOWARD 
COLLECTOR, but she was not l i terally inclined, and would 
dislike it if I revea led her name , so that will not be done. 

Another fr iend, very, very close to Bob, declined to wri te a 
biography. He said, "No, you a r e the one to wri te i t -you were 
closer to him than I w a s . " So, much valuable information will be 
lost, but I respect this m a n ' s wishes, and will not reveal his 
name, or keep asking him to do something which he does not 
wish to do. 

As for myself , Robert E. Howard was a mag ic n a m e to m e 
before I ever met him, and before he b e c a m e a mag ic n a m e to 
his thousands of readers . I had known him but a very short t ime 
before deciding that I would m a k e plans to some day wri te about 
him. A cer ta in amount of this has been done: "ADVENTURE IN 
P U L P " , in PECAN VALLEY DAYS: " R E P O R T ON A 
WRITING MAN", in THE HOWARD COLLECTOR; several 
poems in the s a m e magazine , la ter included in IMAGES OUT 
OF THE SKY: an introduction for a collection of poems 
published by George T. Hamil ton; some book reviews for 
various newspapers ; an introduction to a co-authored book, 
R E D BLADES OF BLACK CATHAY, which Donald M. Grant 
brought out; a ballade, introduction, and completion of Howard 
work which J o n a t h a n Bacon published under the title of THE 
GRIM LAND, with additional ma te r i a l now in the hands of 
Jona than . Not a grea t volume of work when one considers how 
prolific Bob was. but it is factual , in case the r eader wants 
unembell ished writing. 

In talking with Jona than Bacon, I s ta ted that I would ra the r 
not s t a r t with the first t ime Bob ever put a toe in his mouth. I 
thought it best to begin with my first meet ing with Bob, and. if 
needed, to m a k e a f lashback, though I should mention some 
things I 've talked about a number to f imes : I had a 6X9 Kelsey 
hand press, I published a smal l paper along the order of the 
Lone Scout tr ibe papers , Truet t Vinson was ass is tant editor, and 
Bob and I wrote a f r agmen t , never completed, called UNDER 
THE GREAT TIGER. This f r agmen t was published in the 
a m a t e u r journal, and should probably have never been men-
tioned, as some people seem to have the impression that a 
r a r e work of a r t is being kept out of the reach of humani ty . If 
anyone feels this way, now is as good a t ime as any to disillusion 
him. However, I might dust it off, do a lot of resea rch , and see 
what could be done with it one of these days, if I get sold on the 
idea, and Glenn Lord feels it is worthwhile. 

This little paper was a follow-up to THE ALL-AROUND 
CLUB, which meant that a group of boys banded themselves 
together to have a l i terary program, followed by a g a m e of 
sand lo t -o r in this case front ya rd- foo tba l l . Our rules were 
strict, if ones ided . For instance, if you took part in the program, 
s ou had to take par t in the football; on the other hand, you could 
play lootball without being a club m e m b e r , or a t tending a 
meeting of the society. Our t rea tment of one boy who was very 
brilliant, but adaman t about part ic ipat ion in anything other 
than the society p rograms , was very callous. We requested his 
resignation. I feel r a the r bad when I think about it, and often 
wonder if he is alive, or dead. A mutual fr iend ran across him in 
the lobby of a New York City thea t re in 1929. I haven ' t heard 
f rom him since that time. I say f rom because the mutual f riend 
and I had discussed this episode, and I had mentioned that I 
would like to see the offended party. He sent back word that he 
would like to see mo, too. I felt bet ter a f t e r this apolog\ , even 
though it was bv proxv. This club was disbanded before I met 
Bob. 

Once again it s eems in order to mention that Volume 3, 
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Number 7, of THE TATTLER, dated December 22, 1922 car r ied 
two stories by Rober t E . Howard. Both had a wes tern sett ing. 
One was serious, the other humorous, and each story showed 
talent. THE TATTLER was published twice a month by the 
Senior Class of Brownwood High. Claude Curtis was Editor-in-
Chief, C. S. Bovles was Associate Edi tor , Ilene E m b r e y was 
Society Editor , Ha r ry Boyer was Joke Edi tor , J . Hervey Mayes 
was Sports Edi tor , Miss Maedgen was Censor, Alton Dorset t 
was Business Manager , and John Fr i ley was Assistant Business 
Manager . I knew all of them, but they a r e sca t te red f a r and wide 
and how many of them a r e now alive is a question I cannot 
answer . 

Claude Curtis c a m e f rom a newspaper family . His f a the r was 
the owner-editor of THE RISING STAR X-RAY, a pape r which 
was published in a smal l town thirty miles north of Brownwood. 
A short a r t ic le appea red in THE TATTLER about my 
publication and Trav i s Curtis, Claude 's brother , invited m e to go 
home with him and pick up some i tems I needed for my smal l 
magazine. I gladly accepted. The entire Curtis family was very 
hospitable. Travis went back to Brownwood the next morning, 
and I s tayed over until that night, spending the day in the 
newspaper plant. I rode home on the b u s - t h a t is to say, back to 
the business pa r t of Brownwood-and the bus was an old Reo 
Speed Wagon, with seats the length of the vehicle on each side, 
f rom which the passengers rode facing one another . The country 
was much pret t ier then than it is now, as none of the nat ive t rees 
and shrubs had been bulldozed down, and the unpaved sandy 
road r a n past rust ic churches and fa rmhouses . The country, 
especially around Rising Star , was dewber ry and b lackber ry 
country. 

There was a motion picture on that night a t THE LYRIC 
which I wanted to see. It was SHERLOCK HOLMES, with Clive 
Brook and Gustav Van Seyfert i tz . As well as I r e m e m b e r , I 
delivered m y composing stone and other equipment to the 
residence, and went back to town to see the show. The las t pa r t 
was without melody, as the music ian left a t 10:00 o'clock. The 
picture seemed odd without the music, a s I was used to gett ing 
there in t ime to enjoy the benefi t of the score. The p e r f o r m a n c e 
was disappointing to some extent as a result . It looked like it 
would pour down ra in when I got out, and the pavement was all 
ready damp, but I m a d e the mile and a half home by foot without 
any inconvenience. 

Claude Curtis went to New Orleans to take a Linotype 
Opera tor ' s course, and Bill S tewar t and I r a n into him in that 
city in 1925. Tha t was my last meet ing with him, but I ta lked 
with Trav i s Curtis a number of t imes in 1957-1958-1959. He was 
Pres iden t of a bank in a town where I had clientele. I unders tand 
that his fa ther sold his newspaper , en te red the rea l e s ta te 
business, and was joined in this venture by Claude. Glenn Lord 
tells m e that C. S. Boyles wri tes wes te rns under the n a m e of Will 
C. Brown. As fa r as I know, every m e m b e r of THE TATTLER 
staff moved f rom Brownwood, some of them soon a f t e r 
graduat ion. 

Bob had an e m b a r r a s s i n g few minutes while walking with two 
of the staff m e m b e r s , one male , the other female , when he 
discovered that the sea t of his br i tches had split open, but was 
able to laugh about the incident by the t ime he told m e of the 
occurrence. 

Bob and I went swimming in a smal l s t r e a m on the edge of 
town in late March, or ear ly April. It was severa l days a f t e r this 
activity before Bob re turned to school. He s ta ted that he took the 
intestinal flu f rom the swim, and had spent th ree days in misery . 
Both of us m a y 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 c l a s sma te s killed himself a few weeks 
before graduat ion. Bob was 17 a t the t ime, and I was 15. The 
suicide had an impac t on him, and, as the yea r s went by, he 
b e c a m e more constant in defending the r ight of self destruct ion, 
dropping hints of the value of such an ending. How much effect 
he had on others is a question I a m unable to answer . It m a y 

have been more f a r reaching than any of us realize. 
Anyway, Bob graduated , and re turned to Cross Pla ins . He 

visited me for a few days during the middle of the s u m m e r . We 
spent the t ime swimming, going to shows, visiting the l ibrary , 
taking short hikes, and talking. The re was a t ra in f rom 
Brownwood to Maytown, as we called it, in those days, and Bob 
took the t rain to May, rode the mai l hack f rom there to Rising 
Star , and t r ans fe r red to another mail hack f rom Rising Star to 
Cross Pla ins , making what is now a short t r ip by modern m e a n s 
into the g rea te r p a r t of a day ' s journey. Once home, he went to 
work a t a ser ies of jobs, and it was months la ter before I saw 
him again. 

Copyright ( c ) 1977 by Tevis Clyde Smith 

REH Zebra Cover Blurbs 
vs Reality 

By Brian Earl Brown 
Neicer and I were a t Midwestcon, in the hucks te r ' s room, 

shar ing the weal th in the t radi t ional fannish way. Neicer ex-
pressed some in teres t in finding out wha t this Rober t E . Howard 
was all about and could I suggest a typical book. I was silent for 
a while, trying to decide which of the m a n y avai lab le paper-
backs best typified Howard. I could come to no s imple answer . 
So she m a d e a choice of her own, THE IRON MAN. 

"Ah, Ne ice r , " I said, somewha t e m b a r a s s e d to have to 
ment ion it. " T h a t ' s not typical H o w a r d . " 

" I t ' s n o t ? " 

"Boxing stories. Straight boxing s to r ies . " La te r I lent her my 
copies of THE DARK MAN and WOLFSHEAD, which probably 
repr int the best of Howard ' s non-Conan fiction. 

However, I wonder how m a n y people a r e not so lucky to have 
a Howard-exper t a t their elbow. 

I would dear ly love to r ead about "a mag ic that turns men into 
jackels , wolves and vul tures . . . " 

Or "The Iron Man ((who)) can be s t ruck down by a thun-
derbold - or can kill, like lightning in a world ruled by savage 
ins t inc ts ." 

Or take "A mythica l mag ica l foray into the inscrutable, in-
destruct ible Orient, where echoes of the hordes of Genghis Khan 
send t r e m o r s through the l a n d . " 

Indeed I would love to r ead those stories, but you won' t find 
them in the pages of, respect ively, THE VULTURES OF 
WHAPETON, THE IRON MAN or THE INCREDIBLE AD-
V E N T U R E S OF DENNIS DORGAN, th ree books all published 
by Zebra . 

The publication of THE SOWERS OF THUNDER in an 
inexpensive paperback f o r m a t was easily the mos t exciting 
thing to happen to Rober t E . Howard fandom since - the 
publication of CONAN THE ADVENTURER by Lancer in 1966. 
This Zebra edition of SOWERS ended a v i r tua l f ive yea r drought 
of readi ly avai lable R E H ma te r i a l . 

Between 1966 and 1969 some 14 books of Howardania were 
published (including non-Howard Conan ma te r i a l ) . A f u r t h e r 
two volumes of shor t s tories appea red in 1972 and a f t e r that 
nothing - that was readi ly avai lable . What Howard fiction that 
was appear ing w a s ei ther sca t t e red about in numerous fanzines 
or in expensive, l imited edition, Collectable ha rdbacks . 
Tracking down the fo rmer and af fording the la t te r w a s beyond 
the g rea t e r bulk of R E H fandom. 
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So we all applauded when Zebra published their i l lustrated 
edition of SOWERS. And well we should for they had careful ly 
reproduced each page of the hardcover original exact ly , only 
t r imming the generous m a r g i n s in the Grant edition so the text 
would fit in the na r rower paperback fo rma t . Lost were only 
some page decorat ions Krenkel used on those pages where no 
other a r t appea red . 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" appea red with the 
la rges t let tering on the cover. Zebra had to hype the book didn't 
they? Es tab l i sh r eader indentification, r ight? After all, Zebra 
was sticking its neck out by publishing these books (with five 
yea r s of inactivity the m a r k e t 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 G E N T FROM BEAR 
C R E E K readi ly avai lable , so did it real ly m a t t e r that "Conan" 
was so much more visible than the ac tual t i t le? 

Unfor tunate ly , the answer is -- yes! 

The editors of Zebra had p resumably de te rmined that it was 
Conan and wha t Conan stood for that sold books, therefore every 
book had to be willinilly, a Conan book, no m a t t e r how distantly 
they m a y be connected. Thus andy offut t and Kar l E d w a r d 
Wagner get smal l credit l ines while " C o n a n " and Robert E. 
Howard hulk l a rge r and more visible than the title. And 
something like THE VULTURES OF WHAPETON is outright 
and deceitfully b lurbed as a " F a n t a s y Adven tu re . " 

Zebra has labeled only three of its Howard books by this 
ph ra se " F a n t a s y Adven ture , " VULTURES, DENNIS DORGAN 
and T H E IRON MAN. 

VULTURES' cover f ea tu res a skeleton riding a horse with a 
vul ture perched on its a r m . The blurb on the back begins (in 
bold type "The re is a m a g i c that tu rns men into Jackels , 
Wolves, and Vul tu res . . . " The implication is that this is going to 
be a volume of weird tales about werewolves, etc. F a r f rom it. 
This is a volume of real is t ic wes te rns and the only 'magic ' 
present is go ld - a me ta l that has m a d e m e n act like an ima l s but 
cer ta in ly has no mag ic in the sense one associa tes with Conan. 

THE INCREDIBLE ADVENTURES OF DENNIS DORGAN'S 
cover shows a standing, empty suit of a r m o r with snakes 

crawling about it. The blurb on the back, a l r eady quoted above, 
invites us on a "mag ica l f o r e y " into the Orient. What sounds like 
a descript ion of "Red Blades of Black Ca they" is, in fact , a 
collection of humorous boxing stories set in this century , and as 
often as not, in this country . 

The cover of THE IRON MAN shows a golem-like c r e a t u r e of 
p r ima t ive splendor rising above a sea of clenched hands . The 
blurbs on the back vaguely talk of m e n " fo rged out of steel, 
hewn out of grani te , sculptured out of o a k . " What it doesn' t say 
is that this is a collection of real is t ic boxing stories. 

Even Zebra ' s THE BOOK OF R O B E R T E. HOWARD a book 
to display the wide r ange of Howard ' s writ ing, is blurbed to only 
mention "sword and sorcery ; t rembling tales of hor ror ; fan-
tasies so weird they defy descr ip t ion." Which conveniently 
forgets to mention the two myster ies , the two westerns , one fight 
story and one spicy adven tu re that m a k e s up half of the mater ia l 
in this book. 

I do not mind Zebra publishing Howard ' s westerns , or boxing 
stories, or his spicy adven tu res or his myster ies , but I do mind 
the decei t ful way in which they have been packaged. Blurbs 
have a lways been exaggera ted but this goes beyond poetic 
license. 

Tha t Zebra is del iberately a t tempt ing to mislead the public is 
most evident in an ad ca r r i ed 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 excelled in m a n y fields of 
l i te ra ture and here a r e some of his best works in these fields, 
works r ivaling his Conan mate r i a l . (Not that I think these 
stories a r e that good, but i t 's no more than typical cover blurb 
exaggera t ion . ) 

Instead we a r e told that THE BOOK OF R E H is a collection 
"of horror , fan tasy , sorcery. . ." and that DENNIS DORGAN is 
a mythica l , magica l f o r e y . . . . ' . . . . " and that in VULTURES "a 
magic f rom deep within the ea r th turns men into jackels , wolves 
and vul tures . " (my emphas i s ) . 

Zebra doesn' t want the t ru th known, they just want your 
money. Which br ings up another point. THE BOOK OF 
R O B E R T E. HOWARD and P IGEONS FROM HELL ca r ry a 
$1.95 price tag. At f i rs t this seems reasonable as these three 
books run 350+ pages in length. Only this g rea t length is 
achieved through the use of a very inflated typesize. The size of 
typeface in a paperback var ies to a considerable degree and for 
as many reasons. A page of ' ave rage ' sized type will contain 
around 400 words. A page of smal l type might ca r ry around 450 
words. Zebra ' s pages run around 300. In short these books a r e 
running a fourth again as long as they need be. We ' re paying 
$1.95 for books that have the thickness and heft of a $1.95 book 
but the contents of a significantly sma l l e r book. We ' re being 
overcharged by as much as twenty-five cents for these three 
books. A 384 page edition of TROS OF SAMOTHRACE, with 
smal l (for Zebra) type is priced at a m e r e $1.75. If Zebra can 
afford this low a price for Talbot Mundy, surely they could af-
ford the s a m e for Howard, who's been dead as long as Mundy. 

Oddly enough, this whole t i rade was inspired by the 
publication of P IGEONS FROM HELL. I had snapped this book 
up, excited a t the prospect of a new collection of R E H fiction and 
had a l ready paid for it before I thought something funny was 
going on because the title story had been repr inted only a couple 
months before. The book seemed even more fami l i a r when I 
examined it closely at home. The contents looked fami l iar , but 
not half as fami l ia r as the copyright page. It looked just like a 
Lancer copyright page. So I checked it against my Howard 
bibliography. 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 r e m e m b e r 
Neicer f rom the s ta r t of this art icle, don't you?) for comparison. 
Not only were they the s a m e stories but they were in the s ame 
sequence, with the exception of the missing THE DARK MAN 
and "The Voice of El-Li l" was moved to the end of the 
collection. "The Voice of El-Lil" still appea red f i rs t on the 
copyright page, tho. 

It looks for all the world as if Zebra s imply took the old, out-of-
print Lancer edition, cut out the title story and sent the book to 
their typeset ter " a s is" . Which makes it all that much ha rde r to 
just ify its $1.95 price. 

It s eems a r a t h e r dubious way to get some of the REH 
mate r i a l tha t ' s been tied up in the Lancer bankruptcy back into 
print, but I suppose we shouldn' t question gift horses. And for 
once it is some of Howard ' s bet ter ma te r i a l . 

The latest thing f rom Zebra , as of this writing, is a new edition 
of TROS OF SAMOTHRACE. This is a mass ive historical set in 
the days of Jul ius Caesar . In fact, Caesar is the continuing 
villain of the series. TORS was printed in the 60's as a four book 
serial by Avon. Zebra s eems intent on doing it in three volumes 
this t ime. Two fur ther books THE P U R P L E P I R A T E and 
QUEEN CLEOPATRA continue the action. I! has bear ing here 



Howard and the Races 
By L. Sprague de Camp 

As I have wri t ten before, m a n y of Robert E. Howard's views 
would today be s t igmat ized as "racist". He followed the 
example of most Amer ican au thors of popular fiction of the 
period, in whose tales ethnic s te reo types were stock in trade. 
Hence Scots were a lways thr if ty , I r i shmen funny, G e r m a n s 
a r rogan t , Lat ins lecherous, J e w s avaricious, Negroes childish, 
and Orienta ls sinister. He ag reed with Lovec ra f t ' s rhapsodies 
on the non-existent " A r y a n r a c e " and his r a n t aga ins t non-
Nordic immigran t s . 

On the other hand, Howard was, if a racis t , a compara t ive ly 
mild one by the s t anda rds of his t ime. He noted the superior 
quali t ies of the industrious Bohemian i m m i g r a n t s to Texas . He 
sympathized with the Confederacy and expressed wha t one of 
his memoi r i s t s calls a "deep d i s t a s t e" for A b r a h a m Lincoln. He 
voiced conventional Texas views of Negroes and Mexicans 
whom he admired , as well a s Jewish pr izef ighters whom he had 
known. His story "Black C a n a a n " has gal lant white men 
dashing about the Deep South to forestal l n igger uprisings; 
while in "The Dead R e m e m b e r , " his sympath ies a r e with a 
Negro couple abused and m u r d e r e d by the na r ra to r , a drunken, 
vicious cowboy. 

One of his ear ly s tory synopses, never t r ans fo rmed into a 
finished story, was called "The Las t White M a n . " In this rac ia l 
fantasy , the white r a c e has become " d e c a d e n t " f r o m "idleness 
and p l easu re , " so the black Afr icans , " a new, s t rong r a c e , " 
r ises up, conquers, and ex te rmina te s them with the help of the 
Orientals. The Orientals a r e then wiped out in their turn. But the 
blacks a r e "des t royers , not bui lders" , who soon " reve r t to 
s a v a g e r y . " (1) 

Howard ' s rac ia l views, however, we re not s tat ic , any more 
than those of his pen-pal Lovecraf t . Both seem to have evolved 
away f r o m the crude t r ibal ism, which they obtained in much 
Amer ican thinking of the ear ly twentieth century . La ter , as 
"John T a v a r e l , " Howard wrote a prizefight story, "The Ap-
parit ion of the Pr ize R ing , " published in GHOST STORIES for 
April, 1929 (2). While no i m m o r t a l mas te rp iece , this story has an 
interest ing fea ture . It emphas izes the mildness of Howard ' s 
rac i sm, for the author m a d e a Negro pr izef ighter his hero. Ace 
Jessel , the "ebony g i an t , " is descr ibed as clever, brave , 
goodnatured, noble, indomitable, and unselfish. How m a n y 
vir tues do you want? 

True, Ace speaks a " d e s e and dose" dialect . His antagonis t , a 
"full-blooded Senegalese ," is closer to the hostile s tereotype of 
the Negro, being thickset, with a " s m a l l bullet head . . .set 
squarely between gigantic shoulders" and on his chest " a thick 
grizzle of ma t t ed h a i r . " 

My colleague Charles R. Saunders tells m e that Jesse l m a y be 
based ei ther on P e t e r Jackson or on H a r r y Wills, black 
heavyweights of the 1890s and 1920s respect ively. They were 
denied a chance a t the world title when the then champions, 
Sullivan and Dempsey , drew the color line. P e r h a p s both 
suggested Howard ' s f ictional cha rac t e r . 

The Sengalese boxer (says Saunders ) is probably based upon 
the Sengalese l ight-heavyweight, "Bat t l ing Siki ," who held that 
title f r o m 1922 to 1932. Siki was commonly called " a gor i l la" in 
the press , and he " a b e t t e d this image with s tunts like walking a 
pet lion down B r o a d w a y . " (3) 

Howard ' s handling of dialect, like that of his fellow pulpers , 
was crude. His Senegalese shows the peri l of wri t ing about 
exotica with nei ther personal acqua in tance nor intensive 
r e sea rch . Most Senegalese a r e r a t h e r s lender , and pure 
Negroids have pract ica l ly no ha i r on their chests . But a t least , 
the s tory shows that Howard w a s a lot less e thnocentr ic than 
many of his contemporar ies . 

(1) THE HOWARD COLLECTOR, No. 5, S u m m e r 1964, pp. 22-
29. 

(2) Recent ly repr in ted in STORIES OF GHOSTS (Everg reen , 
Colo.: Opar P r e s s ) . A second s tory about Ace Jesse l was 
apparen t ly never sold. 

3. Le t te r f r o m Saunders , Nov. 26, 1976. 

Copyright ( T ) 1977 by L. Sprague de Camp 

THE NIGHT 
BOB HOWARD DIED 

By John Rieber 

Once I sang on her silver knee. 

A d r e a m e r cr ies to the moon-seared skies; 
The skulls in the s t a r s m u r m u r to his shade. 
F r o m nighted gulfs, red shadows r i se ; 
Black orchids s t a r e with sightless eyes ; 
A dead god lives while an infant dies; 
Grey s labs grow cold in a silent glade. 

Plague shriveled her in sullen glee. 

Dark tendri ls thrus t through the soul 's thin c rus t ; 
The Snake holds sway in the hell He made . 
Supple s t rength c rumbles to g r a v e y a r d dust ; 
Worms mock the beauty of mor t a l t rus t ; 
Ashes bu rn to ashes , dus t s i f ts to dus t : 
At the kiss of the Master , the f a i r e s t fade . 

Thunder rumbles; my chains fall free. 

because, once again, the n a m e " R O B E R T E. HOWARD" s tands 
out in le t ter ing la rger than ei ther TALBOT MUNDY or the title. 
I t ' s a d a r n good book and I r e c o m m e n d it, tho i t ' s not " in the 
t radi t ion" of R E H - m o r e like Kwa Khan Caine. The cover, by 
Tom B a r b e r , is of exceptional beauty , even if it is about a 
thousand ye a r s off with its depiction of a Viking Landing. 

A book's b lurb m u s t answer , often usually in 25 words or less, 
the quest ion: "why buy this book?" And considering that these 
25 or less words a r e pe rhaps the only thing s tanding between a 
considerable profit and a considerable loss, it is no wonder that 
blurbs a r e often m o r e f an ta sy than fact . 

Yet in a survey of dozens of pape rbacks in m y personal 
collection, I find few cases of b lurbs a s mis leading or a s clut-
tered as Zebra ' s . The Lancer covers for THE S L E E P I N G 
SORCERESS and THE DREAMING CITY, both by Michael 
Moorcock, a r e c lut tered. The " F a m i l y D ' l e m b e r t " ser ies by 
"Doc Smi th" is in fac t being wri t ten by Stephen Goldin f r o m 
notes by the la te E . E . Smith. A crop of Clifford Simek re issues 
a r e b lurbed "Hugo Winne r " and while Simek has won the Hugo 
award , it wasn ' t fo r any of these books. 

Yet, the vas t m a j o r i t y of books-90-95 percent of them-clear ly 
and distinctly identify the title and author over and above the 
blurbing. Zebra ' s blurbing policy 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 66206. Four issue sub-
scription $21.00. 
Reviewed by Arnold Fenner. 

As unfor tuna te as it is to say and realize, the f i rs t issue of 
ARIEL f r om the Mornings tar P r e s s people is, in a way, a sad 
c o m m e n t a r y on what portions of the a m a t e u r publishing field 
has evolved into over the past few years . While i t 's only na tura l 
for an editor to wish to improve his product and reach the 
largest possible audience, one shouldn' t lose sight of the 
r eade r s ' wants and needs—we purchase the i tem, we suggest 
and criticize, and we should get our hard-earned money ' s 
worth out of that item, especial ly when we r e m e m b e r that 
without us, said products would s imply be collecting dust in 
someone 's basement . And perhaps , just perhaps , tha t ' s where 
ARIEL No. 1 belongs. 

Which isn ' t to say that ARIEL is not an a t t r ac t ive magaz ine : 
it most cer tainly is. Reproduction is s h a r p and clean while the 
lay-out and design quali t ies a r e f irst c lass : in fact , the issue is a 
top-notch example of a commerc ia l venture, much like the 
numerous picture-movie volumes that constant ly find their way 
to the " R e m a i n d e r e d " table a t the local B. Daltons. And that, in 
a nutshell, is the m a j o r flaw with the publication. 

Edi tor Armand Eisen has collected an interest ing list of 
contents for his first issue: fiction, ar t ic les , interviews and ar t . 
He also has collected a healthy $6 per magazine—which he can 
hardly be faul ted for. Announce and proclaim the n a m e s of 
F raze t t a , Corben, Hogarth, R E H and company loud enough and 
you ' re sure to have eager fans beat a path to your door. A wise 
move, to say the least ; but tha t ' s where the deception comes in. 
The potential buyer isn' t told what to expect f rom such blurbs: 
"Color front and back covers by Corben and F r a z e t t a ! " , 
"Corben ' s 'Den ' " , "Hogar th ' s last Tarzan Ar t ! " . Tantalizing, 
of course, but where a r e we told that i t 's all a repr int in some 
fo rm or another? We ' re not. " D e n " comes f rom the un-
derground comics, Hogar th ' s a r t f rom his latest Ta rzan book 
( JUNGLE TALES OF TARZAN), The Corben front cover f rom 
the splash page of his second " D e n " story f rom METAL 
HURLANT and the RICHARD CORBEN FUNNYBOOK. and 
the Fr i tz backcover f rom the CONAN OF CIMMERIA book 
cover, poster, a lbum jacket , and several other places. H m m m -
m. Maybe your thoughts r an along the s a m e lines as mine when 
I bought ARIEL No. 1: " I thought I was going to get something 
new." 

Other contents include an excerpt f r om the other Morningstar 
P r e s s product, BI.OODSTAR (which, while good in its original 
form, suffers because it is nothing more than an excerpt and it is 
another repr in t ) , two fair ly good poems by Howard and a 
ridiculous ar t ic le by Charles Hoffman digging into the identity 
of R E H and his creat ion, Conan. It was done much bet ter 

several yea r s past in an ar t ic le by George Scithers appear ing in 
AMRA. 

