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fiction against literary types who claimed
that 90 percent of genre fiction was crap,
Theodore Sturgeon <theodoresturgeon
trust.com> riposted, “But 90 percent of
everything is crap.”)

In an ideal world, where we were all
immortal and lived in a post-scarcity
utopia, there would be time enough for us
to sample all new stories personally. But
until that happy day arrives, we have to
rely on curators to read and make recom-
mendations for us. Sheila curates her
submissions, and this magazine is the re-
sult. But after our editor has done her bit,
other curators stand ready to help. Lo-
cus <locusmag.com> has a staff of three
astute short fiction reviewers, Gardner
Dozois, Rich Horton, and Lois Tilton, who
will point you toward some great reads.
The controversial Dave Truesdale over-
sees an impressive staff at Tangent On-
line <tangentonline.com>, while solo re-
viewers Mark Watson at Best SF <bestsf:
net> and Sam Tomaino at SF Revu
<sfrevu.com> are reliable guides. Then
there are the Best of the Year anthologies,
currently three. The Year’s Best Sci-
ence Fiction <us.macmillan.com/
books/9781250046215> is edited by
Gardner Dozois, The Year’s Best Sci-
ence Fiction & Fantasy <prime-books.
com/shop /print-books/the-years-best-
science-fiction-fantasy-2014-edited-by-rich
-horton> is edited by Rich Horton, and The
Best Science Fiction and Fantasy of
the Year <solarisbooks.com/titles/title
_details/the_best_science_fiction_and
fantasy_of _the_year_volume_eight> is
edited by Jonathan Strahan. And if that’s
not enough curating for you, consider
browsing the shortlists of the three major
genre awards, the Hugo <thehugo
awards.org>, the Nebula <sfwa.org/
nebula-awards>, and the Locus <locus-
mag.com/SFAwards/ Db/ Locus.html>
awards. (And while we’re talking cura-
tion, a big shout out to Mark Kelly, who
created and maintains the invaluable
Science Fiction Awards Database
<sfadb.com>. Mark tracks winners and
nominees of over a hundred different
awards; you’d be hard pressed to find a

more comprehensive reading list!)
K ock ok
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The indies in the audience will have
noticed by now that the list above is all
about curation of traditional publishing.
Who is curating the self-publishers?

And the answer is nobody I trust—yet.
Excuse me if I am not swayed by the
promotional efforts of savvy indie au-
thors. You might get me to look at your
page with an insightful blog post or a
cool book trailer, but my reading time is
way too limited to pick up your story
without some kind of recommendation.

Customer reviews? According to
BrightLocal.com, 79% Of Consumers
Trust Online Reviews As Much As
Personal Recommendations <search
engineland.com/2013-study-79-of-
consumers-trust-online-reviews-as-much-
as-personal-recommendations-164565>.
I am not one of those consumers. Why?
Click The Best Book Reviews Money
Can Buy <nytimes.com/2012/08/26/
business | book-reviewers-for-hire-meet-a-
demand-for-online-raves.html?pagewanted
=all&_r=1&>, which details a literary
entrepreneur’s efforts to start his review-
for-pay business. Experts estimate that
as many as one third of all customer re-
views may be fake.

Neither am I impressed by Amazon
Best Sellers Rank. It’s probably just me,
but most best sellers on traditional pub-
lishing lists leave me cold.

So here’s my modest proposal for self-
publishing: we need some curation. I
would love to see traditional publishing
curators take an interest, and I believe
we will see self-published stories rou-
tinely up for awards and in Year’s Best
volumes before too much longer. But un-
til that happens, maybe the indie writer
community should steer some of its pro-
motional savvy toward creating its own
curation infrastructure. Yes, I know the
flaws of curation; after all, I've read Ju-
venal! Independent reviewers are not al-
ways dependable, and Best of Anything
editors make subjective judgments, and
awards are often flawed. There is, in fact,
no perfect way to guard the guardians.

But without some kind of guidance, I
just don’t know where to start reading
my indie colleagues! O

James Patrick Kelly
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shadows. It is undecorated except for a crucifix, on which is suspended a pair of
men’s briefs, painted on the rear. “Make that two cups.”

“Do you think we should take notes?”

Paulson laughs, and it still has some warmth in it where bitterness has not eroded
it away. “You sure should, ’cause I'm going to make you type the report anyway.”

3:42 A.M.: Mason

&
es, Officer, I was the one who called,” the man says. “I must have panicked.”

Kent is sitting across from the man, one elbow on the cracked formica tabletop,
pen poised and waiting for him to say something worthwhile. For his part, the man
is thinking he’s not sure he can, not at this hour, not way out in this godforsaken
dump in the middle of nowhere with nothing for company but the intermittent
hum of traffic. They both know with fair certainty what is going through each oth-
er’s minds.

“You seem fairly levelheaded now, Mr. . . .” Kent checks his notes so far. “Mr. Ma-
son. Can you explain what happened?”

