ST L e g e
@Pm_._....m...h ! t......l.._“..:h.um..._..,m

2

(

)

=




REALM 5 is dedicated to Darrel, Nyle, Monte, Bill, Vaughn, Gary, John, Ron, Jack, Mike, Gil, Tim, Chris,
Roy, Gordy, Jeff, Tom, Doug, Stuart, Jan, Dave, Alan, and Berni, for their help and inspiration.



RAY BRADBURY: AN INTERVIEW by Mare SHapirg.......

BEFRII WRIGHTSON CHECKLIST by Monte Boauchamp ond Charies E.

I REVIEW by Ed Romdro....ovn..

ONE B MAC PLEASE by Goorge Proctor (Mid-hearics Con r
FAH FICTION An Opinicn by Jaffroy May
CORE'S DUNGEQN, A wisit with Richard Corben by Ed Romsro,......

THE RAIRMAKER by Gary Brown and Doug Potfer.......
IH A GARDEN By Ed ROMOPS. . 0euensesssss
partfolic by Darrel Andersed............

CEA,

Eorbat . cuvacasscnnnns 2%

LR R N R R

-

FEFrIFPIREABLEdEd s

« 3
sarsrannnaid

e

ELYTH by Dave Taylor and DGck ASiSon. ....o.....o. oo

METALWORKS, & portdslio by Ed Resars

COMIC ART GALLERY

THE GUARDIAN, heraic dantasy By Joffroy MaY.eousavass
A& PLACE FOR EVERYTHIMG, of By Jam Strasd,.....

LETTERS. .. ..

BACK ISSUES INFORMATION, .. oooonron

EQITOR'S PAGE. covass

MICHAEL WM. EALUTA..
VAUGH BODE. ....vuvae
DARREL ANDERSOM. ....
DOUS POTTER. vuvasass
DO PLBCHATE . . vvvnwns
AN ADKIMS . svneansns
BELLY FREAS......

TIM KIAK. .. ensnansss
ALAM WEISS5. . 0uu.s

CARL BARKS......

OAYE TAYLOR. .o vucans

FRANE FRAZETTA. cauas
WILLIAM ROTSLER . u..vs

RICHARD CORBEM..........

BUDDY SAUMDERS.......

JOHN CORMELL: - ccvcvnnnna

WILLIAM BLACK. . uveun

GIL KANE " DANE TAYLOR. ooevesciirarnmnnannnanans

SBEfrsra PO Ed A e

SRR TN T R R

L R T

R R LR LR R R R O ey

-
- rm '
PR RN BN EA BB E FA R AN wma e
L LR LR EmEaEEEE
TEFRIELSlEiE s A e PR P A P B B
Bl R ES R ET R T RTINS NS ES RS B
L R I I g v
" = = B

i\

A e A
A .

i 1"‘. rl'-.i . 3 '*'

.

. ¥ =
o8 el
=, T e

K

R e e
maa

L e e

23, 24

snmarmrmnanssa sl T
.
<40
-

sanasassssssavan iy 13
TP —— | |
snnasssassrnrnnnnnnn T
sawssasspararsnannnn bl

crsrnrnnal}
srassrsssamnmamnanan il
messsnsnsssstasamann 4
srsmamanaEassEdeenen |8

cevsnnesly 19, 21, 22
, A9=54, Back cover
D |

R TN ET T T TP a4, |

sesseanannly dB

StErETE N RA NG RN A EE R e e

S

T T T T Ty e —— 1)

R

L L L L R T IT T I 1

| Wmﬁﬁa,

115 A LZARD ON)
SPECIAL ASSIGMMENT
CRemM, CAUALIER
MABAZINE TO
[\ SEECT DS |SSVE

REALM 5, OCTOBER, 1972

ART NOUVEAU PUBLICATIONS

2000 N. GRANT AVENUE
SPRINGFIELD, MISSOURI 65803

Editer and publisher: ED ROMERD, Fiction editor:
JEFFREY MAY.  Asgociate oditor: DAVE TAYLOR. Con-
fricuting oditor: DARREL ANDERSOM. Layout and do=-
tign: ED POMERD, Specinl layout consultant: BENJA-
HIN R. OaY, 01, pocial production assistants:
STUART SMITH, RIS ERASSER. Proofrasding:  DAYE
TAYLOR, Typing: JEFFREY MAY, ED ROMERD, Froot
cover color nsgatives and special interiar nogative
work: PHILLIPS ENGRAVING 00. Cover printing: COLOR
GRAFHIC, INC. Esvalogpe printing: FAY PRINTING CO.
Intariar printing: JACK WATERS, Marshfiald, Mo.
Binding: SERVICE PRINTING CD. Fhotograph at ledt:
EARL HOLMER,

Entire contents cmr:ght@l'}?? by Artio E. Rosgro,
Al rights resorwad,



L LIND THE DAYS GREW EVEN HOTTER AS AUGUST
SLIPPED INTD SIGHT. THE SCORTCHED KANSAS
COUNTRYSICE COULD DO LITTLE TO PROTECT
ITSELF FROM THE BURNING HEAT.

YET ow THIS
DAy, A SOLOMN
FIGLIRE BRAVES
THE HEAT TO
WEAVE HIS Way
OVER THE
YELLOW SAND..
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MONEY ?
YOUR MONEY 2/
COME ON,

Y. PEOPLE AROUND HERE
DON'T KEEP THEIR
WORD TOO WELL ! /4

“UHE PEOPLE OF THE 'I’DWN HEHRD THE SOUND OF HIS LAUGHTER
AND THEY KNEW THE RAIN HAD COME TO STAY.
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This interview was ariginally pub-
lished in the Septembar 15, 1972 issup
of the Los Angeles Free Press, and is
réprinted hore with the editor's por-
mission. ==AFR

Long before it became fashionable, Ray
Eradbury has been attacking the catab-
lishment. His movels and shore stories
are mirrors reflecting the human condi-
Blofi In termsa of {its weaknesses and ig-
OOTANCE.

Eradbury is a man of all times and
places, He can travel back in time for
& tidbic from the Mesozoic or ahead ip-
Eoc an unknown future such as Farenhaolt
43] where creeping McCartheyism has be-
come the order of the day.

9 1 have heard that your enthusiass ao
& boy for science fiction was aot shar-
od by others in your cosmunity?

Bradbury: I have had many enthusi-
as=s In =y life, starting with acience
ficeion when I was eight or nine years
old and falling in love with Edgar Al=-
lan Poe shert stories when I was eighe.
Wobody else was reading Poe. He's nev-
er been in with the academic community
in the United States. He's always goE=
ten more papularicy im France.

I made up =y sind when I was 12 that
I was golng to write two kinds of fic-
tion. One was sclence ficeien. 1
urote a acory about a landing on the
soon when I was 12, Everyone in junior
high schesl and high schosl told me not
to write this kind of story, that I was
vary stupld, very fooliah. When I was
4t L.A. Migh School, I was the only bov
in the vhole schoal of 4,000 students,
Just about, who was reading sclence
fiction and writing it.

Everyone #aid, "Bon't de chat.
space age s never golng to come.
Rocket ships are never golng to be
bullt. We're never gelng to the soon.
And we're never going te land an Mars.

I alvays figured they were wrong and
I was rvight. And that's the way it
Lurned owt.

Q: What othor stories did you write oas
& boy?

Bradbury: The ather storles thae I
Wioie were #torles Eo scare the hell
out of myself. 1 loved, more than any=-
thing else, getting the hell scared out
of mé. And I loved going to see horror
movies when I was 10 vears old. This
is one of the things older people for=
get. Bur I'we never forgotten because
[ love the delieisusness that comes
from belng afraid.

I have four daughters and I've rais-
ed the= to be properly acared. ["ve
taken them, starting from when they
wvere aix, to all of che worst movies
ever made. "'The Horror of Blankee Par-
ty Bgach,” "The Creature From The Black
Lagoon." 1I'we even written a few of
these syaelf.

The

Qi Your serdon credits include the 3-D
picture "It Camd From Outer Space.”
What cthors?

Bradbury: I alse wrote "The Boast
From 20,000 Fathoms." The studie did-
n't write it. They stole it from =e.
I suse tell vou the story behind L.

Back about 20 years ago, there was a
studic im Hallywood that scole stories
from writers all the time. I had heard
they were godng to be making a film a-
bout dinesaurs. The producer called mo
in to read the script. He said: read
1t over and tell ws 1f you'd like te
revelte 1t. Well, I read the script
and came back. They asked me what I
thought of 1t. '"It's wvery interest=
ing," I said. ‘'Incidentally, it's very
=uch like a shore story of sine that
vwas in the Saturday Evaning Post a wear
age called The Bgast From 20,000 Fath-
o=a. "

The producer's jav dropped dova to
the floor. He suddenly realized he'd
stolen the story from se, forgotton who
he'd stolen it from, and asked me to
read it. The next day I got a telegram
fros the studie saying that they wanted
to buy the rights to ey story. The end
cesult wan & very lousy Fils.

: How have you dong with your poatry?

Bradoury: 1 fell in love with poetry
when 1 was 13 or 14. I'we been writing
poeery for 3% years and it has never
made =¢ any money. Oaly in the lasc
year and a half have I begun to aall
some of =y poetry, .

Qi Has history always bean Good Sourcn
=atarial for your storios?

Bradbury: Yes. The Civil War has
alvays been very clode to me. It's a
strange poriod, very saad and unfortunm-
ate.  Hore people were killed in that
war than in any other war in the his=
tory of America.

I would love to do a play on the Se-
cretary of War, Stanton, who was under
Linceln at that tise. Do vou realize
that, on the day he was assassinated,
Lincoln went to the war departsent and
begged for & body guard. He knew he
was golng to be killed. He begged for
a body guard snd Stancon refusced his.
That aight Linceln was shot.

Ulysaes 5. Grant left that sorning
wvith his wife on & train. Why? They
couldn't stand Mrs. Lincoln. All these
fantastic colncidences. If Grant had
stayed bahind that night Lincoln would
have been alive, because his guards
would have been at the theatre.

For all we kpew Stanton hired Booth
to kill Lincoln becauss he had plans to
becaome President of the United Scates.
Q: Where do you got your ideas for
stories?

Bradbury: Where do T get =y idean?
Hy God, they're all over the place! I
get idess everyvhere.

I was wandering through the Disoey-
land Bebot Factory in Glendale, che
place where they build all those robota

that are far sore real than Fresident
Johnaon and Mixen. I looked at Lin-
eoln's robot, laying out there, being
put together for his appearance im the
Hall at Disneyland. And I thought to
myself, what 4f a man named Booth ran
in here and assassinaced Lincoln's ro-
bot? That atery appeared in Playboy.
Q: What is yvour opinion of socioety?

Bradoury: I've alwiys wanted a
chance to say scsething about the kind
of seclety we live in today. It's pub-
licity oriented, newspaper oriented,

IV orignted and motion pleture oriente:

He live 4n a very crazy country. A
lot of things don't work quite right.
But when we do use the vote, it's & wa
of structuring oursclves, our futures,
cur needs, 5o I resent bhaving aoyoae
taking my wote avay and to have people
like Dr. King and the Kenoedys taken a-
way. And cthe way people rushed in to
write booka f{res which the crimimal
maken money. I's sorry, I don't Llike
it. I thismk 1ie's terecible.

Q: Are eost of the problems facing our
socioty the end rosult of our owh mis-
doings?

bradbury: Yes. Ours iz a science
fictional world. An exasple of the
sort of thimg that's going on is che
skyjackers. This is a science ficticn
developsént in our society. People are
alvays asking, vhy do you write sclence
fiction? I write sclence Flctionm be-
cauvae everything that's sost improbable
has happened te us today. Once we did-
n't have the technology to make It oe=
cur, And pow, quite suddenly, we are
faced with fantastic probless.

I went to a psychiatrise snce, I
teld him I wanted to be an excellent,
fine, superb writer. The paychiatrisc
aaid, 'all right, get the Encyelopedia
Britanica and study the lives of other
writers and aee how long it took for
them to become good writers. The aver-
age was 15=10 years, It dmmed on me
that to be a great writer I would have
to dedlcate myself and write every day
of =y life. Thian I have dsae far the
lagt 33 years.

Q: You really throw yourselt inte tho
seroanp lay for "Maby Dick.”

Bradbury: When Don Houstom case a-
leng and offered me the chance to write
the screenplay for Meby Dick, I was
ready. I read the novel through nime
different times, went to my cypewritar
and wrote 2,000 pages of screenplay.
The geript finlshad, I avoke one morm=-
ing, valked to the mirror, looked at
syself and said "I am Herman Helville!™
0: You must have folt a [ittle Bit of
solf satisfaction whan tho first man
final ly set fest on the =oon.

Bradbury: On that historic day I had
been asked to appear on The David Frost
Show o Lendon. I went ower, ready to
be on the show because I wanted people
to ask mo what it all meant. I's al-
ways rteady to tell people what it all

AY BRADBURY. - ANIN

BY MARC SHPRO




We can have a cleon plonet and still die if the sun explodes!

seand. To @ It was the greatest nighe
o the history of the world.

I walted backstage for abouk an hour
efore they finally put on that great
pace expert, Englebert Husperdinck.
ind & half hour later they put on that
alented scholar, Sassy Davie, Jr. I
igan to feel unwanted, I lefrt.

After I left chat show I did a show
alled Telatar with the Bishop of Gen-
va, & sclancist and that licele girl
ro= Ireland, Bernadette Devlim. 3o
ere [ was, faced with these thres in-
ellectuals vho wvers lasenting space
Taviel .

They were complaining about how much
iney wias being spent on the space pro=
ram. The little Irish girl probably
anted all the soney for the north of
reland. I guess the sclentist wanted
he soney for himself and the Blahop
anted it for his church.

Fioally I could stand it no sare. I

houted: Ho, no: All of you shut up,
it down: You're stupid! You're ig-
orant. I said, now let's get one

hing clear. We have not spent a penny
o the soon, nothing. It's all been
pent right here.

Feople have & pleture of a rat hole
on the moon. They think we take chis
soney and threw 1t in. Inacead, 1it's
been thrown to the people, to feed
their seuths, to put roofs over their
heads and to buy thes cars.

: Wnat do you som as the future of tho
human racoe?

Bradbury: Three billion vears sgo wo
vere flung out of the sun by some fan-
tastic cataclysm. If eesok roughly a
billicn years for the first raios o
fall, the centinents to appear, the o—
ceans to form, the firvet living parti=-
cles to appear in the sea.

Man is & borrowed creature. Vision
from this creature, ssell fros another
and the abilicy te hear from s thivd,
finally one day forsing a spine, crawl-
ing out on land, making do in the =ea-
dows, hiding in caves, hanging in the
trecs, bullding cicies and looking at
the stars. And during that leng span
of time, saying to gravity, "you will
not keep me here.”

For thousands of years we've been
terrified of death. Why? Because we
ward planted in the earth and roeted
here by gravity. We couldn't escape.
We ware doomed to live and die hers
forever. That is no longer true.

On the aight we landed on the =oon we
had finally pulled sut our roots and
touched sternity and the promise of fm-
sortality that goes with it.

It"s a religious endeavor te relate
curselves o the cotal universe. There
is no gap between religlon and science.
We are all equally ignorant of our
place in the universe.