Also fea tured in the magaz ine is a short story by John Pocsik 
titled "The Fiend Within." Mr. Pocsik m a y be r e m e m b e r e d for 
several original short s tories that appea red in an Arkham House 
anthology during the ear ly '60s and for his ghastly rewr i te of 
Robert E . Howard ' s Solomon Kane adventures , "B lades of the 
Brotherhood" (Pocsik 's title: "The Blue F l a m e of Vengean-
ce" ) . Which might explain why "The Fiend Within" is essen-
tially nothing more than a bas tard iza t ion of the Kane series, 
with the main c h a r a c t e r ' s n a m e being I saac Grail , " t h e Pur i t an 
swashbuck le r " set in the t ime of the Spanish Inquisit ion! Come, 
come, Mr. Pocsik; leave the dead in peace. 

Hard as it m a y be to believe a f t e r reading my previous 
s ta tements , the re a r e some worthy aspec ts to ARIEL: the 
F raze t t a interview, though a bit silly in par ts , is an interest ing 
look into the thoughts of the most influential a r t i s t working in 
the fan tasy field today. And Hogar th ' s commen t s on his past 
accompl i shments a r e intriguing reading, to put it mildly. 

ARIEL is seemingly a imed toward the general public, r a the r 
than the regu la r fan of the various genres, yet it is not 
professionally dis t r ibuted and the only people who'll get the 
opportunity to see and buy it a r e the fans . Which is why I feel 
that Mr. Eisen and company should take another look at the 
m a r k e t they a r e reaching, re-evaluate their values and 
outlooks, and listen to what their r e ade r s would like to see. It is 
possible to produce a commerc ia l i tem without compromis ing 
your integrity. Collectors might not real ly ca re about what goes 
on their shelves so long as it does find its way into their hands; 
but those of us that read, look at . and enjoy the works of various 
contr ibutors within and outside of the field deserve something 
more for our t ime and support . I t ' s possible that ARIEL will 
eventually provide what we ' re looking for (though more 
repr in ts a r e forthcoming—the cover for the next issue is the 
painting for the Ace E R B book THE MOON MAID, but as it 
s tands, the first issue falls sadly short of its potential. I'd 
suggest that you save your $6 to help pay your Chr i s tmas bills, 
or use it to buy several of the other fanzines the field has to offer-
T believe you'll have a g rea te r feeling of sat isfact ion 

( (Ed i to r ' s Note: When I hand out a review, I never place 
restr ict ions on the reviewer . I a im for honesty and intend to 
por t ray that image. All publishers submit review copies to 
Stygian Isle P r e s s and receive no advance gua ran tees of 
favorable review. If I don't like an item as a reviewer I have a 
right and responsibility to tell r eade r s my opinion and what that 
opinion is based upon. Arnold Fenne r has fulfilled that right and 
responsibility admirab ly , but I can ' t help adding a postscript to 
his review. I t ' s not that I d isagree with Arnie, it 's just that I 'd 
add a fu r the r perspect ive on ARIEL. Much of Arnie's cr i t icism 
of ARIEL is based upon the heavy rel iance on repr inted 
mate r ia l . That becomes a handicap to the buyer ONLY if the 
buyer has the original a p p e a r a n c e of the work in his collection 
or has seen the original presentat ion of the mater ia l . Corben's 
" D e n " was new to me. I loved it and anxiously look forward to 
the next instal lment or I did until I bought THE RICHARD 
CORBEN FUNNY BOOK which included the sequel segment of 
" D e n " . The cover of ARIEL appeared in FUNNY BOOK too but 
then I enjoyed it f i rst on ARIEL. The F raze t t a i l lustrations 
throughout the book (appended to the F raze t t a interview) were 
all old hat to me. but it was nice seeing them again. But again, it 
depends upon the buyer ' s exposure. ARIEL No. 1 provides some 
nice g raph ics by F raze t t a unless you ' re an avid F raze t t a 
collector, in which case you've seen it all. The F raze t t a in-
terview was ra the r trivial in par t s but overall it was an in-
terest ing expression of the m a n and ar t is t . The R E H verse was 
new and I would have bought the m a g for that alone, but then not 
everyone has the complet is t bug that I have. 1 guess I'd 
r ecommend ARIEL with reservat ions . It depends on your 
bookshelf. I found enough new surpr i ses to m a k e it worth my 
money.) ) 
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UPON THE WINDS OF YESTERDAY AND OTHER EX-
PLORATIONS the paintings of George Bar r , Donald M. Grant 
Publisher , West Kingston, RI, 140 page hardback , $25.00, l imited 
to 2500 copies 

Reviewed by Jona than Bacon 

UPON THE WINDS OF YESTERDAY has a brief fo rward by 
Tim Kirk and an introduction by S tuar t David Schiff. It contains 
approximate ly 48 color plates, ten black and white plates and a 
page fea tur ing color reproduct ions of six convention n a m e tags 
crea ted by Bar r . Those a r e the technicali t ies of the publication, 
but wha t is the book real ly like? 

UPON THE WINDS is a journey into a mythical , myst ica l 
fan tasy world that s t irs the soul. " F a n t a s t i c " is too mild a 
general izat ion for this publishing venture . B a r r ' s women a r e 
more beaut i ful than life ever intended women to be. His Hobbit 
is a c r ea tu re of distinction and intellect, pe rhaps more ad-
mirab le than Tolkein ever envisioned. B a r r ' s Pooh Bear is more 
loveable and affec t ionate than any s tuffed an ima l could ever be. 
Thru B a r r ' s work, I see the Gollum for the f i rs t t ime as a truly 
tragic f igure. And I ' m delighted by George 's visualization of a 
" T h i n g a m a j i g " . 

I keep re turning to this book, t ime and again, to view thru the 
protals into B a r r ' s world of fan tasy . I t ' s a beaut i ful book, a 
priceless addition to any l ibrary. Many of the paintings in this 
edition have never before seen print . Fo r that we owe Don Gran t 
our undying thanks. 

Quite f rankly, I 've tried to res t ra in myself f r om listing my 
personal group of favori tes . . .but I jus t can ' t do it. I have no 
" f avo r i t e " only a group of " f avo r i t e s " . Look over any of the 
following and tell me they ' re not mas te rp ieces : "Your Hair 
Wants Cutt ing", "But te r f ly G a r d e n " , "What has it Got in its 
pocketses?" , "The Hundred Acre Wood", "On the Tra i l " , 
"Beauty and the Beas t " , "The Br ide" , "Winter Walk" , "The 
Last P a c k a g e " , "The Enchan ted T h i n g a m a j i g " , "Cookout" , 
"Vigil by the Violent Sea" , and the list goes on and on. How do I 
find the right words to convey the fan tas t ic amount of p leasure 
this book has given me? I guess I jus t s ay : Explore UPON THE 
WINDS at your own risk, you m a y never again want to re tu rn to 
reali ty. 

THE DEVIL IN IRON by Rober t E . Howard, Donald M. Grant 
publisher. West Kingston, R.I., 154 pages, hardback , $15.00, 
i l lustrated by Dan Green. 

Reviewed by Jona than Bacon 

This la tes t in the deluxe Conan ser ies includes both Conan 
tales: "The Devil in I ron" and "Shadows in Zambou la" . The 
exciting pa r t of this ser ies is the opportunity it a f fords new 
ar t i s ts to h ave their work come before the R E H audience. I 've 
only seen Green ' s work once or twice before but never in work 
re la ted to the Howard canon. His work has a touch of the Jeff 
Jones f lavor and yet i t 's grossly unfa i r to c o m p a r e the two. I 
would in fac t p re fe r Green ' s work over much of Jones ' more 
recent i l lustrations. I know there will be a g rea t deal of 
d i sagreement over the a r twork in this volume. Many fans seem 
unable to apprec ia te anything unless i t ' s signed by F raze t t a , 
Fab ian or Bar r . I hope buyers won' t be t rapped into such narrow 
mindedness . Once again, in this r ev iewer ' s opinion, the s t rength 
of the Gran t deluxe Conan ser ies lies in the diversi ty of ar t i s t s 
and G r a n t ' s re fusa l to submi t to fannish p ressure to go with the 
" i n " n a m e s in Howardian il lustration. 

This ser ies is, in all honesty, geared for the Howard enthusiast 
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. I enjoy and t r easu re finely wrought 
books. Gran t ' s publications qual i fy E V E R Y time. They ' r e 
works of a r t and anyone who doesn ' t recognize that . . .should 
save his $15 and spend it e lsewhere. 

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 i l lustrat ions by George Bar r . 239 North 4th 
Street, Columbia, P a 17512. 

Reviewed by Jonathan Bacon 

I have a favor i te publisher. Anyone who cannot guess that 
Donald M. Gran t holds that position, hasn ' t yet r ead this issue. I 
judge new books by the high quality s t anda rds that Gran t has 
set and main ta ined for severa l years . How does that tie in with a 
review of THE DYING EARTH? The t eam of Underwood and 
Miller have, with their f i rs t ha rdback book venture , established 
themselves in the league of publ ishers which Don Gran t 
epitomizes. This smal l group takes g rea t pr ide in E V E R Y 
aspect of their publication. Typestyle, i l lustrations, Djs , text 
content and every phase of bookmaking is careful ly thought out 
and followed thru. THE DYING EARTH is a beaut i ful 
production well worth the $15.95 price. The only regre t this 
reviewer has is that the book is probably out of print. Some 
dealers and m a y b e Miller m a y still have copies but they ' re very 
nearly gone. If you can get a copy. . .get it. 

I t ' s h a rd to know where to begin the pra ise . George B a r r ' s DJ is 
beautiful , a real visual delight. The end pape r s a r e m a p s of 
Vance 's " G r a n d Motho lam" in the " l a t t e r d a y s " . The black and 
white inter ior i l lustrat ions a r e ex t remely appropr ia te to Van-
ce 's text, not a single weak il lustration in the lot. And of course, 
THE DYING EARTH sage is delightful, funny, t ragic, whim-
sical and intriguing all a t once. I only wish Vance would do m o r e 
work in this vein. His hand is needed in the field. 

CONAN-DE CAMP LP, $6 unsigned, $7.50 signed, Moondance 
Productions, Box 425, Wilmington, Vt. 05363 
Reviewed by Wesley Kobylak 

Pic tu re a skinny little kid, weird by na ture with brooding 
bi t terness inflicted upon him by the ha r shness of youth. I t ' s a hot 
Texas night - a sweltering plains night when even the s t a r s 
seem to give off hea t - and the t imes a r e not good. This young 
man, who by day bea t s his body into a shape that cannot be 
taunted, is sitting in the par lor of his fami ly home. Recent ly one 
of his few f r iends let him listen to a c rys ta l set wireless. Out of 
nowhere, with bits of ce r amic and wire and c rys ta l (oh that 
beautiful tiny crys ta l through which all of life had sprak led! ) , 
this slightly bit ter, very sensat ive youth had hea rd a sound -
voices, music, s tat ic - f r om hundreds of miles away. His n a m e 
was Bob Howard and he was thinking of that colossal event as he 
sat wri t ing a fan tasy story. 

P i c t u r e also a powerful an ima l of a man, stalking naked down 
a pr imi t ive road of ca r r i age and chariot ruts . He ca r r i e s a 
sword, hacked with chips, and a dagger in his boot. The coun-
tryside is chill with spring a i r and blemished by smoking rubble 
f rom the dawn ' s sacking. As the m a n walks north he passes fa int 
moans that soon gag out; he quickens his s t r ide to be gone. 
Always there is dying and horror -- it s ickens his ba rba r i c in-
stinct for f reedom. Outside of what was once a vil lage he stops, 
and faces a cross roads. One is as fa te fu l as the other ; he wishes 
Crom would point the way. This young, steeled m a n , Conan, by 
name, wan t s done with the pet t iness of life. Suddenly, f r om 
down one road he hea r s - so faintly, like a wisp - the s t r ings of a 
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lyre. I t ' s beautiful . If it opportunes evil, so be it: he str ides 
toward the sound. 

And now picture finally, a young m a n re turn ing home f rom 
work, stult ifying work that b reeds creat iv i ty and des t roys it in 
one blow. He sheds the day ' s uniform, fills his pipe, and sits to 
listen to music. The t imes a r e not good. In his hand is a book 
picked up a week ear l ier , something he mean t to read. With the 
music, the pipe, the day ' s re laxing end, he r eads the book. It 
puts him a t a cross roads ; his n a m e is Alan B. Goldstein and he 
takes the pa th toward the sound in his head. 

Tha t imag ina ry sound b e c a m e CONAN, produced by Alan B. 
and his Moondnace Product ions . Tha t record offered Rober t E. 
Howard a reveren t token of respec t in the fo rm of Conan 
dramat iza t ions in the old-radio t radi t ion of Orson Welles -
updated 40 yea r s by modern technology; it a t t empted to "go 
where no m a n has gone be fo re" to provide living a u r a l color to 
the s ta rv ing ea r s of f an tasy audiophiles. 

Alan B. has now produced a second Conan a lbum fea tur ing R. 
E . Howard ' s post-humous collaborator , L. Sprague de Camp. 
The prodigious effects of s tudio-made sound evident on the f irst 
a lbum a re subdued here to give de C a m p room to move. 
Never theless , Alan B. ' s ar t is t ic handiwork is present 
throughout the productions, waf t ing a round de C a m p ' s voice. At 
t imes the voice becomes hypnotic. The listener finds himself 
losing the trail of the d r a m a and sinking into the subtlet ies of 
Aural-Vision. 

The two stories presented a r e "The Bloodstained God", a de 
Camp—Howard piece f r o m 1955, and "The Curse of the 
Monolith", a de Camp—Lin Car te r work of 1968. Like the f irst 
a lbum, this one presents two very di f ferent stories to f i t e i ther of 
your Howardian moods. 

"The Bloodstained God" is t radi t ional Howard fare , with 
t reachery , deceit, loyalty and f inal victory - an empty victory 
as so m a n y of the Conan tales have. It is full of pitched bat t le and 
remorse less gore; it is full of the flowing imagery and pounding 
rhy thm so charac te r i s t i c of Howard - with a touch of t ightness 
provided by de Camp. The spec t re of the ruby red god—monster 
haunts the s tory. 

" T h e Curse of the Monoli th" is a d i f ferent sort of mood. There 
is a cer ta in expansiveness in it that allows the l istener to take a 
b rea th and enjoy the a tmosphere . It is m y favori te , jus t as "The 
F ros t Giant ' s D a u g h t e r " was my favor i te on the f i rs t a lbum. 
Both "Tower of the E l e p h a n t " and "The Bloodstained God" 
sha re a forcefulness that I like, but " D a u g h t e r " and " C u r s e " 
provide that wonderment that I crave. In the la t ter , Conan is as 
usual par t ly deceived, part ly never deceived, into foraging for 
t reasure . He is led to a black monolith of solid lodestone whose 
magne t i c forces en t r ap Conan and his mai l a r m o r while a 
s l i thery oozence promises death . And, like " D a u g h t e r " , it ends 
with Conan back in c a m p among his comrades , shar ing the 
ba rba r i c spiri t of fellowship. 

De C a m p ' s d ramat iza t ion is obviously the focal point of the 
a lbum, al though due respect is m a d e by Alan B. for evoking 
rea l i sm with vinyl ghosts. It is a lways interest ing to note how an 
author in terpre ts his own cha rac t e r . Here, de Camp shows us a 
hulking, slow-stalking Conan, willing to t rust anyone, a t the 
point of a sword. It is an ingenuous Conan, f a r removed f rom the 
f i rs t a lbum and yet easy to get accus tomed to. On the f irst 
a lbum, Conan's force was in his voice while here his b rawn is 
left to the imaginat ion - and all the bet ter since imaginat ion was 
what that young m a n f rom Texas was a iming at . De Camp 
works his voice f rom na r r a t i ve to action and, unlike a m e r e 
spoken word recording, takes upon himself var ious accents and 
cha rac te r s . Besides Conan, de Camp uses an odd mix tu re of 
voices f rom his own imaginat ion. One c h a r a c t e r becomes a 
Scottish rogue, very effect ive in the p re sumed da rk age of a 
millenia ago. Another voice has the charac te r i s t i c s of a New 
England Yankee—Brit ish a r i s tocra t . It is an amus ing voice and 
appropr ia te . Fo r the most par t , de C a m p keeps his voice on an 
even reg is te r ; thus the hypnotic effect . To hear de Camp use 

such Howardian t e rms as "Khi ta i " , " k a f f i a " , "Kezank ian" , 
and "Zuagi r kh i la t " is worth the price of the record alone. 

Alan B. 's f i r s t Conan LP has sold out the f i rs t press ing of 1500 
numbered copies and is well into sales of the second pressing of 
1000. If it were a fanzine with a circulation of 2500 it would be 
noticed. And so it has. Tenta t ive offers have come f rom on high; 
the de C a m p production was a result of such growing notice. 
More Conan stories will be finding their way through the studio 
and out to the public. The initial success of Moondance 
Product ions is due, a p a r t f r o m the intr insic 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 d r a m a t i c 
for its lack of commerc ia l i sm in a world of conglomera te record 
companies . These records a r e avai lable only by mai l order, a 
handicap that, like little Bob Howard ' s sc rawny body, is being 
overcome with tenacity. 

Business - if you can call being a f an a business - has ex-
panded a t Moondance to include Tim Conrad posters of the f i rs t 
a lbum cover (devas ta t ing!) , Howard paperbacks , and relevant 
"g raph ic novels" ( " c o m i c s " to the non-aff icianado). The 
process of t ransforming oneself f r om a paying fan to a paid-for 
fan is a story in itself, one Alan B. will be glad to sha re with you 
a t the next Con. 

Until then, listen carefu l ly : a r e those feet coming toward you 
f rom your speakers? 

THE DRAGON, published bi-monthly by TSR-Periodicals, 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 Timoth J. Kask. 

Issues reviewed: June, Vol. 1, No. 1: August, Vol. 1, No. 2 
Reviewed by Michael Clagett 

Have you ever wondered about, or tr ied to play those fan tasy 
quest and war g a m e s you see adver t i sed by f lyer or rest ing on 
the g a m e shelves of hobby or d e p a r t m e n t s tores? 

Have you thought about how they a r e played and how many 
different var ia t ions a r e avai lable? And what about those 
m e t a l m i n i a t u r e s of G a n d a l f a n d F r o d o 
and other cha rac t e r s and historical f igures you see and hear 
about, but don't know where to get? 

THE DRAGON is devoted to those quest ions and a number of 
other i tems which m a y surpr i se you in a magaz ine of this type. 
THE DRAGON is published by those people who bring you 
STRATEGIC R E V I E W ; only this magaz ine is p r imar i ly con-
cerned with the fields of Sword & Sorcery, Fan ta sy , Science 
Fiction, and Role Playing gaming. THE DRAGON is avai lable 
through subscription, some bookstores, but most readi ly found 
a t bet ter hobby stores. 

The J u n e P r e m i e r issue (No. 1) presented a Fr i tz Leiber, 
F a f h r d and Grey Mouser dialogue ar t ic le on a new board g a m e 
called LANKMAR. Also included is a Lin Car te r and Scott Bizar 
ar t ic le on g a m e var ia t ions and additions for ROYAL ARMIES 
OF THE HYBOREAN AGE. 

Other ar t icles include the uses of magic , science and language 
e lements in the games , plus notes on books and other magaz ines 
explaining or adding to board games . Mind you, I found the 
ar t ic les very interest ing in themselves . One need not play the 
g a m e s to enjoy the fea tures . 

There is also fiction in THE DRAGON, to wit, "The Gnome 
Cache" , a two p a r t s tory by Garr ison E rns t . Also a short story 
by J a k e J aque t called "The Search for the Forbidden Cham-
b e r " . 

Genera l information on W a r g a m e Conventions, hobby 
dealers , fu tu re issues, and s imilar magaz ines m a y also be 
found. 

The August issue (No. 2) presented s imi la r ar t ic les on board 
g a m e s and new variat ions, plus new g a m e s for thcoming, among 
them a new LOTR game . Also included is the second par t of 
"The Gnome Cache" and a complete Gardner 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 Harpold concerning Quetzalcoatl. (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 publication. Should you follow or 
take part in fantasy gaming in all its myriad, fnoughtful, and 
thinking aspects, then THE DRAGON will be a useful, in-
teresting, and enjoyable publication to read. 

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! 

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 mos t excit ing and 
long-awaited books to a p p e a r in some t ime. It is a volume which 
will probably prove to be a s controvers ia l to R E H fandom as de 
Camp ' s biography of Lovecra f t was to H P L fandom. It is a 
fascinat ing and valuable contribution to R E H scholarship. 

Rober t Erv in Howard (1906-36) is a wr i te r who, in recent 
years , has commanded the en thus iasm of a legion of fans, who 
continually c lamor for m o r e fiction and g rea t e r detail into his 
life and ideologies. Glenn Lord, forever a le r t to R E H ' s f ans 
wishes, and desiring to publish the definit ive bibliography of 
R E H ' s work, has a t las t published what should amount to the 
grea tes t bit of Howardian scholarship yet a t t emp ted : a bio-
bibliography. Howard f ans will ea t it up! 

The volume is divided into four ca tegor ies -au tob iography , 
biography, bibliography and miscel lanea . 

The autobiography section is m a d e up of four p a p e r s - " T h e 
Wandering Y e a r s " , "An Autobiography" , "A Touch of Tr iv ia" , 
and "On Read ing-And Wr i t ing" -wr i t t en , obviously, by the 
inimitable Bob E. Howard. It also contains an insightful let ter to 
WEIRD TALES editor F a r n s w o r t h Wright. In this segment 
Rober t E . Howard, the m a n and the wri ter , a r e clearly bared for 
the r e a d e r to see. 

The biography portion is m a d e up of f ive apprecia t ions of 
R E H by Alvin P e r r y , H. P . Lovecraf t , Glenn Lord, E . Hof fmann 
Pr ice and Harold P reece . All a r e interest ing discussions of 
Rober t E . Howard and his work, but, in my opinion, Harold 
P r e e c e ' s "The Last Celt" is the best of the five. The Lovecraf t 
and P r i c e essays were recent ly repr in ted in THE SKULL-FACE 
OMNIBUS. 

The bibliography of R E H ' s work-241 pages in l eng th- i s a 
mass ive and s tagger ing thing. Lord has done an impress ive job, 
and should be commended for his herculean effor ts . 

The miscel lanea, in this rev iewer ' s opinion, alone is worth the 
price of the book. It contains a s tory f r a g m e n t , let ters , pages 
reproduced f rom R E H ' s fanzine THE GOLDEN CALIPH; an 
ar t ic le by HPL; A Howard photo a lbum; a holograph of one of 
R E H ' s school papers ; a s ample of WEIRD TALES covers based 
on R E H tales; and m a n y other curious i tems. Even R E H ' s 
funera l notice 

The volume, of course, is not without its f laws. The 
bibliography is a full three yea r s behind on published Howar-
d iana; the Pr i ce and Lovecraf t apprec ia t ions a r e too well-
known and accessable to wa r r an t repr int ing so soon a f te r the 
SKULL-FACE OMNIBUS; there is actual ly less biographical 
ma te r i a l in the book than appea r s in de Camp ' s THE MISCAST 
BARBARIAN; and Glenn Lord ' s discussion of R E H is in real i ty 
nothing more than a r ehash of his introductions to the various 
Howard paperbacks . But these a r e minor peccadil loes in 
compar ison to its innumerab le mer i t s . It is, a f t e r all, the f i rs t 
m a j o r a t t emp t toward a definitive bibliography of Robert E . 
Howard ' s writings, and R E H fans sould apprec ia te Glenn 

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. G r a n t ' s p ro jec ted 
trilogy of Finlay a r t volumes, the f i rs t being published in 1971 
and out-of-print for just about as long. Considering the rap id 
sales of other Gran t books, why this volume is still avai lable a 
yea r a f t e r publication a m a z e s me, par t icu la r ly with F in l ay ' s 
soaring popularity and his escalat ion to r eve red s ta tus of Grand 
Master of sc ience-fantasy a r t . 

Physical ly , the book is the s a m e size as G r a n t ' s Conan series, 
and fea tu res the s a m e quality, three-piece maroon and g ray 
binding. The paper is f i rs t -class and the print ing is f lawless. 

The book's contents a r e no less in keeping with Donald M. 
Gran t ' s quest for qual i ty : an introduction by Beverly C. F in lay 
(the a r t i s t ' s widow) that explains F in lay ' s connection with the 
field of Astrology (closely allied with f an ta sy in its mythological 
symbols) , and offers in format ive highlights of F in lay ' s working 
methods and relat ionships with a r t di rectors . A second and 
shorter introduction by Rober t Pres topino, Art Director for 
Popular L ibra ry (who publishes the Astrology magaz ines 
Finlay did covers for) acknowledges the a r t i s t ' s contributions to 
the field. 

The res t of the book is divided into twelve sections, each 
concerning itself with a pa r t i cu la r Zodiac symbol. Int roductory 
comments for each section explain the mean ing of the symbols 
and give a brief c o m m e n t a r y on each of the drawings for that 
sign. 

But the c r eam of the volume is in the i l lustrations, r ang ing 
f rom loose pre l iminary sketches to the tightly-polished pieces 
that a r e F in lay ' s t r a d e m a r k . Fo r those of us who were 
previously fami l ia r only with F in lay ' s f inished work, the 
sketches offer an interest ing gl impse into the a r t i s t ' s working 
methods and construct ion of a drawing. Three color 
reproductions of studies (for paint ings?) comple te the ar t is t ic 
offerings, of which there a r e plenty. 

This is a book that r ightful ly belongs in m a n y a book collec-
tion, be you interested in F in lay ' s superior c ra f t smansh ip , 
ar t i l lustration, Astrology, or if you simply love beautiful ly 
produced books. I unreserved ly r ecommend this volume. 

FANTASY: BOOK ILLUSTRATION 1860 - 1920 
By Brigid Peppin 
(British edition: Studio Vista, L8.95) (192 pages . ) Hardbound 
(American edition: Watson-Guptill, $25.00) 
Reviewed by Stephen Riley 

I somet imes receive the impression that m a n y fan tasy f ans 
think most quality f an tasy a r t was produced mainly within the 
pages of WEIRD TALES, UNKNOWN, FAMOUS FANTASTIC 
MYSTERIES, etc., and that the most notable pract i t ioners of 
fan tasy i l lustration have been Virgil Finlay, Hannes Bok, F r a n k 
F raze t t a - to n a m e three who have a high fannish populari ty. 
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Yes, these men have produced some outstanding work, but they 
a r e hardly alone. F a n t a s y il lustration, like fan tasy fiction, has a 
long, proud tradition. 

E v e r since books have been produced, f an tasy has been in-
volved to some degree as f a r as i l lustrat ion goes. One ear ly 
example I can think of is Hans Holbein's DANCE OF DEATH, 
published in 1538. In spite of an occasional lone ar t i s t like 
William Blake, who produced lavishly i l lustrated editions of his 
own work in the late 1700s to ear ly 1800s, it wasn ' t until the 
middle of the 19th century that f an tasy book il lustration s ta r ted 
to blossom, par t icular ly in England and Europe . (America 
produced m a n y notable i l lus t ra tors during this developing 
period, but their output was directed m o r e toward adventurous 
and down-to-earth subjects . Maxfield P a r r i s h is one of the few 
exceptions.) 

This period (1860 - 1920) produced m a n y fine examples of 
f an tasy ar t . Indeed, between the Romant ic i s t s and Classicists of 
the ear ly 1800s, the Pre -Raphae l i t e Brotherhood in the middle of 
the century, the Symbolist painters , (heir to the Pre-
Raphael i tes) , who lasted into the ear ly 20th century, and the ar t 
nouveau movement , of the 1890s, the 19th century was a 
ver i table feas t of f an tasy a r t in many fo rms . 

The ever- increasing technological developments in printing 
led to an increase in the number of periodicals and books 
produced. This in turn led to a demand for more a r t i s t s to 
i l lustrate all those columns of text. The Golden Age of book 
illustration, a period of lavishness in books, had begun. The 
opportunit ies for a r t i s t s had never been g rea te r . 