Mason sighs, putting his hands over his face and rubbing at his eyes, wishing he
were sound asleep somewhere other than here. “I stopped off to use the restroom and
get some coffee and a donut, for the road, when that lady started screaming.” He
points at the tall brunette leaning against the counter, her faux animal-print coat
pulled tight around her, talking to Paulson.

3:44 AM.: Woods

The tall brunette is thinking: I can see you, you jerk in your khaki pants and bald
spot and little business tie pointing at me as you talk to the other cop, eyeing me like
I'm trash, like this is somehow my doing.

“And that was one ‘r,; two ‘t’s?” Paulson asks.

“Lo-RETT-Ah,” she says, making each syllable a stab in the air between them.
“Ain’t that many different ways to spell it. Loretta Woods. Got it?” Her hands flutter
near the pockets on her coat, that spastic body language of a smoker momentarily
thwarted. Just my luck, she thinks, I only peeled the Hello My Name Is sticker off my
shirt a few hours ago. If I'd known I was going to be interrogated, I could have kept it
on.

3:44 A.M.: Thompson

Lilly dries her hands on her apron, puts the newly cleaned pot up under the busi-
ness end of the coffee maker, and having already set up the filter and grounds, starts
it brewing. She can see there’s going to be demand.

3:44 A.M.: Mason

&
She was out in the parking lot, and a bunch of us ran out to see what was
wrong.”
“And this was . .. ?” Kent taps his watch.
“Around three,” Mason says. “I don’t know exactly. Maybe a little before that.”

14 Suzanne Palmer
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wiki/Small_press> or indie publishing
sector of the business, so some sorting
out needs to happen. Note that being an
indie author does not necessarily mean
you eschew all contact with traditional
publishing.

2) Self-publishing can be a powerful
tool for good in the right hands. It gives
indies total control over the means of pro-
duction of their content . . . er. .. stories.
Corporate interests still dominate the
means of distribution, but for the time be-
ing, the deal being offered by the likes of
Kindle Direct Publishing <kdp.
amazon.com> and NOOK Press <nook
press.com> and Kobo Writing Life
<kobo.com [ writinglife> is very attractive
indeed.

3) With the barriers to digital publica-
tion falling, responsibility for the quality
of the work rests entirely on the indie
author. I see this as a mixed blessing. Ei-
ther an indie must pay for the services
she needs to transform a manuscript
into a professional-quality ebook, or she
must acquire the necessary skills to per-
form those services for herself. Either
way, indie writers must budget for an ex-
pense of time or money or both. It is bad
for everyone when anyone peddles shod-
dy goods. This reality takes some of the
shine off the distribution deal. Neverthe-
less, the indie writer is her own boss in a
way that no traditional writer is.

4) Promotional acumen is the survival
skill for all writers. Traditional publish-
ing does a great job of making books and
zines but a mediocre job of selling them.
Diffident writers who rely on their tradi-
tional publishers to promote the work
are usually disappointed. Smart indies
waste no time scrupling about whether
to promote their own stories; they know
they have to get it done or the work will
be swept away in the terrifying flood of
books and stories that spill from every
distribution channel.

5) Vanishingly few writers of any per-
suasion, indie or traditional, earn a living
wage. Just as for every mega-success like
George R.R. Martin <georgerrmartin.
com> there are thousands of aspiring,
lightly published and traditionally pub-
lished midlist writers who struggle to

On the Net: Curation, Please!

make the rent, the vast majority of in-
dies will never see even a tenth of phe-
nom Hugh Howey’s <hughhowey.com>
yearly take-home. Having typed that, it’s
clear that we need to rethink what it
means to be a professional writer in
light of the indie phenomenon. For in-
stance, if you sell three stories to Asi-
mov’s, the Science Fiction Writers of
America will welcome you as an SF pro.
Depending on the length of those stories,
you might have earned between one
thousand and fifteen hundred dollars. If
you are knocking down three to four thou-
sand dollars, year after year, selling your
novels and stories on Amazon, you are
making more than many of the “profes-
sionals” in SFWA.

Self-publishing is a tool that a writer
can use or not as a career strategy. Many
traditionally published authors are using
this distribution channel to give their
backlist a new life across a variety of dig-
ital platforms. I've had some success my-
self as a self-publisher. It’s time to end the
useless either/or debate between self and
traditional publishing and embrace the
change that is happening all around us.