But I'= talking about a total future.
You cannot be intercspted just in ecol-
og¥, Just in the earth, It has eo be a
total approach.

We have plenty of talent and plenty
of willpower. Money has nothing to do
with it. We shouldn't allew it to
change our willpower, our dreams. The
dreas itself becomes a rich thing.
Money comes after the fact.

We con seill tend to sur eivil
rights, still clean the oceans amd do
all the things we want to do.

e must mot be subjective. We can
have a clean planet and scfll die 4§
the sun explodes. That's what I's
talking about. The totaliey of it all,
It =ay seem like & very resote thing to
you. That'as why I talk about ic, I
don't want it to be resote. It con=
cerna you and your children's child-
ren's children's childeen to the ten
thousandth gensration of this werld.
Here images of you off far avay on some
other world--so far avay vou can"t {m-
agine, @



HARFRY WAFNER, JR.

I novor fosl comfortable writing a loc about a fan-
Zine which draws on graphic staries for auch of its tra-
dition. | know aven less about that field of fandom then
I do about the pulp magazines and paperbacks which |
wastod my tima on. But | thought Realsm was ane of the
best=looking and most coherent fanzines |'ve seen from
comich-orientad fandom. So lot's see if | can fake a loc
2% a kind of repayment for your kindness in sending the
Issua,

It's surprising that more fanzines don't use the
format you've adopted. Those nearly square peges hawve
tho samp advantages That mads The 2 154 X 2 154 reflex
camiras 50 popular among photegraphy fans. I1t's gasy fo
use a plcture without wasting a lot of space, no matier
whather it is vertical or horizontal In format. You can
Fufl & two-column arrangomant on the typed pages without
uvanatural Iy short |ines, and yet the eye doasn't find foo
eych trouble coping with the straight-acress typing. |
imagine that the format would alse bo Ideal for something
vou didgn't fry In this Issus, the straight=scross hori-
ental -format plcture spreading over fwo pages. | shud-
¢ar at the mare thought of what you must have pald for
papar of this quality. It seoms |deal for both the half-
tones and the |ine plates.

The matarial on Arablc editlons of comlic books s
dgefinitely of Interast to a porson |ike mo who isn't a
special Ist in the field. It sounds az if It wore profos-
#lonal ly written, intendsd for & mass audience, and boau=
Hitully put into type, The mirrer reverse printing ne-
cessitated by reading habits over there I2 intriguing.
Who knows, the next generation In that part of tho world
may credit left-handed pecple with having the potential=-
ities of comic book horoes, simply because Superman and

Batman and the rest are prosumably doing their thing with
thelr left hands. And it's consoling fo know that ox-
clamation points are the same In Arabic as they are in
English. It makes & person feel as if he'd figured out
$omd of the langusgoe's secrets all by himsol# without the
ald of a textbook and instructor.

Dark Baginning Improssed me as suparior fo most fan-
zina fiction of this fype. | almest wrote most fanzine
fiction of the sword & sorcery type, but Yanarin doosn't
seom to be in a world where magic |5 wvory prominent. It
seons instesd to be & world where astural things have de-
witlopad slightly differantly from cur world, somothing
ITke the Inventicns that newver sere which kept turning up
on the television series, The Wild, Wild West. Besidas,
no aword and sorcary hare ever has a three-syllable name,
ke Yanaring they'ro all two=syllable names, for reasons
that |"'ve never quite wunderstood excopt that savbe it's
instinctive from the two-syllable names of 30 maay of
their authors: Burroughs, Cartar, Howard, Leiber, and so
i .

Anyway, the story mowes along nicely, thare's a gen-
uine development of character for the hers which you al-
most nover find in & story of this length in a fanzine,
end the narration is s=ooth encugh to indicate that fhe
avthor should be selling fiction soon. If he isn't alrea-
dy; 1'm not femiliar with most of the poople whose nases
appear in this issve and | could be mixing up fans with
pres.

I g0t & lot of chuckles from the Archibald Artichoke
thing. It gives promise that the writer could create s
20th century Alice In Wonderland without a bit of trouble.
And | was completely lulled into a trusting balief that
the title was just a come-on, and didn't expect that pun
in the final line after such a long and diverse journsy to
arrive at the play on words which | then realized hod boon
toreshadowad in the very first sentence,

The Doug Potter portfolic was most impressive. Me
so0ms To have o good knowledge of the human body, somo=
thing that isn't always true of artists who try to draw
unclad bodies for fanzines, and so his elvesses or what-
gvar the young ladies on the second and third pages may be
look more real than a lot of human=intended young ladies
on fanzine pages.

From the Insida was the toughest nut for me to crack
in this issve. It impressed me but | don't know why:
maybe the strange, two-dimentional appearance of many of
the drowings, maybe some vague similarities to soms of
Yeughn Bode's art, maybe just the differemtanass of the
calligraphy. 1'm not oven certain if | understood the
massage complataly: whether if's all meant to be a para=
Ble or to be fakon a5 & literal ! adventure or both,

In ganeral, the artwork is elsewhors on g vary high
lavel. Maybe it's just as well that =ost of these artists
ara not known in the fannish neighborhoods where | run
arcund most of the time, because it's hard encugh now to
flgure out who should get votes for the fan art Hugo when
there are about twenty superb craftsmen aligible for no=
mination, and the thought of another eight or ten bobbing
up is quite disconcerting. Tho cover seems to have bat-
ter registration than most professional multi-color work.
| particularly like the restrained combination of ealors
which create a mood that you couldn't pozsibly have
achieved if you'd used every huo of ink in stock. Evon
the envelope picture Is good. Someone Somewhere is going
to have to invent a filing system for fanzines to cope
with the illustrated envelopes and wrappers that are bo=
coming more and more popular. | feel sorry for the pesple
whe bagen to heve thelr fanzines bound professional ly back
in the ara when it was safe to throw away the cuter shell
and prosarve only the inftorlior =aat.

Thenks for thinking about @&, and | hopo you gof soms
kind of rosults from Realm that will make all the time and
mangy you're sponding on It worthwhile.

GEQRGE BARR

I Just received REALM 4 and am flattored, both that
you would sond a compl imentary copy, and that you wish to



publ Ish soma of my work. The repro (3 exesl lont... and
That Is always a plus factor whon | send work fo fanzines.

The cover and Andorson’s "From Tho Inside"™ are vary nice=-=,

somd of the bost work of its fype 1"ve seon. Too many
young artists, unable to draw roally wall, sattle on &
sort of rltuallized distortion, call it "style®™, and nowver
really loarn how to draw. But Arderson, despite that his
work iz about as stylized as it Is possible to be this
sido of pure abstraction, has such a sura handling of line
and ares thet there can be no quibbling at all about his
qual Ifications as an artist. [1'wa soon fow peopla able to
handla white space 2o well; |'m envious.

One of the disadvantages of having ome really good
artist sppoaring In your zine is: everyono olso suffoers by
comparison. Potter handles his mediums quite well--espe-
cially in the titlo page of his folio, but he has soms
trovkle with proportions that can't quito be qualificd as
style. Ho's good, but if be would Spond 8% much time ob-
sarving as he has In perfecting o rendering techmique,
he'd bo torrific.

CHARLIE T.

SMITH

Realm 2 and 4 a couple of days ago. Groat!!
for mo, Ed...| hate wery much to pralso and
praise, yot there can be no one who will not
agrae that Realms 15 one of the best fanzlinos to have ever
existed. Sure! OCan | think of any botter fanzines?
Trumpet by Tom Reamy was a bosutiful fanzine, but in the
tirst place ho apparently no longer publishes it, and In
the second place, Realm s its equal (at lesst), Maoent to
the Stars was & nice Zine--nice-looking--but the contents
wora protenticus badly put tegether. Gore Creatures s
fica=leoking too, and has & regular bisnnual schedule |ike
Fealm, but your zine has a botter layout and slick glossy
papar. | cannot think of any zine more worthy of its ex-
istonce than Realms, Ed.

Darrel Andorscn is Ingonius. His strip "From The In-
slde"™ was one of the best things |'ve Seen recently. The
only fault Is one thet | foeel 8% an individual {(and Ao
doubt | am alone In foolling this wayl: the story 5 Sup-
posed to be Obscuro and Meaningful and therefora, Tima-
loss. | enjoy such Stories wery ofton, but miiﬁﬂl' tThem
a3 peademic oxercises in which tha auwthor has t:hal!angﬂd

I got
Feal sorry
praise and

you to the old Gubss-what-1"ve-5aid Game (which is basi-
cally anti=intal lectual of ma, porhaps). The pleasere in
reading such material 15 not in finding revalations to the
caganing of tha universe, but in comparing what the awthor
iz trying to say with what | beliava.

Obvicusly, Darral Anderson was simply frying To Say
what he wrote at the end: All snswers coma from the In-
side. (Thore may be subtle additional thoughts which | =a
not perceptive ancugh to see.) It is rare that a fan
suthor actually states clearly what he ®oans, and thera=-
fore Darrel rather wrecked my |if9le gama. Affer all,
what's the fun of fishing if the fish crawl out of the
water and into your frying pan for yeu?

But | did onjoy the artwdrk, What was the original
size of the drawlings? [Eight by ton Inches. All of his
porttolio this issus is printed sctusl size. =-AER]

And | wish you would hawve told ws what Darrel wsed
for tha cover=--simple wash with colored Ink? Water color?
You should includa this on the contents page in the sams
lime whors you [dentify the cover artist. After all,
Realm is sctuslly an art magazinoe, but solling to the fan
art community and not the pro artist. [last Issve's cover
was an acrylic painting with horrible printing. ODarrel's
covor this issue is alse acryllc. --RER]

The Archibald Artichoke story was fun; & boawtiful
plece of the absurd. Phrases [lke "THE GRAND CONUNDRUM 15
ALWAYS RIGHTL!"™ indicata that thers was a massage hore, too,
but this time argund 1'11 choose to ignore it.

Joff May's tale "Dark Beginning” was & really fine
pioce of 585. It was an espacially clewer touch %o héve
the characters spoak in a pecul iar manner=="goetting to put
in prefixes--which added to the sense of alien lexotic)
adventure, Rosance in the old, |iterary sense of the word.

whan | read the article on Superman comics in Arabis
("Kal=al of Arabia?¥?)} | thought to myself "God! This is
professional |y weitten..." Uatil | saw that it was taken
from what must be o pro journal (Aramco World), | thought
the slicknpas whs an smazing feat. Ah wall==1"m & sucker
from way bhack.

Thom Haber, who had somd extromely confusing poatry
in #2, wrote ono of the funnlost letters | have vet read.
| would suggost that you whale at him fo bottle that humor
lofg enough $o write somd sort of plece for you., Serious=
Iy, you should!

The Potter folio was fine excopt tor the fecond draw-
ing. |t was an wnflattering sketch and | don't bellewve
you didn't notice the glaring anatomical error. I1's your
fault a% editor that you let it get in this |ssuve; but it
was the only diseardant mateé in the whale zineg.

The Cornell illoas for Jeff May's tale wera nof as=
pecially good, althar--but are considered substandard oaly
compared to the rest of Realm and at least ogual to what
would appesr in any other zino.




It's Bridgesan all the way. Bridgeman and swoeat (m lot of
bothl is an unshakesblo foundation te build on.

J OHN KEMT

Finally, after six months of waiting, Realm #4 has
arrived. | can wnderstand the necessary practice of ad-
vertising a fanzine months bofore publishing it, but now=
erthaloss | falt chasted with the tinal product.  In tha
Feb. ERBdom, #4 was advertised as having a Borni Wrightson
checkl ist. But the issue in fact has nothing of the kind,
Just an spology and half-promise for a future Issue. |'m
sure you didn't dolibaratoly write & docoptive ad in order
te gein readars, but still the product dollivered (after a
vory long delay, even for o fanzine) wes not what was ad=
vartisod. This is one of the reasons 1've quit collecting
comics because this type of faulty ad has rocked =a befors.
I won't ask for my money back because you seem to bo los-
ing encugh monay on this enterprise as It Is, but with
mistakes |lke this, 14's no woader. I|f and whon you B
tually manage to print a complote Wrightson checklist, lat
me krow (after I+ is printed) and 1°11 risk somo more mon-
oy, Cheers. [Mr. Kent will rocolve a fres copy of this
issun's checklist, =-AER]

WILLIAM BLACK

Please excuse the long delay in my writing. Paragon
has becomns such & time-consuming thing that my correspon-
dence has fallen off. In fact, you've gotten out two good
issuos of Realm since | last wrote.

| anjoyad thes both quite a lot, In your fourth is-
sue, Darral Anderson provided a visval and literary froat

Mpanwhile, the Cornell back cover was really bosuti- With his "From The Insida™, an exparimental strip that
ful. | can't decide whother he has a Williamson or o worked quite well, | was quite taken by his stylized ren-
Steranko influence. His illoes on pages 27 and 33 shew a dorings. Tho unusual lettering was quite unique and it
distinct Joff Jonos influence, which of course goos back the story perfectly, even though it didn't reproduca as
to Frank Frazetta, as doos Williamson, Bahl Enough idie witll a5 It might have in places. Tho panel layouts (ox=
spoculation., [1'l] sccept tho work ss It is. copt tor the second and third pages...too much text?) were

God--Anderson's strip is haunting. And It hurts to excel lent and the story flowed from beginning to end.
praise so such, Byt Godil Andersan's cover was anothar job well done. | really

dug 1+s sommotry and balance. It was also centarad pr=
tactiy on the page, something you raraly Soo,

Cornell's back cover was a strong pioce. Good con-
trasts of black and white...and good reproduction by your
printer. 1'd like to see moro of Cornall's work.

Thanks muchly for the issus of Fealm. | can't toll fs Editor, you did & fino job in the layout of the
you how sorry | am that you'll be changing tho format==| entire bock. The placemant of art and articles worked
really wanted to have a portfolic of drawings printed in well together, and this is Important.
that slze--very neat and charmming. 11's gotts be a plain "The Royal Visit" left ms cold. | don't feel that it
case of divino retribution for my siothfulness--ack. worked as a strip. The first pago had somo nice offects,

MHow lef ma toll you my reaction to the issve. The but it didn't tell the story. The second page had somo
cover: possibly the sost professicnally sesthetic cover nice aeffects and DID tel| the story. Perhops the second
integration 1've ever soan. A magnificont piece of artis- page would have been encugh.
tic Judgoment--1'm impressed. 11's an eye-catcher. The That piece of art of mine thot you picked up was an
dosign affects me |ike 3tove Harper's paintings=-=balanced, old ene. If memory serves eo correctly, | drew it arcund

in & word, 19607 | i [ !
ams . ooks |lke | inked it around 968! Glad WO
Oarrel Andersen's tonal design strip--tascinating. |

gon't know how poople con draw that way. My hat's off to
him. Yory compotont grasp on dosign.

Through T.,5.,A.A.T.C.H.AA, Rinda didn't affoct me.