Brigid Peppin ' s book explores this splendid period in England 
and Europe , as she rightly should, considering the proliferat ion 
of f an tasy there in contras t to Amer ica . Her s ixteen-page in-
troduction takes the r eader on a guided historical tour through 
the r anks of the g rea t i l lus t ra tors and the not-so-great. Each is 
put into perspect ive, while Ms. Peppin discusses the various 
influences that shaped the period and the societal role the 
varying aesthetic movemen t s played. Not only a r e the ar t i s t s 
themselves discussed, but the role fan tasy played in the Vic-
torian e ra through its l i t e ra tu re is brought into account : the 
boom in children 's books, fa i ry tales, the Arabian Nights, Ar-
thur ian romances and so forth. (Interest ingly, William Morris, 
the fan tasy author , had been influenced by the Pre-Raphael i tes . 
In 1861 he founded the Arts and Craf t s Movement , which gained 
accep tance and gave bir th to a r t nouveau.) 

The remaining text of Ms. Pepp in ' s book concerns itself with a 
capsule biography of each ar t is t , a list of the books he 
i l lustrated, and an excellent bibliography of re la ted books. 

The ba lance of FANTASY is about 160 pages of i l lustrations 
selected f r o m this period, 250 in all, 64 of them in full color. 
Representa t ion is fa i r for the a r t i s t s involved. Those of g rea te r 
populari ty, influence and talent a r e des ignated the most space. 
Some of the a r t i s t s will be fami l ia r to r e a d e r s : Beardsley, 
Charles and W. Heath Robinson, Gus tave Dore, Arthur 
Rackham, E d m u n d Dulac, etc. Others, such a r e Rene Bull, H. J . 
Ford , John D. Bat ten, Laurence Housman and E d m u n d J . 
Sullivan may not be as well known. All a r t i s t s represented a r e of 
impor tance in fan tasy il lustration, r ega rd less of their s ta ture . 

There a r e a lmost 50 dif ferent ar t i s t s f ea tu red in this book. I 
a m thankful that Ms. Peppin kept inclusion of Gus tave Dore to a 
min imum. Dore 's work is beaut i ful but he has had plenty of 
exposure e lsewhere and much of his work does not reproduce 
well unless special pains a r e taken in printing. I wish Beardsley 
had been given less space in spite of his impor tance - there a r e 
a l ready several collections of his work avai lable . On the 
br ighter side, Sidney Sime and Har ry Clarke, two long-
neglected art is ts , a r e both given ample space. 

Ar thur R a c k h a m and E d m u n d Dulac a r e two of the foremost 
g iants in this field and as you'd expect , both a r e well 
represented . Although both ar t i s t s have been subject to in-
creas ing popularity in recent years , m a n y of the color plates 
devoted to them have been rephotographed f rom the original 

drawings r a the r than f rom a printed image in a book. The 
reproductions a r e brea th tak ing -- the pla tes look almost like 
originals themselves! 

To try and locate and purchase an old book i l lustrated bv any 
one of these a r t i s t s would in m a n y cases cost more than FAN-
TASY itself. Most a r e r a r e collectors ' i t ems and lucky is the 
person who can locate such a book. I r ecommend collectors try 
to locate the Brit ish edition of FANTASY first . It f ea tu res a 
di f ferent dus twrapper than the Amer ican edition, but the cost is 
severa l dollars cheaper . (The edition is supposedly not for sale 
in the U.S. or Canada, yet I ordered my copy f r o m England 
without any problems.) If this fails, then purchase the Amer ican 
edition by all means . 

FANTASY is an interest ing, in format ive book, a feas t for the 
eyes and imaginat ion. This has been a lengthy review but this is 
quite a book - you'll be repaid by the t r easu res within many 
t imes over. 

THE ART OF FRANKLIN BOOTH 
Nostalgia Press , Inc., 1976, 60-plus pages, $8.95 
Paperbound 
Reviewed by Stephen Riley 

Roy Krenkel acknowledges his debt to F rank l in Booth. After 
looking through I can unders tand why. (My respect for Krenkel 
has only increased as a result . ) Booth was an Amer ican 
i l lustrator ear ly in the 20th century. He worked exclusively in 
black and white and mus t surely rank as one of the grea tes t 
ar t i s t s to ever hold a pen to paper . 

The f irst thing one notices upon looking a t Booth's work 
is — well, you don't notice just one thing. The m a n simply 
overwhelms you in awe. His use of line is nothing short of in-
credible. Making very little use of stipple or " d a s h " lines, Booth 
c rea ted living, brea th ing pictures in a tight yet sweeping 
manne r , putting Char les Dana Gibson's mas t e ry of the 
technique to s h a m e in comparison. By varying the length and 
width of his pen strokes, Booth etched upon the paper clean, 
sha rp delineations, cr isp cont ras t s in tonality, pa t terns , texture, 
and most important ly , believability. Booth's work is uplifting, 
inspired - he impar t s a sense of spiri tuali ty to his subject 
ma t t e r as if it were not mere ly enough to m a k e the drawing 
recognizable. 

" — a f t e r turning the leaves of this collection, I a m moved to 
r e m a r k that N a t u r e probably intended Booth for a poet of the 
contemplat ive order , but, in a perverse mood, changed her mind 
and bade him exercise his talents in line r a t h e r than in rhyme 
and m e t e r . " This s ta tement f rom the book's introduction by 
Meredith Nicholson probably comes as close as words can to 
describing where Booth's genius lay. 

This volume fea tures 60 pages of reproduct ions of aspects of 
Booth's work in a facs imile of a r a r e 1925 edition. I t ' s all here --
hauntingly beaut iful forests , quiet shady s t reets steeped in 
nostalgia, exquisite works of fantasy that rank with Finlay in 
conception and execution, flying cities in the night, myster ious 
scenes with looming dark emotion and inspiring vistas. One 
thing you can put into words regarding Booth is that a r t is not 
uninterest ing! 

Anyone who loves finely c ra f t ed a r t in a tradit ion seldom seen 
a n y m o r e deserves to have this book on their shelves. Run out. 
buy it. run home and sett le into your favor i te chair . And then 
lose yourself in one of the most beautiful pr ivate universes ever 
c rea ted on paper . Nostalgia P res s dese rves our thanks for 
making this volume avai lable . 
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NEWS NOTES 
Our general policy is NOT to blurb i tems until we 've received 

review copies, that way our r eade r s know the i tems listed a r e 
NOW available. If you order ma te r i a l , p lease 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 fan tasy field. 

Dark E a g l e (1202 E a s t 13th Ave., Denver , Colo. 80218) has 
re leased a new high quality poster measur ing 15 x 20" and 
printed on heavy 80 lb textured cover stock. The full color print 
is entitled "The E m p e r o r ' s Leave-Taking" by Tim A. Conrad 
and fea tures Michael Moorcock's Elr ic . This edition h a s been 
authorized by Moorcock and is l imited to 500 signed and num-
bered copies signed by the ar t is t at $5 plus an un-numbered 
edition at $3. Add 75c for postage on ei ther edition. 

Conrad ' s work is a lways s traight out of a fantas t ic universe 
that could never exist. His men a r e too lean and grotesquely sad. 
Hisywomen a re grotesquely beaut iful . He 's exactly the type of 
art ist I enjoy. This Dark Eag le poster is Conrad at his best. . .he 
utilizes that impossible feeling of fantas t ic emotions that can 
only exist in the head and on the canvas of a ta lented ar t is t . His 
subtle use of color with meaningful depa r tu re s for emphas i s 

r ea t e s an excellent wall piece for lovers of fan tasy . 
X E N O P H I L E Vol. 2, No. 12 was jus t issued in August and Nils 

Hard in ' s m a g (Box 9660, St. Louis, Mo 63122) continues to be one 
of the outstanding aids in locating out of print AND in-print 
books for your collection. A sample copy costs $1 or a 1st c lass 
sub (one year ) in US or Canada is only $12. Bulk r a t e in the US is 
only $6 or 3rd class (Canada only) is $8. Overseas a i rmai l sub 
(one yea r ) is $18 or by Sur face mai l the cost is $6. 

SCIENCE FICTION REVIEW (former ly THE ALIEN 
CRITIC) edited by Dick Geis PO Box 11408, Por t land , Ore 97211) 
has a lways been one of my favor i te zines. Geis has that knack 
tor controversy that m a k e s every issue interest ing reading. If 
you read last issue 's interview with R E H editors, you know that 
FC was heavily influenced by and pa t te rned a f t e r Geis' SFR. In 
light of that I 'm ex t remely pleased that Geis has seen fit to 
favorably pluf FC in the recent issue of GALAXY MAGAZINE. I 
consider that a real compliment f rom an editor—writer I ad-
mire. SFR is avai lable at $1.25 for a single copy, $4 for one yea r 
or $7 for a two yea r sub. 

Scr ibners has two fan tasy re la ted 1977 ca lendars on the 
marke t . The one I 've seen is the SCIENCE FICTION 
CALENDAR 11I77 which includes 13 full colar paint ings by some 
ol the biggest n a m e s in SF i l lustrat ion: F r a n k R. Paul , Virgil 
Finlay, Hannes Bok and Howard V. Brown. The selection of 
a r twork was m a d e by noted SF historian Sam Moskowitz. The 
spiral bound (1014 x 13 >2) ca lendar re ta i l s for $4.95. 

The second ca lendar (which I haven ' t seen) is THE 1977 
BEASTLY RIDDLE CALENDAR featur ing twelve pages of 
r iddles and full color i l lustrat ions of beas ts both real and fan-
ciful. It is also spiral bound (9 x 11") and re ta i l s for $3.95. These 
should be avai lable at your local bookstore. 

WANTED: Any issue of THE HOWARD COLLECTOR. R E H : 
LSF Nos. 1 and 2, FANTASY CROSSROADS No. 1, 4 — 5, 8 and 
the Fab ian ALMURIC PORTFOLIO. Bob Bull, 315 Meadow Ct., 
Ft Atkinson WI 53538. 

I just received a copy of the 3rd mail ing of The Pulp Heroes 
Amateur P r e s s Association (PHAPA). The Official Editor is 
Lester Boutillier (2726 Castiglione St., New Orleans, La 70119). 
PHAPA is a quar ter ly apa with $1 dues and a copy count of 20. 
Membersh ip is at nine and there ' s room for more . For more 
information write Lester . 

Simba Reproductions (Cliff Bird, 616 Livingston, Hurst , Texas 
76053) has just issued a sorcery t heme print (based upon a 
F raze t t a i l lustration) by Cliff Bird. This is an ex t remely nice 

print avai lable in black & white f rom Simba at $1 postpaid. 

THE FANTASY BOOK No. 1 ($1.00 per copy f rom Lar ry Hern-
don, 1830 Highland Dr. , Carrollton, TX 75066) is one of the most 
unique publications I 've seen lately. I t ' s produced in tabloid 
format on newsprint (a medium I usually dislike). TFB No. 1 
includes two comic s t r ip adapt ions of fiction by Robert W. 
Chambers . The s t r ips utilize concepts and t h e m e s f rom THE 
KING IN YELLOW by Chambers (1895). The f irst s t r ip in this 
issue ( "The Shadow in the S ta r s tone" ) is excellent . The in-
troduction of Hastur , Koriah, the King in Yellow and a m y r i a d 
host of o thers is handled well. The script is t ightly wri t ten and 
the a r t is general ly fa r superior to most fan s t r ip adapt ions. My 
only negat ive observat ion is in r ega rd to the use and non-use of 
the a i r -brush in ad jacen t panels where the s a m e c h a r a c t e r s a r e 
pictured. It gives the story an odd var ie ty . The second s t r ip in 
this issue was wasted on me. I just couldn't get into it. "A Vision 
of the Black S t a r s " is an a t t empt to graphical ly p ic ture action 
which is not easily rendered in a visual med ium. It is an un-
successful a t t empt BUT the first s t r ip is well worth the cover 
price and I u rge you to support T F B No. 1 with your $1 to La r ry 
Herndon. 

SKULL-FACE OMNIBUS: VOLUME 2 (subtit le "The Valley of 
the Worm and Othe r s" ) is now out f rom P a n t h e r Books Ltd., 
F rogmore , St. Albans, Her ts AL2 2NF, England . The paperback 
volume sells f rom 60p (Canada $2.50). Overseas buyers must 
add 20p for the 1st book and lOp for each additional one ordered 
f rom Pan the r . Volume 2 includes: "The F i r e of Asshurban ipa l" , 
"A Man-Eat ing J e o p a r d " , "Worms of the E a r t h " , "Kings of the 
Night" , "The Valley of the Worm" , "Skulls in the S t a r s " , 
"Ra t t l e of Bones" , "The Hills of the Dead" , "Wings .in the 
Night" , "Rober t Ervin Howard: A M e m o r i a m " by H. P. 
Lovecraf t . "Which Will Scarcely Be Unders tood" and a 
" F o r w a r d " by August Derleth. The cover is mediocre at best . 
It 's by Chris Achilleos and f rankly doesn' t c o m p a r e with other 
recent covers he ' s done for British R E H volumes. 

I just received a pr ice list (No. 1) f rom Star T reade r Books, 4325 
West 10th, Vancouver, B. D.. Canada V6R 2H6. The list includes 
for sale i tems by HPL, REH, Derleth, Blackwood, Fa r ley , 
Ellison, Moskowitz, etc. 145 books a r e offered for sale and Star 
Treader offers f ree search service with no obligation to buy. 

Lar ry also mentioned the following in his l e t te r : I 've recent ly 
unear thed a box containing back issues of R E M E M B E R WHEN 
MAGAZINE, a fan-magazine produced by Nostalgia Inc. 
several years ago. While they last , I'll be selling these back-
issues at $1 each. Issues avai lable includ No. 3 (containing, 
among other i tems, an ar t ic le on Ralph Milne Fa r l ey and his 
"Radio World" Novels), No. 4 (an in-depth examinat ion of ERB, 
including the novels, comics, f i lms, radio show, etc. , and 
featuring a new. exclusive interview with Johnny Weissmuller) , 
No. 5 (containing, among other i tems, a long WIZARD OF OZ 
fea ture ) . No. 9 ( featur ing ma te r i a l on THE MARK OF THE 
VAMPIRE, FLASH GORDON, THE W E R E W O L F OF LON-
DON'. & an ar t icle on sf shows on tv) , and No. 12 (with KING 
KONG mate r ia l as well as an in-depth examinat ion of the fan-
tasy film THE T H I E F OF BAGDAD). Each issue contains much 
OTHER mater ia l . . . I just touched on the high-points, above. 

Last issue, I listed those dea le rs who ca r r i ed FC. I failed to 
complete the address of William Scoville. His full address is 1124 
N. Je f fe r son Street , Arlington, Va 22205. 

Sphere Books (England) a re planning new editions of the Conan 
REH titles. They'll be out in J a n u a r y 1977 and differ f rom 
previous volumes in that they'll have white instead of black 
bindings. 
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Neville Spea rman Ltd. (PO Box 75, Normandy House, St. 
Helier, Je r sey , Channel Isles, UK) a r e issuing a ha rdback 
volume titled s imply WEIRD TALES for 3V2 pounds. It ' l l include 
work by CAS, REH, HPL, Whitehead, Leiber , Quinn, Kuttner , 
Bloch, Wel lman and severa l others. The book is a facsimile 
reproduct ion of the ac tual pages f rom 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 F r a n k Belknap Long. The poem 
was f i rs t publsihed in Long's collection A MAN FROM GENOA 
AND OTHER POEMS back in 1926. Squires ' smal l press 
publication is a 50th Anniversary edition retai l ing for $6.50. I 
don't know the print run, but Squires seldom prints over 200-300 
copies. All of his publications a r e hand press printed, numbered 
and published on fine quality papers . If you 've not experienced 
truly fine printing, send off for SIR JOHN. The discerning 
collector will NOT be disappointed. 

Chuck Miller (239 N. 4th Street , Columbia, P a 17512) has 
published a set ten different fan tasy theme Holiday Greeting 
ca rds i l lustrated by Bot Roda. The black & white ca rds 
m e a s u r e d 5 by 5% inches on good ca rd stock. There ' s something 
in the collection for everyone: Star Trek fans , the Lovecraf t ian , 
the S & S fan, Burroughs fans and the genera l fan tasy fan. My 
favor i tes include the Barsoomian Chr i s tmas ca rd that reads 
"On Barsoom it 's not easy to find something green with l imbs 
that is taller than 8 feet. . .so we borrowed T a r s Ta rkus tor an 
even ing" or another that s t a tes " M e r r y C h r i s t m a s " and "Have 
a Merry Chr is tmas or I'll. . .Check one: a. burn your village b. 
plunder your temple c. r ape your women d. s tave in your skull e. 
snap your spine f. spla t ter your guts g. all of the above h. none of 

the above . " Well you get the general idea. They ' re clever, well 
drawn and ideally suited for the fantasy fan. You m a y order a 
box of ten different c a rd s (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 pic tures 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 Fan ta sy Society. Membersh ip in 
BFS entit les the m e m b e r to a yea r ' s sub to DARK HORIZONS 
plus a yea r sub to the BFS Bulletin with news f rom the continent 
& America . Membersh ip is 2 pounds or $6 and checks should be 
m a d e out to Brian Mooney, Secre tary , British F a n t a s y Society, 
447A Por t e r s Ave., Dagenham, Essex, RM9 4ND, England . DH 
No. 14 is a special t r ibute issue to Brian Lumley. It includes a 
bibliography, fiction by Lumley and an interview. LOCs, ar-
ticles and a r twork by Fab ian , Pi t ts , and the re incarna t ion of 
Virgil Finlay (Stephen Jones) fill out the issue. I strongly 
suggest you join this fine organizat ion. 

MACABRE No. 13 ( l rom Joseph P a y n e Brennan, 26 Fowler 
Street . New Haven, Conn. 06515) is still avai lable for $1.25. This 
verse magaz ine includes work by W Pau l Ganley, Brennan, and 
others plus a short fiction piece. MACABRE deserves your 
support . F a n t a s y verse is a very precar ious portion of the genre . 
There a ren ' t too m a n y prac t ioneers because the m a r k e t for 
verse is so slim. Help out a dying ar t fo rm. OK?! 

Hyperion P re s s Inc. (45 Riverside Ave., Westport . Conn. 06880) 
has issued a series of books composing the Classics of Science 
Fict ion: Series II. Works in this series include l a n d m a r k fiction 
by John W. Campbell J r . , E r i e Cox, George Allan England, 
William Hope Hodgson, Thomas McClary, John Munro, H. G. 
Wells, S Fowler Wright, Phil ip Wylie and others . The books a r e 
avai lable in both pape rback (quality sized books) or cloth bound 
editions. Sam Moskowitz is the editor of the series. His cr i ter ia 
for selecting the nineteen titles was 1) the work had to be either 
long out of print or ha rd to find. 2) must have been unusual or 
significant in i t ' s own right, and 3) it had to be l i te ra te or highly 
r eadab le and enter ta ining. The volumes r ange in pr ice f rom 
$3.95 ot $6.95 for the pape rback editions to $10.50 to $16 for the 
cloth editions. A sampling of titles include CLOAK OF AESIR, 
OUT OF THE SILENCE. THE BOATS OF " G L E N CARRIG", 
THE GHOST PIRATES, THE NIGHTLAND, SAURUS, 
REBIRTH, THE SEA LADY, THE IRON STAR and THE 
HOUSE ON THE BORDERLAND to n a m e a few. Write 
Hyperion P r e s s for a complete listing of books and prices. 

ART & STORY No. 2 is now out and avai lble f rom editor J a m e s 
Denney (32692 Black Mountain Road, Tollhouse, Ca 93667) for 
$2. No. 2 includes a short tale by C. S. Lewis titled "Minister ing 
Angels" (the story of the first men and women on Mars ) , the 
continuation of Denney 's own excellent s t r ip "The Black S t a r " 
(a combination SF, heroic f an tasy str ip with a f lavor of Tolkein 
about it), an ar t ic le on SPACE 1999 (with plenty of photos), a 
new story by Alan Dean Fos ter (illoes by Clyde Caldwell), par t 
two of L. F r a n k B a u m ' s "The Enchanged Isle of Y e w " and an 
ar t ic le on Arthur C. Clark which touches on the scien-
t i s^f ic t ioneer ' s views on everything f rom SST to "Why Explore 
Space? " . I t ' s a good solid issue for fan tasy — SF fans . 

DARK PHANTASMS No. 1, S u m m e r , 1976, VW Studios, 1515 
Argonne Rd., Tal lahassee , F la 32303, contains "The Black 
Hound of Dea th" by REH, a comic adaption of Wagner ' s " In the 
Lair of Y s l s l " , a Kane portfolio by Bill Black and a few other 
ditties (editorials, plugs, e tc) . $3.50, covers by Krenkel , Fab ian 
illoes to the R E H tale, 48 pages , SV2 x 11". 

This is put out by Bill Whitcomb and real ly is a r a the r nice 
publication. The " Y s l s l " adaption is a v e r a g e or bet ter visually 
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and the diverse hands who composed it have done an ex-
ceptional job on putting into the comic fo rma t , a very difficult 
piece of fiction. F a b i a n ' s interior two illoes a r e very nice indeed. 
He's cap tu red the mood of the fiction very well. Wes Smith and 
Hoberg have col laborated on a comic str ip ti t led "Arbada-
Fe tex" . The graphics a r e adequa te and considering that I 've 
pretty much been turned off by S & S s t r ips of l a te . . . tha t ' s sort of 
a compl iment . I ha te continued adven tu res but this one does 
seem to be ripe with interest ing possibilities. 

SIMBA No. 1 ( Cliff Bird, Simba Reproduct ions, 616 Livingston, 
Hurst , Texas 76053) h a s just appea red with a gorgeous Steve 
Fabian cover. The 46 page (8V2 x 11") magaz ine is pr inted offset 
with w r a p around binding and costs $3. The bulk of the m a g is a 
presentat ion of Bird ' s "The Sands of Nakhlah" . . . the adventures 
of Simba. The story is amply i l lustrated as well as writ ten by 
Cliff. Besides Cliff and Fab ian , other ar t is t ic contr ibutors in-
clude Arnold Fenner , Ken Raney, William Black, Clyde Cald-
well, Russ Manning and Paul Schliesser. Charles Saunders has 
contr ibuted a short ( i l lustrated) ar t ic le " I m a g i n a r y Beas ts of 
Af r i ca" . One very interest ing development is that andrew j 
offutt h a s edited SIMBA No. 1 for Cliff. Andrew h a s writ ten a 
very interest ing and very personal introduction to this issue. I 
think you'll enjoy this m a g f rom Simba Reproduct ions. 

PHANTASY DIGEST (Hall Publicat ions, Box 326, Aberdeen, 
Md 21001) is one of the newest addit ions to the fan tasy genre 
mags . This initial issue costs $4 for an 88 page (5V2 x 8 V ' ) m a g . 
Reproduction wise and binding wise this is a step in the right 
direction for Hall Pubs . Their previous glue bound zines were a 
more expensive form of binding but less ut i l i tar ian than the 
simple s taple binding now used. Binding is secondary to con-
tents of course. This issue includes " G r a v e y a r d R a t s " by 
Robert E . Howard, "The P l ace of Stones" an I m a r o origin ta le 
by Char les Saunders , "The Final Solution" by Wayne Hooks, 
plus fiction and ve r se by John Bredon. andrew j offut t also has 
m a d e avai lable in this issue an ar t ic le which was to have 
prefaced his THE UNDYING WIZARD published by Zebra. 
News notes, plugs and review of Lin Ca r t e r ' s "World ' s E n d " 
novels fill out the issue. Art is ts represen ted this issue include 
Caldwell, J i m Pi t ts , Gene Day, John Stewar t and David 
Re isman . 

MIDNIGHT SUN No. 4 published by Gary Hoppenstand (2014 
Mackenzie Drive, Columbus, Ohio 43220) has appea red . This 48 
page (5V2 x 8 1

2 " ) zine sells for $2.50 or a yea r (6 issues) sub m a y 
be had for $12.50. This issue f ea tu res work by Basil Copper, 
Richard Lyon, C. L. Grant , Joseph P a y n e Brennan and a r twork 
by Andrew Smith, Bob Love, T. J . Buckingham. 

MARVEL WORLD No. 1 (1116 S Je f fe r son , Olympia, Wash. 
98501) is really a comic s t r ip zine meaning it includes pr imar i ly 
comic stories and an emphas i s on Marvel comic titles. It does 
include an ar t ic le on the Marvel CONAN THE BARBARIAN 
comic. The ar t ic le is pre t ty old hat if you 've heard most of the 
cr i t ic ism a imed at Marvel . No price listed on the zine. 

Reed S. Andrus (226 E. 4800 So. Mur ray , Utah 84107) publishes a 
personal-zine with SF—fantasy overtones called HARBINGER. 
No. 4 is avai lable for $1.25 or contribution. The zine includes 
verse, comic strips, fiction, reviews, LOCs and some nice a r t 
(notably by Rick McCollum and a nice cover by Gray Lyda) . 
Give it a try, then wri te Reed an LOC. He'd love to hea r f rom ya ! 

NYCTALOPS Volume 2, No. 4—5 (whole number 11—12) is now 
in print f rom Har ry Morris J r . (500 Wellesley S. E . , 
Albuquerque, NM 87106) for $4. This 126 page (8% x 11") volume 
is a s tupendous barga in . Compare page size, cost and printing 
quality with ANYTHING else on the m a r k e t (including FC) and 
you'll see that Morris has produced a rea l bargain . 

NYCTALOPS is not a ba rga in jus t because of page count. Those 
pages include some of the finest g raphics (by Riley, Tiani, P i t t s , 
Cox, Wenske, S tewar t , Huber and many others) plus fiction, 
verse and ar t ic les re la ted to H P L and the weird fan tasy 
tradit ion. Darrel l Schweitzer conducts an excellent interview 
with F r a n k Belknap Long, E Hof fman P r i ce wrote "A Let ter in 
Rega rds Lovec ra f t " , plus, LOCs, reviews and a g rea t deal 
more . Beyond what I 've listed, the g rea tes t portion of NYC-
TALOPS No. 11—12 is a ser ies of ar t icles , fiction and verse about 
or by Donald Sidney-Fryer . F r y e r is a poet and gen t leman who 
is pas t due for this type of recognition. The poet himself h a s 
writ ten (and a p p e a r in this issue) "The Cosmic Troubadour s" , 
"The Spenser E x p e r i m e n t " , "A Defense and Il lustration of One 
Poetic Method" , "Ar thur Machen and King Ar thur : Sovereigns 
of D r e a m " and "The Atlantis F r a g m e n t s " . I hear t i ly recom-
mend this most recent issue of a dist inguished journal f r om 
Silver Sca rab P r e s s . 

I bet you never expected to see a blurb for MUSCLE MAG IN-
TERNATIONAL in FC! But he re it is. Vol. 2, number 2 includes 
an ar t ic le titled "The Tarzan Bluepr in t s" by Denie. This should 
be of interest to Burroughs f ans since the ar t ic le is i l lus t ra ted by 
sixteen different photos of the various ac tors to por t ray Tarzan 
on the silver screen. The s a m e issue includes an ar t ic le titled 
"The Steve Reeves Cult" . All of this is approached f rom the 
Muscle Mag standpoint but m a k e s for interest ing read ing and 
background on some giants in the fan tasy film genre . E a c h issue 
has f ea tu red an ar t ic le r egard ing men like Reeves , Reg P a r k 
and Gordon Scott, i.e. the g r ea t s and the movies that f ea tu red 
them as Hercules, Goliath, Samson, Thief of Bagdad and 
Morgon the P i ra te . The m a g is avai lable f rom Robert Kennedy, 
c—0 Health Culture Publicat ions, Unit 1, 270 Ruther ford Rd. 
South, Brampton . Ontario, Canada L6W 3K7. Cost is $1.25. 