Four Pages=--Doug Potter: Doug's got the imagination
and the boginnings of craft, but if he wants to avoid somo
roal bitehy hoeadachas ho shauld atard putting more hours
into basic anatomy construction and basics of drawing a'la
George Bridgeman. Technique can be acquired later on (in
fact It comes by itself), after the ground rules have boen
learned by rote. Consn the Buccanoor by Fraak Frazettas is
@ technical masterpiece, but It's Frank's knowledge of
drawing and dosign that makes it (and all his covers) the
blockbuster It is. Technique Is the ssuce, not the moat,
of a good illustration. If he doesn't loarn the basics--
all of them—-now, he'll kick himself in later years. Take
I+ from one who knows.

John Cornoll can use this advice too. Basic snatomy
construction is fun--honost! If my recosmendation is not
good engugh, let me [ist a fow artists who swear by these
Bornl Wrightson (the Boy Wonder), Jeff Jones, Frank Fra-
otte (the Masterl), Roy Erenkel, Al Williamson (my mentord,

MICHAEL WM. KALUTA




ngratulations on the superb showing this year, Ed,
It's gatting to ba a showdown botwoen Mino and Fealm; onl
ont ather foature appears, and that's the S.M.U.T. strip
*from Cotfinworm,

MATT HMARTH

A timo 840, | orderod Reals 5 prepublication. 5ince
| haven't received my copy yet, |'m writing to quastion
when it's going to be out, as 1'm waiting fer it to.
Plesze reply so that | dan't st arcund horo waiting for
nothing, okay?

[yako ,gainten rof gnitiaw eroh davora tis t'nod |
Taht of yiper esaelP  .of ti rof gnitisw m'| 35 ,fuo eb of
gnigg 5"t nehw noitsouwy of gritire &', toy voor yE da-
viecer t'neveh | ecniS  .roitacilbyperp 5 miack deredro |
008 emit A ==AER]

(s WD
could use it. Enclosed is & more recent drawing...of the
Girl trom LSD, Don't kaow it you con uso it or not since 14 KIRK
Reasls is not wory "comics" orientad,

Une thing that | missed in Roalm 4 was & strip by Ed Many thanks for the bosut®lfully producad (sspe of
tomero, Grantfed a third strip in #4 would have been too Realm, and for tha Conan poster. Why don't you use moro
much, but hera's hoping you'll beo back in sction in #5, i of your own work? Your Begger was among the best drawings

in the issus,
Comics are not Lpecialty, but |'ve slways had th
CARL GAFFORD o 2 i1 ¥ i

herces in comic art: Carl Barks (croator of Scrooge MeDuck
and othor Disaey comics), Walt Hally and Mal Fostar, | by
every Pogo collection that comes out, and |'d eallect old
Prince Yaliant strips If tho prices weren't so inflated...
Sigh. (llecting's an expensive business, and 1'm o strug-
gling art studant,

Thanks again for thinking of me.

HpeCuga the dolay in answer, but boy, have | bean
vonged Sown with work, Hore aro The rosults of the 197]
HPP Awards, first and second choices and points gach.

BEST ZINE: Reals=-30 pts. Minotaur==21 pts.
BEST WRITER (strip): Gaff--11 pts. FRomere--17 prs.
BEST ARTIST: Romero--26 pta. Gaff--15 pea.
SEST ARTIST (pencila): Gaff--21 pta. Romers==14 pts.
BEST ARTIST (inks): Romero--22 pta. Gaff--1B pts.
BEST SINGLE TEXT STORY: "The Great Obscenity Raid™ by
Buddy Soundera==26 pts. “Friend of a Friend™ by
Rob Rucker--8 pts.
BEST SINGLE STRIP: Metzengerstein by Poe and Gaff--12 prs.
Mayas by Rosers and Johs Cornell--11 pts.
BEST STRIFP SERIES: Bobeat/Hermat--16 pts. 5.M.U.T.--
11 pes.
BEST WRITER (eexe): Rob Bucker=-=-24 pEs. Sheldon Wiebe=-
11 ptu.
BEST SERIES (text): Le Nesbre--15 pts. CAT--10 pea.
BEST COVER: Minotaur fl0-=29 pts. Realm §3-=18 pes.®
BEST SINGLE ISSUE: Minctaur #10--25 pts. Reale #3--27 pts.

[ adeire your taste in comics, Tia. Speaking of
Larl Barks, special thanks fo Buddy Saundars for supplying
the unpublished Barks art on this page. ==AER]

"There is a slight irregularity hera, becsuse those who
voted on the covers rarely sald which cover of an issue
thay Ilked. Like, Minotaur FID had five front covers and
throo back covers. FRoals F3 has a front and back covar.
tow To soporate the votes whon thay are incosplote is a
rrovlem. 30 in desperation | just lumped all wotes tegoth=
3 whan thoy were for a zine. We should discuss tho foas-

bility of this catogory in the BPP Nowslotter and see |f
v wish to continua it




ETERNITY SF

apeculative fiction?
Speculative fantasy?
Seignca fiction?

ROGER ZELAZNY

Fiction by androw of futt,
dosaph Green, Edward Oryant,
Fobart Margrott, and Barry

N Malzburg.

ANDREW J OFFUTT

Book roviews by Richard
Calbsp, Frod Patten, and
Joaff Clark

FPootry by ¥irgil Burnott,
Rogor Zelazay, L. Spraguo
de (amp, and Susen Clark

Apcardings columa by
Edward Smith

A new 3f magazine unlike
any sf magazing in existonco!

PHILIP K DICK

Graphic arfwork by Jack
Goughan and Dan Qstorman

Film column vy
Scott Edoalstain

Intorior art by Jim Mclood
Cany Fralich, Mike Gilbort,

Edward Romaro, Bill Botsler=
and Alexis Gilliland.

ROBERT E MARGROFF

Covar art by Stephan Fabian.

JACK GAUGHAN

DENNIS O'NEIL

CTERNITY 5F P, 0. Boax 193
Sandy Springs, 5.C. 29677
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De:peratim—. is the look in the eyes of a hard-huntad
man. Desperation 15 his harsh, gasping breath as he
crouches in hiding. Desperation is Yanar, hiding in the
slems of Tiaria from the pursuit of the Surenan Watch-
men.

Clutching his sword in a bloodied fist, Vamar
trouched lower as the thud of krystam paws and the falls
of running feet grew louder outside. His mouth quirked
wryly as the incredible mischance that had hounded him
bere appeared to him again...

He was tying up his boat on Tiaria's waterfront in
the foggy morming, thankful that the leng voyage from the
Retreat of Aann was over. A deep and saddening strain
had grown between Kinna and himself in the 48 days they
had sailed together. Twice in the early days of the
voyage Kinna had come to him in the night, only to tear
herself away with a burst of tears. The second time she
had lain crying nightlong, and she did not come again. )
From the decks he had escorted her through the quiet and
yet-deserted streets to the house where kinna zafd her
rother's folk lived, the door had opened to them, and then
25 Kinna was ushered fn, there was a cry of "Ay! The
exilel The rapist! Catch him!™ and then the daylong
chase that led here, in the beautiful evening twilight
over Tiaria.

Dewnstairs there was a resounding crash as the burly
shoulder of a Watchman broke open the boarded door of Va-
nar's refuge. Quietly as possible Vanar began to retreat
toward the rear of the abandoned old mansfon, a relic of
the time when Tiaria was the southernmost and greatest
port of the Diamond Empire. The sounds of search spread
telow, and Vanar hesitated. Behind him was an auxilary
stair, up which pursuit was sure to come, yet just before
him was a huge formal staircase four rhua across, and
Watchmen swarming at the bottom. He hesitated a moment
longer, and then as footsteps clumped up the lesser
itairway behind him, he took his chance, darting for the
dark hall beyond the wide stairs.

“Aidl There he goes, across the stairs! Take him
alivel™ A crowd of Watchmen charged up the stairs after
him. As they neared the top there was a loud groan from
the ancient timbers and then a splintering crash as part
of the huge staircase collapsed from the unfamiliar weight
en it. Quickly he darted tnrough the servants' quarters,
cown two more flights of steps, up from the cellar, and
into a street behind the mansion.

As krystam paws thudded behind him, warning of new
pursuit, Yanar fled round a corner. Hope! Ahead the
street was filled by a large street carnival, well atten-
ced. He plunged inte the crowd and began to weave rapidly
mong the spectators. Behind him a squad-man's trumpet
shrilled and he could hear Watchmen shouting. Performers
and viewers alike scattered or milled in panic as the
Match raced through the crowd after Vanar. Vanar broke
through the crowd and dived into a tent. He fled deeper
into the tent complex that housed the carnival folk, but
suddenly he stopped. Grimly he wiped the sweat from his
sword hilt. "I am not without Honor," he whispered to
himself. “Here they will have to slay me."

The sounds of the search grew closer. He could hear
cries of alarm and curses as the Watch searched for him
through the tents. He wished thay had not seen him enter:
surena law forbade entry without a warrant unless a fugi-
tive was pursued into a house. Soon the searchers were
taly a couple tents away. Vanar tensed, ready to fight.
At that moment a hand grabbed his free wrist and vigor-
ously pulled him through an exit behind him.

Taken by surprise, Vanar was pulled off balance
through two tents before he could recover, and when he
started to resist there was a fierce whisper, "Come on,
stupid One! Hurry!™ At a loss, Vanar followed ohbedient]y
85 they ran through the tents, into a door, a cellar, two
dim floor-level rooms, another cellar, a shadowed alley,
and finally another abandoned mansion. There his rescuer
stopped and removed a face-covering scarf. VYanar stared,
for his rescuer was a girl.

They rested for a few minutes, 1istening to the
sounds of pursuit grow confused and then fall silent. At
last the girl took his hand and led him out into the slums

of the 01d Quarter. A fifth-glass later they entered a
mansion as old as any in the Quarter, but better preserved
than most such. She unlocked a featureless door with no-
thing about it to indicate someone lived here. The door
swung imward into ‘darkness and she led the way fearless-
ly. Vanar followed, beginning to relax at last, but
suddenly in that dark room he was possessed by an uncon-
trollable surge of sheer terror. He drew his sword and
whirled.

The girl was as alarmed as he for a moment, and then
she laughed. "Did Habubba frighten you? Don't fear, he
never maves. [id you think him an ambusher?”

“I--no," Vanar said, in some embarassment: in justi-
fication he added, "Zoar gave he a--a second sight for
sensing danger, and that statue--"

“Habubba?!™ She began to laugh merrily. "Second
sight--danger in Habubbal® she sputtered and went off into
another peal of merriment.

Vanar was somewhat nettled. The statue which she had
named “Habubba™ (& common clown's name) was to his mind
scarcely a figure to inspire laughter: Formed of some
hard, white, waxen material, it stood some seven feet tall,
and its features, which were not detailed but merely sug-
gested in stylized outline, still suggested sternness and
strength., The thing was clothed in rough wargear of a
bygone age--hairy leather trousers, laced to the knee,
antique scale mail and a conical metal helm, all Sugges-
ting great age, yet curiously untouched by time. It
stood at attention, and in one hand 1t held a massive old
iron sword point-down in the position called Sentry’s=
Rest. Vanar searched for words to express the abysmal
fright that the statue had stirred in him, gave up, and
took refuge in formality. "I give you greetings and bless
you for your succor. [ have not your name,"

* 3he tendered him the graceful curtsey of a well-born
Surenan girl, incongruous in the filmy, revealing dancers’
silks she wore, and answered, "I am Zymah, HWhy was the
Watch chasing you?™

Vanar sat down on a large cushion and told his story
without embellishment and without sparing himself: his
Suren-candidacy, his celebration of the end of long years
of study, his drunkenness and the rape that followed, his
15 years of exile, his part in the plans of the Pirate
Prince to sack the citadel of the holy men of Aann, and
his meeting there with the victim of his lust. He told
her of his struggle of spirit, his remorse at his betray-
al and of the penitence he had imposed on himself, his
Eilling of the Pirate Prince and all that followed. At
last he said "That 15 all,” and he fell silent.

Lymah sat quietly for a moment, and her fingers
dabbed briefly at her eyes. “A loose eyelash,” she said,
seeing he was watching her,

Yanar said, "1 have not your story.™

“There is little to tell," Iymah replied. "I was the
daughter of Telmi val Zymar, of Poldu Range." (Vanar must
repress a start. Her family and his--a dull pain--were
near neighbors; from the front door of Dyrilki val Jabo-
tar's Great House one could see the Telmis estates.) ”I
had just turned sixteen when I met and eloped with a young
singer named Dzigdai, and my father, I learned later, for-
mally disowned me. Dzigdai caught the hill-fever; he
died before we could find a priestess of Iataiyu to marry
us. 1 could not go home so I came here. [ live well on
what 1 earn from my dancing, and [ have many friends fin
the Quarter. [t is not a bad life, except for Donalkis
and Myégar."

“Who are they?"

"You know the law on a disowned girl. We beleng to
whoever can catch us, on our captor's terms. Those two
want me for a slave. They pursue me constantly. I suppose
they will catch me one day," she said calmly.

“Then why did you help me?" he asked. . "You were
endangering yourself, surely.”

She looked him in the eyes and smiled. "I have been
chased too many times myself. Come,” she said abruptly,
“This is only my kitchen. I live upstairs.” She led him
up a flight of wooden stairs that creaked, into a rather
barren kind of sitting room,



There, Vanar approached her and put his hands on her
wafst. "I have gratitude to you,” he said.

Without rancor and without looking up at him she
put his hands away from her. "1 could do nething else,”
she said. “You must sleep out here, for my bed 15 within,"
She gestured to a stout door.

Vanar did not protest. He quickly made a bed of a
folded sitting rug, a blanket, and a silk cushion and Taid
himself down, He could hear Zymah moving about within
her bedroom. As he dozed off alarm shot through him and
he leaped erect, crying "Harai!® and reaching for his
sword,

Lymah threw open her door. “Vanar! What s wWrong?®

“That statue,”™ he said rather shamefacedly. "[-=I
dreamt it was alive and threatenfng me. Why in Zoar's
Holy Nasme did you ever get it, anyhow?"

"I didn't,” she said. “Earlier this year, on the
fifth morning after Friends' Day, I rose and went down-
stairs for my morning meal, and there he was, Oh, what
a fright [ had! I am certain some of my friends, those
I trust with the location of my home, left him for a bela-
ted joke. He is tos heavy for me to move and so [ et
him stay. Besides, I have always felt--well,.." Sha
shrugged charmingly. "I feel safe with him here. 1 like
him.

“Well
smilingly.
“Oh, I'11 speak to him then," Iymah said merrily.
She went to the door and called down the stairs, “Habub-
ba, leave Vanar alone! He is my guest, do you hear?"

still chuckling, she started back to her room. Vanar
caught her hand a second and bade her good night.

“And you, too, Vanar." She closed her door and Vanar
laid himself down. Whether from Iymah's admonition or his
own calm, the statue troubled him no more that night.

The next day n tediously, for he must hide in
Lymah's apartment while she went out to dance. Befare
lm? he began to explore, hoping to find something that
would tell him a Tittle more of this girl who had befrien-
déd him,

» I don't think he approves of me," Yanar said

The downstairs chamber was empty save for
“Habubba®™ (To ecall a thing Iike that aftar g clowmf Vanar
thought. ), some cooking utensils, a few raw vegetables

in a bin, and an iron brazier for cooking.

The cuter of the two upstairs rooms was sparsely
furnished, as Vanar had seen: a low table, one good
sitting rug, several cheap cushions, and the older, faded
rug Vanar had used for a mattress. In a cormer was a
Weoden book-chest of good quality which contained a varie-
ty of works: epics, historfes, tales of travel, and even
some fFiction.

At the door of Zymah's bedchamber Vanar hesitated;
finally, he entered, albedit with & slight twinge of guilt.
The room was surprisingly la and well-1it: A large
leaded window was set in ther?:r wall, with heavy drapes
for concealment at the sides. A floor bed stood with its
head against the wall, and beyond it a clothes rack and
clothes chest. On the bed's right side a scarred and bat-
tered lady's dressing table stood against the wall, doubt-
less discarded and later salvaged by some street vendor
for resale. Built into the table's wooden back was a den-
ted silver mirror; propped below it was a jointed wooden
do11, its tiny garments worn and its painted face chipped.
To the right of the doll was a small portrait of a middle-
aged man, his face both sterm and kind. Left of the doll
wat & shallow, silk-1ined box of perfusewood, and in 1t
was & lock of brown hair. On the red silk were several
pale spots, and it was a moment before he realized, with
2 twinge of sorrow, that these were tear stains,

At he did so he paused, for his absorption had been
such that he had not noticed the change in the room.
Before, it had been bright and cheerfyul. Kow the daylight
streaming in through the eastern window had a disagree-
able brassy glare to it, and the shadows were threatening.
For some reason he thought of the statwe, and he found he
could not cast it from his thoughts, even after he had
left the room. Twice he tried to sleep, and twice gave
it up, for each time he closed his eyes the statue rose
before him. In exasperation he even used charcoal, dust,
and some water to prepare and anoint a $imple Exorcism of

Demons, and then drew up the figure for a Primary Laying
of the Restless Spirit, two small spells which he had coe-
mitted to memory. The only effect was to leave him bone-
weary, with no dimunition of the tense atmosphere. As
night fell and Vanar began to expect Zymah back, he took
& chance and s1ipped down to the street, where he bought
four live ¢ils from a street vendor. These he took back
to Zymah's home. Like all Suren-candidates Vanar had
learnt the basics of cooking, and he had 1ittle trouble
preparing a meal. Oddly, the fearsome feeling diminished
as he worked, so much that when Zymah finally came in it
had disappeared.

Iymah came and leaned over his shoulder to see what
he was preparing. Casually he embraced her and drew her
te him, kissing her. She hesitated and then Fi rmly re-
moved his arm from around her shoulders. As befors Yanar
did not press her. They ate quietly, with 1ittle speech,
and then they went upstairs. “I will not ask how it was
today,” she said, "for it must have been tedioys.®

“Hot entirely,” he said. “Habubba gi) igently kept
mY RErVES of ed-ge all day, and 1 did a bit of snooping.”

"'SHMNHQ (]

"Yes.
hair. ™

Lymah nodded, her head bowed., “Yes," she said.
doll is mine, of course. The Portrait is of my uncle.
He opposed my father's plan to disown me. | keep it to
remind me that there is always someone whose hand is not
turned against me. The--hair is Dzigoai®s. It is all I
have of him." For the remainder of the evening there was
Tittle talk and Zymah went to bed early.

Both of them arose at the first light of morning.
Iymah was gaing to Malukam Park to dance, a long, exposed,
dangerous journey justified only by the rich rewards her
dancing there always earned. And Vanar, though he did not
tell Iymah, had planned an excursion of his own.

Iymah left, wrapped in her cloak. Vanar waited until
he was sure she would be well dway from the house and then
carefully tousled his hair, drew 2 ragged lap-blanket
argund himself for a cloak, and smudged dirt on his face.
50 disquised he took his sword and i?ipped out.

The streets of the 01d Quarter by day are a jumble
of vendors, pedestrians, workers, entertainers, and ordi-
nary sightseers. The Old Quarter does not become dangerous
until after dark. Vanar slipped through the throng, in-
creasingly more confident in his safety. [t was not until
he neared the edg: of the 01d Quarter that he was reminded
of his danger. he rounded a corner, he found himself
looking at his own face.

This adorned a large poster captioned "Purswcd by
the Watch: A returned exile named Yanarin Dyeilki. 20
vranka reward” and his picture. It was not, Yanar thought
ruefully, a bad 1ikeness. As casually as possible he
walked on, waiting until a considerable distance away to
lift a fold of his blanket-cloak over his head, as if
against the day-heat. Twenty vranka! They must want him
badly indeed. A man could 1ive for a year on but gne
vrankin, if he were frugal. As he started to move on his
heart sank a moment, for he saw a man dressed in fine
clothing that was none too clean turn to look at him, He
would swear he saw recognition in the man's eyes, but the
fellow turned away and did not follow him. Or rather, he
did not follow until Vanar was nearly out of sight. Then
he began to pursue him Cautiously, looking from time to
time at a copy of the pursued poster in his pocket,

It was then that Vanar saw that which froze his blood
and struck his heart: #n open carriage drawn by two
krystai clacked past him, and seated in it were two girls,
oneé about sixteen, one a year or two younger. A noble's
pennant, that of the Earl Vinamsin, fluttered abowve the
carriage on a staff, and the carru?e was preceeded and
followed by four mounted guards in livery. "Symalu;
Falistya, he called to them very softly. Then with great
haste he began te follow the carriage. As he hurried, un-
thinking of the pursued posters, the Watch, or aught else,
he wondered how closely guarded his sisters would be.

From one wearing a "borrowed” overcloak of red silk
sewn with gold thread they were scarcely guarded at all.
His filched finery got him to the floor just below theirs

I saw a doll, and a picture, and a lock of

*The



' n the Emperor's Rest, the finest inn in Tiaria. There
@= e rolled the cloak wp and hid it and slipped unnoticed
©  Pto the servants' stairs. Pretending to be on an errand,

& wenl to those rooms which a well-bribed delivery-man

i2d told him were theirs. Cautiously checking for guards,

e entered their rooms, listened a moment, and then boldly

itepped into the room. “1 give you greetings,” he said.

'Is there any wine?™

His sisters had stood in alam as he entered without

| marning. Symalu, the elder, whispered, “On, Holy Zataiyul®
ind sank down onto a divan; Falistya's eyes opened very
vice and she hurled herself against her brother and began

t cry noisily. Symalu came to him silently, though her

thoulders shook with sobs,

“¥anarin, you shouldn't have come. There are pur-
fued posters everywhere, and the Emperor's Rest has guards,'
Falistya said.

“"Hush, Falla,” he told her affectionately. “No one
faw B¢ enter, and no one Will see me go." But in this he
Was wrong.

Below 1{| the street the man in soiled finery, whose
pene was Myegar, paid five therri to a certain delivery-
pan, who spoke volubly for so much silver. Directly he
hed heard what the delivery-man said, Myégar hastened off
ir sedrch of the Watch,

Meanwhile, Vanar and his sisters were edgerly exchan-
ging mews. He had already told them of his part in the
sterming of the Retreat of Aann, news of which had raced
to Sartad via a Surensn wargalley which had passed the
Retreat of Aann the day after Vanar had left. They had
heard only the barest account wia the heliographs and
they were thrilled at his adventure and appalled at his
danger. For his part, however, though he had thrice
asked them about their family, they had evaded his ques-
tipns. Finally he grasped each by the arm and demanded
iy know what passed at home.

. There was & moment's silence and then Falistya began

to cry silently; her sister turned pale, swallowed hard,

(and satd, "Father has the Gray Sickness.”

Yanar felt as if he had been struck in the pit of his
(stomach. “Are--are they certain?” and realized how fool-
(ish was his question. There are only a handful of diseases
wiich are abselutely incurable, and of these the Gray
|ickness 15 one. Mo physician would ever diagnose it un-
|less he was certain. "When was it seen?” he asked.

. “In the afternoon of Harvesting 29, the fourth day

(after Friends' Day, our neighbor Telmi val Zymar died of
it. The following day Father fell 11, and that might

| the physician said--said..." Symalu began to cry.

"When are you returning?" he asked. I must make my
plang to come and see him, "™
“0h, no, Vanarin! You musth't! You are still an

zile, and if Father saw you he could feel bound by Honor
to give you up to the Surena. You must not come! Pro-
nise us you won't!" they cried as one.

Yanar shook his head. "I must come,” he said. “"What=
evér follows, I must see him. It is a matter of Honor."

“Wo, Vanarin. He will surrender you and you will be
stheaded. What--what about that girl? Iymah. She needs
wur help. She is even more of an exile than you. You
st not--"

Symalu®s further words were cut off by a heavy fist
beating on the door and a shout, “0OFfficers of the Watch,
with warrants. Open in the Mame of the Surena Empire!”
With a great heave Vanar pushed a marble-topped table
tpainst the door to delay the Watch and fled through the
tor by which he had entered. As he jerked it shut he had
dglimpse of his sisters: Falistya stood speechless with
great tears rolling down her cheeks; Symalu was sobbing
tearlessly, shaking her head, no-no-no. The sight
screamed in his aind as he fled for his life.

Somewhat later he stumbled into Zymah's house, his
face expressionless under its grime. She was there, and
she jumped up in horror as he entered. "Yanar, are you
il right? Where did you go? What is5..." Her volce
trailed away as Vanar walked wordlessly across the room
ind sat crosslegged on the older sitting-rug. “Vanar,
wiab has happened? In Zataiyu's Hame, tell me!”

"I saw my sisters, and they told me that my father




has the Gray 3ickness. The Watch broke in and drove me
from thes, and there was horror in their faces,” he said
in & volce that was completely flat and without emotion.
Iymah said nothing. What was there to say? Vanar drew
his use-knife and inspected it. Its edges were keen, its
point sharp-hened. “Where is the nearest Place of Zoas?”
he asked in that same toneless wolce.

"Why, in the Street of Pfalmir's Triumph, about three
streets away. But there is a shrine to Zoar in the next
street iFf you wish to pray for your father," Zymah said,
mystified. Had he gone mad?

Vamar took from his belt all the silver he had.
your hospitality,”™ he safd as he thrust it at her.

"But you will need--"

"No. [ will need nothing but my knife and the Place
of Zoas.”

Iymah went cold as Vanar's intent struck her. It was
an old custom, and falling into disuse, but many men s5ti11
believed that Vife was the gift of Zoas and that 1t was
permitted to return that gift if it grew intolerable.
"Wanar, no! Hol!"™ Iymah was seized by a horror 50 great
it shocked her. "Do not throw away your life. Please!”
Lymah wrenched the knife away from him and threw it across
the room. The violence of her fear that he would slay
himself shook her. Frantic with this terror she embraced
him and dréew him down to her. “No, Yanar. Do not die.
I-=1 need for you to Vive." As she kissed him passion-
ately, her fingers began to draw off their clothes.

Late in the afterncon of the second day following
these events, Vanar strode cheerfully down the Street of
Leatherworkers heading for Iymah's house. He was untrou=
bled by fear of the Watch, for his black hair was now
several shades Tighter and a fearsome scar marked his
forehead, both these changes courtesy of a certain friend
of Iymah"s, a man expert in the alteration of one's
appearance. On this day he had gone out to test the inten-
sity of his pursuit. He had found as many pursued posters
a5 ever, and in lazy gossip with a Watchman at a pastry=
vendor's stand, had learned that a promotion was offered
to the man who caught him, this plus twenty vranka. He
had replied with a {rather insincere) wish that the Exile
be taken soon and had gone his way.

Vanar made his way back toward the 01d Quarter lei-
surely, enjoying the colorful flurry of Tife in Tiaria.

He spent two brass sajarn at a blade-edger's booth, waiting
while the old man inside sharpened and stropped his sword
to the keenness of a razor. Farther on he came to an
open=air slave auction; usually the slaves sold at such
were of decidedly inferior quality, but the young girl who
now stood on the platform was a beauty, and Vanar paused
to watch until she was knocked down and an aging man was
pushed wp after her. He purchased a varma fruit and
munched on 15 bitter-sweetness as he strolled. Once he
heard the slap of a strap and a girl weeping, doubtless
another slave, He patd Tittle attention, for it was a
common thing., At last, as the Luminary began to descend
behind the Olomukam Mountains that loomed on the western
horizen, he found himself on the fringes of the 01d Quar-
ter.

Vanar had not gone far when he met a group of s=all
boys racing down the street as fast as their grubby legs
could carry them. They spied Vanar and ran toward him.
“"Master! Haster!™ cried the biggest of the street urchins,
“Lady Iymah--she--come quickly! Two men--they are chasing
her! They-=" VYanar waited to hear no more. He drew his
sword and ran the way they had come

Ahead was a grim scene in a street bazaar. Three men
with dull; coarse faces--waterfront Touts, doubtless--were
wielding cudgels against a crowd of the 01d Quarter, hol-
ding them back while two laughing men pursued a slender
figure that ran and dodged desperately among the stalls of
the bazaar. Sensing Yanar's ap?rnach. the crowd parted.
Ahead of him one of the toughs lifted his club menacingly,
but Vanar's Surena-trained reflexes sent him dancing aside
while a terrible slash of his blade at the man's leg
sheared through muscle and bone alike.  Yanar charged
toward the pursuit, leaving the tough to sit and stare
stupidly at his lower leg, some ten feet away.

One of Zymah's pursuers saw Vanmar and prudently ran.

“For
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The other was almost too slow: Vanar's blade hissed down
at his head, but the stroke missed, and instead split open
his leather jerkin and the back beneath it. Vanar would
have finished him, but another of the three toughs had
approached wnnoticed and swung his club. It grazed across
Vanar's forehead, and he felt something tear loose excru-
ciatin?ly, Before the blood could come he stabbed the
tough in the stomach and began to retreat. Incredibly
there was no blood, and Wanar realized that the false-
skin "scar” had been torn loose. He looked down at the
man with the slashed back and they gaped as each recog-
nized the other. Here was the man Vanar had seen look at
him in the street that disastrous day! There was the
wanted Exile! As Vanar and Zymah retreated, Mydgar was
able to get to his feet and run.

A half-glass later, VYanar and Iymah were safely at

home. JIymah was loudly insisting that she be allowed to
tend Yanar's wound, while he insisted that it was only a
graze under the false scar. At last he allowed himself to
be led downstairs and the skinned place on his forehead
washed. As he sat quietly under Zymah's ministrations,
he noticed an odd air of benignity, calm, and approval in
the room. He cast about for its fource and then realized
that it seemed to come from the statue,

Three days later Yanar was hastening along a certain
street, keeping a sharp logkout for signs that he was be-
ing followed. Urgent business had taken him into the
streets much lately, and he had detected what he was cer=
tain were human shadows on two occasfons. Each time, hows
ever, he had failed to catch the =an he had seen. At a
clothier's shop he entered and asked if the traveller's
clothes he had ordered were ready. They were, and he paid
over two therri, fourteen sajarn for them. Feeling satis-
fied, he went outside.

On the evening of his rescue of Iymah, he had decided
that she should leave Tiaria. He spoke to her at length
of this, dealing with each objection she raised.

“But 1 have no place to go!™

"What of your wncle? Would he not take you in?"

"But I do not know what [ need.”