SPACE & TIME No. 38 is in print and includes fan fiction by 
Christopher Kelly, I ra H Herman , and E R Lovick. The 
bimonthly m a g is edited by Gordon Linzner (138 West 70th 
Street, Apt. 4-B, New York NY 10023) and a single issue m a y be 
had for $1. A six issue sub runs $5.00. This issue includes a cover 
by Gene Day, and interior illoes by Tim Lynch, S. Scott Sater , 
Allen Koszowski and J im Garr ison. 

Steven R Johnson (16385 Two Bar Road, Boulder Creek, CA 
95006) and Hendrik Sharpies (Serendipity Corner, 1401 S.E. 
Division Street , Por t land , Ore. 97202) have issued THE 
BRUNNER MYSTIQUE at $4 per copy and avai lable f rom 
either co-editor. The booklet runs 36 (8 ' 2 x 11") pages on coated 
stock. Both front and back covers a r e full color reproduct ions of 
Brunner work. In addition to an interview with Brunner , a 
Brunner bibl iography (which includes comic book appea rances , 
fanzine work, book covers and ar t pr in ts ) , the booklet also in-
cludes (exclusive of covers) 35 pieces of a r twork by F r a n k . I t ' s a 
beautiful booklet for Brunner fans ! 

ERB-DOM No. 88 and No. 89 a r e now out f rom Caz ( tha t ' s 
Cazedessus J r . , PO Box 507, St Francisvi l le , La 70775). Issue No. 
89 contains the astonishing news that C. E . Cazedessus J r (Caz 
for shor t ) will no longer continue editing one of the finest 
magaz ine around. ERB-DOM No. 90 will be Caz's last issue. No. 
88 contains the usual excellent f a r e for ERB-DOM including 
photos f rom AT THE EARTH'S CORE (movie with McClure, 
Munro and Cushing), color Tarzan str ips, rev iews and ar t ic les . 
Caz goes in for lots of a r twork , too. No. 89 begins a huge 
Burroughs sale. In addition to giving up ERB-dom, a f te r over 20 
yea r s of collecting, Caz is selling his ent i re collection including 
several original manusc r ip t s by ERB. No. 89 also includes lots 
of a r t and a 1968 proposal by Star Trek ' s Gene Roddenberry on 
how to m a k e a Tarzan movie. In issue No. 89, Caz s ta tes : ERB-
DOM will be sold to the highest bidder a f te r the publication of 
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No. 90 or it will stop there. . .Whoever t akes over this magaz ine 
will get all appl icable files, a r twork and over 1000 back issues 
with which to keep up the m o m e n t u m . " It will be sad to see Caz 
leave the E R B scene, but I do hope someone ca r r i e s on with 
ERB-dom. Nos. 88 and 89 a r e avai lable at $2.50 each 

COMPASS is published by Tony Scialis, 1100 Cutspring Rd., 
S t ra t ford , CT 06497 and is avai lable at 12 issues (monthly) for $3. 
The issue I have (vol. 1, No. 2, Oct 11-Nov. 7) is 8 pages (8M> x 
11") and deals p r imar i ly with comic book news including an 
interview with a r t i s t George Perez . This issue of COMPASS 
does include an ar t ic le on SPACE 1999 also. Tony wri tes that 
he ' s in teres ted in a columnist on sword & sorcery or fan tasy . 
Anyone out the re willing to help? 

BLACKLITE No. 1 is a new zine out f rom John DiPre t e (PO Box 
8214, Cranston, RI 02920). The 32 page (8y 2 x l l " ) m a g sells for 
$1. Gene Day has done a SF cover (space ship and as t ronauts ) 
and a very interest ing comic str ip titled "Star l lorn the 
phi lospher" . No. 1 includes fiction and reviews, columns, etc by 
DiPre te , Darrel l Schweitzer, AK Molnar. Jon Inouye and others. 
Art credi ts include Ken Raney, Mark Gelotte, etc. 

Issue No. 2 is also avai lable with a continuation of the Gene Day 
strip, fiction by Charles Saunders (of Imaro f a m e ) , Gordon 
Linzner, etc. Ei ther issue is avai lable for $1 each. 

GALILEO is a new SF m a g avai lable f rom 339 Newbury Street, 
Boston, MA 02115. The p r e m e i r e issue includes work by Arthur C 
Clarke, Ray Bradbury , Robert Chilson, Andrew Whyte, Ruth 
B e r m a n and several o thers . Tom Barber has done two ex-
t remely nice color covers for this issue. This issue shows a great 
deal of promise and certainly 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 
s tudents , pros and fans . Issue No. 11 is before m e and re ta i l s for 
$1 f rom Bill Sheridan, 330 Myrt le St., Redwood City, CA 94062. 
No. 11 includes "The Cartoonist and Murphy ' s Law" , "The F a c e 
Behind the Laugh" , "C.W. Kahles and Hai rbread th 
H a r r y " , plus sptolights on the editorial car toons of several 
con temporary cartoonists . One section deals with "Cartoonis ts 
on the World Economy. Very interest ing m a g even for non-fans. 

SIGN OF THE SALAMANDER by Karl E d w a r d Wagner is the 
first booklet in the John Chance vs Dread series. I t ' s new pulp-
villain adven ture by the c rea to r of Kane. SIGN is avai lable f rom 
Gary Hoppenstand, 2014 Mackenzie Dr., Columbus, Ohio 43220 
for $1.98. 

QUANTUM is one heck of a nifty little zine. Issue No. 4 fea tures 
a very nice cover by Mike Streff . David Kyle, the editor of A 
PICTORIAL HISTORY OF SCIENCE FICTION, is interviewed. 
LOCs, fanzine reviews, fiction and book reviews fill out the 
issue. QUANTUM has six editors, my unders tanding is that 
everything printed must be approved by a ma jo r i t y of the 
editors. Knowing human na ture , I 'm surpr ised they 've got to 
issue No. 4! Single issues a r e $1 while a six issue sub is only $5. 
Recommended . 

De Danann P r e s s has issued CELTIA: A Collection of Pos te rs 
and Drawings in the Celtic Style by J im F i tzPa t r i ck . CELTIA 
was reviewed very favorably in the last issue of FC. I t ' s truly a 
brea th tak ing collection of pr ints by Northern I re land ' s most 
outs tanding young ar t is t . To give you an idea of F i t zPa t r i ck ' s 
style, the cover of this issue of FANTASY CROSSROADS is f rom 
the CELTIA collection. The soft bound volume m e a s u r e s 81- x 
1 1 V ' and has a color cover that is truly beautiful beyond words. 
Stygian Isle P r e s s has purchased copies of CELTIA which we 
now a re making avai lable to our r eade r s . No other dealer has 

them in stock in the USA. Cost is $5.50 (no discount on this i tem). 
We r ecommend you add 40c for insurance. We a re not respon-
sible for un-insured packages . Oh, one final note, one of the 
prints folds out of the book to a size of 1 5 x l l - V ' . A second fold 
out poster m e a s u r e s 23:!4 x 1 1 V ' . The book can easily be taken 
a p a r t so the prints m a y be f r a m e d . If interested, wri te us today 
for your copy. 

THE D I V E R S I F I E R is a bi-monthly fanzine of fan fiction, verse 
and a r t . P r o contr ibutors a r e not uncommon ei ther . Recent 
issues include work by Steve Fab ian , Gene Day, Gary Winnick. 
Carl Pot ts , A B Clingan. Jon Inouye, Richard Tierney, Vic 
Kostrikin, Wayne Hooks, C C Clingan, E C Tubb, Brian Crist, 
Greg Nicoll, Neal Wilgus, Gordon Linzner, Nicola Cuti, John 
DiPrete , Robert Bloch, David Gerrold, L Sprague De Camp, 
Donald Sidney-Fryer , 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 & S, weird or fantasy 
tradit ions, then try THE DIVERSIFIER, $1.25 per copy of six 
issues for $5.75 f rom PO Box 2078. Oroville, Ca 95965. 

When W Paul Ganley found himself swamped with "good" 
ma te r i a l (fiction, verse) for WEIRDBOOK and real ized he 'd 
never be able to af ford to get it all published via offset , he began 
a new mimeo publication called WEIRDBOOKLET. E E R I E 
COUNTRY is the first in the WEIRDBOOKLET SERIES. 300 
copies of this issue were printed and a r e avai lable at $2.50 from 
Box 35, Ambers t Branch, Buffalo, NY 14226. The 82 page (plus 
covers) booklet includes work by a great man;: unknowns, plus 
famil iar people like Brian Lumley. Joseph Payne Brennan. 
William Scott Home, and Darrell Schweitzer. There ' s a lot of 
good solid fiction and verse in this issue. Depending upon buyer 
reaction and sales, Paul will continue the series. I suggest you 
vote for its continuation by sending Paul $2.50 today. 

I 've just received a copy ot TITAN, a British mimeo-zine. It 
includes two fanzine review columns ("Zines Across the W a t e r " 
and "Home Ground") , LOCs, a listing of new books (July 76 to 
December 76) and a lot of chat te r on British fandom and cons. 
For the British fan, I 'm sure its 's a very in format ive zine. 
Amer icans would probably feel a little left out and lost. TITAN 
is avai lable for lX>5p. 

- 6 0 -



THE R O B E R T E HOWARD UNITED P R E S S ASSOCIATION 
(REHUPA) has a new Official Edi tor (OE). It is Brian E a r l 
Brown, 55521 Elder Rd., Mishawaka, Ind. 46544. R E H U P A is one 
of two a p a s ( ama teu r press associat ions) 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 t ransi t to a new home in California, Ben Indick (428 Sagamore 
Ave., Teaneck, NJ 07666) is acting as t empora ry OE. If in-
terested in THL then contact Ben. Both apas requ i re m e m b e r s 
to wri te and print a contribution which is then sent to the OE for 
collation with contributions f rom other m e m b e r s . The total 
package is stapled together and each m e m b e r received a copy 
of the mail ing. Members must pay year ly dues ($2-$3) and print 
enough copies for all m e m b e r s to receive one (both THL and 
R E H U P A requi re 40 copies of each m e m b e r ' s zine con-
tribution.) Write Brian or Ben for m o r e info. 

SOUTH OF THE MOON is a zine which lists all a p a s current ly 
operat ing. It indicates who the OE is, m i n i m u m activity 
(minac) , deadlines, dues, etc. for all apas . A sample copy of 
SOTM cost 50c f rom Andrew Sigel, 424 Greenleaf St., Evanston, 
111. 60202. 

SWASHBUCKLE No. 1 is out f r om Don Herr ig , PO Box 411, 
Pottstown, P a 19464. The zine is edited by Bruce D. Griff i ths. 
SWASHBUCKLE is a comic s t r ip zine devoted solely to the 
Heroic fan tasy or S&S genre . The a r twork and script ing r anges 
from ave rage to excellent. I think this zine deserves support 
because of the potential it holds. If you enjoy S & S , p i ra te 
adventure , etc try it. F u t u r e issues p romise work by J ihm Rohn 
and FC regula r J im Coplin. Single issue price is $1.50. 

Byron Roark (2951 S. 34th Street , Kansas City, Ks 66106), one 
half of the fo rmer t e a m that produced R E H : LONESTAR 
F I C T I O N E E R is ca r ry ing on the t radi t ion of LSF but in a new 
m a g tit led PALANTIR. There will no longer be a LSF, r a t h e r 
two m a g s will be published. Roark will do PALANTIR and 
Arnold Fenner (Box 186, Shawnee Mission, Ks 66201) will 
publish—edit CHACAL. 

PALANTIR No. 1 is due out a round the middle of F e b r u a r y 1977 
and will include " H aw k s Over E g y p t " by R E H and illoed by 
Randy Spurgin, "To All Sophis t ica tes" by R E H ; an ar t ic le on 
the new Berkley Conan books by Karl E d w a r d Wagner (editor of 
the new ser ies ) ; a five plate portfolio based on "The Scarlet 
Ci tadel" bv Jeff Eas ley , an ar t ic le on the new REH-oriented 
collaborations (illoed by J im Pi t t s ) by Dave M c F e r r a r ; and 
ar twork by Steranko, the Severins, Hank J a n k u s and others . 
Single issue price will be $3.50 for the 48 to 52 page m a g . 

Darre l l Schweitzer is in the process of ga ther ing ma te r i a l for a S 
& S humor anthology titled BLUNDERING BARBARIAN 
TALES. The anthology will be published by TK Graphics and 
pays a 50—50 pro r a t a split of royalt ies. Dar re l l is seeking 
manusc r ip t s and would especial ly like to see a good solid Conan 
parody and a f i rs t r a t e parody of THE WORM OUROBOROS. 
Contact him a t 113 Deepdale Rd, St raf ford , P a 19087. 

NIGHTSHADE No. 3 is avai lable f rom Ken Amos (7005 Bedford 
Lane, Louisville, Ky 40222) for $1.50. I t includes Karl E d w a r d 
Wagner ' s updated bibliography and biography of Manly Wade 
Wellman. Also a short interview with Manly. NIGHTSHADE 
contains other ma te r i a l of in teres t to the fan tasy fan. 

I don't have price or content informat ion, BUT I do know that 
Arnold Fenne r (PO Box 186, Shawnee Mission, Ks 66201) has 
delivered CHACAL No. 2 to the pr in ters . If i t 's half as good as 
No. 1, don ' t miss it. F e n n e r will also be bringing out a f inal issue 
of R E H : LONE STAR F I C T I O N E E R . Send him an SASE for 
more informat ion. 

I 'm a newcomer to the work of Lord Dunsany but I ' m learning to 
love (and a lmost unders tand) his delightful, insightful style of 
short fiction via TALES OF T H R E E H E M I S P H E R E S published 
by George Sci thers ' Owlswick P r e s s (Box 8243, Phi ladelphia , P a 
19101). The book of short stories and sketches (fictional not 
i l lustrat ive) was f i rs t published in 1919 sans i l lustrations. This is 
the f i rs t repr int ing and the f i rs t i l lustrated edition with Tim Kirk 
doing the honors. Ki rk ' s style seems so appropr ia te to the text. 
I t ' s a delightful book. Sci thers s eems to put a lot of c a r e and 
carefu l del iberat ion into his book-making. I t ' s a finely wrought 
addition to any book shelf and all for only $9. F o r Lovecra f t i ans 
an added t rea t is a biographical sketch of Dunsany wri t ten by 
HPL and repr in ted in TALES f rom a 1944 Arkham House 
volume. 

Donald M. Gran t (West Kingston, Rhode Is land 02892) is one of 
the fo remos t publishers of qual i ty f an t a sy hardcovers today. 
This issue includes an extensive interview with Gran t plus 
reviews of severa l of his cur ren t in print 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 B a r r ar tbook) 
$25. 

Also avai lable f rom Gran t or his dis t r ibutor (F & SF Book Co., 
PO Box 415, Staten Island, NY 10302) a r e : OUT OF THE STORM 
by William Hope Hodgson with F a b i a n DJ and interiors a t $10, 
ROGUES IN THE HOUSE by Rober t E Howard and pa r t of the 
Deluxe Conan ma tched 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. ha rdcover book edited by L Sprague de 
C a m p which includes a var ie ty of non-fiction works by Howard 
Phil l ips Lovecraf t . I t ' s a t r e a s u r e trove for Lovecra f t i ans who 
wish to delve more into the thoughts and opinions of this mas t e r 
of hor ror l i t e ra ture . The works repr in ted a r e f r o m obscure fan 
presses , newspapers that H P L contr ibuted ar t ic les to, and the 
like. 

BLACK VULMEA'S VENGEANCE includes three p i ra te tales 
by Rober t E . Howard. The three a r e : the title story, " Is le of 
P i r a t e ' s D o o m " (repr inted f r o m the George Hamil ton OP 
booklet of the s a m e title) and "Swords of the Red Brotherhood" 
(never before published). The title tale is repr in ted f rom a 1938 
issue of GOLDEN F L E E C E . 

"Swords" runs 25,000 words long according to THE LAST CELT 
and was edited by de C a m p into a Conan tale titled "The Black 
S t r a n g e r " so it m a y seem fami l i a r to some Conan-philes. 

Stygian Isle P r e s s (Box 147, Lamoni, Iowa 50140) has several 
i tems still in print though FANTASY CROSSROADS Nos. 1-9 are 
not among those items. OMNIUMGATHUM is still avai lable at 
$5 for the near ly 70 pages of fan tasy verse and il lustration. Well 
over 2200 lines of verse is included by such notables a s REH, 
HPL, CAS, Peake , Bok, Hodgson, Whitehead, de Camp, Munn, 
Long. Moorcock, Lumley, Campbell , Norton, Zelazny, van Vogt, 
etc. The booklet includes (in addition to 45 au thors and 125 
poems) a r twork by Fab ian , Bok, Day, Caldwell, Eas ley , Riley, 
Vess, Mohr, Huber and Eng lum. This volume has been praised 
as " in the tradit ion of Der le th" , " a volume that is so outstanding 
in content that even its cer ta in high value as a collector 's i tem 
ceases to seem i m p o r t a n t " ( F r a n k Belknap Long) and lauded as 
" r ep resen ta t ive of the field of con tempora ry f a n t a s y " (Donald 
S idney-Fryer ) . P r in t run 1000, order today. 

RUNES OF AHRH EIH E C H E is still ava i lab le a t $2.95. It is the 
la rges t collection of le t te rs (correspondence) by Rober t E . 
Howard yet to be collected between two covers . The 1000 print 
run booklet is i l lustrated by Randal l Spurgin with an R E H 
oriented a lphabet . Reading this booklet has been called "a 
moving exper ience" . It cer tainly provides added insight into 
Howard the man . 

The s ta tus of ERASED FROM E X I L E is uncer ta in . Over 100 
copies were re tu rned to the pr in ter with defects . The book is OP 
if those copies a r e not replaced. Send us an SASE for more in-
format ion. 

FANTASY CROSSWINDS Nos. 1 and 2 were published in 
J a n u a r y 1977. Nos. 3 and 4 were promised but a r e late, please 
have pat ience with us. Nos. 1 and 2 a r e now OP, print runs were 
300 each. P r in t runs on the next two issues will be respectively 
400 and 500 copies. You m a y still order Nos. 3 and 4 a t $1.50 each 
or $3 for both. 

Many new pro jec ts a r e in the works but we ' r e keeping m u m 
until they ' re in print . Stygian Isle P r e s s will be finishing up the 
ALMURIC PORTFOLIO by Fab ian , hopefully by la te March 
1977. The portfolio is sold out. 

One final bit of news: I a m now the US agent for the Brit ish 
F a n t a s y Society. See the blurb e l sewhere in News Notes 
regard ing DARK HORIZONS the BFS publication which 
m e m b e r s get along with their membersh ip . Membersh ip costs 
$8 in US funds and may be remi t t ed to J o n a t h a n Bacon, Box 147, 
Lamoni , Iowa 50140. I s trongly urge suppor t of the BFS. In 
r e tu rn you get an outstanding magaz ine of fiction, verse and 
news. I 'm of course speaking of DARK HORIZONS. Send your 
money in today. 

WARGAMING 
I 'm a real novice when it comes to wargaming , but I 'm in the 
process of learning. As I try new games , I 'll pass the resul ts on 
to you. 

To begin with, during the month of J a n u a r y 1977 I conducted 
(and a m current ly conducting) a non-course a t Grace land titled 
Wargaming . The purpose was to find s tudents who enjoyed 
complex g a m e s and work with them at learning several 
w a r g a m e s . 

We began with DUNGEON by David Meggary and published by 
TSR G a m e s (PO Box 756, Lake Geneva, Wise. 53147). I t ' s a 
fairly s imple g a m e where in prizes a r e guarded by monsters 
which mus t be fought and defea ted in order to win the prize. A 
player m a y enter as (in order of s t rength f r o m most powerful to 
least) a wizard, a super-hero, a hero or an elf. The less powerful 
p layers requi re fewer prizes (gold pieces) to win than do the 
more powerful players . E a c h monster ca rd indicates what each 
player mus t roll on two dice in order to defea t the mons te r and 
claim the prize. Wizards have spells to use, El fs can get thru 
secret doors eas ier than other players , etc. The mons te r s and 
prizes get bigger at the lower levels of the Dungeon. Of course 
p layers have limits on how deep in the Dungeon they can go 
based upon how powerful they are . If a player f ights a mon-
ster and loses he m a y be requi red to lose a turn, drop a prize or 
be killed and removed f rom the g a m e based upon a "Comba t 
Losing Tab le" . As I said before, the g a m e is very s imple but that 
doesn ' t m e a n it 's not enjoyable . The rea l fun begins in exer-
cising options in the game . In fact we began using "Additional 
Rules for Advanced P l a y " before we finished our f i rs t game . 
Such things as ambushing , wander ing monsters , re-entry, etc., 
m a d e the g a m e more lively. The rules say a 10 yea r old or older 
can play. I believe it. This is a good s tar t ing point for the 
w a r g a m e r headed for more complex action. DUNGEON is a 
b o r a d g a m e for 1-12 p layers and sells for $10.95. 

Another company with more of a fanish f la i r is Flying Buffalo 
Inc. (PO Box 1467, Scottsdale, AZ 85252). We'll be discussing 

- 6 2 -



their g a m e s in la ter instal lments , but if in teres ted drop them an 
SASE for a listing of cur ren t games , etc. 

I 'd like to introduce you to a new f r iend: Charles Anshell (1226 
North Rossell Ave., Oak P a r k , 111 60302). Charles handles a 
grea t m a n y i tems re la ted to Wargaming . His f i rs t m a j o r catalog 
is in the works and can be had for $2.50 ( re fundable off your f i rs t 
order of $20 or more) . The catalog will list over 100 manufac -
turers including games , accessor ies and min ia tu res f rom the 
a reas of fan tasy , S & S, SF and historical wa rgaming . 

Hopefully m y next insta l lment will be longer and include 
mate r ia l on LANKHMAR, TUNNELS AND TROLLS and 
DUNGEONS AND DRAGONS. 

The S u m m e r 1976 issue of MACABRE published by Michael 
Ambrose (9913 Minuteman St., El Paso , Texas 79924) is 
avai lable for 60c. (no subs) . This issue includes a 
review compar ison by Mark S. Geston of the Willis Conover and 
Sprague de C a m p biographies of Howard Phil l ips 
Lovecraf t . Also Joel Harbin has contr ibuted "Origin P o i n t " 
< fiction) and Reginald Brane has contr ibuted "A F a b l e " . In the 
verse vein, the editor has included f r a g m e n t s f r o m "The Old 
P a t h " by C. T. Thackeray . Incanta t ions (editorial) and a review 
of Mark Geston 's LORDS OF THE STARSHIP fill out the 14 
page issue. Ambrose has indicated the next issue will be out in 
March, 1977. 

WHISPERS No. 9 (December 1976) is now avai lable f rom Stuar t 
Schiff (Box 904, Chapel Hill NC 27514) for $2 per copy. It f ea tu res 
one of the eeriest F a b i a n covers I 've yet seen coupled with a 
truly m a c a b r e back cover by Lee Brown Coye. WHISPERS 
continues to be the leading magaz ine in the a r ea of weird or 
horror l i t e ra ture and this issue is no exception to the t rend 
toward perfection. H Warne r Munn has contr ibuted a short 
piece titled " H P L : A Remin i scence" , Dirk Mosig fu r the r s the 
Lovecraf t ian studies with a piece on H P L and his fiction called 
"Myth-Maker" . This issue contains an outstanding assor tment 
of fiction by R. A. Laf fe r tv , Lee Weinstein, Pau l Bond, William 
Nolan, Dennis Etchison and David Campton. Mike Garc ia has 
contr ibuted a truly erotic visual portfolio based upon H P L ' s 
fiction. Lovecraf t I 'm sure has turned over in his Victorian 
grave. WHISPERS is rounded out with news notes, editorial 
comments , verse by Gahan Wilson ( " B a d B a b y " ) and the usual 
fine selection of i l lustrators. P ick up a copy if you haven ' t 
a l ready. You'll enjoy a g rea t deal of reading p leasure f rom this 
magazine. 

Stellar Z Product ions (4608 St. Naza i re Road, Pensacola , F la 
32505) has just issued FROM THE D E E P AND BEYOND a 48 
page booklet containing a ser ies of three short stories by 
Gregory Nicholl. The three a r e " F r o m the Deep" , "The 
H a m m e r h e a d Hor ro r " and "The Night The DOLPHIN Went 
Down". Nicoll admi t s a Lovecraf t i an influence and his fiction 
shows it. $1.50 per copy plus 50c postage. Very interest ing 
reading. 

FANTASIED is an 8 page (8 l ' 2 x l l " ) offset newslet ter style zine 
f rom P e t e r Gaffney (RD No. 1 Campvil le Rd., Endicot t , NY 
13760) I t ' s more SF oriented but does include m a t e r i a l in re la ted 
fan tasy a reas , such as L. D. F leckens te in ' s a r t ic le "Science 
Fiction vs F a n t a s y " . The res t of FANTASIED No. 4 includes 
comments cn " H a r d S F " , definition of SF, bock reviews, etc. No 
price listed, send an SASE for information. 

THE GALAXY OF FANDOM No. 2 (Oct-Nov 1976) is geared 
towards fantasy and SF fi lms. Articles cover Caroline Munro 
(who has appea red in the Dr. Ph ibes movies, THE GOLDEN 
VOYAGE OF SINBAD, CAPTAIN KRONOS: VAMPIRE 
HUNTER, AT THE EARTH'S CORE and other f a n t a s y - h o r r o r 

f i lms) , Space 1999, LOGAN'S RUN plus a r twork by F r a n k 
Brunner , Alfredo Alcala and some fanzine reviews. Available 
for 75c plus 25c pos tage f rom Chris topher Simmons, 607 S. 
Pac i f ic Coast Hiway, Redondo Beach, CA 90277. 

Dark E a g l e (see add res s in f i rs t p a r a g r a p h of News Notes) has 
issued another finely reproduced F r a n k Brunner poster . 
BELLADONNA is a beaut iful blond ha i red lass who I 'd ha te to 
tangle with (especially with that sword in her hand) . This full 
color poster m e a s u r e s 17 x 22" and is pr in ted on heavy textured 
cover stock. BELLADONNA has never before been published. 
There is a signed edition of 500 copies (numbered too) selling for 
$5 plus 75c postage. The unsigned edition sells for $3 plus 75c 
postage. All posters shipped in heavy tube mai le rs . DARK 
EAGLE also has an ELRIC poster avai lable by Bob Gould and a 
CONAN poster by B a r r y Smith. Send ' em an SASE for pr ice 
information. 

I jus t received a copy of the H J M R Co. Newslet ter (PO Box 308, 
North Miami, Fla 33161). It lists a g rea t m a n y SF and f an ta sy 
titles including copies of AMAZING, Arkham House books (OP) , 
SKULL-FACE by Rober t E. Howard (at $50) and m a n y m o r e 
i tems. Send them a note and reques t the SF edition of their 
newslet ter . 

Lucile Coleman (PO Box 610813 North Miami, F la 33161) jus t 
sent m e her pr ice list. It includes OP books and includes 
ma te r i a l f r om the f an ta sy genre and m a i n s t r e a m works. Send 
her 24c for her list. 

OUTWORLDS No. 28-29 is avai lable for $2.50 f rom William 
Bowers (POBox2521, North Canton, 0hio44720). OUTWORLDS 
is a lways a looked for zine and this issue is no exception. It s t a r t s 
out r ight with a F a b i a n cover and continues with Bowers ' 
comment s on being a B N F (Big N a m e F a n ) . S tuar t Gilson 
contr ibutes a fascinat ing portfolio (my favor i te being "An Angel 
of Hell P e e r i n g . . . " ) . F u r t h e r f ea tu res include "The Fan-Wri te r 
Sympos ium" , an interview with Rober t Shea, some delightful 
ar t is t ic r end i t ions -ca r toons—potpour r i by Derek Car te r , 
"Opinionat ion" by andrew j offut t and lots more . Very f ine 
issue. . .Buy! 