"A krystam, suitable clothing, money for food and
ledging, and the papers granting you your father's per-
mission to travel.”

"My father's permission! [ certainly cannot get that!

"Are there no forgers in the 01d Quarter?”

And at last Iymah had allowed herself to be conwvinced
that it was possible. Proudly she led Yanar into her
bedroom, saying, "I will try iFf you will help me, Vanar.
Here, I would show you something.” She led him to a cle-
verly hidden cabinet in the wall, and from their hiding-
place she took thirty-one flat, rectangular pieces of gold,
each stamped with the quill pen and sword of the Surena
Empire and placed thes in Vanar's astounded hands. "It
will require money, will it not? Here is what 1 have
earned in my three years of dancing.”

"Thirty-one vranka?™ he gasped incredulously.
Ly vranka was a small fortune.

She shrugged. “I am popular, and my needs are few.
Surely it will be enough,” she said.

Enough! Even though Vanar had bought her clothing an
{at her insistence) a krystam for each of them, he had not
spent even two of the rectangular pieces of gold.

When Yanar left the clothier's, he bore the garments
back to Iymah's heest. She was not there, and so he placed
the clothing in a leather bag in which she had already
packed most of her toiletries. As he started to leave,
he hesitated, and then he went quickly to the cabinet in
the wall and removed the gold. From Zymah's dressing ta-
ble he took her childhood doll, the portrait of her uncle,
and the hair of her first love. A1l these treasures he
put into her bag with the gold, and only then did he won-
der, Nou, why in Zoar's Nome did I do that? Swrely that
i# a poor hiding-place. MNevertheless, when he left the
room, he left the gold in the bag.

There now remained only the documents Zymah would
nietd to travel, and so Vanar determined to go and see if
the forger he had found had finished them. In the down-
stairs room, as he prepared to go out, he was struck
without warning by a force so strong his knees buckled.

Thir-
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Gasping in surprise and shock he dreéw his sword before he
realized the blow had not been physical. “Zoar's Nawe!"
he gasped. Again he tried to go, and again the force

hit him. Stay! Stay! he felt something command. Incre-
dulously he turned to face the statue, and he felt a theill
of horror when he saw that it had turmed slightly and now
faced him.

"Ehakusar ohylind ul falintamiaf Zoas, Zearij, far
Zataiyé varulir!" he shouted. The magical grip slackened
and he plunged through the door.

Once outside he returned to his purpose stubbornly.
"At least we shall leave that accursed statue behind when
Wi ga," he muttered to himself as he hurried down the hall.
Before going on he ckecked the two krystai stabled in an
outbuilding behind the decaying mansion. Assured that
they were all right, he made his way to the writing=-mer=
chant who was to prepare Iymah's false papers.

This was & wery old, very small man who had a small
shop in the Square of Lon's Vietory, a musty place clut-
tered with shelves and stacks of old books, volled scrolls,
and obscure manuyscripts the old fellow had bought for 2
sajar in hopes of turning a small profit some day.

On his first visit to the shop Vanar had not had time
t0 Took argund; all his attention had been focused on
arranging the deal with the old man and on describing
what the papers must say. Today, though, Vanar wis waved
P a seat at the desk where the old man normally sat while
the latter attended a qray-haired man dressed in silk,

#s he 5at he noticed behind the old shop-kesper's vacant
chair a shelf of magical texts. Vamar was no magician,
bt his Surena education had taught him the fundamentals,
and he recognized that the old fellow's selection was
chaice.

DMirectly his rich customer had left with his finds,
the bookseller came and took his seat. From a drawer he
took a leather folder stamped with the Surena pen and
wword and gave it to Vanar. "Will you inspect these, sir?"
Vamar opened the folder. “1 have prepared a Permit to Tra-
witl, identity papers, an Affidavit of Freedom, a Certifi-
cate of Destination, and since you %aid you could not travel
with her, [ have composed a letter that should secure her
the protection and company of any military or government
official. Is all the data on the documents correct?”

Yanar nodded. "I cannot tell them from true permis-
fion=papers,” he said in a marveling voice. The old man
shuckled. "1 do not often do such work any more, unless
the fee is enw?h.' he said. "I am too old and my eyes
are weak., But [ will vow that short of a personal inqui-
ry in Tiaria those papers will stand before any inspection.
the can travel all the way to Poldu Range with those, with
you or alone, If you are satisfied, T will take my pay-
=ent. ™

Vanar paid over four vranka with a will; 'twas two or
three times what an ordinary forger would ask, but the old
ran's skill was beyond belief. "1 see you have a most
excellent selection of magical texts,” he said, meaning
to compliment the old fellow.

"No, young sir. Those are not for sale. They are
for my own wse,” the old bookseller replied. "In my own
all way, 1 am 2 student of the magical arts. My interest
lies in the lore of the past, the strange and bizarre.”

“Indeed? Then perhaps my experience will be of in-
terest to you..." and Vamar proceeded to describe his ex-
periences with Zymah's statue.

The old =an was silent a long time after Vanar had
finished speaking. Finally he said, "I know something of
wiat you describe, young man, though I did not believe any
of the things yet existed. The custom has died gut.

“The barbaric L[ibarna tribesmen, founders of the
Hountain Kingdom that grew into the Surena Empire, had
many eerie customs, of which it is not fashionable to speak
figwadays. It is not unknown for 3 man to conceal relics
of such left him by his forebears and never tell anyone,
even his children, of their existence. Yet none ever dis-
card these relics. The old customs are respected still.

Of these customs, the Guardians were one.

“In the old days, when war parties might pour into
the [abarn Yalley, or slavers come, a man worried about
his family or perhaps the family of his chief or clan-
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leader might propose himself a Guardian. He would go to
the shamans and make arrangesents, and then he would slay
Mimself or wafit until Zoas withdrew-his gift of breath,

wmd then the shamans would come and take him and with aw-

ful ceremonies entomb his body and spirit in a waxen effigy.

This they would clothe and arm as a warrior of those days
ind 'Ia,r it under a spell that when threatened a danger
those it quarded could not fight against, it would gquicken
ied defend them. The Guardians possessed many aedsome
wwers, of which only a few are known: supernatural
itrength, the ability to travel great distances in a sin-
e night to be with those it guarded, and others now un-
mown. It passed itself along as it saw fit, going where
t was mist needed. But [ see you are disbelieving.”

Vanar flushed. "In all respect, Yearned sir, [ can-
ot easily believe that a man in a waxen shell could mave.
hat his unfled spirit might trouble me=--aye, that surely,
ut..." He shook his head. "It is too much.”

The old bookseller smiled. "My young friend, I try
O pass on & bit of my years® wisdom from time to time.

o you I say, all truth and virtue and worth are not taught
n the Surena Academies,"™ and as Vanar went white and
exched for his sword, the old man continued, "and one may
ell see past a disquise without intending treachery.

are you well, and may you and the girl go safely.”

Vanar bowed respectfully and left the shop, mu:-in; on
hat the bookseller owem magician had told him. About five
inutes later certain facts in his head fitted themselves
ogether and the bottom dropped out of his world, His
isters had said Telmi wal Zymar had died om Harvesting
3, which is the fourth day after Friends" Day. Iymah

ad safd the statue appeared on the fifth day after Friends'|§

i. "'To travel great distances in a single night...'"
wnar whispered in shock, and swiftly he began hastening
mard Iymah's house in the gathering night.

Thee nearer he got the mare he hurried, for there
welled in his thoughts the tension he often felt when
inger lay hidden before him. As he entered the now-
miliar area around Iymah's house two of the street chil-
en saw him and ran up shouting, “Master, come quickly!
wse men are after Lady Zymah again! They are at her
wse!” Vanar began to run. He had been right. Donalkis
d H_l.rEga'r' had had him followed, and now--

With drawn sword Wanar rushed into Zymah's house,
iy intending to surprise Donalkis and r as he had
ne before. Unfortunately, Donalkis and r had come *
epared for this. As Yanar rushed through the door some=
e tripped him and he was borne to the floor by at least
we large meén. Someone hit him with a padded club and
e world went dark.

He recovered consciousness a few minutes later, to
rd himsed§ in Zymah's bedroom, firmly held by two burly
ughs. Iymah stood beside her bed with her arms gripped
om behind by a sugvely smiling man whom Vanar guessed

be Donalkis. Myegar stood beside them, The girl's

e was white with terror. Besides the two who held him,
ght or ten turly, stupid-looking men armed with knives,

ibs, and shart spears stood around the room, “Ah, Mas-

r Vanarin, [ am most glad you are already awake,” MyEgar
id cheerfully. "He mean to sample Iymah's charms here,

i we=-gh==both enjoy an audience.”

"You must,"” Wanar said 1ightly, nodding to the sla-
=' Tittle hMived army. "Do they cxpect a turn as well
watchingd™

"En? Oh, nay. We wished to be not-driven off by
iy and 50 we brought plenty of men, i5 why they are
. HWe are paying them enough silver to revel for a
way in the brothels, if that 15 what they wish. Zymah

for we two alone.” He turned to the girl.

"I would leave her alone iF I were you,” Yanar said
a different tone from the banteéring voice he had just
.

All looked at him in amazement. The hi toughs
garéd their weapons. “May one ask why?™ Myegar asked
genuine surprise.

*The statue downstairs--it 15 a supernatural quardian
her family, When her father died" (Iymah gave a small,
ked gasp.{ "it came here to her. IF she is threatened
h danger it will come to life and--"

speak of the Guardian downstairs? My bog
I am quite aware their powers are a mythl
It was a good idea, however. HMNow to ple
ure,” and he tore Iymah's robe open to th
waist.

"Myfgar, I tell you..." Vamar fell s
lent. For a moment he thought he had fm
gined it, but then he was sure. The stai
from the room below were creaking, the
floor beneath his feet vibrating as if a
large, immensely heavy man were slowly as
cending the stairs. The toughs fell si-
lent. One ran to the heavy door, &1ammed
and barred it.

“Fool!™ Myégar snapped contemptuous)
"AIT old houses creak and vibrate, It is
the wind does it!" He shoved Iymah so th
she fell backwards onto the bed. Donalki:
Chught her wrists,

The two men froze. From beyond the
thick door could be heard heavy footsteps,
They pavsed without the door and for an i
stant thére was dead silence. Then a
mighty blow tore the barred door from its
fastenings and hurled it across the room.
The Guardian stood upon the threshold.

The Guardian entered the room. Thouy
its footfalls were heavy it moved as 1ight
ly a5 a lad of ten. The head, which bore
3 only the outline of a face, turned from

= side to side surveying the scene. [In the
' o hollows of its eyes were two glittering
i\ ﬁ]‘i (AU sparks of blue-white fire.
i

‘:. I;[ﬁ;}' 7 Mybgar broke into laughter. "You

The room was plunged into a4 whirlwind
i of turmoil. The men holding Yanar let him
?c- and hefted their cudgels. Donalkis re-
eased his hold on Zymah and sought to rum
past the Guardian. It snared him with a
flick of his huge hand, gripped him by an
) nﬁ"‘r" } ankle, and swung him face-first into the
,)-”. = |  wall. Donalkis dropped to the floor, leav
ing a red-stained, man-shaped indentation

U & in the plaster, and he did not move again.
T — One tough rushed at the thing, seeking
'l‘ y to thrust it in the throat with his spear.
1,;_‘ L The Guardian slapped the spearpaint aside,
gy =0 oM seized the wretch, and hurled him the

E vk - | S8 length of the room. Screaming frightful-
- @ é) w . 1y, the man crashed through the leaded
i " window and disappeared into the night be-
oy ég { vond. His wai) ended in a thud. Another
' 4 rushed the Guardian and got his head
i ¥ T ‘q‘/ crushed by a lightning-fast fist.
ol 1 Yanar finally came alive. Iymah was
" P ‘r‘ staring with horrified fascination at

o .} "Habubba” and the carnage in her bedroom.

peorl - e He stood her on her feet, seized the bundle

T of clothing with the gold in it (The reason

o=y for his impulse, and its source, now became
=t gtlear to him. ), and led her to the window.
Yanar stepped through the gaping hole left
by the tough's departure and aided her to follow. As they
climbed down to the street they could hear awfyl screams
and sounds of destruction in the room they had just quit-
ted.,

Beside their krystai Yanar helped Zymah to quickly
don a riding dress of heavy material. Then they mounted
and rode for the city gates as fast as they could go.

Once outside the city, Vanar pressed for as fast a
pace a5 he could, for he preferred not to be questioned
about the doings in Iymah's house. After nearly four hours
of riding he halted, for Zymah was reeling in her saddlie
from fatigue. Fortunately he espied a half-bumt, deser-
ted, and very old farmhouse by the 1ight of the Lesser
Luminary, and here they spread their blankets for the

night. Exhausted, they slept dreamlessly in each other's
ArmS .
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Many Wrightson fans wore dissppointed whon this check-
ist did not appoar in Realm 4, but lot mo axplain just
iat happonad. A fow wooks before tThe issus was schoduled
fo bo printed, | sent a copy of the completed checklist to
rai Wrightson by way of his friend Mike Ealuta. 1 did
wt have Borni's address, and wanted to got his approval
for tha list as woll as find out if he could make any addl=-
Hons to tha list o make If more corploto. | rocolved no
wply, and So0n It was tiea fo take the [ssué to pross.
since | didn't want to hald up the Issue, and dida't care
e print the checklist without Bernl's additions and ap-
wraval, | substitutod the article on Arabic editions of
morican comics at tho last minute.

Aftor the issue was mailed; | got Borni's telophono
wumbpr from Mike, and cal lod him te a4k him what had hap=
wnod fo the checklist. Barnl sald ho “nover saw any
shacklist,"™ but told mo that he had a hard timd keeping up
“ith his art himself, and that any checklist | might com=
sile would probably be moro complete than his own memory
shd records.

I then called Mike to ask |f he was certain ho had
givon Barni &y checklist and lottor. Ho said that ho was
wre he had dono 50, but thaet Boral Wrightson "has o momory
likg o flowor." Unclal

(omic Books

¥icehing Hour #3: "And In a Far—off Land" (B pp. story)
i " O#5: "The Sole Surviver" (7 pg. stery)
The Unexpected Fllé: "Ball of String” (2 pg. atory)

#119: "Mirror, Mirror on the Wall, Who's

“he Deadlicst of ALLY (B pg. story)

o #lil: "The Hound of Hight™ [l pg. story)
" #1l28: "There'"s More Than One Way to Get

Framed” (9 pg. acory)
Bouse OFf Mystery #17%9: "The Man Fhe Murdered Himself"
(3 pg. sroarv)
"Seared To Life" (3 pp. story)
"The Siren of Satan” (10 pg. story)
“The Dead Can K1L11" {3 pg. seory)
“The Secret of the Egyprian Cae”
(10 pg. scory)
"House Of Madness" (B pg. story)
"Hight Prowler™ (3 pp. story)
Cover
Covar
Covaer and "Things 0ld...
Forgotten” (10 pg. story)
F201: Title page
F203: Tiele page
#F20é: Coaver and "All In The Family"
(3 pg. story)
192: Cover, contents page and "Swanp
Thing" (8 pg. story)
F43: Cover
#94: Cover (with Alam Weisa)
#5: Cover
The Spectre #9: “Abra Ca-Doom” (9 pg. story)
Showcame FEI: Highteascer "Sing A Song Of Sercery”
{23 pg. story)
" #35: Hightmaster "Come Darkness, Come Death®
{23 pg. story)
Green Lantern PE2: Page 13 inked by Wrightson
e " =Green Artod FUS: Neal Adams and Wrightson,
artiats

#180:
#181:
P1E3:
f1B6:

(1] 1] "
i L1 "

Figg:
F191:
F193:
Flod:
rF19%:

" i
[ T 1]
" Ll 1]
o Ll H Things
™ Ll "

House Of Secrets

L] LL L]

Tewar 0F Shadows #3: Cowver
H L1} (2] 'g: E'!J-'I-“I'I'
Creatures On The Loose 210: Eing Kull “The Skull 0f 5il=-
ence” (7 pg. atery)
Darkness #7: Cover and "ﬂlflﬂ?ll Every Htght"
{7 pg. story)

#8: Cover

P, Super Spectacular #4: Cowvers and 5 interior pagea

Submariner #356: Inked by B.W. over Sal Duscema's pencils

¥eird Western Tales #12: "El Diable i A Tiea To Die"
{4 pg. story) pencilled by Neal
Adams and inked by Wrightsen

Chasber Of

L1] m ar

Cheecklist

Complled by
MIONTE BEAUCHANP
& CHARLES E KORBAS
Infroduction by

ED ROMERO

LATT Thing #1: Cover and “Dark Ceneais™ (24 . Btory)
=p = PR ¥
plua 2 amall drawings on "Svasp Things™

Pagc
Challengers Of The Unknown #7&: "Dark As Death” (one pg.

sEtory)

Magazines & Books

Web Of Horrar #1:
"w " i ' 2 :

"The Came Thot Plays Youl™ (& pg. story)
"Mother Toad" (5 pg. story) and
“Broathless” {7 pg. story)

Covers, centerfold "Comie Art Contest’,
and "Feed Tel"™ (& pg. story)

L) " is

#3:




Creapy #9: Drawing on Fan Club Page
The Conan Reader: Dust Jecket
Larry Ivie's Monsters & Heroea #3: "Guese areist of the
lague” includes 2 pp.
of art by B.W.
Gothic Blisp £6: "Ghastly Horeor Comilcs™
. " #7: "Maudlin Love"
Blast #1: "Beneath The Dignity of the Apes™ (5 pg. satire)
The Monster Times #1: "Rosferacu” (2 pg. stery) and I=color
centerfold poster
Esquire, March 1972: "Redneck" (1 pg. in full color)
Swank: “"Purple Pictography™ strip wricten by Vaughn Bade,
drawn by Wrightsen, 3 pages ecach lesue. Wrlghtson
are appeared in Wow. "TL, Jan. "FZ, PFeb., Mar.,
Apr. "7 lasues so far.
Castle 0f Frankenstein #17: "A Case Of Consclence" early
Wrightson strip
Bad Tiea Scorles: 52 page paper-bound book entirely hy B.W.
Full-caler covers
Hiccherafe & Sorcery #7: Eight fllustracions for the story
“Thirat"” in collaboration with
Joff Jenes. One Lz a double-page
1llustration.
Hightsare #9: Illustration on back cover in 2 colora

Fanzines € Misc.

Squa Tront £#2: "Profile: Bernt !n'r{p,hl;:l.nn" with & full-pape
dravinga by B.W. and a lieele dnfo on his
Inside back cover (one page stripl), and one
full-page drawing of Hight=aster

i (L}

ry:

Trumpet #8: Back cover
" #9: Small drawing on pg. 12
Contact: Sketch on cover (adzine; issue unknown)
Fan Informer #21: Sketch on back cover of Nightmaster
Detrolt Triple Fan Falr Progras Booklet 1970: Ad on pg. &
Spa Fon M4: Two interior 1{lloes (one full-page), and back
COvVEer
P3: Conterspread, & interfor drawvings, and back
cover, plus inside back cover
Seraphim M4: Full page skecch
s #5: & full pages by Weightson
This Is Legend #1: Cover painting, "The Legend Of Sleepy
Hallew" (L1 pg. story) im collaboratios
with Jeff Jones and Alan Welss
I'lL Be Damned fl: Full page draving and "A Talk With
Barni Weipghtson"
#2: "Stake-Out" {4 pg. story)
Infinity #1: Cover and & interior pages
CGraphic Showcase #2: "Uncle BL11"s Barrel" (B pg. story)
Gosh Wow #3: Cover
Xanpdu Fl: Oae drawing done in collaboraclon with Jeff
Jones and Gesrge Fuckett
Anomaly #2: Inside back cowver
RECC #72: Back cover Web Of Horror ad, one panel by B.W.
Witzend #7: "Limpstrel” (2 different cne-page strips)
Anra 049: Sketch on pg. 13
RECC #B6: Full color cover
Fantastic Fanzine Special #2: One page pencil draving
Waghington Con Baokler: Cover
Wonderful World Of Comix P6: Sketch on pg. 23
Fantastie Famzine #13: pg. 20 by Wrightson
Creation Con Booklet 1971: One pg. drawing reprinted from
Infiniey 03
HCR #&: Skerch with a lecter from B.W. (authenticiety of
this plece Lz in question)
Helix #l: Drawving on pg. 20
Comic Crusader #7: Sketeh on pg. 11
2 i #11: Drawing on pg. 17
Fhage #1: One pg. drawving
1'11 Be Dasned #3: Color cover, inside frent cover, and
"Out On A Lisb” (6 pg. story)
Screas Door #l: Cover, contents page, and a plece intended
for s Web Of Horror cover
Mad Star #l: Sketch on fnside back cover
Imaginacion #1: "Conjure Weman™ (3 pg. story)
Abyss #1: Cover and "Wrightson's Revelting Rhymes" (8 pp)
Infinity #2: Four pages of Wrightsoo art
w #3: 3 pape follo and Back cover
Reality #1: Drawing by Wrightson accompanying the Jeff
Jones interview
o #2: Pg. 5 by B.W.
Draving on Hewletter from Craphic Masters
" " ready sheet ad for "T1 Metro Con
Foster sold to help finance Abwas
Spactacle Fl: & pages of cartoons reprinted fros The
Baltimore Sun (Wrightaon werked on The
Sun for a litctle less chan a vear, 1968)
Comieology FG: Sketch on cover

.'Llfhnugh
it will ba of
| could naver

this checklist is far from ¢ mplote, | hopa
tome use to thoso who collect Barmi's work.
ful ly express =y approciation of all the hae
work that «as dono by Monte Boauchamp and Charles Korbas i
tracking down a lat of this obscure fanzine work. Thanks
must alzo go to Mike Kaluta and Berni himsalf for putting
up with my annoying phone calls, If you wish to halp keop
this 1isting up to date, or make additions to it that wo
missed, just write Monte at 1932-23 5t., Moline, 111,
61265, Ha'll dig hoaring from other Wrightson fans!
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The second issua of Eonnath Ssith's
Fhantasmagoria |5 a froasure=trove of
magni ficont art and story...to say the
lpast, If et doan't Bave it and WU
ara an artist, an art lover, or & col=
lector of magical objects, Fhantasma=
gorla shouwld be nusbar gno on your
st goet"™ list!

I've listenod to 1 Think We're ALl
Bozosa On This Bus, the Firesign Thoa=
tro's latest sf album, at loast #iftoon
timas, and |'m still fascinatod by it.
Tha Thostre has croated in Bozos o
world of logical magic and illogical
scionce so complox and meaningful feoan-
ingless that new implications and rela-
tionships aro ravealod with sach |ist=
ening. Unloss you'ro straight, Bozes
is highly recommonded,

NREVEW

oy Ed Romero

Heritage is & new five dollar su=
parzing (or book, parhaps) devoted to
nostalgia and comic art. The first is-
Sua, Fl-a, spotlights Flash Gordom in
his wvarious incarnations. Tho artwork
is superb, boginning with the front
covlr, &n Alox Raymond ink and watar-
color drawing which is printed in color.
Three satirical Flash Gordon comic
strips ara prasentad, by Jaff Jones,
Mike Faluta, and Frank Brunner, the
lattar baing a "Smash Gordon" opisode.

Tho Kaluta story was the hithighf of
tha issus far md, and probably ong of
tha bast gfﬂp!'lit storics Mike has dong.

Two Flash Gordon portfolios arge includ=
@d, by Kennoth S=ith and Gray Moreos;
both are vory fine. There is alsa a
Frank Frazofta back cover, a pencil
portrait of Buster Crabtbe. All of tho
graphic foatures ara four pagas in
langth, with a cne=page introduection
consisting of a couple of santences by
the editors and & skaftch by Al Willise—
500,

Al 13 alss on Rhand To Sonduct an
interview with Buster Crabbe. Although
the intarviow 1% sufficiantiy Infarost=
ing, | abject to the oditors' statomont
that "Bustor Crobbo 18 Flash Gordon."
I"wa mot Bustoer Ceabbe, and heé is noth-
ing of the sort. Try putting him in &
spacoship and aeo if he can fly it to
Hongo!

Al lam Ashor=an wrote a | 3=page ro=
wigw of Tha Flash Gordon movie sorials,
which |5 prosented with a groat numbor
of parfectiy reproducod stills.

Although the priating and papar
stock are tho bost fo be had, tho typo-
setting and layout are poorly handled.
Tho oditors would do well to find Thom=
S0 lvos an axporiancdd |layout man for
this work,

If youra & big Flash Gardon fan,
you shouldn't pass Heclcage up, If
you'ro not, you could find the wory
fina graphic featuras to bo worth tho
price. [Hericage/ 3%4 Daniol Streat/
Lindanhurst, M.¥. 11757)

Silent Running is tho latest in
tiha currant® frond of "relgvant™ youth-
arignted s5f films. Tha plot avolves &
san's efforts fo save tho last farosts
in the solar system, which happen o be
grﬂuing undar Transparent domos on A
float of gargantuan spaco ships in daop
Spacd. Bruce Darn plays our horo, and
is assistod in his quest by & Trio of
"dronos"-=small, childlike robots.

Although | enjoyed the film, it
soens to sulfor from poor directing or
o badly poced script. The spocial atf=
focts wore wory good, aspacially the
drongs. | can say that if yvou like
sclonca fietion, you'll probably find
Silent Running worth your tiea. Tho
music, incidentally, is by Joan Baor.
Twd scengs from fho film aroe shown in
tho stills at right,

Fantagor FZ hos the best color
work gwver profodated in an undargrownd
komik. Tho covers are beautiful Corbe
palntings, though the separations aro
bad on the front. On the original
painting, tho sky was totally pink, bu
oh the printed cover it varles from
orangs fo green to brown. Goorge
Motzgor has an aight-page strip ontlt-
led "Cyela; It's ful l=color on quall+
paper. Corben has anly one story in
tho Issue, but it's also an elght-page
color job, It's called "To Sposr a
Fair Maiden™, and is written by none
athar than Jan Straad--ancthor hilar=
lous Razer stery. Tharo's also a pago
by Hart Armold and a lengthy Jaxon
strip. Fantagor is & good buy, oven

at a dollar a shot,
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“ONE
BIG MAC
PLEASE.”

George
“Proctor

"Goddama!" I muttered out loud.

“What's wrong, dear?" Lana ques-
tianed.

“Wnat's wrong!™ I returned. "[t's
§ a.m. It's cool. The speed 1imit is
65 m.p.h. and here we are crawling along
at 55 m.p.h.”

"Onl" Lana said. “You mean Buddy."

Buddy was right. Buddy Saunders,
erstwnile comic huckster, slumlord, and
friend, was pulling a trailer loaded
with funny books (comics become funny
bogoks when I'm irritated) that was in
none too fine condition. 1 mad been
given last minute instructions to drive
slow and to keep glancing in the rear
view mirror to make sure he was still
on the road.

I cursed again resolved to my
fate, 1ike Aeneas saddled with his fa-
ther on his back.

True to our meager beginning on
this journey to the Kansas City Science
Fiction and Fantasy Society's first
attempt at the old con game--Mid-Ame-
rica Con [=--we arrived in Oklahoma City
during morning rush hour. However,
hunger gnawed at our stomachs and a
stop for breakfast let the heavy traf-
fic pass.

By £:30 a.m., =W were on the road
again. Mow, driving is a boring task
for me, but driving through Oklahoma is
a miserable fate, nothing but rolling
hills--dismal. A road sign along 1-35
did say Guthrie, Okla., and [ was struck
by a sense of closeness to ane of my
childhood folk heroes, Woody Guthrie.

I also wondered how he wrote such beau-
tiful songs in such desalate country.
Perhaps there was nothing else to do.

A1l in all, Lana and [ agreed
tnere could be no state that could be
a5 boring to drive tnrough as Oklahoma,
We were wrong; Kansas was ten times
WOrSE,

The sign said, "Scenfc Flint Hills
The Next 37 Miles."

“Thank God,™ Lana said.
something to look at.”

she was wrong. The sparse trees
that had previously dotted the rolling
hills disappeared, leaving only rolling
hills of green. Frank Zappa must have
been driving through when he wrote those
immortal words "It eqi't happen here”'--
really, it can't. Dorothy deserved to
be caught in that cyclonme. The Emerald
City nad to be better than Kansas.

"Finally

“This is really boring," Lana
sighed. “There aren't even any trees
to lesk at. No houses, no cows, no pea=
ple, nothing!™

“No shit!"I'said in sympathy.

“None of that, either," she sighed
again.

Despite Buddy's trailer and the
countryside, we arrived in Kansas City,
Mo., at 2:30 p.m., plowed through the
fans waiting in the lobby and the room
hassle (the Hotel Continental wanted
to pawn 2 closet off on us as a double
reom; after two moves, we finally ended
up with a room Lana and [ could both
turn arcund in at the same time,).

By the evening, we had cleaned up
and eaten dinner in preparation for the
big beer bash, which turned out to be
the Proctors and a couple of other fen
rapping with GoH James Gunn over the
suds. An hour or two passed and we re-
tired down stairs to wander through the
dealers room and gaze at the goodies.

In the lobby we ran into Phil Far-
mer, who immediately crushed my theory
that Gribardsun/Tarzan in Time's Last
CLfE was swept off to Mars to become
John Carter in the last scene of the
book., Howewer, he did say it was an in-
teresting idea and he would have done it
"if 1'd thought of §t."

ERE top fan Verne Coriell then pro-
ceeded to attack me for something friend
Steven Utley had written in Nostalgia
Wews. [ explained I had nothing to do
with thae Dallas publfcation and had no
control over what Steve wrote. It
didn't help. (When Steve arrived the
next evening, he and Verne got along
fine; nothing was said about the arti-
cle--1 caught all the shit).

Lana and I gave up the ghost about
10 p.m. and left the fannish gathering
witn the voice of Robby the Robot echo-
ing from the movie room.

Big HAC dot its official kickoff
at & a.m. Friday, June 16, with a 1ine-
up of sf documentary films and all-
night Ray Harryhausen films.

tiowever, most of our moming was
devoted Lo passing out copies of our
own fanzine and rapping with fen. Es-
pecially enjoyed the time spent talking
with nesconfen; they still retain that
sense of wonder con-hardened fans lose.