T-K Graphics (PO Box 1951, Bal t imore, Md 21203) has just 
issued ESSAYS LOVECRAFTIAN edited by Darre l l Schweitzer 
and i l lustrated by Richard Huber . Huber ' s work f i rs t a p p e a r e d 
in FANTASY CROSSROADS and I 'm pleased to see him at home 
in another publ isher ' s en terpr ises . He 's a f ine a r t i s t who 
deserves more than occasional exposure. I t ' s h a rd to pinpoint 
" f a v o r i t e s " in his i l lustrat ions for the volume. I truly love his 
"Eso te r i c Order of Dagon" piece on page 57. . .1 jus t wonder if 
that ' s supposed to be Scott Connors or Dirk Mosig ( jus t kiddin' 
fel las) . The illo on page 67 (opposite George Wetzel 's "Genes i s 
of the Cthulhu Mvthos") is also superb . Of course no one buys 
for just the il lustrations. Schweitzer has a s sembled a fan tas t ic 
a r r a y of ar t icles on Lovecra f t and his Cthulhu Mythos. P ieces 
include H P L ' s let ter on "Story-Wri t ing", "A Li te ra ry Coper-
nicus" by Fr i tz Leiber , Dirk Mosig 's a r t ic le : "The F o u r F a c e s 
of the Outs ider" plus work by Bloch, Schweitzer, Marion 
Bradley, Richard Tierney, Rober t Weinberg, Ben Indick, Bill 
Wallace and many more . Only $3.95 for a rea l gem for 
Lovecraf t ians . . . novices and pros alike. 

TWO-GUN RACONTEUR No. 3 is in print f r om Damon Sasser 
(PO Box 21278, Houston, Texas 77026). Only 500 copies at $1.75 
each have been printed. This issue includes a r twork by Fab ian , 
Ken Raney, Don Herron, David Pa r sons , Jamilkowski , Tom 
Foster , Arnie Fenne r and a V E R Y nice portfolio by Gene Day 
based upon R E H ' s "The Moon of Skulls" . This issue also in-
cludes Howard fiction ( "The Devil 's J o k e r " ) , LOCs, " R E H and 
the R ing" p a r t one by Dennis McHaney, a compar ison of the 
R E H Conan vs the de C a m p - C a r t e r — N y b o r g Conan in Don 
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Herron ' s ar t ic le "Conan vs Conant ics" , and "The R a r e Ones" 
and ar t ic le by Charles Melvin on R E H ha rdback books. 

Fo r Lovecraf t ian ' s , it might be noted that THE Y E A R ' S BEST 
HORROR STORIES: S E R I E S 4 out f r o m DAW Books ($1.25) 
includes a six page ar t ic le by E Hof fman P r i ce titled "The 
Lovecra f t Controversy-Why?". It c o m p a r e s the de C a m p and 
F r a n k B Long biographies of HPL. 

VOID is an Aust ra l ian semi-prozine which f ea tu res fiction in the 
fan tasy , S & S, horror l i t e ra tu re vein. The US agent for VOID is 
Dar re l l Schweitzer (113 Deepdale Rd., S t ra f ford , P a 19087). The 
magaz ine sells for $1.45 per copy or three for $4.00. Dar re l l has 
issues 2, 3 and 4 in l imited stock so I 'd order NOW, don ' t wait. 
Issue No. 4 has a story by Schweitzer which is a continuation of 
"The Veiled Pool of Mis to rak" which Stygian Isle P r e s s 
published in FANTASY CROSSWINDS No. 2. Quite f rankly , 
you'll miss a lot if you miss the fiction in VOID. If only for the 
Schweitzer story (and the issue does have a lot more to 
r e c o m m e n d it) I sugges t you send off your ha rd ea rned cash to 
the US agent . 

I apologize for the lack of detai l in this issue 's News Notes. I 
try to m a k e mos t of the b lurbs into mini-reviews. As regular 
r eade r s 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 i tems a r r ived too la te to be 
covered but I ' m squeezing them in anyway. Heaven knows when 
the next issue of F C will a p p e a r and I f igure a shor t b lurb now is 
bet ter than a longer one in severa l months (though hopefully FC 
will get on to a quar te r ly or bi-monthly schedule aga in ) . 

R e a d e r s who have been with FC since the ear ly issues will 
r e m e m b e r the Vaughn Bode style car toons of David Heath J r . 
David published a zine title NO SEX but it d i sappeared about 
two y e a r s ago, with issue No. 3 showing up in my mai l box jus t 
recent ly . This issue is l a rge r than I r e m e m b e r the others (64 
pages, 8V2 x 11") and sells for a meas ly 70c (5 issues for $3.50). It 
is predominant ly comic s t r ips by David and severa l cohorts. 
F rank ly , the other work in NO SEX is very ama teu r i sh . Only 
David ' s work is worth the t ime to r ead and enjoy. He has a very 
unusual sense of humor in that he can find mos t anything to poke 
fun at . Heath is probably best charac te r ized as a SF humor is t 
though that m a y be over-all a little too res t r ic t ive in definition. 
Anyway, try NO SEX, the m a g that is! (Write: C. Co. 1—68 
Armor," APO NY 09034). 

ART FANTASTIQUE No. 1 and No. 2 a r e quest ionable 
publications. Available for $2.50 each f r o m T R E K , 2500 Pen-
nington, Houston, Texas 77093. AF No. 1 contains a r twork by 
Virgil F inlay and No. 2 includes work by F raze t t a , Crandal l and 
Wood. Neither publication has an introduction, explanat ion of 
the work or any kind of copyright notice. I wonder if this is a 
bootleg publication or if it contains m a t e r i a l in the public 
domain. The F r a z e t t a pieces have a p p e a r e d in var ious port-
folios that I 've seen. Reproduct ion (especially on the Finlay 
work) is a poor to ave rage . Some of the Finlay work seems to 
have been reproduced f rom the poor quali ty images of an old 
pulp magaz ine . F rank ly , I 'd save your money and suggest you 
buy something more worthwhile. I just wish I knew m o r e about 
the copyright s ta tus of the work in the volumes. I can ' t believe a 
re l iable publisher would leave off copyright informat ion. 

WHO WAS THAT MONOLITH I SAW YOU WITH by Michael 
Goodwin is published by Her i tage , PO Box 721, Fores t P a r k , Ga. 
30050. I t ' s a booklet of S ta r Trek cartoons. The a r twork isn ' t all 
that g r e a t but it does include some clever pokes a t the space 
adven tu re y a r n f o r m a t epitomized by Star Trek. Available for 
$2.50 plus 50c for shipping f rom Heri tage. Be sure to ask for their 
catalog, Her i tage has some mighty nice i tems, like the Thomas 
Burne t t Swann J r . hardcover book Q U E E N S WALK IN THE 
DUSK which is i l lustrated by Jeff 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 informat ion on THE SEN-
TINEL, BURNT O F F E R I N G S , the f i lms of Br ian de P a l m a 
(CARRIE, OBSESSION, SISTERS and PHANTOM OF THE 
PARADISE) and reviews plus lots of pic tures . George needs a 
lesson on c lut tered lay-outs, but the zine does show promise and 
en thus iasm. Foreign buyers p lease add 50c to the $2 purchase 
price. 

THE P U L P S by Tony Goodstone has jus t recently been issued 
by Chelsea House (70 West 40th Street , NY, NY 10018) as an 
oversized (7Vfe x 10V2") paperback which retai ls for $7.95. The 
book runs 240 pages with an addit ional 48 pages of full color 
i l lustrations and reproduct ions of r a r e pulp cover a r t . It in-
cludes over 50 complete stories, poems, and fea tu res f r o m the 
pulps. Rober t E Howard under the pseudonym of S a m Walser 
penned "The P u r p l e Hear t of E r l ik" , a spicy adven tu re story of 
innocence (dear Arline) and a vengeance filled Chinese priest 
(nice s te reotype) . Also included in THE P U L P S is another R E H 
J a m e s Allison story (using the s a m e c h a r a c t e r as a p p e a r s 
in "Gense r i c ' s F i f th Born Son") titled "The Valley of the 
W o r m " . The book repr in ts work by HPL, CAS, Long, Finlay, 
Counselman, Weinbaum, Bradbury , Gallico, Burroughs , Max 
Brand and many others. This is one heck of an interest ing 
volume. 

Almost Omitted Addresses : TITAN, Geoff Rippington, 15 
Queens Ave., Canterbury , Kent, Eng land . QUANTUM, 1171 
Neeb Road, Cincinnati, Ohio 45238. 

A*-
a y -THE W V t 

FC- , 
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EPISTLE EXPRESS 
Loay 
802 E a s t Bridge 
Blackwell, Okla. 74631 

Concerning Scott Connors ' query 
about m y s ta tement regard ing the 
Lovecraf t cult: I view Lovecra f t 
fandom as being divided into two 

very distinct groups, the Lovecraf t ians , the serious s tudents of 
Lovecraf t and his writ ing and wish h im only the best (EOD 
fits into this group) , and the Lovecraf t Cult, the fanat ics who 
have e rec ted an a l ta r to H P L as they envision h im and seek to 
force this view of their idol upon anyone who will listen. This 
group is m a d e up of people like Dirk Mosig and Scott Connors; 
well meaning people who have simply gone overboard on their 
admira t ion and desi re to 'do something good for HPL ' , and a r e 
slowly turning most of f andom off ( f rom) the r e m a r k a b l e 
gent leman called H. P . Lovecraf t . And to say that the Cult does 
not worship H P L - l e t r e ade r s delve into such dagonzines as 
"Cont inui ty" and "The Miskatonic" and decide for t h e m s e l v e s -
is as ludicrous as saying the Moon is m a d e of Green Cheese. It is 
easy enough to t ry to undermine such cr i t ic ism with levity or 
ridicule and a b u s e - t h e Cult has used such taci ts on m e before, 
as well as other c r i t i c s -bu t it does not change the m a t t e r ; most 
fans a r e discerning enough to pene t ra te to the hea r t of the 
ma t t e r and see the Cult for what it is. And that is what m a k e s it 
so 'de tes tab le ' : it isn ' t for the glory and f a m e of H P L that they 
a re working so earnes t ly . . .it 's for the glory of themselves . And 
the sooner the fans real ize this, the sooner Lovecraf t fandom 
will begin looking a t H P L and his work in proper perspect ive 
again. 

"The Half-Men of Chikanda" by Charles Saunders is, s imply, 
one of the best s tories I have r ead in a long, long t ime! I 'm now 
an avid I m a r o fan! Saunders ' style is decidedly unHowardian . It 
is nice to see some originality re-enter ing the genre at last . His 
charac ter iza t ions a r e skillfully and real is t ical ly handled. 
Charles Saunders , I believe, will go f a r in the f an ta sy genre. 

"Review R a k " was en joyable as a lways , par t icular ly the 
reviews by McHaney, M c F e r r a n and Bacon. In all honesty, 
however, I think it only fa i r to point out a possible e r ro r of da te 
in m y review last issue of Cliff Eddy ' s TERROR OUT OF TIME. 
There a r e two dates for his death available-1967 on the jacket 
for E X I T INTO E T E R N I T Y and 1971 in Muriel Eddy ' s in-
troduction to T E R R O R ; I used the la t te r because Mrs. Eddy of 
all people should know the da te of her husband ' s death . 

"Of Swords & S o r c e r y " - P a u l Allen's very fine co lumn- i s an 
excellent contribution to the spirit of FC. I normal ly find myself 
in total ag reemen t with his judgements . However, I think Lin 
Car t e r ' s cr i t ic ism of Wagner ' s anachron i sms in 'Kane ' is 
wellfounded. The use of the t e r m 'dollars ' is unfor tuna te ; it is 
enough to break the spell of fan tasy that he, Wagner , has 
s truggled to c rea te for the r eade r . Ordinari ly, it wouldn' t be 
ear th-shaking, if he was writing modern f an ta sy or science 
fiction, the t e rm might be ca r r ied over to that period; but in 
f an tasy ' s S&S subgenre it is cri t ical to avoid all anachronisms . 
No doubt Wagner learned f rom his mis take . But Car te r , cer-
tainly one of the finest f an tasy wr i te r s and cri t ics ever , was 
within his r ights to bring it to people 's at tention. And it might be 
mentioned that Lin was easier on Wagner than he was on some 
other popular authors , like Dave Van Arnam or Mike Moorcock! 

"White Slayer ' s of the W a s t e " by J . E . Coplin is highly en-
joyable-second best tale in the ish in m y opinion (Saunders ' is 
the b e s t ) - a n d I hope he'll honor FC with another 'Hyborian Age' 
tale soon! 

Linward C. Marley 
213 P u r i t a n Street 
Fayet tevi l le , N. C. 28306 

don't unders tand this reac t ion coming f rom F C ' s audience. 
The let ter column is a lways interest ing. P l e a s e do not follow 

Gregory Nicoll 's suggestion and print Blackwood's "The 
Wendigo". It would take up too much space and besides is 
readily avai lable in BEST GHOST STORIES OF ALGERNON 
BLACKWOOD, published by Dover Publ icat ions and avai lable 
f rom Dover, F & SF Book Co., T-K Graphics , and other dealers . 
By the way, Dover Publ icat ions has an excellent line of f an t a sy 
and superna tu ra l books with which everyone should be fami l ia r . 

All the fiction this issue is good, with the ubiquitous Char les 
Saunders leading the pack. I a s s u m e he will eventually collect 
his I m a r o stories into one volume. Eddy Ber t in ' s "A Whisper of 
Leathery Wings" was very good. Actually, I enjoy the fan tasy-
horror story more than the S&S tale. 

I enjoyed all the a r t this issue, especially the Gene Day port-
folio. I hope we never get to the point that a r t i s t s will not un-
der take a project because other a r t i s t s have produced 
"def in i t ive" works on the s a m e subject . Think of all we would 
miss. 

Excel lent News Notes. Interest ing ar t icles , especially Pau l 
Allen's. 

Darre l l Schweitzer 
Chateau d 'Leng 
Averoigne, F r a n c e 

I thought FC No. 9 was your best 
issue, and wrapped in another g rea t 
Corben cover. I was very surpr i sed 
to learn that m a n y r e a d e r s con-

sidered his beaut iful cover on No. 8 to be pornographic . The 
reasons you give for the reac t ion a r e probably correc t , but I 

My f i rs t react ion ot FC No. 9 was 
that you mus t do something about 
the smal l and blurry print in pa r t s of 
the magazine . It s eems to me that 

var ious offset p resses have l imits of smal lness beyond which 
they cannot go without loss of clar i ty. The l a rger typeface is 
fine, but the smal le r , used for the sympos ium and the news 
column is too small , especial ly on those pages which a r e un-
derinked and grey r a t h e r than black. The resul t was very 
genuine eyestra in , wa te ry eyes & a headache , something I a m 
not normal ly susceptable to. I would suggest that you stick to the 
la rger typeface even if it m e a n s a loss of wordage . 

The cover : Certainly it 's striking, but when one looks closely it 
seems the hirsute gen t leman is about to lose his mammoth-h ide 
jockstrap. Also he doesn ' t have hai r on his body, but outright 
fur, quite unlike any European Caucas ian I 've seen. P e r h a p s he 
is an Ainu f rom nor thern J a p a n , who was blown fa r away while 
sailing. . . (The Ainus a r e the hair ies t people of the world. 
They ' re an isolated pocket of Caucasians . ) 

"The Half Men of Chikanda" by Char les Saunders was cer-
tainly the most interest ing piece of fiction in the issue, and 
perhaps the best wri t ten, but I was disappointed. I m a r o can be 
s u m m e d up as a black Conan. Simple as that . The story could 
have happened in Conan 's world, among white people of a dif-
ferent t ime and cul ture, with no changes a t all. Saunders is 
doing a very good thing in bringing Afr ican lore into sword & 
sorcery fiction. (I would be very surpr ised if sub-Saharan Afr ica 
does not have a vas t s tore of heroic legendry like most other 
places) . But I wish he would get away f rom stock sword & 
sorcery e lements . Fo r his stories to be anything but b a r b a r i a n 
epics of a di f ferent hue, he mus t 1) m a k e cha rac t e r s and 
si tuations der ive f rom Afr ican history, cul ture, and legendry so 
that they could not happen e lsewhere and elsewhen, and 2) 
m a k e his supe rna tu ra l e lements do the same , and be sufficiently 
intrinsic to the story that if they were wi thdrawn there would be 
no story. Anything shor t of that is cos tume fiction. So f a r he is 
only promis ing to bring f r e sh ma te r i a l into the field. He hasn ' t 
yet del ivered. 

By the way, I 'd be curious to know how much of the 
background is history, and when the story is taking place. I 
would guess, f r om the presence of Chinese t r ade r s in eas t e rn 
Africa, it mus t be during Ming t imes, c irca 1360-1644. The Ming 
dynasty did send f leets that f a r , but short-sighted ru le rs 
eventually decided it wasn ' t wor th the bother. If they hadn ' t 
things might have been much di f ferent in the following cen-
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turies, and the Chinese would have pe rhaps discovered and 
barged in on the Europeans , not the other way around. 

E d d y Ber t i r / s s tory is fine, but also s t anda rd stuff. And again 
I ' m wojidering where the set t ing is taking place. The names 
seem to be Engl ish but the cur rency is f rancs . 

Steve Riley 
18 Norman Dr. 
F r a m i n g h a m , Mass. 

FANTASY CROSSROADS 9 - ar-
rived some t ime ago, so I'll 
just r e m a r k on a few things -- mostly 
my react ion to your editorial 
r e m a r k s . I th ink you 

s ta ted your beliefs excellently and real ly got to the hea r t of the 
ma t t e r in mentioning the steril i ty of classicized a r t versus the 
m o r e realist ic (and erotic) type of a r t tha t touches us deep 
within. I can ' t say for cer ta in how the r eade r sh ip reac ted , but I 
imagine a few souls c a m e down on you for your s tance, because, 
to use your own words in the editorial , "your s tance was not the 
way they p re fe r life to be p i c tu red . " (I p a r a p h r a s e d it.) I think, 
you handled the aspec ts of censorship in conjunction with being 
an editor and the ensuing responsibil i t ies very well. In all sin-
ceri ty, your editorial is one of the best I 've seen on this subject . 
Objectively honest and to the point. 

The above also leads into the cover i l lustration. I wonder how 
many of those who panned issue 8's cover thought that this one 
was much bet ter , more in the vein of " t r u e f a n t a s y " . Yet, I find 
this cover more s tar t l ing than the last . There ' s no beauty or 
sensuali ty there. Ins tead, i t ' s a gory, s ta rk ly real is t ic por t raya l 
of a scene tha t ' s been played out too, too many t imes under 
different si tuations - that of w a r and ca rnage . (I wonder how 
m a n y too were dis turbed even fu r the r when they noticed the 
cross. This, to me, m a k e s it even more gr imly rea l -- too close to 
the horrifying real i ty of wha t has gone on. In historical t e rms , I 
imagine the cover scene happened m a n y , m a n y t imes when the 
Visigoths and Huns swept out of nor thern Europe and overran 
Rome. ) Yet for all the above, I feel Corben 's painting is a real 
work of a r t . (Art doesn ' t have to m a k e us secure - see Goya 's 
"The Disas te rs of W a r " for example . ) Corben 's painting really 
dr ives home for m e the rea l hor ror of w a r and for that alone (not 
to mention the technical excellence of his style) impa r t s this 
work with genuine value. 

( (Ed i to r ' s note: This le t ter r e f e r s back to the Steve Riley 
Por t fol io in FC No. 7 and Gregory Nicoll 's le t ter in FC No. 8)). 

Some comment s : I 'm f la t t e red by the overall favorab le 
response to my Lovecra f t portfolio. Note to Gregory Nicoll: 
r ega rd ing " Impr i soned with the P h a r a o h s " , I read the passage 
the s a m e way he did, but decided to i l lustrate wha t the na r r a to r 
real ly saw. not wha t he thought he saw. I t ' s very much like 
walking by a dark room and taking a quick glance inside. At 
f i rs t impression, you might think you see something out of the 
ordinary, but when you stop and take a look, you real ize that the 
darkness , your movemen t s (walking by the room) , and your 
imaginat ion all combined to m a k e you think you saw something 
that real ly wasn ' t there. Tha t ' s how I in te rpre ted the s tory: the 
n a r r a t o r thought the paw was a mons te r in itself, but when the 
ent i re sphinx emerged f r o m the doorway, the n a r r a t o r realized 
what he saw at f irst in the da rkness and exci tement was only the 
forepaw. I do thank Gregory for his kind r e m a r k s and for taking 
t ime to comment . 

I know what Gregory Nicholl is saying in r ega rd to Gene Day ' s 
work but I think he has his terminology wrong. I like Gene 's 
work very much myself , but I would say it is nei ther realist ic 
nor surreal is t ic . Gene ' s work could only be descr ibed as being in 
the comic school of a r t -- t e r m s like rea l i sm and sur rea l i sm 
a r e n ' t appropr ia te to descr ibe his style - although 
c inematograph ic is, due to Gene ' s use of lighting, angles, and 
composition. 

" R e a l i s m " can be defined as : " t he representa t ion of na tu re or 
social life as it actual ly a p p e a r s . " Real is t ic a r t i s t s a r e such 

people as Gus tave Courbet ( the f i rs t real is t pa in ter ) , and the 
Ashcan school of Amer ican painting - Maur ice P rende rgas t , 
John Sloan, E d w a r d Hopper, etc. I t ' s not so much whether 
something drawn or painted looks like the real-l ife object 
( representa t ional ) , but m o r e the presenta t ion of such, feeling of 
weight in the objects depicted and subjec t ma t t e r . F a n t a s y a r t 
can hardly be t e rmed real is t ic no m a t t e r how well done it is. 
Even Andrew Wyeth is not a real is t ic painter in spi te of his 
a lmost photographic quali t ies. Wyeth seems closer to 
su r rea l i sm than rea l i sm, due to the e x t r e m e ca lm and silence in 
his paintings -- they ' re a lmost eerie because of this. 

" S u r r e a l i s m " is: "a school of a r t and l i te ra ture which ex-
presses the subconscious mind in a r t fo rm, excluding balance 
and conventional des ign." Art is ts such as Salvidore Dali, Max 
Erns t and Man Ray fall into this ca tegory. Subject ma t t e r 
usually deals with the subconscious - images of d r eams , use of 
unconventional modes of expression that tie in with real i ty yet 
a r e not real , etc. F a n t a s y can play a big role here but not heroic 
fan tasy or any branch of the genre we ' r e interested in. 

Ar t terminology is funny because it doesn ' t necessar i ly mean 
what it implies as in the use of the above te rms . I t ' s a genuine 
philosophy with its own sys tem of u sage and logic. I 've had it 
pounded into m y head for a few yea r s so when I saw Gregory ' s 
let ter , I felt I had to comment . 

F a n t a s y a r t is pret ty much that -- fan tasy a r t - mainly 
because most of it produced is i l lustrat ive (requir ing an ac-
companying text to fully unders tand it even though the a r t may 
be apprec ia ted on its own.) Some a r t t e r m s can be applied, even 
the above in some cases , but in the case of Gene Day ' s work, I 
would say no. Wrong terminology. 

Enough of that. The res t of the issue is really fine and I par-
ticularly enjoyed the a r t of Gene Day (of course) , Clyde Cald-
well (his logo is superb! ) , Steve F a b i a n and Ric Cruz - his style 
is par t icu lar ly distinctive, indeed the i l lustration on page 39 is 
one of the f inest in the issue, methinks . 

Gregory E . Nicoll 
3535 Gleneagles Drive 

Mart inez, Georgia 30907 
October 2,1976 

Congratulat ions on another fine issue of FANTASY 
CROSSROADS. Number nine provided m e with plenty of good 
reading. I don ' t know how you m a n a g e d to fit so much into one 
magazine , but I su re hope you keep doing it. Yog! 

I whole-heartedly ag ree with Loay Hall as to the mer i t s of 
Basil Copper 's fiction, especial ly his shor t story " A m b e r P r i n t " . 
Copper is a m a s t e r a t c rea t ing a tmosphe re and anyone who 
(like myself) collects f i lms can apprec ia te Copper 's ac-
compl ishment . I r e c o m m e n d e d Cooper 's collection FROM 
EVIL 'S PILLOW to anyone who likes good horror s tories in 
modern sett ings, and I think anyone who enjoyed Lovec ra f t ' s 
AT THE MOUNTAINS OF MADNESS would apprec ia te 
Cooper 's inventive imitat ion of it, THE GREAT WHITE 
SPACE, which jus t c a m e out in paperback . 

Ber t in ' s "A Whisper of Lea thery Wings" was a very effect ive 
exercise in horror . I hope you can unea r th more stories as good 
as that one; it was jus t wha t the doctor ordered as f a r as we who 
don't like heroic f an tasy a r e concerned. As for Charles Saun-
ders ' stories, they wouldn' t be half as tedious if he wasn ' t so 
hung up on drowning the r eade r s in unpronounceable names . 
And it is pretent ious enough to invent an entirely new language 
for use within a story, but when the author insists on using it to 
wri te his titles as well !!! I can ' t help but feel that Saunders 
is laughing a t us through those titles - the one in number nine 
looks like 'NUTS TO YOU, YA CHICKEN' or something. 

Speaking of Saunders , he wrote m e a long let ter a t tacking my 
s ta tement of H P L ' s ha rmlessness as f a r as being a racis t was 
concerned. His a r g u m e n t was that H P L perpe tua ted racis t 
feelings in Amer ica by depicting Negroes a s all sorts of grave-
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robbers and wizards in stories such as "The Call of Cthulhu". (I 
can think of more offensive examples as f a r a s that is con-
cerned, par t icular ly the description of Buck Robinson in 
" H e r b e r t W e s t - R e a n i m a t o r " ) . I don' t think this pa r t i cu la r 
approach will hold up; Lovecra f t had jus t as m a n y degenera te 
Caucas ians in his works - The Whateleys, the Marshes , the 
Gilmans. . hell, most of them bred with fish and assor ted 
monsters f r o m other dimensions. If tha t isn ' t degenera te 
(especially to an old gen t l eman like HPL) what , pray tell, is? 

Charles R. Saunders 
Creator of I m a r o 
Architect of Nyumbani 
Afro-American F a n t a s i s t 
Unemployed Psych . Teacher 
Border-line Psychot ic 
(I p rac t ice wha t I teach) 

I 'm sure the Swahili-speaking peoples of Afr ica will be 
delighted to learn tha t their l anguage is "p re t en t ious" and 
"unpronouncable" . To most f an tasy wri ters , an invented 
language enhances the construction of the sett ing. As for 
Nicoll's in terpre ta t ion of the title, in this case wha teve r is in the 
eye of the beholder is also in his mouth. . . " 

Dennis ABeln 
208 W. 4th 

Salisbury, Mo. 65281 
Regard ing your suggestion of having a w a r d s in the Sword & 

Sorcery field, I find the idea interest ing BUT there a r e so many 
awards in the l i terary, music , en te r t a inmen t and what-have-you 
fields, and so much H Y P E accompanying each one, that I a m 
very skeptical—cynical a t the m e r e ment ion of " A w a r d s " . The 
problem with them all is they ' re too often given NOT necessar i ly 
out of mer i t , but out of populari ty, commercia l i ty , and just plain 
stupidity. Besides, it s eems a bit unfa i r for a group or 
organization to say that "Such & Such" was the best "So & So" 
of the yea r in this ca tegory and that. I t ' s all so subject ive, but 
then I guess everything is. Natura l ly , everyone has their 
favori te movie(s) , record(s ) , book(s) , but for someone or 
something to say that that was the "bes t of the y e a r " is m o r e 
than a little presumptuous and egotistical. 

That is not to say I ' m agains t the idea of S & S awards . I 'm not. 
But it s eems that awards , in the long run, no m a t t e r how well-
intentioned they might be, cheapen the fields and genres they 
a r e given in. 

I do think heroic f an tasy should be given its due. And m a y b e 
some type of awards would be the answer . J u s t thought you'd 
like to know. Thanks, Jon. 

10-6-76 
Mark Mansell 

15120 Ragus St. 
La Puente , CA 91744 

I have jus t received FC No. 9 .1 have to say that it is the most 
beaut iful of any fan tasy adven tu re magaz ine on the marke t . In 
my opinion, if you ever went pro with FC, you could easily out 
sell FANTASTIC and AMAZING. 