Early afternoon was spent convers-
ing with Ed Romero and Dave Taylor on
the shape of fanzines today and fan
art. Ed also mentioned he was working
as the art director for Etemity 5F,
the new pro/fanzine sf publication.

Evening brought the usual costume
party with a Richard Corben painting as
first prize. A local fan dressed as
that famous Transylvanian count won out
over Alex the Drug, Sheena, and various
other sf, movie, and comic book charac-
ters,

Other activities that evening were
lost to us as we journeyed atop the ho-
tel for a drinking sessfon in the Play-
boy Club.

Saturday brought the Verne Coriell
art show--Frazetta, Krenkel, 5t. John,
Hogarth--originals of all the great ERS
artists, complete with a history of each
from the mouth of its owner. And the
usual con banquet with James Gunn read-

¥
ing the last chapter of his new book,
and Phil Farmer reading "After King Ko
Fell," a humorous short story he wrote
especially for the occasion.

Midnight and the con goers turned
to drunks with everyone gathering in
Steve and Lana Utley's room for free
beer and talk until 4 a.m,

The next morning was spent recov-
ering from the night before in time for
check-out, 2 p.m., and loading the car.
Just as we planned to cast off for home,
Richard Corben and Herb Arnold drifted
by and we stopped to chat for about 30
minutes while Buddy loaded up the traifl-
er.

As with all cons the time to leawve
came too early and we said the goodbyes
ard hit the road home.

AlT im all, I had no complaints
about HAC 1. The con committee pro-
vided all they promised and then some.
Of course there were minor problems,
but not the size problems one usually
expects with a first con. [If anything,
the con committee provided too much to
try and take in in too short a time--
such as four art shows--Corben, Verne
Coriell, Russ Myers, and an amateur
showing. However, all were presented
in an easy viewing format and the work
load was placed on the con comittee,

The only complaint 1 heard regis-
tered agafinst a fine film program was
that no serial was included. I can't
take the complaint that seriously, as |
can't take people who sit through 8
hours of a serial at a con seriously.

To me the con was impressive, and
I Took forward to KC's next attempt.
Cons grow with age, and this one had
about J00 members the first time around.
And there will be a next one; you can
tell by the gleam in the cosmittes's

I~ ~

PROTOS

A) Bd Romire, Dave Tayior, and
Stu Smith adwire their mewly-
aequired EC's during lunch Sapur-

B) Verme Corisll speaks.
¢ Cownt Dracula,

D} George Prootor and Dave relar
in the dealers' room,

E) and F) Other great costumas.
G} Dave views Rowlf originals in

the spectacular Richard Corden
art ghoos,

il More of the Corben akew,

I) James G lewngas in the
Lownge with an aerdial tagraph
of Kamsas City in the backgrownd,

Drawings of conventisn organizer
Fen Keller by Horb Arnold.

FPhotos by Ed Resmers.
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ELYTH £LookeD AT
THEEKF* HL ‘dﬂj . T
MSTIFIED BY THE claUms. 2=
HE REACHED AND TRIED TO GRAB
ONE., AND CIVLD NOT UNDERSTAND 2877
WHY THEY WERE OUT OF REACH. Fidl ks
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- THE DAY RAN SHADNIS AND
b THE SHADOWS RAN P ON THE
L. MOUNTAIN WHERE THE SUN SAT 4
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L S TUREED THE BRY. PERAND 77
VT d4S THE MEMIRY oF HIS B
'y SINGING, = THEY

s THE YUNERABILITY oF T’f‘:"& #
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L MOVING 1Y THE @WIND. THE SWIFT
7 CURTIVE SCURRYING OF SMALL ﬁw MALS.
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" €L9TH DreaMED OF HOME, He
WGFH; -:u.hmm oF
THERE Ha WIND BLOWING. alﬁe.-eg,
THERE- 445 NO GRASS, TREES, OR_ BWTTERLLIES. |
ELYTH DD NOT WANT THAT LD GaRLD, FOR_HE HAD FOUND BEAUTY AND 7
WONDER AVD HIS SAD LITTLE MIND QK4S AT LAST AT FEACE. AND SO {,,;
- HE SLEPT AND DREANED NO MIRE; Far_FRIM THS SIEER THERE WD !
| BE NO AWBKENING. AND A LITTLE ALIEN WHo aJaq'duﬁagu THE FOREST  *
QF A NEW crLD DIED [N THE FOREST FRYIM HINGER_AND €XPOSURE TO AN
ENVIRQUMENT ALIEN T Him; mwmmr a*mwrm eve mwmmw#s..
mmwmﬂwﬂswﬂwwqm aurmvsnwmﬁn LE€E~ i, AT
FROM AN UNSUSPECTING LITTLE BQY. - o ge oo iiigd fliw ]







SOME TRAPPERS, (D WERE Wy DERING
IN THE- FOREST; FOUND HIM LATER. THEY
Toak_ HiM BACK To THEIR VILAGE AND
BVRED HiM\ IN A GRAVE ONA HULSIDE
THAT LOGKED QUT OVER THE VALLEY
BEYOND THE WESTEARN MIWNTAINS.
THEY GONDERED ABIUT HIM, THE-
STRANGE, SMAUL CHILD GITH THE GrYY
. HAR_ AND PECVUAR CLITHING. THEY

. TALKED HIM, MYSING aveR_
. GHERE HE CAME From, AND awHa HE
WAS. AND THEY TALKED ABWT THE
FOREST; How CRYEL IT uAS TO
K. A SMALL CHILD.
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IT 1S A LAPGE UNIVERSE We-
LVe 1N, AND eaxcH BEING HAS
—— Y5 SPECIAL PYACE. SOME-
s FifD IT WERY QUItKLY. SoMé~
MR /e ORY INTO IT. AND THERE
G (S5 AT LEAST ONE 4X0
B TRAVELED ACROSS THE UNVERSE
SRR TO FIND IT. THe FOREST CAN BE

j SPREAD A SUMPTWOMS TABLE,
AND HE FEASTED AT IT WITH
. HI5 €YES AND WITH HS
THE FOREST DD NIT
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REALM F4: Andarson Z-color
graphic story, Yanar origin
folis, Arab comics articla,
plus art by Wolss, Buscoma,

and mucha fn;anii',l,
20e

Art Nouveau

000 W, Grant AvenuaS

Faluta falio, Roy Thomas interyiow,
sf by Buddy Seundars, strip by Jobhn Cornell,
other fiction by Gordon Matthows, Looa Taylar,

cthars, S0¢
REALM #
art by Ditha, Fodd,
much moro. S0¢
REALM #2:

Jaffroay May's first published Vanar
story, Star Trok article, tiction by Thom
Habar, Bill Spangler, Dennfs Congor, a Ron
Huoftle folio, cover by Romars, and art by
Dithko, Andorson, and athers.

FLAT INUM TOAD #3: Wowie zowie!
status back baby with thiz hi klass rag foatur=
ing art by Andarson and Rosarg, komix, poetry,

v PHBLEEG

covar and |O=page
story, Doug Pottar
and othor features,
Kaluta, Bodo, and

Springer, Andorson, Adking,

S

Got your

Ditto with ofiset cover.

Publications

Springfield, M) GHEOS

FAN FICTION
cAn Opinjon, by JEFFREY “MAY

“s1.Few pleces of fanzine sf receive adequate or mean-
ingful eriticiss, making their publication of no real value
to the authors.”

Ted White wrote that about a year and & half
the middle of a colu=n on something olsa.®
gree, Tad is right, however you define value.
value is increased akill in writing flecdon;
get criticism you don't know what you're doing wreng. Or
right. One can say wvalue is providing entertalnment. I
wrice stories and send thes to fanzioes because I enjoy
vriting and I hope somebody Out There will read what I'va
written and be entertained; I equate criticise with notice
and notice with walue, and £f one of my stories decan't gEt
criticized I'm apt to consider it a fallure, because appar=
ently I haven't entertained anybody. Finally, walue can
mean ggobos. Favorable eriticlise s great: even unfavorable
eriticism {sn't so bad: At least sosebody cared enough to
vrite about your story, and there's always next time.

I do not know Af Ted White was thinking of pro=type
criticiss (like in crities’ colums) or of fan-type eriti-
cism. Obviously a story in a fanzine doesn't have such of
4 chance of being criticized by "Willias Atheling" or Damon
Fonight. Furthersore, as matters now stand, it's at least
an gven bet that & fan fiction story won't get erlelcized

by fans either.
A lot of fans don't read fan fictlion. Fan fiction has
and many

a widespread reputatlon for beilng wmiforsly bad,

fans don't want to bother with ic. Well, yes, fan flction

often is bad. All or nearly all of i fa written by ama-

ceurs (Ted White alse sald Ywery few pro writers write much

fiction for fanzines., They prefer to write anectodes, ea-

says, ete.). These smateur writers wsually have lictle
*in Focal Polnt, vi, #15, p. &.

dgo, in
To a fair de=
Ome can say
If vou dan'e

knowledge of how to write Ficrion.
Ly plotted and characterized, badly written, and deficient
in background and setting. Many fan fiction astories are
only imitations of prozine stories, using or dfdddfdf reua-
ing an ides alveady used elssvhere. So, much fan flction ig
bad, and unread.

In spite of this I a= now golng to urge that fen try
and read any Fiction they sec in a fanzine. Weicing as ooe
who has had Lt happen, it can be--is--tre=endously dishear-
tening ko write a story, get it printed in a Eanzine (Every
fan weiver is alwvays conwinced Deep Dewn, or sosetises not
s0, that this one 48 a great story and will be greeced with
wild enthusiass.}, and have it ignored, especfally with the
line "I never read fan ficeion because..." This is oven
worse than having your atery tromped on, loudly, by every=
body and his aunt.

For Chu's sake, 4f you come on a story in a fanzine,
read the story and comsent on it. Whoever wrobte Lt has pre=
sumably put sose work into it, and he deserves better than
o be ignored. If it's a bad story say so; say why. If
it's so bad you just can't stand to finish ic, dem'c. I
wouldn't blame you. I've seen some that bad myseli. Either
way, though, try and write and say what you thought was
wrong with the story and offer a helpful suggestion if yak
can. This can be really helpful, and don't think that be=
cause you're not a BNF or a pro-type critle your comsentas
have no value., Again from experience, I know they do. Oh,
by the way, when you write about a story don't be ABEY .
Writing biting sarcasm can make you feel really clever, but
it can also make the poor devil you're aiming at wish he
were dead. Finally, if you do come on semething good (it
does happen), write and say so, most especially if you ney-
er heard of the auther before. This is even more Important
than writing comsents on a bad story. Don't fall o wrire
because the story was good. Until yeu've had it happen to
¥ou, you don't know how much it helps to see somchody say,
“1 liked his (your) story.®

Whe knows?  You juat might be encouraging another iy
vradbury.

Thelr scorles are poor-
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Jan Strnad

don't know why, but I want to write about Pop, the old

man who used to care for the hydroponic tamks. [ sup-

pose that of all the dead wood aboard ship, he was the

least useful, and I'm afraid that hiz death casme as a
relief to many of the pegple in charge. But still, there
was something about the old man that hit a chord inside me,
and that chord has never stopped resounding. Maybe as [
write it out, 1'11 come to wunderstand why his death--time-
ly though it was--should have such an effect on me. Or
maybe you can read what [*ve written, orF ['11 read it my-
self when ['m older, and realize why Pop's death meant more
to me than logic would decree.

Pop was a mesber of the First Generation, and ho still
wore the baggy brown pants he'd been issued when che ship
left Earth, our ancestral home. He said they'd never fit
him right, but they were made of WearEver and in spite of
all he could do, short of using a torch on them, they'd
held up fine for the last forty years. He figured they'd
probably be on him when he died--that he'd go befaore they
would--and sure encugh, he was right.

It was always a treat for me when [ was younger to go
down to where they kept the hydroponics, It was the clos-
est thing to a jungle we had aboard ship, and the older
kids and young lovers used to use it for a park, a place
to go on restdays. The plants were nearly all bloom, and
they all overhung the trays and lapped over into the aisles
Most were 50 large that you had to push aside the leaves to
find the glismering silver trays beneath, and they grew
nearly from the floor almost to the ceiling., Some were
single colors and some were striped or speckled or a dark
shade at the end of the petals and a light shade in the
middle or . . . well, just about anything you could think
of, Fop had growing down there in those hidden tanks. And
he was always there, even on restdays, "fiddling". That
was his own term, "fiddling”, only he pronounced it as if
there weren't any "g" at the end. If [ pretsed him for a
more specific answer he'd give me some technical term--]
still don't know if they were real or if he made them ==
that 1'd forget by the next day. But "fiddlin"" | resem-
ber,

You wouldn't think that Pop and I would have anything
in commen, but he was one of the ship's great talkers and
I'm one of the better listeners, so our relationship just
naturally devetailed the first time we got together. |
don’t know if any kid back on Earth ever had an Uncle Besus
like the ane [ had aboard ship, only fnstead of Br'er Bab-
bit I heard all about how things used to be back on Earth
and aboard ship when eéverybody still thought we'd find a
liveable planet out here. According to Pop, the hydraponic
tanks used to be used for growing food. I'11 admit I had
to check with the computer before 1°d believe him, but it's
true. They used to grow 100% of the foodstuffs available
for the ship's entire population right down there in the
tanks. 1 wondered at the time what the original builders
would have thought if they could see Pop as he was then,
shuffling around in his baggy WearEvers, "fiddlin'" with a
bunch of overgrown, deluxe-model pasies.

"They had to build these tanks big,” he told me, "be-
cause once they were finished, they could never be enlarg-
ed. Every inch of ship space was needed, but the tanks had
to provide food not only for the current generation, but
for the next and the next and the next--yntil a colony
planet was found. That was the plan.®

He told me about the proud young men who were select-
ed to take charge of the tanks, and how they considered
theirs the most sacred duty aboard ship. They didn't think
of themselves as glorified farmers, but as 1ife-givers.

“And that's what they were,® said Pop, "and | had the
henor to be among them.” He chuckled to himself. “We were
really full of ourselves back then.”

I asked him how the flowers got started, if all the
tanks were needed.

"Well, they weren't all needed at First--we'd allowsd
for quite a bit of population growth. Then someone had the
idea to grow flowers in the unused tanks. HNo use in grow-
ing more food than we could eat, and as the population grow,
the flowers could be replaced with edible plants.” Pap

‘shook his head kind of sadly. “Nobody figured that the

flowers would outlast the food,” he safd,



He told me about the invention of the synthesizer and
how it had made the hydroponic tanks less and Tess necessary
a5 the process approached total efficiency. As less food
nesded to be supplied by the tanks, Pop had begun his ex-
periments with the flowers, and instead of being replaced,
they took over. One by one the other hydroponics engineers
drifted into other fields, learning what they could, but
Pop couldn't get interested in any other area.

The day finally came when the synthesizer carried the
entire weight of the food burden. And at the same time,
something else was in the afr. [ didn't know exactly what
wis going on at first, but I knew something was up. You
see, 1t was commonly known that a general meeting was go-
ing to be held in the suditorium, but there'd been no of-
ficlial announcement of 1t. The news had just travelled
along by word of mouth, and 1 was certain that great pains
had been taken that no word reach the hydroponic tanks. |
was Just a kid and knew it, 50 [ didn't venture out on my
owmi. Though I wanted very badly to tell him, I carefully
avoided Pop.

The meeting held no surprises for me, unless [ was
startled by the sensitivity of one man and the obtuseness
of anotheér. [t had been moved and seconded that the hy-
droponic tanks be removed and the space made avaflable for
apartments. From where [ sat in the back of the rooa [
could see people nodding thelir heads, apparently in agree-
ment. Then one man stood up with an objection., He addres-
sed the chairman and then made a wery short speech. It
went something 1ike this:

"With all due respect to those present,” he said, "I
would 1ike to object to the motion we're considering. |
see it as both unfair and, at this time, unnecessary.”

The people began to surmur and the man Tooked around for
suppart. He fownd none, but he continued. “"The added
room gained by removal of the hydroponic tanks would in=
deed be a pleasant Tuxury--just as the plants that grow
there now are a luxury. But the cost is high. Those
plants are a man's life, and those tanks have a great per-
sonal value to him. If we take those from him, what does
he have Teft? Have we the right to deny 2 man the gne way
to measure his existence? [ move that we wait, that we
not be in such & rush.” The rest of the audience was buz-
Zing and the speaker was visibly growing more and more ner-
wous. Though I was praying for him to continue, he stam-
mered & single closing comment. “It . . . it doesn't seem
Tike much to ask,” he said. He sat down.

Immediately a second man arose. [ recognized him as
a family man with three children and a pregnant wife.

"And with all due respect to the dissenter, [ submit
that he knows wery Tittle about the way a ship 1ike ours
must be run. Let me point out two things: ]? the hydro-
ponic tanks are useless, and 2) though personally I believe
that the man you sentioned is a fine person, he is equally
as useless as the tanks. He's worked hard for many years
--noW it's time he took a well-deserved rest.”

This last statement was greeted with scattered sounds
of agreement. A vobte was taken, and it was decided to
eliminate the tanks and to retire Pop. From out of the

corner of my eéye [ Saw somegne in a pair of brown WearEvers
51ip quietly out the door.

The next day I was up early and ran down to the tanks.
I don't know what I expected to find, but [ wasn't prepared
for the sight of the ship's captain with his armm around
Pop's shoulders. They looked more like drinking buddies
than antagonists.

"Well Pop,” said the captain, "I'm glad you see it
that way. Real glad. We were afraid you'd, oh, resent
being retired:™

Pop half-smiled. “Yes, well, maybe I oIl miss fid-
dlin' around down here every once in awhile, but after
all--we can't Tet one old man stand in the way of a whole
slew of young ones, can we? Send your boys down=-we'1]
have some room in here for you in a couple days.”

"No hard feelings, Pop? You sure?”

"Mone at all,” said Pop.

Good: [ knew we could count on you.
later, Pap.”

"Yeah," said Pop. “Later."

I couldn"t belfeve it. But sti11, for the next few
days Pop was active as ever, superintending the dissembly
of the tanks. He brought out old charts of wiring and
plumbing and personally handled the loading of the plants
inte & great bin that was periodically unloaded into the
synthesizer. The flowers went in one end and were lTost to
sight, but [ knew that eventually they'd emerge as steaks
and potatees and eggs, and that ['d eat them many times
myself in a hundred different forms.

Bhen it was done, Pop was a very tiny, old man inside
the expty room. A few pipe ends still protruded from the
walls, and the floor was Tittered with leaves, and the bin
was heaped full of colored blossoss. But nothing remained
of the great hydroponic tamks--only the bare floor stretch-

He'll see you

ed away in front of Pop as he stood in the doorway. He
peinted to the bin of flowers.

“Do me a favor Captain?” he asked.

"After the one you've done the rest of us? Sure!l

Just name it." The captain stood smiling, content that he
was rendering a great service to all concerned.

"Those flowers," said Pop. "Don't recycle them.
them out.’

The captain's smile vanished. "But . . . why? We
can still make use of them vou know, Feed them into the
gynthesizer and get back edible food . . . no sense in just
tossing them outi™

Pop hitched up his pants. "Dh, I'm sure you'll do
Just fine without this one bin. And [ was kind of set on
leaving, well, sort of a memorial out there. [ know 1t
wouldn't ever be of any wee to anybody, but it seems 1ike
there should be a place for things that are just nfce to
have around. HWhat 4o you say, Captain? Cam [ hawe my
memgrial ™

The captain hesitated, but he eventually relented.

The flowers would be tossed ocut the next day. Pop asked to
be Teft alone, said he had a lot of memories to go over and
2 Tot of plans to make. This wasn't going to be an easy
step for him to take and he wanted time to think it over in
peace. We left him to his thoughts.

The engineers wereé there early the next day to begin
wark on the apartments. They hauled the bin to the dispos-
al hatch and sent somegne to find Pop so that he'd be in
on the ceremony. When he wouldn't come to the door they
decided to proceed without him. They esptied the bin into
the hatch and closed the 1id. The press of a button sent
thousands of blooms and blossoms and leaves shooting into
space in a mylticolored swirl. 1 watched them from a win-
dow as they spiraled about, catching the gleam from some
distant sun that made them glitter like a miniature Hilky
Way. As the ship pulled away from thea I saw more and more
of them rotating, revolving im individual orbits, seeming
like planets unto themselves in the coldness and deadness
of space. And there in the middle of them, froren into
stiffness, floated the body of an old man in baggy brown
pants,

"Why that old son-of-a-bitch.™ cried the caeta1n.

"He must have hidden in the hatch! Imagine that.™

"Yeah," | said. “Imagine that."

Toss

END
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JOURNEY TO

GORE’S
DUNGEON

by~ °Ed “Romero

At the Hew York Comic Art Conwention in July, Richarg
Corben was named the winner of the Goethe Award for favor-
ite fan artist. Oddly enough, Richard had long since
stopped doing art for fanzines, and is devoting all his
time to underground comix and filmmaking work,

Two weeks earlier, on the evening of June 15, 1 had
visited Richard Corben, along with Jan Strnad and the
omnipresent Dave Taylor. After qetting lost a few times,
we finally succeeded in finding ?t'itl'rard's home in the
rolling hills of southern Kansas City, Missouri. Follow-
ing greetings and introductions (Dave and I hadn't met
Richard before), Jan showed everyone John Adkins Richard-
son’s strip for Fever Oreame #1, which had come in that
day's mail, along with a color back cover by Richardson.
Written by Jan, the strip was a 16-page fantasy epic.
Originally Richard had intended to draw the strip, and
had even done some breakdowns and layouts for 1t when he
decided he wouldn't hawe time to finish it

We spent some time looking over the wnusually large
pages, then Richard led us down into the basement, where
his working area is located. There we saw his cower and
science fiction strip for the first issue of Fever Drecms.
The story involved the perception of reality, a recurring
theme in Corben's work, and the art was the finest [ have
seen by him--very small and tight, yet slick and modern.
Fever Draams iS5 Richard's latest comix title, written en-
tirely by Jan. The cover consisted of four separate air-
brush drawings, each done in black and greys on transpars
ent scetate. When halftoned and printed in black, red,
yellow and blue, the overlays would combine to produce a
full-color effect. He showed us a color sketch of what
the printed cover should look 1ike, and it was really far
out. Richard said he used this process for the covers of
Slow Death #3 and :ﬂ From The Deap #l, as well a5 the red
and yellew poster which he sold to help get Fameager
started.

This prompted me to ask 1f there was to be another
issue of Fantagor in large-size, slick paper format, now
that it was being released as an underground comix. The
answer was a definite mo.

Jan Strad (left) end Riohard Corben (right)
look over some of their Fever Dreams pagec in
Fiehand ‘s basement,

“Fandom gave my first issue & very poor reception,”
Richard said. "I cowldn't sell enough of them to even
pay for the printing, not to meation expenses like adver-
tising and postage. [ had to give up and sell them to
dealers at a loss.” Fandom's apparent rejection of Fam-
tagor Soon led Richard to reject fandos a5 an outle®t far
nis creative offorts,

EBut fandom had let liem dgwm more than once.  “You
may have seen a color poster of Tars Tarkas of Barsoom by
me,” continued Richard. "Caz published it a couple of
years ago. [ sent that painting to him to use as & cover
on EfA-dom, and without my permission it was published
instead in poster form, What's bad is that a successful
poster 15 a profitable item. 1 never saw any of that mon-
ey. Why should I work for free for people who show no
consideration for mel"

[ then asked when the second issue of Famtagor in
comix format would be out, and was surprised to be shown
some advance copies which Richard had received only a few
days before. [ coemented on the beautiful color section,
and Richard said, “"Number three will be full-color from
cover to cover, for nn1$ seventy=Ffive cents!”

"At this rate, you'll soon be in competition with
straight comics,” Jan remarked.

"That's the whole fdea,” safid Richard.

I began to walk arcund the room looking at the un=
published Corben art that was scattered about. His draw-
ing board was covered with layouts, sketches, notes and
Xeroxes. MNear the board was a small white plaster cary-
ing of a beautiful Corbenesque woman, which Richard said
he was considering having castings made from for sale. Be.
hind the drawing board were several shelves of small clay
or plaster figures, modeled in & three=dimentional versios
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of the familiar Corben style.
made to sketch from (Richard explained that he finds thes
useful in studying the effects of various 1ighting on the
face), and some were puppets created for use in stop-mo-

Some were heads which he

tion animation films. The animation puppets were painted
and clothed, and were very attractive. Several three-
dimentional landscapes, also done for use in stop-motiod
animation, were hidden away in dark corners of the room.
Richard has done a great deal of animation, and may be
best known for his fantastic fantasy film Nevershere,
which combines live acting with animated drawings. It
has been a favorite at conventions since 1970, and ra-
cently 1t won a CINE Gold Eagle, and the President of
Japan Cultural Socfety award. Fans of Mevershere and art
lovers averywhere can look forward to more Corben films,
starting with Yenogemes, which Richard is now working on.
I asked Richard what else his fans could expect to
seée¢ from him in the future. “"More comix,” Richard repli-
ed, “especially color comix. Orephis Story Magazine will

soon be publishing a full=color strip of mine, and one

will scon appear in Awwmworld. 1 have a few more under-

3rﬂund comix titles in mind, and will have some work in
an's new comix version of Amomaly.

"Jan and [ are pioneering the idea of the writer and
the artist of a comixtrip as two separate individuals.

For comix, this is a new idea, but we're doing it and 1t's
working well,” said Richard. After reading "To Spear a
Fafr Maiden® in Fantagor and the Fever Dreams stories, |
couldn't agree more.

Everyont wWas anxious to get down to the Hotel Con-
Ltinental to see what was happening at the Mid-America Con,
[See George Proctor's con report elsewhere in this issue, ]
50 we soon ascended from “Gore’s dungeon,” as Richard's
basement has been called., Before leaving the house, I
paused to look at the paintings by Richard which adorn his
living room walls. All of them were truly inspiring.
Richard Corben 5 certainly an artist's artist--and an
unforgetable human being.

II‘,..r'

Loeft:

One ol tho paintings in
Richprd®s living moom, al™ in that issud.

Above: Two portraits of Rich=
ard from Harb Arnold's skotch-
book. I|f you have Skull Comix
f4 yvou might find It intarost-
ing to compare the drawing at
right with Horb's represonta-
Tegn of Pickadn in hig conix
adaptation of "Pickman's Mod-




R Jloppy-rentimental Thank You

In the fall of 1969, unnoticed by almost everyone, &
littla ditto fanzino namod Fantasy Realm waz Born, Who
could havo guossed that it would grow up to be & big, suce
cossful superzing |ike Realm 57 Not |, said the editor.

| "wa always wantod to =ako Bealm a high-qual ity fan-
Zing, but pever thought | could da it without a lot of
halp, Fartunately, help ca=a. At loast & bundred pecdle
had & hand in the creaticon of Realm 5: friends, strangers,
fans, pros, teachors, printers, snd many others. Thank
you, avaryondg, for helping ma turn a daydresm into & real=
1Ty

Mandatory Tardiness Apology

Oh, Is it September already? Eight months late, you
say?  |"s teaffibly Sorry; how careless of me. | could
hawa had this issue sut at the appointed time without a
bit of trouble. OF course, it would have bean about 90%
tillor-grade matorial. Seriousiy, almost all of the bot-
tor quallity features in this issue wera nat available ba-
fora Juna, and | spont most of the summar working and Tra=
valing, 1| hope no ono was tercibly upset by the dalay,
and if 5o, | apologize. A special "forgive me" must go to
Darrol Anderson, Doug Potter, and Gary Brown for making
them wait $o long to see thelir work in print.

Do Yourself A Favor

The next issue of Reals will be an all-comix issug,
biggér and better than Realm 5. Order it now for only 754
and you will avoid any future price increase. Since wary
littlo editing work will bé neccessary on the comics, and
sinco Realm's financial standing is rapidly improving, the
issue should be out on schedule for a change.

Be A Capltalist

You can grder tan aF more cobied of Realm 5 or Realm
& for only 50% gach, This is possible betause of savings
to me in postage costs, and because |'a willing to take a
loss on wholosale orders in order ta incresss RBeale's cir-
cwvlation. One hundrod copias of an issus cam be had for
only 3. Write for information on wholesale back issuves,
Truth Portfolics, and postars,

How About A Little Boo

Latters of commant aro welcomed and approciated. Fo-
mombar, we don't got anything out of this work but egoboo,
S50 how about a littla boo for our ngﬂs! [ Somabhow that
doosn't sound quite right...} A Ingquiries requiring a
parsonal roply should be accompanied by a S0l f-addrossod,
stampad envolope.

Yes, We Have No Bananars

o5, wi have no bananas, but §If you'd |ike to contri=
bute sorothing for Realm anyway, got in fouch. Only the

DITOR’S PAGE

highest guality work can bo usod, howovoer, and aothing con
bo returngd or acknowlodged unless you enclose sufficiant
return postago.

I'm Running Out Of Pres-Type

50 | supposa it's fime fo bring This column to a

close, | hope vou like this issue of Reale, and tind it
ta ba worth whatever you paid fer it. Until Realm 6, fare
thea woll !

« s« Ed Tam@ro

THE GUARDLAN CONTINUVED FROM PAGE 22... ’3

They were awakened by the daylight as the Luminary
rase. They stirred, and Iymah mureured, "0Oh, Vanar, was
it all real?” and then she made a choked sound of terror.
Vanar came fully awake in an instant and sat up quickly.
Unmarred by its night's labors, the Guardian stood semntlr
just within the daor. =

END :
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We are presenting on these pages a group of COMIC
original drawings in fribute to three great

comic characters, Synesthesia, Girl from LSD,

is our first offering, as drawn for REALM by

the strip’s creator, Bill Black. ART

Wy,




Working directly from Gil
Kane's original sketches for
two pages of Blackmark #1,
Dave Tayler developed these
fine silverpoint drawings.

Finally, this issue’s back cover depicts Steve Ditko's inntvative character, Doctor Strange. Ed Romere (VWho's
he?) gat a little help from Dave Taylor on this cne. '
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