The a r twork was superb. The high spot was the f ront cover. 
Corben d raws an excellent ba rba r i an . This br ings to mind a 
thought about how ba rba r i ans a r e pictured. I t ' s a fac t that 
ba rba r i ans a r e n ' t nice (for lack of a be t te r word) . They a r e n ' t 
people you'd ca r e to have in your living room, face it, they a r e 
hard people for a ha rd life. They shouldn' t be pictured as 
Redford or Reynolds with a loin cloth and sword. Gene Day ' s a r t 
was also great , though he didn ' t show Conan 's face a t any t ime. 

The s tory ' s were fantas t ic . " T h e las t l augh" was minor 
Howard, yet it seemed to be more of a f i rs t d r a f t than a com-
pleted story. About Char les Saunders ' Imaro , wha t can I say. 

The m a n is g rea t ! His new viewpoint about ba rba r i ans and 
heroes will gain him a l a rge following for his I m a r o stories (he 's 
a l ready got me) . All I can say is more , more ! 

It is a g rea t idea not to be tied down by R E H ' s s tyle of fiction, 
but to cover la rger a r ea s . R E H ' s stories will run out sooner or 
later, and those magaz ines that don ' t use anything but R E H 
stuff will be out in the cold. FC will be one to survive I ' m sure. 

The round-table discussion w a s n ' t bad, but your commen t s 
were of the most interest . Reading Sci thers ' , I get the feeling 
you wrote h im a long let ter , and he sent back a one-line post 
card. The others r anged f r o m mildly interest ing to inane. I ' m 
glad that yours were there to t r ea t the subjec t seriously. 

The column on " swords and s o r c e r y " is a definite clus. On the 
s t rength of his comments , I t r ied BLOODSTONE by Kar l Ed-
ward Wagner (whom I 've jus t s t a r t ed corresponding with). It is 
superb S & S! So al ive and per fec t ! Try to get a Kane story for a 
fu tu re issue of FC. 

Keep up the News. FC is to S & S news wha t WHISPERS is to 
horror news. 

In recent months, I 've been d r a w n m o r e and more to ' l i t t le 
magazines . ' As I think of it, I real ize its because they ' re so much 
more personal . Ins tead of a iming a t a wide audience, they want 
a smal le r , more enthusuast ic , in t imate audience. Its like having 
a lot of f r iends who s h a r e your interests . 

P S. Recent ly WHISPERS, W E I R D BOOK, FANTASY AND 
TERROR, and 3 others got together to do a special s a m p l e r of 
horror fanzines. I thought it was an excellent en ter ta in ing idea. 
(It was called TOADSTOOL WINE) . Why don ' t you; AMRA; 
R E H : L S F ; R E H ; TGR; MIDNIGHT SUN, DARK FANTASY, 
HOWARD REVIEW, HOWARD R E A D E R , CHACAL and 
PHANTASY DIGEST get together and do a special sword and 
sorcery ( R E H oriented) sample r . Maybe Glenn Lord, and 
Hamil ton and Warf ie ld would also contr ibute a special 
HOWARD COLLECTOR and CROSS PLAINS for it. . This 
would be fascinat ing in m a n y respects . Sword & Sorcery buffs 
would ea t it up. R E H fans could be m a d e happy by each 
magaz ine repr int ing the Howard story or poem that had been 
most popular in their r egu la r issues. It would provide g rea t 
adver t is ing for all your magaz ines . E a c h sample r (about 10 
pages) would give a tas te of your respect ive magazines . I think 
a TOADSTOOL WINE f o r m a t would be the best and eas ies t way 
to put it out. Fo r about $5.00 (about 110-125 pages) it would be an 
incredible projec t and barga in . I wouldn ' t consider it except 
with you a s coordinating editor since your F C is the best (you 
mus t know what you ' re doing.) I hope you think about it, 
anyway. 

( (Thanks for your commen t s on FC No. 9. The round robin 
was real ly compiled by Wayne Warfield. All edi tors—publishers 
were sent the s a m e set of questions and they w e r e asked to 
respond. As is obvious responses to the ar t ic le were completed 
and presented to m e for publication. No changes were m a d e 
a f te r I received it f r om Wayne Warfield. 

Your idea of an anthology put together by all the REH—S & S 
m a g s is a good idea, but r ight now I ' m so swamped it 'd take a 
year to get into the planning s tages . I 'll see what response is to 
the idea, though. OK? 

My planned bibl iography is a long way off now. I t ' s jus t an 
incredible task to even keep up with w h a t ' s coming out each 
week. But if and when I publish it, it is my intention to publish a 
listing of everything R E H ever wrote (verse, fiction, non-
fiction) a s well as anything wri t ten about him or his work. . .)) 

Robert B a r g e r 
P.O. Box 8 
Evensvil le, Tennessee 37332 

I received the la tes t FC today. I didn ' t like the Corben cover a t 
all. Las t issue 's blue cover c a m e off pre t ty good I thought, being 
a wa te ry sort of thing, but this jus t doesn ' t come across to me . 
F i r s t off I guess the Corben illo itself is not as good, or not as 
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pleasing as the work he usually does. Secondly the red ink 
de t rac t s quite a bit and overal l I just find it sort of repulsive. I 
m e a n it hur ts me to say this, on account of F C being one of my 
favor i te zines, and Corben being an a r t i s t that I r a t e on a level 
with and m a y b e even a little above F raze t t a , but I is jus t a ' 
eal l in 'em as I sees em. . . . 

Also, the fiction I tr ied to r ead but I jus t don' t enjoy the fiction 
you've been printing. With the exception of the R E H stuff. Also 

Char les Saunders ' s tory - 1 haven ' t had t ime yet, but I do plan to 
r ead his story. Saunders is going to be a fine wr i te r someday if 
he keeps working a t it. 

T h a t ' s about all that I d idn ' t like in this issue. What I did 
especially enjoy was P a u l Allen's column, and the roundtable 
discussion between the R E H fan-eds. This was I guess the 
highlight, and I ' m disappointed that it had to be split in two 
par t s . I ' m looking fo rward to the res t of it. Le t te r page was good 
too. 

I m u s t say that your editorial about the Corben cover on issue 
No. 8 is something you should do m o r e of. I mean , like Geis' 
SFR, I real ly enjoy it when an editor puts his—her personali ty 
into their magazine . You covered the issue pre t ty well. About 
the nekkid lady on the cover that is. But I personal ly wouldn' t 
say that the thing was real ly erotic, sensuous is more the word. 

I don ' t real ly ag ree with you as f a r as pornography goes. What 
you say is true, in many instances. But then again, Vaughn 
Bode 's work can be viewed by m a n y as " p o r n o " and did appear 
in m a n y of the " m e n ' s m a g a z i n e s " and so forth, and yet it 
doesn ' t take the "base s t emotions of one of the most beaut iful 
h u m a n exper iences and d rag it thru the m u d " . Well, very ra re ly 
anyway - and when he did it was to usual ly to i l lustrate a point. 

As to the establishing of a w a r d s in the S&S field. . . Look a t all 
the a w a r d s around now for fantas t ic fiction. Hugo, Nebula, 
World F a n t a s y Award (Lovecra f t? ) , Gandalf Award. There a r e 
too m a n y a l ready . This l i fe t ime award stuff , like the Gandalf is 
a bunch of c rap . Grant ing a l i fe t ime contribution a w a r d each 
yea r for such a smal l field of fiction a s f an tasy in genera l is 
ridiculous. Eventual ly every f an ta sy au thor alive will have one 
of the things. But despite all this, I a m for the establishing of a 
S&S award . There is a whole lot of t r a sh floating a round under 
the title of S&S and m a y b e it would se rve some purpose to single 
out the best year ly contr ibutors to the field and give them an 
a w a r d or something. The only thing nea r this now, really, is the 
Gandalf (which I repea t is a meaningless award , or eventually 
will be) and Ca r t e r ' s YEARS BEST FANTASY STORIES which 
is anything but that . Which is not to say Car te r does not have 
some good stories in his collections in this series, but to be the 
"bes t of" there is an ex t raord ina ry amount of t r a sh and 
"publ ished he re for the f i rs t t i m e " stories. And in this yea r ' s 
book, there a r e two stories by Car te r himself included! If 
establishing a w a r d s in S&S could do anything towards 
s t ra ightening out this awful mess , then I do definitely support it! 

him some of the faul ts I possessed as a youth. I have str iven to 
overcome or compensa te for these faul ts , with wha t success is 
not for m e to say. 

On the other hand, I r a the r a d m i r e R E H the more of the two, 
because he had quali t ies that in my own youth I should like to 
have had but lacked. At the s a m e time, along with their notable 
virtues, I a m a w a r e of their grievous shor tcomings. Some of 
these m e n ' s a d m i r e r s resent my writ ing about their faults . 
Sorry about that , but I try to call my shots a s I see them and a m 
a lways willing to be cor rec ted in e r rors . 

Having wri t ten one story each involving H P L and REH, I have 
no plans for using them again in fiction. There a r e m a n y other 
things to wri te about ; so many , in fact , tha t I couldn't get around 
to all of them in a thousand years . 

F r a n k Belknap Long 

It was kind indeed of you to send m e FANTASY 
CROSSROADS with its abundance of intellectually and 
aesthet ical ly s t imulat ing ma te r i a l and a t ranscr ip t of an im-
por tant p a r a g r a p h in m y recent let ter to Sprague de Camp. 

The reviews of "The D r e a m e r " have been so contradic tory in 
genera l it has left m e a little s tunned — I ant ic ipated 
d isagreement , for H P L was, and r e m a i n s a highly controversial 
f igure, but never to quite such an extent . It has been pra ised in 
the highest t e rms , and roundly denounced, one reviewer 
proclaiming that " i t put m e to s l e ep ! " In H P L circles the 
reviews were 70 percent — perhaps 75 percent — ext remely 
favorable , however, and what grat i f ied m e the most were the 
le t ters I 've received f r o m all but one of the "Ci rc le" as it 
existed 40 y ea r s ago - Galpin, Munn, E d Pr ice , Conover, etc. Ed 
wrote that he liked it be t ter than all of m y stories and poems etc. 
Only Shea was in ag reemen t with about 30 percent of the 
younger group of fan reviewers . It received a nice review in the 
Los Angeles Hera ld E x a m i n e r , and in two other l i te rary sup-
plements . Since it was s imply HPL as I r e m e m b e r e d him. 
writ ten two y ea r s before Sprague ' s book appea red . -- In 
F r i e r son ' s fanzine, dating back about 4 y ea r s now, I discussed, 
in an intervies with Schiff, my memor i e s of HPL, and "The 
D r e a m e r " do not depar t , even slightly f r o m the genera l trend of 
wha t I said a t the t ime - I can hardly be accused of joining a 
"cove rup" , as Connors has pointed out. I feel — and will con-
tinue to feel — that f a r too much emphas i s has been placed on 
H P L ' s " r a c i s m " . In his conversat ion with m e and others there 
were long periods when he did not even ment ion his "Nordic 
super ior i ty" myth views and they did not influence his genera l 
outlook anything like as much as commonly supposed, despite 
wha t he wrote in a few of the let ters . 

Thank you again for severa l hours of g rea t reading pleasure. 
I thought "A Whisper of Lea thery Wings" a most impress ive 

story - somber and res t ra ined in style, and with a " jus t r i g h t " 
approach to the horr i f ic . 

L. Sprague de Camp 

On p. 5 of FC9, Mr. Connors specula tes about my sympa thy for 
H P L and REH. Since some have voiced strong opinions on my 
pr iva te feelings, without having asked m e about m y own views, 
I should like to say a word about these feelings. 

When one has never known a m a n personally, one cannot have 
feelings about the m a n himself . All one can have a r e feelings 
towards the menta l image or construct , which one has built up 
by hear ing and reading about him. If one fo rms such an image 
and then meets the man, one m a y find that he does not fit the 
image. Tha t is now impossible with H P L and REH. 

I never knew them and only b e c a m e seriously in teres ted in 
them and their works a f t e r 1949. Since then, I have r ead most of 
wha t has been published by and about them, so I have a fa i r 
( though not perfect or infallible) idea of wha t sort of men they 
were. Assuming they were as I p ic ture them, I have some 
sympa thy for both. I have a bit more for HPL, because I see in 

Br ian E a r l Brown 
55521 Elder Rd. 

FC No. 9 -Cover : m a y b e it 's jus t me, 
but I find red the hardes t color to 

. . . , . . , . „ . . look at . Tho I 'm not half Har ry 
Mishawaka, Ind. 46544 W a r n e r > s a g e F m b e g i n n i n g £ 

voice his usual complaint agains t too grea t ly reduced type. The 
size you used to set Saunders ' s tory is fine. The type used on 
your editorial t akes a bit of s t ra ining. I think you ' re going to 
have to come to t e r m s with the fac t that you can ' t pr int as much 
as you'd like to in each issue of FC. There a r e physical 
l imitat ions to everything. Alas! 

I snigger a t John Saxon 's opinion that Howard ' s S&S was 
bet ter than Leiber. Leiber could wri te r ings around Howard. 
The m a n is gorgeous. Of course Howard would respond to this by 
chopping Leiber in half since Howard was a very direct and 
unsubtle wri ter . Of course there have been bet ter wr i te rs of S&S 
and it 's foolish to pretend tha t bet ter S&S can ' t be wri t ten. But 
the bet ter wr i ters of S&S-Leiber , Moorcock and W a g n e r - h a v e 
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little interest in doing the kinds of things Howard was doing so 
you can ' t s imply c o m p a r e story to story. You have to un-
ders tand what each wri ter was up to. 

I was more than a little amused by McHaney ' s vehement 
contention that BLOODSTAR was not a comic book. As someone 
who's r ead comic books for ten yea r s I know one when I see it, 
even if it is published in hardcovers . Despi te it 's $15 price tag, it 
is not an advancemen t over the typical comic book- except for 
length of its continuous na r ra t ive and the superior reproduct ion 
of the ar twork. Corbin, while a g rea t a r t i s t and possibly 
unrivaled with the use of the air-brush, is not unequaled in the 
comics field. John B u s c e m a - if he had taken the t ime and had 
the s a m e enthusiasm a s Corbin could have done as fine a book-
as could have Russell , Smith, Ploog, John Severin, Mar ie 
Severin, Neal Adams, Pau l Gulacy and Wally Wood to n a m e 
some jus t off the top. The writing is a s bad as ever . A planet 
enters the solar system and the news media poo-poos it for 
months? And scientists can ' t calculate where it is going to go? 
With the computer power we 've got today they can approx ima te 
all the var iab les of that p lane t ' s course to within a few thousand 
miles. They d a m n well would know where it was going and 
damn well would know what would happen. The prolog r ead s 
like a r e su r rec t ed piece of 30's sci-fi. I t ' s not in the Howard 
original so i t ' s J a k e s and Corbin 's faul t for this piece of wret-
chedness . And the story is a m a s s of cliches. So's LOVE STORY 
and that never kept it f r o m becoming a hit, ei ther . 

Graphic Novels (a t e rm that sounds too like a euphenism for a 
porn novel) and all the other exper iments in a l t e rna te comic 
book fo rma t s a r e not new things, only var ia t ions on old ideas. 
The writing is not super ior to the comics field - there a r e in-
dividual examples of surpass ing l i teracy and intelligence -
Chris Claremont and Don McGregor both come to mind. Last ly, 
it 's ridiculous to think that the graphic novel will ever become 
p o p u l a r - it simply can ' t be cheap. We ' r e talking about high-
quality printing with expensive screening processes for the best 
reproduction of detail . We ' re talking about an art is i t ic in-
ves tment of t ime and energy fa r superior to the hacking of the 
comics f i e ld - where the best talents usually dr i f t out of the field 
in search of a bet ter r e tu rn for their e f for t - such as commerc ia l 
advert is ing. Sales will not be in the hundreds of thousands. 
Comic books a r e cheap because they a r e m a s s marke ted . And 
newsprint is cheap. When you s ta r t talking about comics of a 
dollar or more, you ' re talking about a very l imited marke t . A 
comic is not as deep as a novel. Even BLOODSTAR ra tes as no 
more than a novelet in length of fiction. Nor is it as vivid as a 
movie, or as cheap as television. I t ' s a b a s t a r d med ium and will 
never real ly become popular . 

I liked Alan 's column on S&S cha rac t e r s . 
Wagner is getting so much attention today that I f ea r that he, 

like Delany, will fall into ways of self-indulgence and produce 
succeedingly lesser works than he is capable of. Kane at over 6 
foot and 300 pounds is not so impossible to one who is 6-2 and 240 
pounds. Since Kane is said to fill doo r f r ames (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 m a n could easily weigh 300 pounds. This f a r 
bet ter than the hero in MAHARS OF PELLUCIDAR who is said 
to be 6-6 and weight 180 pounds. He is also described as having a 
magni f icant physique. Maybe for a basketbal l p layer 

Lin Car ter is so out of it when it comes to instructions on how 
to wri te good fiction, that Allen was tes his t ime to even re fu te 
h im. Bet ter a r e the commen t s of Le Guin in " F r o m 
Poughkeepsie to E l f l and . " Her point is that the language of 
fan tas ies should have an a u r a of f an tasy about them. If you can 
change a few n a m e s and produce a piece of m a i n s t r e a m fiction 
(as Le Guin does to a passage f rom a Kather ine Kurtz novel to 
striking effect) i t ' s not a good piece of fan tasy writ ing. I think 
Wagner does meet this s t anda rd even when using somewhat 
modern fo rms of expressions. What his c h a r a c t e r s said and did 
were indubably fan tasy . J a n e Gaskell , as I recal l not only 
used modern t e rms like noncom and snafu , but wrote a story 

that could easily by 20th century con temporary . She fails. 
The Roundtable Discussion, like all gossip was interest ing, 

but not real ly i l luminating. Well, it did i l luminate the fact tha t 
most R E H publ ishers a r e not real ly " f a n s " . F a n d o m . science 
fiction fandom has a for ty year old tradit ion and of the 
publishers, only Scithers sha r e s this t radit ion with me . 

"The Role of F a n d o m in Society" - Fandom is an escapist 
fan tasy world where rea l problems don't exist. I t ' s only role in 
society is thereaput ic . (And I love i t !) 

A fanzine is a zine done by a fan for the love of it. CHACAL, 
PHANTASY DIGENT, F C a re semi-pro zines, which is a fan of a 
different color. Fandom is also something of a voluntary 
masonic order , which is why money is such a bigaboo. How can 
you charge—demand money f rom a fellow m a s o n ? 

R E H : LSF—CHACAL is m y idea of the best R E H zine. F C is 
nicely fannish in tone. CROSS PLAINS never offered enough for 
its money until the last couple issues. 

Continued f rom page 17 
ROUNDTABLE DISCUSSION 

SASSER: I think E . Hof fman P r i ce is long overdue for a big 
fan boom. Since he was a close f r iend of Howard 's , m a n y fans 
might turn to him a f t e r they have pursued Howardia to the 
limits. 

SCITHERS: Your p remise is wrong, of course. There is a 
possibility that interest in Howard will wane. This is not the 
s a m e thing as a decline in "Howard f a n d o m , " p r imar i ly 
because of over-exploitation, but I cannot predict who might 
" succeed" him. 

W A R F I E L D : I see no c lear favori te right now. Authors who 
should have an act ive fandom include Mike Moorcock, Henry 
Kut tner , Karl Wagner and Thomas Burnet t Swann. I, per-
sonally, would pre fe r m o r e interest in the genre as a whole, than 
in single authors , however . 

Question: How impor tan t do you think your contributions a r e to 
the genre? How impor tan t do you think you a r e to the genre? 

BACON: I wouldn't be publishing if I didn' t feel I could m a k e a 
contribution to the genre . As to how impor tan t that contribution 
is. . .well o thers will need to decide. As an individual, I 'm not 
impor tant . The impor tance is re la t ive to what FC a ims a t ac-
complishing and what it actual ly does accomplish. I 'd hope that 
we would do the followsing: 1) provide a training ground for 
those interested in crea t ive works in the fan tasy genre and 
specifically the sub-genre labeled Heroic F a n t a s y ; 2) introduce 
new wr i te r s and ar t i s t s to the f andom audience; 3) ass is t in 
getting the Howard " c a n o n " of fiction, verse and le t ters into 
print so that it m a y be studied, and enjoyed; 4) provide a fo rum 
for debate within our let ters pages for f andom and pros; 5) 
encourage more fiction and verse f rom the professionals by 
commissioning works and or publishing " n e w " works in the 
severa l sub-genres under the genera l heading of F a n t a s y (i.e. S 
& S, horror lit., and possibly, SF) . 

F E N N E R : I don't feel that either R E H : LSF or myself a r e 
terr ibly impor tan t to the genre . I do believe tha t some of our 
fea tures (outside of the Howard fiction) and outlooks a r e a shot 
of penicillin to the field, mainly because of our honesty - some 
might say our "nas t ines s " . We ' re not trying to s tomp on 
people's toes; jus t t rying to give a d i f ferent point of view. Still, 
I 'm sure no one will mourn R E H : L S F when it dies - I da resay 
there ' l l be those who'll be happy to see us go. We've jus t tr ied to 
provide a fo rm of en te r ta inment . 

HAMILTON: Based upon the le t te rs I received f rom CP 
subscr ibers I would say that m y contr ibutions were of im-
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por tance and I a s sume I was of some impor tance , though the 
la t te r is immate r i a l . 

McHANEY: Anyone who m a k e s r a r e , desired ma te r i a l 
avai lable to the public - even if that "pub l i c " is only a few 
thousand - is doing something impor tan t . As f a r a s m y own 
impor tance goes, a fan editor is no more than what he does and 
gives his r eader . I do consider myself a lot more competent in 
m a n y a r ea s , because my educat ional background was a imed at 
magaz ine journal ism--! know what I 'm doing. When I screw up, 
I 'm the f i rs t person to real ize it, and I don't need some je rk to 
r emind m e of it. Most fan edi tors who don't go on to some a r ea 
re la ted to the field a r e a lmost completely forgotten a yea r a f te r 
they do whatever they a r e doing. Some a r e forgotten while they 
a r e still a round. There a r e severa l I wish I could forget . 

ROARK: Relat ively un impor tan t , save for the fac t of sup-
plying the public with something they want . I feel our con-
tribution has been upfront honesty, if not a lways good judgment . 
F rank ly , I think I 'm the Messiah of F a n d o m - though a cult has 
not yet grown up around this belief. P len ty of guys have offered 
to crucify m e in the pas t - kinda m a k e s one wonder, ya know? I 
s tay out of da rk alleys. 

SASSER: According to the suppor te rs of R E H : TWO GUN 
RACONTEUR, I a m contributing something. Though, as an 
individual, I ' m jus t another Howard fan and a m not that im-
portant , but TGR is. 

SCITHERS: Impossible to answer without seeming either a 
wittold or a b ragger t . 

W A R F I E L D : Again, this is impossible to judge unless one is 
suffer ing f rom ego inflation. I do no feel that any one publisher 
is, a t the moment , a l l - important to fandom. Once, THE 
HOWARD COLLECTOR was the only R E H zine, a s was CROSS 
PLAINS. F o r m a n y years , AMRA was also impor tant . As for 
today, I believe anyone who ca res enough to do a zine deserves 
our at tention, 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 contr ibutions on a two point c r i t e r i a : a) is the 
work well wri t ten or eye pleasing and of interest to m e , b) will 
r e a d e r s reac t favorably and enjoy the work. FC is a product of 
J o n a t h a n Bacon ' s c rea t ive energies (however min ima l they 
m a y be). I publish it because I der ive a cer ta in amount of joy 
f rom doing so. Therefore , as ego-centric 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 m y readers . Without them F C would cease to exist or 
dwindle in print run. That doesn ' t m e a n I go by a m a j o r i t y vote 
or that I respond to every request . Both a r e impossible to do. If 
the ma jo r i ty of r eade r s wanted m e to drop the a r twork of Gene 
Day or Steve F a b i a n I 'd refuse . They ' r e my two favor i te 
ar t is i tc contributors. On the other hand, I ' m constant ly bom-
barded by a) a group that wan t s FC to deal only with R E H b) a 
group that wan t s F C to deal only with H. P . Lovecraf t , c) a 
group that feels we should deal with all S&S au thors current ly 
alive, d) a group that feels we should deal only with WEIRD 
TALES authors , etc., etc., etc. You get the idea. I t ' s impossible 
to do EXACTLY a s your r e a d e r s dic ta te . 

F E N N E R : Natura l ly w e ' r e inf luenced by a number of 
a m a t e u r and pro magaz ines (both in and outside of the genre) 
and pa t te rn some of our policies a f t e r them - with our own twist, 
of course. But other than that no real ru les or s t anda rds govern 
the magazine . Surely, there a r e some self-inflicted l imits -- we 
avoid censorship, but s imultaneously we a t t emp t to keep a sense 

of good taste throughout our contents. Unfor tunate ly , our tas tes 
don' t a lways run in the s a m e line as those of some of our 
readers . In the long run, pract ical ly anything goes; that is, as 
long a s i t 's done well. 

HAMILTON: Since I don' t publish a zine a n y m o r e I don' t feel 
the need to answer . 

McHANEY: Before I s t a r t ed putt ing together HOWARD 
REVIEW No. 5 (in J an . 1976) I never had any rea l ru les for 
myself . I used what I liked. Besides, if I m a k e my own rules, I 
can a lways change them or b reak them, and who'd know? No 
one is gonna wri te me, and say "Hey, so-and-so stinks. You 
broke the r u l e s ! " Silly question. As for s tandards , for the 
REVIEW, I 've simply a r r ived a t a goal locked deep in my brain 
which is higher than anything else I 've seen, and every t ime I 
fall short of that , i t 's the skids as f a r as I ' m concerned. I 've done 
plenty of jumping without reaching the top of the fence. 

ROARK: Is it good? Is it of interest to our audience? Does it fit 
into the f o r m a t of our publicat ion? If so, anything is considered 
fa i r game . Our biggest problem is agree ing on 
something Arnie and I a r e like F i r e & Water , so this 
usually proves difficult. Compromise has become a way of life. 
Some of the most asinine c r a p has caused a lot of yelling. When 
all else fails, F e n n e r chea ts by using logic (shudder! ) on me. 

SASSER: My main ru le is: is it interest ing and—or in-
format ive . I 'm aiming a t newcomers to RE H , but t ry to achieve 
a ba lance of topics and such so TGR will appeal to all Howard 
fans . As f a r as s t anda rds go, I ask myself would I buy it if 
someone else was putting it out and is it wor th the money. I don' t 
like to get ripped-off and don ' t want to do that to anyone else. 

SCITHERS: Rules? No rea l ly -- i t ' s a m a t t e r of what s eems to 
fit. 

W A R F I E L D : I t ry to ba lance what I believe r e a d e r s will 
enjoy, and what seems to fit based on m y own exper iences . 
Correspondence plays a big p a r t also. 

Question: Do you think fans a r e being exploited? If so, a r e you 
getting your sha re of the dough? 

BACON: F a n s a r e being exploited I F they allow themselves to 
be. The ra sh of Howard books, booklets, fanzines, etc. , exists 
because there is a d e m a n d for it. F a n d o m controls the 
marke tp l ace by buying or not buying. Howardana is in the 
vogue now. If anyone who publishes his works and takes ad-
van tage of the boom is exploitive then we all a re . There a r e 
some Howard complet is t and they probably a r e being exploited 
but they do that willingly. I know, I ' m one of ' em. I'll buy or 
t r ade for anything with a relat ionship to R E H and that includes 
(in my collection) posters, a r t portfolios, T-shirts, pape r cups, 
fanzines, books, foreign anthologies (in l anguages I can ' t even 
s p e a k ! ! ! ) , and lots more . But I do it willingly. No one forces 
anyone to buy. 

F E N N E R : It s eems that f ans have a lways been exploited, no 
m a t t e r where their in teres ts m a y lie. High "specia l co l lec tor ' s" 
pr ices on a new publication have a lways burned my ass and I 
believe that i t 's high t ime to s tand up as a group and tell some of 
the chief villains to shove it! But we probably won' t - jus t the 
way fans are , I guess. Some might c lassify us as exploiters - I 
wouldn' t agree , but I doubt if m y feelings would be all that ob-
jective. But, no R E H : L S F isn ' t mak ing that much money; 
probably losing some if we i temized everything. Hea r that Mr. 
T a x m a n ? Seriously, I wish we were mak ing enough of a profit to 
branch out or improve our distribution, but we ' r e not. 

HAMILTON: I don't think that fans a r e being exploited by the 
zines though I know of a cer ta in F r e d Cook who is selling pi ra ted 
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copies of ETCHINGS IN IVORY and THE HOWARD 
COLLECTOR a t ridiculous high prices. 

McHANEY: F a n s a r e definitely being exploited, but ob-
viously, they ei ther love it or a r e too stupid to real ize it. I don't 
think you'll find any fanzine, though, that rea l ly m a k e s a 
noticeable amount of money. The j e rks that a r e doing it a r e the 
guys selling five or six lousy drawings for $20 or $25 by ar t i s t s 
who used to be avai lable for 25c for twenty pages. Those a r e the 
cretins that a r e going to kick the bot tom out of the whole mess , 
and I hope it happens very soon. F i r s t , though, I think they'l l kill 
off comics completely. 95 percent of the decent a r t i s t s don' t 
have to do comics any more because there a r e fools that a r e 
dumb enough to pay l a rge sums of money to var ious crooks who 
hide their rip-offs behind a cover of " l imi ted edi t ions ." They 
should limit the pr ices! My sha re of the dough? If the t rends go 
on like they a r e now, I ' l l probably get into the l imited edition a r t 
folio bit. I ' ve worked a lot h a r d e r than any of the a r t folio crooks 
so why shouldn' t I get a sha re? I ' m not down on folios totally. I 
think de la Ree and a few others a r e putt ing out " b a r g a i n s " 
compared to wha t you'd expect to pay now. 

ROARK: Eve ryone 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 a r e severa l people who I feel a r e r ipping 
off fans ; natural ly , we 've been accused of this heinous c r ime in 
the past . Anyone who does a f an publication will have this 
charge leveled aga ins t h im one t ime or another . As a personal 
s ta tement , I ' m a vir tual pauper - all the revenue taken in for 
one issue is used to put out the next. 

SASSER: R E H fans , for the mos t pa r t , a r e too s m a r t to get 
burned m o r e than once. An ar t ic le in m y second issue tells fans 
how to buy and collect Howard m a t e r i a l without gett ing taken. 
My sha re of the dough goes into the next issue of TGR or re la ted 
projects ; not into funds for, say, tr ips to Be rmuda and the like. I 
m a y sound stupid, but I real ly don' t c a r e much for money -
merely recognition for m y work in Howard fandom. 

SCITHERS: F a n s a r e gett ing exploited. Second pa r t of the 
question is r a t h e r vicious. 

WARFIELD: Anytime you h a v e a sellable product , you will 
have those who seek to exploit it. What profit I 've ever m a d e 
(which has been near zero) a lways went back into the next 
project . 

RAMBLINGS 
Continued f rom page 1 

There is more I could add, but I think this will give you an idea 
what it takes to get into these respect ive organizations. SFWA 
member sh ip fees a r e $12.00 per year , which gives you voting 
rights, subscript ion to their monthly newslet ter , and they will 
act in your behalf on legal ma t t e r s . In SFWA the wr i te r s vote for 
the a w a r d s themselves, and who knows more about sf than the 
wri ters . (This is evident to anyone who has read the annual 
anthologies of the Nebula Award Stories) . 

It is my idea that an organization of wri ters , a r t i s t s and poets 
in the semi-pro field) be fo rmed using the s a m e basis as the 

SFWA. There would be awards given, such as the NOVA (for 
lack of a bet ter name) for di f ferent categories, voted upon by 
the genera l membersh ip . Membersh ip fees will be $2.00 per 
year , with the money going to purchase m e m b e r s h i p cards , 
awards and to print up a monthly or bi-monthly newslet ter . 

Suggested requ i rement for m e m b e r s h i p : An ar t is t , wr i te r or 
poet mus t have sold or had published, something in one of the 
semi-pro magaz ines that mee t the organizat ion 's r equ i rements . 
Requ i rements : A semi-pro zine mus t pay some mone ta ry 
payment to a contr ibutor (not copies) , for fiction, poetry and 

ar t , and m u s t publish a t least three t imes in a given yea r f r o m 
J a n 1st to Dec 31st. 

The following ca tegor ies a r e suggested for the a w a r d s : 
1. - Bes t Novelet te; 2 - Best shor t s tory; 3 - Best a r t i s t ; 4 -

Best Ed i to r ; 5 - Best semi-pro zine; 6 - Best poet. 
Since the f i rs t wri t ing of my proposal , it has been suggested by 

Chris Mar l e r of ASTRAL DIMENSIONS that a s e p a r a t e a w a r d 
be given for Horror and F a n t a s y , such a s the Gandalf a w a r d in 
the p ro field. 

Semi-pro zines, wr i t e r s and poets need not be m e m b e r s of the 
organization to be nominated for an award , but you must be a 
m e m b e r to vote. 

You m a y be reading this in one of the semi-pro zines which 
have a g r e e d to suppor t the conception of my idea; so f a r I have 
three of them behind the idea and pushing it in their respect ive 
mags . I have contacted severa l of the zines qualif ied as semi-
pros and hope to gain their suppor t also. They a r e : ART & 
STORY, WHISPERS, DEADSPAWN, MYRDDIN, MOON-
BROTH, FROM OUR WORLD, SPACE & TIME, DARK 
FANTASY, GALLILEO, PHANTASY DIGEST and FANTASY 
CROSSROADS. The zines a l ready support ing the idea a r e T H E 
D I V E R S I F I E R , BLACK LITE and ASTRAL DIMENSIONS. 

There m a y be others that I have neglected to ment ion or don ' t 
know qual i fy as semi-pros, if so they a r e welcome and will be 
considered also. 

I t ruly believe this could be a very valuable and helpful 
organization for all involved; I hope all of you reading this will 
feel the s a m e way. 

DO NOT send any money a t this t ime, as everything is still on 
the drawing board. Write me and let m e hear any ideas you 
might have ; any suggest ions for improving the organizat ion. 
Most of all tell m e whether you'd be willing to suppor t the idea. 
Once I ' m sure enough people a r e interested, I ' l l s t a r t the 
m e m b e r s h i p dr ive and get things going. 

Le t ' s m a k e SPWAO (SEMI-PRO W R I T E R S AND ARTISTS 
ORGANIZATION) a real i ty. 

I do suppor t Chet 's proposal in a genera l way. I have some 
reserva t ions about cer ta in aspec ts of the proposal but I ' m sure 
they'll be worked out sat isfactor i ly . As an example , Unlike the 
SFWA (which requi res publication by the wr i te r within the las t 
3-5 yea r s ) Chet 's proposal basical ly allows m e m b e r s h i p for life 
if the person is published once in a semi-prozine. On the other 
hand, the proposal is very tight by requir ing semi-prozines to 
publish a t least th ree t imes a year . F rank ly , f requency of 
publication seems i r re levant to me . Or a t least, three issues per 
year s e e m s steep. FC has a lways put out four issues per y e a r 
(except for 1974 when our f i rs t issue c a m e out in November ) and 
I know the kind of ha rd work it is to mee t that type of f requency. 
Except in the a r ea of best semi-prozine, the m a g s shouldn' t be 
judged based upon ANYTHING, a f t e r all, the a w a r d s should be 
based upon the quali ty of the a r twork , fiction or verse. . .not 
what f o r m a t it is pr inted in. A gem of a story can shine even if 
published in a crud-zine. 

Never theless , I suppor t the fo rmat ion of SPWAO and urge you 
to wri te Chet a t : PO Box 2078, Oroville, CA 95965. 

My suppor t of Chet ' s ser ies of a w a r d s does not in any way 
diminish my desire to see a f an t a sy a w a r d establ ished via my 
suggestions last issue. The field will never grow and m a t u r e 
unless recognition (via awards , etc) is ava i lab le for 
ach ievement in the genre. I still feel a need for a w a r d s to be 
established based upon a poll of all e lements of the genre , i.e. 
editors, contr ibutors and the readersh ip . Arnold F e n n e r of 
CHACAL and I have been corresponding on the a w a r d s and have 
even establ ished a basic fo rma t . The BALROG AWARD will be 
an annua l a w a r d with severa l ca tegor ies (still being def ined) . 
The one m a j o r d i f ference is that voting will be open to everyone 
act ive in the fan tasy genre. Award ballots will be run in 
cooperat ing magaz ines as well as in THE B U Y E R S GUIDE. 
Unlike mos t other a w a r d s current ly establ ished, no r eade r or 
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fan will be dis-enfranchised. In the nea r fu ture , a joint 
publishing project will be announced to f inance the BALROG 
AWARD. Fenne r and Stygian Isle P r e s s will jointly publish an 
i tem for collectors with all profi ts going to cover the expanses of 
establishing the BALROG. The final decision was for the award 
to cover all aspec ts of the fan tasy genre. The BALROG will not 
be exclusively a Heroic F a n t a s y award , nor will it be str ict ly for 
recognition in high fan tasy or horror—weird l i te ra ture . All 
a r e a s of the field will be eligible. 

Your commen t s a r e again solicitated on both the BALROG 
and Chet Clingan's proposed SPWAO. 

On another m a t t e r : What follows is a guest editorial . John 
Rieber r an across an old issue of FANTASY CROSSROADS (No. 
7 to be exact ) and promptly sent off a le t ter of commen t (LOC). 
Unfor tunately , we 've published two issues since then and the 
issue he discussed might be considered dated, but I p re fe r to 
think r e a d e r s might be in teres ted in yet another voice in the de 
Camp—Mosig debate issue. The following was wri t ten by John 
Rieber of 301 La Vista, McAllen, Texas 78501. Read on: 

Lovecra f t and Howard a r e s torytel lers , weave r s of fan tas t ic 
d r e a m s . Neither intended to set himself up as a Dark 
Mohammed , a subjec t for l i te rary cul ts ' w a r f a r e ; nei ther in-
tended to provoke the Black Crusades . 

Yet, s ince the publication of LOVECRAFT: A BIOGRAPHY, 
i t ' s become more and m o r e fashionable for fan tasy r eade r s to 
snar l a t other f an tasy r e a d e r s across lettercols, book reviews, 
and reviews of book reviews. I t ' s in vogue to boil personal 
p re fe rences down to labels like " total ly un in te res t ing" and slap 
them on story-cycles that have sold thousands of hardbound 
books, paperback books, and magaz ines as well a s inspiring 
m a n y a past iche and fanzine. 

Why? 
The H. P . Lovecra f t whose mind and percept ions a r e a cource 

of awe to m a n y a sworn enemy of C immer ians wrote in a let ter 
to Donald A. Wollheim 

"This is real ly magni f icen t s t u f f - H o w a r d has the most 
magnif icent sense of the d r a m a of " H i s t o r y " of anyone I 
know. He possesses a p a n o r a m i c vision which takes in the 
evolution and interact ion of r aces and nations over vast 
periods of t ime. . . " 

The H. P . Lovecraf t who wrote SUPERNATURAL HORROR 
IN L I T E R A T U R E pra ised Howard ' s skill in describing 
lingering a tmospheres of " p r e h u m a n f ea r and nec romancy 
which no other wri ter could dupl ica te , " s ta t ing tha t Howard 
" w a s a lmost alone in his abil i ty to c r ea t e real emotions of fea r 
and of d read suspense. . . " 

And guess who eulogized "Bro the r Conan" in the se l f same 
let ter? 

Since south Texas suf fe rs f r o m a severe shor tage of published 
R E H let ters , the obvious m u s t se rve : "The Black Stone", "The 
F i r e of Asshurban ipa l" , "The Thing on the Roof" , "The 
Children of Nigh t" and "The Worms of the E a r t h " , each arising 
f rom or containing an ebony seed planted by Lovecraf t , but each 
shaped into a hauntingly twisty bonsai by Howard. F r o m the 
collaborat ion on the history of Von Jun tz ' s 
UNAUSPRECHLICHEN KULTEN to the Pic t i sh curse , "Black 
gods of R' lyeh, even you would I invoke to the ruin and 
destruct ion of these b u t c h e r s ! " Lovecra f t ' s shadow hand was 
there. 

In spite of little things like these, the verba l s lugfest goes on~ 
not that ei ther H P L or R E H is in any position to care . Others a r e 
driven up proverbia l walls, one way or another . 

" M r . Sprague de Camp ' s stories a r e quite a bit more en-
ter taining than Lovec ra f t ' s . " To some readers , cer ta inly. But I 
doubt that such a general izat ion holds absolutely true, con-
sidering the notoriously divergent tas tes of fan tasy fans ; it 
obviously does not seem to work in the case of P ro fes so r Mosig. 

" H e (Sprague) is a much bet ter wr i ter than Lovecra f t was. 
Could Lovecra f t have wri t ten THE BRONZE GOD OF RHODES 

or THE TRITONIAN R I N G ? " I have a ha rd t ime compar ing 
Sprague with HPL, much less deciding that he 's a "be t t e r 
w r i t e r " - u n l e s s one is speaking of f inancial success, de Camp ' s 
nonfiction, f r om his archaeological s tudies to his painstakingly-
resea rched biographies, never fail to delight m e ; his fiction 
en te r ta ins while it bites. But his style and subject m a t t e r differ 
so radical ly f rom Lovecra f t ' s that compar ison is difficult . But 
why does one have to choose a "be t t e r w r i t e r " in the f i rs t place? 
Why not jus t let L. Sprague de Camp wri te as L. Sprague de 
C a m p writes, and let Lovecra f t be Lovecraf t? The pert inent 
question seems to me to be not could HPL have wri t ten AN-
CIENT RUINS AND ARCHAEOLOGY or THE FALLIBLE 
F I E N D , but would HPL have wanted to. Does de C a m p want to 
wri te twenty pages of personal correspondence daily, THE 
COLOUR OUT OF SPACE, or TO QUEBEC AND THE STARS? 
As much as I enjoy de C a m p ' s writing, bookstores would not be 
near ly such fascinat ing places if everyone wrote in his style. I 'll 
allow subtility to fend for itself and r e m a r k that the s a m e line of 
analysis can be applied to Howard and Lovecraf t as well; 
var ie ty m a y not be the spice of life, but it is the lifeblood of 
fan tasy . 

"No! No! The whole thing is going to see print in yet another 
zine." By Crom, this sentence was beaut iful to my eyes. 
Although Professor Mosig 's conception of the role of the 
biographer agrees with m i n e - a t least the viewpoint expressed 
in FC No. 7's let tercol d o e s - I think that a toned-down book 
review followed up by a more detailed pr iva te correspondence 
with Sprague would have been much more effect ive insofar as 
he wished to encourage de C a m p to revise his book. I doubt that 
Sprague hates HPL or wishes to a s sass ina te his c h a r a c t e r ; it 
wasn ' t necessary to hand down some kind of public conviction in 
order to force Sprague to consider reasonable revision. 

Sprague should be commended for the ca lm open-mindedness 
that he main ta ined through the controversy. I only hope that his 
for thcoming TO QUEBEC AND THE STARS will be received as 
objectively. 

J o h n ' s let ter is interest ing not only for its obvious mean ing but 
also because it brings to light the whole concept of (hopefully) 
fr iendly d i sagreement within fandom. I 'm not a person who 
thrives on conflict, neither a m I the sort who will go backwards 
for miles (f igurat ively) to avoid conflict. Conflict (I have 
learned over my 28 years of life) is a sign of possible growth. 
There was a t ime when I would keep my mouth shut r a t h e r than 
m a k e a s t a t emen t that would c rea te conflict. More recently I 've 
found that such a prac t ice is more dangerous than facing the 
conflict head-on. Silence is construed to mean consent. I 've 
heard too much bull-dung passed off as wisdom because no one 
dared be obnoxious enough to confront the jack-a-napes in our 
society. 

Tha t ' s why I d isagree with cer ta in pa r t s of John ' s let ter . It 
would ideally seem nice to have fandom avoid conflict and think 
as one mind. I t ' s a nice peaceful vision. However, the mechanics 
of being h u m a n require that we constantly assess and test our 
beliefs. Argument and conflict a r e necessary face ts of the genre 
if w e ' r e to be thinking humans . Therefore , I look to fandom for 
d i sagreement . I encourage debate until such t ime as it becomes 
personal af f ront instead of conflict of views. I commend both 
Dirk Mosig and L Sprague de Camp for their b rave ry . It is 
difficult to place one's views in print for the whole world to take 
pot shots at . "A toned-down book rev iew" would have been an 
act of cowardice. 

One m u s t r e m e m b e r tha t fandom communica tes thru its 
publications. There was no other m e a n s by which the mass of 
fandom would have become a w a r e of both sides of the H P L issue 
without the Mosig review followed by the inevitable rebut ta ls . 
Again, deba te and conflict a r e necessary facets of growth, and 
communica t ion in fandom. 

Lest we become complacent : he re ' s another issue. In the 
recent issue of NIGHTSHADE (No. 3, see News Notes for or-
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dering instructions) editor Ken Amos talks about the h a r m that 
the new r a s h of magaz ines can cause. He mentions such zines as 
WHISPERS, FANTASY AND TERROR, MIDNIGHT SUN, 
MYRDDIN, WEIRD-BOOK and TOADSTOOL WINE. To quote 
Ken: "These zines, when they become la rge in number , s t a r t to 
swallow up the f irs t-class talent. Contr ibutors na tura l ly tend to 
submit work where they a r e paid in p re fe rence to giving away 
their work . " NIGHTSHADE does not pay contr ibutors other 
than giving them a copy of the magaz ine their work appea r s in 
plus the next subsequent issue. Many fanzines tend to thrive by 
only giving contr ibutors copies. FC began that way. In fac t we 
still do not compensa te for non-fiction (i.e. ar t icles , reviews, 
news info) except via a contr ibutor ' s copy. We don ' t even give 
contr ibutor ' s copies for LOCs. Le t te r wr i t e r s get absolutely no 
compensation. We've begun (with FC No. 8) paying y2c per word 
for fiction and 10c per line for ve r se (with some exceptions) and 
that move was NOT forced upon us. We had dozens of accepted 
manuscr ip t s by f ict ioneers and poets on hand for which the 
ag reemen t was no compensat ion other than a contr ibutor ' s 
copy. Of course, we a r e not holding those contr ibutors to that 
out-dated agreement , they receive the s a m e compensat ion now. 

I real ize that very few pro-wri ters will contr ibute ma te r i a l 
f ree (though de C a m p received no compensat ion for his par t in 
the extended debate) . Despite that d rawback , I feel there is an 
abundance of semi-pros and f ans who only des i re to see their 
work in print . The editor who cannot find f irs t-class talent isn' t 
looking ha rd enough. I ' m re jec t ing work submit ted 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 
grea te r now than before I began FCW. In fact , I ' m no longer 
accepting unsolicited manusc r ip t s until a f t e r July 1,1977. There 
is a m p l e room in the genre for a mul t i tude of quali ty fanzines 
and semi-prozines. No. one should be lacking for ma te r i a l . I just 
can ' t believe that V2c per word m a k e s that much di f ference for 
most fan-contr ibutors . 

There ' s a new book out by Avon Books titled THE FAN-
TASTIC IMAGINATION.It 's edited by Rober t Boyer and 
Kenneth Zahorski. The book is jus t bare ly in print and runs 304 
pages. I have an uncorrec ted proof and the probable pr ice listed 
is $2.25. I don' t know if that is the f inal price. The Boyer-
Zahorski edited book is subtit led "An Anthology of High Fan -
tasy" . Obviously the book is edited with c lassroom use in mind. 
It includes a smat te r ing of short fiction (including excerp ts 
f rom novels and short s tories) covering what the editors have 
termed high fan tasy . 

If I have a quar re l with the anthology a t all, it is in the use of 
the t e rm high fantasy . I recognize the need for categorizat ion in 
l i terature. I t ' s difficult to come to t e r m s with l i t e ra ture or any 
area of studies without discussing s imilar i t ies and dis-
s imilar i t ies of var ious works. We be t te r unders tand when 
comparisons can be m a d e and di f ferences evaluated. 
Generalizat ion and categorizat ion a r e intregal pa r t s of life. 
Ignoring the abuses somet imes incumbent upon these functions, 
they a r e necessary to the living process, (i.e. without a Sword 
and Sorcery label how would the r e a d e r be able to specifically 
locate work in that genre to r ead and s tudy) . My a rgumen t is not 
with the process but with the t e rm. The editors s ta te that high 
fantasy consists of myth based tales and fa i ry tales. Respec-
tively, examples a r e given as Alexander ' s THE FOUNDLING 
AND OTHER TALES OF PRYDAIN and THE HOBBIT. 

If we have high fan tasy then there mus t needs be low or a t 
least medium fantasy . Boyer and Zahorski point out that it is 
somet imes easier to indicate wha t is not high fantasy . The ghost 
stories of E d g a r Allen Poe a r e listed as not high fan tasy . Are 
they then low fan tasy? To my mind, a comprehens ive study of 
all f o rms of fan tasy needs to be done with t e rms established that 
do not themselves denigra te var ious fo rms of f an tasy l i te ra ture . 

I ' m su re in an academic set t ing it is eas ie r to gain support for 
p rog rams and courses of s tudies that deal with high fan tasy . 

After all, the title itself indicates that these stories a r e above the 
m a s s of looked down upon fan tasy fiction. Let ' s a r r ive a t some 
bet ter labels. 

By the way, I 'm in no way trying to ref lec t negat ively upon the 
cha rac t e r of editors Boyer or Zahorski . They 've shown their 
skill and knowledge with a very enlightening collection of fic-
tion. I applaud their effor ts and r e c o m m e n d THE FANTASTIC 
IMAGINATION to you. I exist in an academic set t ing and know 
what f an tasy fans mus t endure in the typically snobbish and 
elitist academic communi ty . I jus t don ' t like giving the snobs 
fuel for their fire. All fiction should be judged upon its mer i t s not 
upon its sub-genre or genre title. 

The anthology includes work by Johann Ludwig Tieck "The 
E lves" , George Mac Donald "The Light P r i n c e s s " , J a m e s 
Branch Cabell "The Music f rom Behind The Moon" and ad-
ditional work by C. S. Lewis, Alexander , Buchan, Stockton and 
others. 

LIGEIA MAE 
By Steve Troyanovich 

for Rober t Bloch 

what with all them c o m m e m o r a t i v e 
e-vents and hell-raisin' celybrat ion, 
i suppoze that they'll eventual ly 
forgive you, Ligeia Mae. a f t e r all 
it we ren ' t real ly your fault , you 
didn' t invent those d a m n Bicen toilet 
seats or them rent-a-July- the-Fourth 
hearse—and a s for killin' h im, hell! 
how was you suppozed to know ol' George 's 
blood count was so low? now, i know what 
your 'e gonna say. t rue, Jeff was a good 
ol' boy and he did wa rn you about that— 
but hell, it we re par t ly his own faul t 
anyhow—what with those ha l fass inventions 
of his 'n. why, Ligeia Mae, if it weren ' t 
for ol' T J tell 'in you that he 'd fix your 
teeth for half pr ice with his new mach ine 
between polytickin' i do believe that you'd 
be alr ight today, but like i was sayin ' , 
don't you worry about that—cause if you 
wanna re- t i re we got us a passel of blood-
suckers in Washin' ton tha t can take your place. 
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DARKSHIRE'S MONSTER 
By Howard (Gene) Day 

1 

He had not a lways been alone; left to wande r the expanses of 
the cool forest overlooking and surrounding the village of 
Darkshi re . No, not a lways . 

Yet the e ra of the E a t e r s was so deeply lost in the misty 
recesses of t ime that they existed now only as vague memor ies 
in the mind of He Who Ate. Often those ancient visions would 
curl their talons into the stuff of his dreams,- and once there, The 
E a t e r would toss the night in agony a t wha t had been forever 
lost. Only then, wracked by those intense n igh tmares , would the 
E a t e r cry, then and no other. 

But now was not the night. It was the day, and the days filled 
the E a t e r ' s foggy mind with visions of only food, images to 
spark his ravenous, terr ible hunger throughout every waking 
hour. 

Grea t Darksh i re was like some musty , deep ocean of 
greenery , splashed with the bri l l iant gold, purple and cr imson 
that m a r k e d the p resence of a host of glorious and often deadly 
f loral and fauna . 

This g rand s tage, with its towering oaks and e lms and ger-
bans, was the E a t e r ' s domain. Here, it was that he reigned 
sup reme . Here, it was that he ruled and ate . Yet he was not 
completely without the poacher , nor was he without enemies. 

The hai r less ones to rmented him continuously, str iving to 
implant their horr id sting st icks within the w a r m bulk of his 
flesh. And only by continual s teal th had the E a t e r m a n a g e d to 
s tay alive to rule, within the mass ive expanse of the forest of 
Darkshi re . Only s teal th - and the fac t that the hai r less ones 
f ea red him to the point of madness . 

The very thought of this f ea r , and the f ea r of the beas t s of the 
forest , exhi la ra ted the E a t e r ' s appet i te to a new high. It was the 
feeding of this fea r , so heavy he could a lmost t as te it, that 
enabled the E a t e r to c a r ry on in the f ace of impending doom at 
the hands of his would-be usurpers . 

Such was the E a t e r ' s s t a te of mind when he f i rs t saw the 
f ema le hairless-one. 

She stood wais t deep in the icy wa te r s of the lakeside, bathing 
in the magica l sun-glistening pool of lapping waves and waving 
fronds. Overhead the golden orb of Sol dr ied the tiny beads of 
blue that r a n down her exposed upper body. 

Eve n the E a t e r was s t i r red , as he watched her f rom his 
shadow-infested p lace of concea lment some hundred yards 
away. Her full young b reas t s bobbed f ree ly as she frolicked 
about among the lilies and horn-toads. 

The E a t e r pushed these pet ty feelings aside. More impor tant 
m a t t e r s filled his thoughts, t rue emotions awakened to their 
ful lest extent . " H e r e lies food," they told h im. And he had not 
yet dined this day. 

Like some la rge feline cat , the E a t e r slid f rom the s tygian 
dark of Da rksh i r e ' s foliage and edged forward , his g rea t 
humped back hunched and aching. Brea th slowly whistled f rom 
his twisted bar re l chest, his b reas t rising ever so slightly as he 
moved. 

Still the h u m a n female-one was unaware . 
She sang. 
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Ailm Urbhur c rashed through heavy, biting thorns until a t 
last, cursing, he broke through into a c lear ing in the wood. He 
turned, wiping s t eamy swea t a w a y f r o m his sun bronzed brow, 
to observe the bro thers CulHain breaking f r o m the dense 
blanket of green Darksh i re . 

"Come on, you l a g g a r d s , " Ailm called to the pair , his voice 
taunt and as hot with anger as the sun, high above in the August 
air . " T h a t thrice d a m n e d beas t is still out there and we a r e no 
closer to killing the sl imy monstrosi ty now, than we were some 
ten days b a c k ! " 

"Canna be he lped!" I t was Klon speaking. He, like his 
brother, Klin, appea red to be physically opposite f rom the 
charac te r i s t ics that m a r k e d the black maned , boisterous Ailm. 
They were both slight of build, blonde tossled and f ra i l of colour 
and limb. But their a p p e a r a n c e was deceiving, for they were 
both hun tsmen and could fling a spea r as deadly as could any 
man. 

It was Klin's turn to speak. " M e bro the r ' s r ight, Ailm. We've 
followed you through this green inferno until our feet fair ly rot 
with b l i s te r s . . .and still no sign of the c r e a t u r e . " 

Ailm grunted his d ispleasure and disgust a t Klin 's words, but 
nodded in defea t . 

"Aye, ye a r e both right. And I hunger to r e tu rn to the village 
and my new wife. The d a m n beas t has lead us a m e r r y chase for 
sure, for we a r e now not more than an hour ' s m a r c h f r o m the 
village itself. What say you? Do we r e tu rn and to the hells with 
whoever the thing's next vict im b e ? " 

The bro thers CulHain grunted their g ra te fu l ag reemen t . 
Dampened by depression in spirit , the three moved fo rward 

f rom the clearing and into the swallowing green-black pit tha t 
was Darkshi re . 

The E a t e r stopped but once during his skulking of the smooth 
skinned f ema le thing. A rodent , smal l and insignificant, 
chanced to flit across his s teal thy path. The sight of food so 
close, drove the E a t e r into a f renzy. All caution tossed to the 
•• ind, he half-grunted - ha l f - roared a s he quickly grasped the 

rodent within the hold of his hairy twisted hands, and f rom there 
popped the living beas t into his gaping, s laver ing mouth. 

It was during that momen t of weakness and that ut ter ing of 
his hunger , that the f ema le b e c a m e a w a r e of his presence. 
Je rk ing her eyes upward in his direction, the f e m a l e spotted his 
mat ty fu r among the b ranches of the thicket. And she s c r e a m e d 
the s c r e a m of n igh tmares as she recognized his ugly, misshapen 
:orm, recal led f rom hor ror tales told each night a round the ring 
of the campf i re . 

Still sc reaming , she turned and c rashed through the 
reviously still su r f ace of the sunwarmed lake of Darkshi re . 
But the E a t e r was a l ready finished with his tiny, poor meal 

and his at tention was once again res t ing upon the lithe, supple 
}rm of the fleeing hyster ica l female . Her smooth skin beckoned 
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and a new feeling c a m e welling up within him, tear ing his brain 
in two. And for the f i rs t t ime, his feelings of hunger were 
overr idden. 

Never before had the E a t e r known the d r e a m s of the day, but 
even now visions of the n igh tmares he so often had, flooded his 
d im mind. Visions of wha t had been, with other females . Not 
smooth-skinned c r ea tu re s like the one in the wa te r s before him, 
but of others, s imi lar m o r e to himself, than to the hair less ones. 
They had existed in a t ime when his kind had been slightly 
a l te red f r o m the way he a p p e a r e d now. 

And for the f i rs t t ime in m a n y long and grueling centuries , the 
E a t e r did indeed thirst for more than food. He lusted. 

He was near ly upon the s c r eaming girl, for he had mere ly to 
reach out and pluck her f r o m the wa te r s . His hand a blur of 
movement , he felt his talons groping, r ipping, seizing the soft, 
pink f lesh of the hair less female . He screeched in a language he 
did riot unders tand -- the voice of his past , and howling with glee 
threw himself upon the swooning h u m a n thing. 

4 

"A g i r l ! " Ailm cried. "By the gods, I hea r a gir l 's s c r e a m s ! " 
He broke f rom the par ty and began rac ing f rant ica l ly in the 
direction of the cool, lake breezes. F r o m ahead of him, buried 
somewhere within that m a s s of twisting roots and bent boughs 
the s c r e a m s continued. 

Klin and Klon were hast i ly gaining a t his heels as the three 
r aced a t b reakneck speeds through the damp , groping foilage 
and underbrush of Darkshi re , tripping and s tumbling their way 
towards the lakeshore. 

Ahead the s c r e a m s continued, reach ing a new pitch of. . 
.revulsion? It was difficult to de te rmine what could r ip such 
cr ies of pitiful anguish f r o m h u m a n lips. 

The par ty broke f rom the living hothouse into a smal l c lear ing 
that lead to the cool, lapping su r face of the blue lake of 
Darksh i re Loch. And there lay the source of the s c r e a m s which 
had jus t now become silent. 

The E a t e r looked up slowly f r o m where he stood over the 
cringing, unconscious f e m a l e to where the in t ruders stood 
frozen in horror . Hair less ma les ! And with sting-sticks! He mus t 
f lee! 

The scene brought a cry of anguish and torment f rom Ailm's 
sun-blistered lips. 

"By the gods. . .NO! Tis my wife! MY W I F E ! " Sickness 
flooded his muscu la r fo rm. "He has slain h e r ! " 

"Be t t e r that he had, Ai lm," whispered Klin CulHain. "The 
thing 's not used her for food. . .but m a d e her his m a t e ! " The 
m e r e thought of that s lavering, foul c r ea tu re and what had 
t ranspi red between it and his slender, f ra i l wife was enough to 
b reak the mind of Ailm Urbhur . He s tepped fo rward in what 
would have been a charge of revenge, but stopped dead, and 
sc reaming once in horrible torment , fell headlong to the ea r th in 
a convulsion of lunacy. 
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Knowing him beyond their help, the bro thers CulHain ignored 
their slobbering companion and set forth to the slaying of the 
monstrosity. 

The E a t e r knew he was to die. The deadly sting st icks would 
sill him for sure before he could flee to the concealment of the 
-hadows of Darkshi re . Doomed. Being in such a position, his 
mad. b iza r re emotions left him with but one a l ternat ive . 

With a roar so terrible, it froze the CulHain bro thers in their 
ootsteps, the E a t e r tore a t the flesh of its chest, ripping it into 

; i r y ragl ike shreds. And tear ing its still pumping hear t f rom its 
•vn torso, managed to dr ive that g ruesome organ down its 

gaping maw before it fell dead upon the waving g rasses of the 
lakeside. 

With him died the memor ies of a hundred centuries. Died the 
:sions of lust and love and the hunger for food. With him died. . 

the Ea te r s . 

5 - Epilog 

- irae months later, it is said, the wife of Alim Urbhur did call 
. >on the village mystic to give aid in the birth of her child. She 
• as pregnant , the vi l lagers said, but not f rom the loins of her 

vn betrothed for he had died str icken with madness , a f t e r his 
:rek into the woods in sea rch of the E a t e r ( f rom which he never 
a tually re turned) . Beyond that, was the fact , that the 
r regnancy had lasted no more than four turns of the moon. 

The village Mystic had shoved those fac t s aside when 
.-.greeing to aid her. coming to his own conclusions that she had 
-1 doubt been a lusty wench and had mated with some hamle t 

xing lad before her wedding feast . And so he had went to aid 
--T in the bear ing of the child. 

After that, it seems, the story is lost in haziness and half-
; lesses. None knew, or wished to know, the complete truth. 

But it is said, that at birth, the Mystic had held the baby in his 
ithered old a r m s and car r ied it into the torchlight. And on 
:ng so, had sc reamed , tossing the child back upon the bed 

- h e r e its mother lay. 
Once there, the child had opened its g rea t yellow eyes and 

-lowly looked about, and ut tered its f i rs t and only word. 
Food?" It had sput tered and then had commenced to feas t 

-:>on the flesh of his mother , the myst ic and several observing 
rodents that had previously been hiding, f r ightened and rightly 
- somewhere in the fool, dark corners of the chamber . 
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THE TEMPLE OF NEPHRENKA 
By Philip J. Rahman & J.A. McKraken 

(dedicated to Robert Bloch) 

Lt. Degreve stood motionless, rest ing his hand on an ancient 
column while his eyes ad jus ted to the shadowy tunnel. Slowly, 
the cool basal t ic walls s eemed to ca tch the dim light of the 
lan terns that had been set up that morning and the murky 
passage mater ia l ized. 

Degreve s t rode down the long collonade with sha rp , quick 
steps. Dr. B r u m a i r e had sketches and m e a s u r e m e n t s enough 
for one day, he thought. If they did not pack up now, they would 
have to end their r ide back to the gar r i son in El F a y i u m by dark . 

" B r u m a i r e ! " 
The l ieutenant ' s tone had not been loud, but the dusky grey 

stone caught his voice and sent it rebounding. Degreve scanned 
the black shadows of the m y r i a d pil lars that f lanked ei ther side 
of the ageless fane. B r u m a i r e was nowhere to-be seen. Degreve 
wai ted a moment for the f ami l i a r shuffle of the old doctor ' s feet 
to sound on the ha rd , stone floor f rom behind the mass ive idol 
that dominated the temple or out of one of the da rk alcoves 
hidden amid the pil lars. 

Degreve snorted. The doddering old fool mus t be lost in his 
work again. The l ieutenant s tepped fu r the r into the ancient hall 
and glanced fleetingly on the stone t i tan that sat enthroned at 
the end of the collonade. The unsteady light of the torches and 
l amps played over the falcon-headed god, cast ing liquid 
shadows that endowed the stiff f ea tu res of the idol with a 
d iscomfor t ing illusion of life. 

" B r u m a i r e ! " he called again more sharply . 
The echoes fair ly exploded, s tar t l ing the young off icer with 

the violence of their re tor t . The l ieutenant swallowed a b rea th of 
air and wai ted for the verba l thunder to recede. As the last 
echoes died, a j a r r ing c la t ter of heavy boots sounded behind 
him. 

The l ieutenant spun on his heels toward the en t r ance of the 
temple. Rushing into it c a m e the lumber ing f igure of his private, 
Carnot, and their guide, a slight fellow called F a r a b i . Pvt . 
Carnot hastily saluted and a f t e r an a w k w a r d pause inquired 
a f t e r the shouting. 

" T h a t fool B r u m a i r e is ei ther asleep or d e a f , " said the 
l ieutenant . "F ind him and tell him we a r e leaving im-
med ia t e ly . " Carnot saluted hasti ly and shuff led off into the 
shadows. 

The oppressive a tmosphe re of the temple had put an edge on 
Degreve ' s growing impat ience and a scowl ha rdened his 
fea tures . He turned a t the sound of re turn ing feet . 

"H e is not here , L ieu tenan t , " repor ted the F rench pr ivate . 
"Not here? Imposs ib le !" Degreve waved Carnot away. 

"Sea rch the temple a g a i n ! " 
"If I might speak, e f fendi , " F a r a b i whispered. " I warned Dr. 

B r u m a i r e of the evil reputa t ion of this valley and the temple it 
conceals . 

"The shr ines of the ancient kings a r e abominat ions in the 
sight of Allah and a r e haunted by unclean spiri ts and evil djinn. 
To linger here is to put your body, mind and soul in te r r ib le peril, 
for those wretched few the dj inn do not put to death, the Black 
Messenger en te rs and m a k e s his own." 

Carnot ' s voice echoed f rom the back of the oblong temple, 
hushing the words of F a r a b i . 

"L ieu t enan t , " the pr iva te called, " I ' v e found B r u m a i r e ' s 
notebook!" 

The mass ive i n f an t ryman looked like a smal l child beneath 
the huge grani te s ta tue of the falcon-headed god. N e a r the idol 
glowed a set of severa l l an te rns that had been moved there to 
i l luminate the heiroglyphic inscription on its base. 

Degreve flipped through the doctor ' s notes and frowned. 
There was nothing in it but meaningless t ranscr ipt ions , the last 
of them abandoned half finished. They searched about the base 

of the stone god and then examined the walls for any concealed 
passageway the doctor might have accidental ly discovered. 

"The re is a trick used by cer ta in tomb robbe r s , " offered 
F a r a b i reluctant ly. "I t is said that often a small d r a f t m a y be 
detected f rom concealed tunnels if a torch is passed slowly 
across the wall where it is h idden ." 

"Well, do so ," sanpped Degreve, order ing Carnot to fetch 
three torches f rom their supplies. When the pr iva te re turned, 
the l ieutenant thrust one into the Arab ' s brown hand and took 
another for himself . The guide stepped toward the north wall 
where the s t reak had pointed while Pvt . Carnot inexpertly 
checked the eas t wall behind the s ta tue . 

Lt. Degreve passed his torch around the corners of the plinth 
and a l ta r of the idol. The torch revealed nothing but dusty 
shards of sha t t e red vessels, broken by past looters. Quietly, he 
cursed the missing scholar for his care lessness , himself for not 
posting P r iva t e Carnot to watch B r u m a i r e , and General 
Bonapar te for ever encouraging civilians to join his Egypt ian 
Expedit ion. B r u m a i r e was a m a n not without influence; it would 
look very bad if he did not r e tu rn with him. 

" E f f e n d i ! " called the Egypt ian excitedly. "Obse rve . " Fa rab i 
passed the torch slowly ac ross the roughly carved stones. There 
was a faint stir at one point, hardly noticeable. He passed the 
brand back and forth slowly as the slight flicker repea ted itself 
again a t the s a m e point along the wall. 

The def t hands of the Egypt ian felt the stones for some kind of 
hidden catch. He pressed on a smal ler block with a basrelief of 
an eye. A sly grin touched his lips; it gave way. The eye slid six 
inches into the block and then stopped. F a r a b i re turned to the 
spot where the torch had not been dis turbed and motioned the 
two soldiers to help him push. 

A section of the wall swung freely on a pivot, re leasing a stale, 
charnel d r a f t f rom the black ape r tu r e revealed. The light of 
F a r a b i ' s torch disclosed a na r row doorway at the end of a short , 
roughly hewn corridor. 

Lt. Degreve looked a t Carnot and then back at F a r a b i in 
disbelief. He began to take an impetuous s tep over the threshold 
when F a r a b i ' s quick hand shot out and grabbed his a r m . 

" H a v e caution, e f fendi , " he nervously warned the l ieutenant . 
"If your doctor went down this passage , it could not have been of 
his own volition. The fellahin tell many terr ible stories of men 
who have wandered near this place and not re tu rned . This 
valley belongs to the arch-demon, Iblis, and to forgotten gods 
older than h e . " 

Degreve grunted for silence. He had no more respect for the 
superst i t ions of the fel lahin that he did for the ancient hea thens 
that had c rea ted the temple. He ordered Carnot to fetch the res t 
of the torches and a length of rope in case the doctor had fallen 
into a pit. 

When all was p repared , Degreve entered the da rk corridor 
first followed by the reluctant Fa rab i , sandwiched between the 
l ieutenant and Pvt . Carnot. 

"Do not go before the light and take c a r e where you place your 
f ee t , " counselled Fa rab i . "The old r ace of Egypt built many 
hidden pits and cunning deathfa l ls into their sac red temples to 
d iscourage thieves and de sec r a t e r s . " 

Careful ly moving the torch about the mouth of the tunnel, the 
young officer took a tentat ive step. He listened, but hea rd only 
the soft rust le of his two companions as they cautiously followed. 

The corr idor was short ; they reached the nar row doorway 
with a dozen halt ing steps. Thrust ing a torch before them, they 
peered into the secret chamber . The smooth, gesso-coated walls 
blazed orange in the torchlight, al though their t rue color was a 
deep saf f ron . Crowded upon them were s t r ange glyphs and 
f ierce por t ra i ts of polymorphic dieties. Towering over all was a 
terr ible, divine sentinel ca rved of black grani te . The ibis-headed 
god stood square ly confronting the three men, his a r m stiffly 
extended as if to c o m m a n d them to abandon their sacri legious 
intrusion. 

F a r a b i ' s lemuroid eyes swelled in superst i t ious wonder as he 
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prayed in Arabic that his young, foreign god, Allah, might shield 
him f rom the indignation of the Forgot ten Ones. 

Lt. Degreve shook off the awe that momenta r i ly f roze him and 
scanned the room for any sign of the missing scholar . It con-
tained nothing but inscrutable f rescos and the m u t e tute lary. 
Behind the twelve foot s ta tue , buried in its quaking shadow, was 
an orna te bronze door, s ta ined with verdigr is . As the torches 
were moved closer, they found it hung a j a r . Three feet into the 
ad jacent chamber loomed a rugged wall that r a n f rom either 
wall and flush with the ceiling. The stones were so poorly 
dressed and fitted as to suggest g rea t has te in its erect ion. 

Degreve was on the verge of conceding that B r u m a i r e had 
been spiri ted off the ea r th by demons when he began to notice 
that the al l-pervasive, mephi t ic s tench seemed s t ronger in the 
blocked room. 

"There, in the c o r n e r - a hole ." Lt. Degreve moved his torch 
toward the roughly excava ted opening in the southwest corner 
of the bar r icade . 

"Brumaire must have gone through h e r e , " said Degreve, 
kneeling beside the opening. 

"This is m a d n e s s , " said the Egypt ian , his voice dry with fear . 
Brumai re has been taken by ghouls. We mus t flee this place 

before the s a m e fa te befal ls u s . " 
Degreve scowled i r r i tably ; the boundaries of real i ty and 

myth, so basic and essential to a European were totally lost 
upon the Moslem. 

Do you think I might pe rsuade my captain that your 
supersti t ions a r e an excuse for fa i lure in Bonapar te ' s a r m y ? " 

"Die if you wish, effendi , but let m e go back. This place is 
accursed ; it ba res the b rand of the demon Iblis—the Black 
Messenger of Karne te r , the Stealer of Souls." 

" Legends! Can you ut ter nothing but l egends?" the Fren-
chman snapped. 

Degreve angri ly drew his cava l ry saber and held the tip 
menacingly at the throat of the paled guide. 

"You will not leave here until we do. Until then, you will 
follow." 

Lt. Degreve crouched beside the tunnel and explored its 
opening with his torch. The jagged hole sh rank to a d iamete r of 
less than three feet before it passed through the thick wall. 

'Send F a r a b i in a f t e r m e , " he ordered. "Shoot h im if he tr ies 
to d e s e r t . " 

Degreve stood up and tried to catch his brea th in the dense, 
unereal a tmosphere of the chamber . Already, the nar row 

tunnel that opened by his feet was orange with the light of 
Fa rab i ' s torch. Then, as the smooth gesso walls caught his light, 
he noticed a dark silhouette sprawled on the floor of the 
chamber , perhaps thirty feet away . 

Ordering his men to hur ry , Lt. Degreve rushed to the 
- ros t ra te , gangly f igure of Dr. Bruma i r e , who lay lifelessly 
beside his extinguished torch. The young officer rolled the 
^•holard onto his back and listened for his hea r tbea t . Seizing the 
ioctor by his shoulders, he shook him to consiousness. 

An eye fl ickered and the grey-bearded an t iquar ian moaned 
softly. For a long moment the doctor s t a red into the tense face of 
Lt. Degreve without seeming to recognize him. 

Forgive me. . ." he mut te red , " th is a i r - I must have passed 
out ." B ruma i r e awkward ly felt about his coat and found his 

Ince-nez. 
Surrounding them in lurid colors and a style alien to any of the 

r je roglyphs or paintings they had previously gl impsed were 
s-eores of shocking mura l s . 

In a la rge panel that commanded attention was depicted a 
-nindly pharoah on a tall, o rna te throne. To him c a m e men 
t ressed differently than the Egypt ians , a pale-skinned embassy 
with long, black hair that trailed to the base of their spines and 
:endrils that hung down in front of their ea r s and over their 
.bests. The leader of the embassy , a pr ince who wore a plumed 
headdress , presented to the king a s t range , black jewel of many 
racets that res ted in a yellow box of odd geometry . 

"What m a n n e r of place is t h i s ? " mu t t e r ed the l ieutenant , 
drinking in the vivid por t ra i t s and n igh tmar i sh scenes. 

"They fo rm a historical n a r r a t i v e , " offered the doctor. "One 
so s tar t l ing I a m forced to connect it with legends of the 
heret ical pharoah , Nephren Ka, whose terr ible his tory is hinted 
of in the f r a g m e n t s of Manetho p rese rved by Afr icanus . ' ' 

In a ser ies of vignettes, s laves were seen erect ing a new 
temple filled with crude, e longated idols of alien design. The 
images of the venera ted gods of E g y p t were s m a s h e d and cas t 
f rom their pedestals and new, m o r e te r r i fy ing gods elevated. In 
the new temple, the m a d pha roah was depicted brandishing a 
curved blade and putt ing s laves to dea th with the aid of 
scar le tc lad acolytes. Behind him towered a new figure, a da rk 
m a n of cyclopean dimension, robed in blood red and of 
terr i fying evil and unyielding visage. 

"The pic tures por t ray Nephren Ka ' s abondonment of the 
tradit ional gods of E g y p t for the Dark One ." See how the old 
priests a r e blasted by the Dark One or fal len upon by his legion 
of subordina te demons. 

These hordes were the most ter r ib le images depicted. They 
filled the la t ter panels , a t tacking people, s teal ing children and 
defiling the emba lmed dead. F a r a b i recognized them as the 
most f ea red djinn of the deser t , r e m e m b e r e d even to his 
generat ion, and known to the Bedouin as qut rubs . In paint ings 
that m u s t have been even m o r e abominable to the death-
revering Egypt ians , the sc rawny, gibbonous ghouls c rawled 
about per forming nausea t ing ac t s of def i lement and 
desecrat ion. 

They were hook-beaked, black and shaggy with apish bodies 
and long talons. With these, they r ipped a p a r t the cotton 
wrappings of royal m u m m i e s , d i smembered them, and feas ted 
on the dry f r agmen t s . In one insane m u r a l the P h a r o a h was seen 
actual ly taking pa r t in this necrophagia . 

Tear ing his eyes f rom the walls, Degreve turned once more to 
the bland, unmoved f igure of B r u m a i r e and demanded an ex-
planation of how he had gotten to this hidden room of 
b lasphemies . 

The doctor paused to ga ther his thoughts. "The en t rance was 
part ly open. I noticed it while copying the inscription on the 
s ta tue of Horus in the Hall of P i l la rs . I mus t have sprung some 
ancient t r a p - i t closed behind m e and I was forced to go fo rward 
until I found this r o o m . " 

Degreve scowled in exaspera t ion . He cursed his ill-fortune 
that he should be ass igned to watch over such a senile fool, who 
knew no responsibili t ies save his pointless r e sea rch . 

" I should have listened to F a r a b i and left you he re to d ie . " 
While the l ieutenant took the doctor to task, Pv t . Carnot 

decided to explore the s t r ange chamber . It was a long room with 
a downward sloping floor o rnamen ted with m a c a b r e mosa ics 
whose themes were as g r im as those of the mura l s . Toward the 
fa r end of the room was a curious s t ruc tu re shaped like a squat , 
t runcated cone some eight feet in d iamete r . Upon examinat ion , 
he found it to be some kind of sha f t or well. He bent over to peer 
into its foul-smelling depths a s Lt. Degreve called him back. 
Reluctant ly , he turned to rejoin the company. 

F a r a b i had a l read slipped through the tunnel, eage r to escape 
the horr ible mura l s . B ruma i r e , still protest ing that he should 
have m o r e t ime to study the paintings, followed. 

Carnot hurr ied to the l ieutenant , report ing his find and 
mut te r ing something about a rust l ing noise he h e a r d issuing 
deep below the shaf t . 

"Nothing more than ra t s . Now, follow m e . " 
When Degreve reached the other side, he handed his torch to 

B r u m a i r e and offered his hand to help the unwieldy Carnot 
through the nar row opening. 

Suddenly a s t r ange pallor swept across the face of the pr iva te 
and he twisted his f ea tu res in a hoa r se s c r e a m . Carnot ' s hand 
closed crushing upon Degreve ' s . Carnot cr ied and jabbered for 
help, but he lost his gr ip on the s ta r t led l ieutenant and slid into 
the black hole. 
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Degreve je rked back his torch f rom the doctor a f t e r cocking 
his pistol as the p r iva te ' s lunatic, gut te ra l wails poured f rom the 
other side. As a shaggy hand r eached through the tunnel, 
Degreve flung himself away f rom the opening, f i r ing blindly. A 
shrill sc reech sounded that j a r r e d the young off icer out of his 
fear- inspired torpor. Seizing the old doctor by his wris t and 
sc reaming an inar t icu la te warning, he fled the walled-up room 
as unseen hands pulled the dead monstros i ty back into the 
darkness . 

With their hea r t s rising to their throats , the three men bolted 
through the saffron-colored room, through the na r row corr idor 
and back into the Hall of P i l la rs . Degreve caught a b rea th of 
what he hoped would be clean air , but was a lmost s t rangled by 
the intensity of the s tench. 

A shrill hoot assai led his e a r s a t the s a m e instant that a fetid 
black shadow leaped a t h im. The l ieutenant s t aggered back a s 
crooked talons r ipped through the blue fabr ic of his jacket and 
gouged deeply into the f lesh beneath . His s tumble threw h im 
against B r u m a i r e whose body s teadied him long enough to allow 
him to bring his still smolder ing pistol down crushingly into the 
hideous beaked face of the sc rawny thing of bone and coarse fur . 

While Lt. Degreve pulled himself loose, F a r a b i gasped and 
was knocked to the floor as another c r ea tu re leaped a t his 
throat . The f ra i le r Egypt ian was fallen upon by yet more of the 
hellish beings lunging f rom the shadows. 

Degreve s t ruck wildly with his saber , f i rs t a t his own reeking 
a t t acke r s and then a t the obscenities that crouched over the 
fallen guide. Slowly, sani ty ral l ied inside his b ra in and he leaned 
agains t the column for support when he real ized the fight was 
over. 

B r u m a i r e bent over the prosta te , bloody F a r a b i and slowly 
examined him. Degreve shut his eyes and turned f rom the 
sickening sight revea led in the dim light. The Egypt ian lay 
twisted with his throat torn out; beside him lay one of the slain 
ghouls with his dagger buried deeply into its chest . About h im 
sprawled two other s laughte red devils, more hideous in flesh 
than in a thousand tomb paint ings. Shaggy, wat t led and vul ture 

b e a k e d - F a r a b i had called them qutrubs , ea te r s of the dead. 
B r u m a i r e softly touched one of the dead ghouls and sighed. 
"My poor s lave , " he said gently. 
" W h a t ' s the m a t t e r with y o u ? " The fouled, clawed l ieutenant 

looked a t the venerab le Pa r i s i an scholar . " H a v e you been 
driven m a d ? " 

But when the m a n ca lmly looked up a t him, he saw not the 
face of Bruma i r e , but a cruel , swar thy visage bear ing an ironic, 
uncompromis ing smile. Degreve shrunk back toward the mouth 
of the accursed fane . 

The da rk m a n rose to his full height and followed a f t e r the 
l ieutenant . "A pity you could not r ead the warn ing above the 
image of Thoth ," he said. 

The young officer whirled and bolted into the night. What he 
had brought out of the secre t f ane was not B r u m a i r e but an 
undying devil. His hopes of e scape sha t t e red when he saw the 
s laughtered horses. He hurr iedly loaded his pistol as he fled 
over the sand. 

At the top of a dune he turned toward the en t r ance of the 
temple and pulled back the h a m m e r of his weapon. Fo r an in-
stant his f inger f roze in as tonishment as the da rk , pursuing 
shape began to swell in the fa in te r light and take on a night-
mar i sh ly inhuman silhouette, but then the l ieutenant saw no 
more as the powder exploded in his f ace and a sheath of f i re 
burs t f r o m within him and enveloped his s c r eaming body in 
roar ing f lames . 

The da rk m a n l ingered a t the edge of the conflagrat ion, his 
f ea tu res lean and reddened in the light of the blaze. The cha r r ed 
body broke and c rumbled upon the sand. 

Slowly the tall f igure turned f r o m the pyre and s t rode toward 
the mouth of the tunnel where the hook-beaked ghouls awai ted 
him. He r ega rded them quietly in the dying glow of the 
c remat ion as they ga the red about h im in the da rk m a s s . Then, 
as the night breeze sca t t e red the remain ing ashes of the in-
vader , he motioned them silently and they followed him back 
into the temple of Nephren Ka . 

This is an unexpected news i tem that I f r ank ly had not expected to ever announce. I ' ve jus t 
been informed that due to dropping enro l lment a t Grace land College and a top heavy ad-
minis t ra t ion (i. e. too m a n y admin i s t r a to r s ) that the adminis t ra t ion is being re-organized 
and m y responsibili t ies will be handled by other personnel . 

Ef fec t ive Ju ly 1, 1977; I no longer h a v e a job. Therefore , for the foreseeable fu tu re 
STYGIAN ISLE P R E S S is closing its doors. There will be no fu r the r issues until I find a new 
job and get s i tuated in it. Tha t m a y be mon ths or years . I thank you all for your support in 
the pas t two yea r s of publishing. You 've all been very support ive. One final thing, FAN-
TASY CROSSWINDS No. 3 will be r eady about the s a m e t ime as this issue. If I can ' t get 
FCW No. 4 printed within another month , I ' l l be re funding money for it. The ALMURIC 
PORTFOLIO by F a b i a n will definately see print before May 1977. Thanks again for your 
pat ience and support . 

Edi tor 