curation

Now we’ve settled that, let’s consider
the challenge the new self-publishing
has created for readers. That would be
you, in case you're wondering. How do
you, the literary consumer, find the best
stories? Entrenched interests in tradi-
tional publishing would say, no problem.
Just look for the stories that real editors
have culled from their slush piles—your
only guarantee of quality. Meanwhile,
some indies would argue that stories
that pass unmediated from author to
reader are likely to be less constrained
by commercial considerations and thus
more audacious in style and content.
These are both specious arguments, in
my opinion. Yes, I happen to believe that
the top stories in Asimov’s are as good as
science fiction gets, but there are many
talented writers who have washed their
hands of the traditional marketplace. Be-
sides, in all things artistic, Sturgeon’s
Law <jessesword.com/sf/view /328>
holds true. (Tired of defending science
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produces something that, while far from
an accurate rendering, has literary value
of its own. The classic example is Sir
Thomas Urquhart’s joyous, exuberant
seventeenth-century translation of Fran-
cois Rabelais’ sixteenth-century Gargan-
tua and Pantagruel—a translation that is
half again as long as the original! As
though Rabelais’ text were not rich
enough, Urquhart uses it as the takeoff
point for a wildly fantastic expansion—as
in Chapter 25 of Book I, where a string of
twenty-eight insults becomes forty with
the addition of such purely English epi-
thets as “slabberdegullion druggels” and
“doddipol joltheads.” In Chapter 13 of
Book III, a catalog of nature’s noises dis-
turbing the peace of a reclusive philoso-
pher is amplified beyond “the baying of
dogs” and “the yelping of wolves” to in-
clude dozens more: “the buzzing of drom-
edaries,” “the frantling of peacocks,” “the
snuttering of monkeys,” and on and on
and on. Is it a literal translation of Ra-
belais? Certainly not. Is it faithful to the
spirit of his great work? Yes, indeed.
Urquhart has produced something that
is Rabelaisian without exactly being

Reflections: Lost in Translation I

Asimov's

Rabelais, a work that has given immense
pleasure to many readers for three and a
half centuries.

I seem to occupy all sides of this dis-
cussion on the art of translation. The
anachronistic bits of contemporary ter-
minology in the translation of Simenon’s
1930 novel bother me. The vast expan-
sion of Rabelais’ text by Urquhart gets
my enthusiastic applause. And Umberto
Eco offers his approval of the substitu-
tion of a reference to an English poem
for an Italian one in the translation of
his own novel.

The purpose of a translation is to make
a text available to readers who otherwise
would have no access to it—a virtuous
goal, one that has enriched the lives of all
literate persons. But there appears to be
no one criterion by which the merit of
any particular translation can be judged.
Some translations work, some don’t, and
the reasons are different in each case. I
suppose we should simply be grateful
that it is possible to convey the approxi-
mate meaning of words of one language
in another, and let it go at that. O
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itself, as in “gourmet meals.” “Hit-man” is
surely a phrase that came into our lan-
guage in the last fifty years or so. Like-
wise “scam” and “money-launderer.” All of
these, having come into use in English
decades after publication of the original
book, jolted me out of the illusion that I
wanted the book to create. Simenon, of
course, wrote in French, so the question
is one of appropriate equivalence for the
terms he used. Since Pietr the Latvian
was written more than eighty-five years
ago and is set in the world of that time, it
seemed jarring to me to encounter these
modern locutions in the translation. I
checked an earlier translation, one that
Penguin had published in 1963 as Mai-
gret and the Enigmatic Lett. Indeed, the
“gourmet meal” was simply a “delicious”
meal. “Hit-men” were referred to only as
“killers.” That “capo” was merely the
“leader” of the gang. “Body language” was
“gestures.” The gang’s “money-launderer”
was merely its “treasurer.”

I'm not sure the translator can be fault-
ed for introducing these terms, which to
me are anachronistic but to a reader
whose grounding in our language doesn’t
happen to go back seventy-some years, as
mine does, are perfectly untroublesome
usage. The translator’s job is to make the
translated work understood by the read-
er. Everybody knows what a hit-man is, or
a scam, and few Americans are bothered
by the use of “gourmet” as an adjective. If
the translator had slipped references to
cell phones or iPads into the text, or had
had Maigret’s police lab use Photoshop on
a picture, those would, of course, have
been unacceptable transgressions. But in
this case the only reader offended was
one who was aware that certain phrases
used were era-inappropriate for this
book. It’s a delicate issue.

A recent translation of the Histories of
Herodotus makes that chronicler of 2,500
years ago use the phrase “power-bro-
kers,” where earlier translators spoke of
“men who held power” or “leading men.”
The lotus-eaters of North Africa “munch”
the plant, but Herodotus simply said
they “eat” it. And so forth. Sometimes a

8

translator goes too far out of the way to
make a book comfortable for modern
readers.

On the other hand, some translations
can be incomprehensible if they follow
the text too literally. Consider the adjec-
tive “cool,” which nowadays is a term of
approval. “She’s really cool” can mean
that a woman is highly attractive—but so
can “She’s really hot,” semantically the
direct opposite of the term. What is the
translator to do? (Especially when “cool,”
in an earlier sense of the word, can be
taken to mean “indifferent,” “remote,”
“chilly.”) And in his book, Experiences in
Translation, Umberto Eco, the author of
that fine medieval mystery story The
Name of the Rose, cites a passage from
one of his books in which the characters
go for a drive and glimpse “boundless
horizons beyond the hedge.” That is a
reference to a nineteenth-century poem
by Giacomo Leopardi, in which “beyond
the hedge” is a metaphorical way of indi-
cating an infinite vista. Most literate
Italians know the poem, but hardly any-
one else does; and so the English trans-
lator of the novel changed the line to
read, “We glimpsed endless vistas. Like
Darien . ..” The reference now is to Keats’
sonnet, On First Looking into Chap-
man’s Homer (“Silent, upon a peak in
Darien . ..”) He has provided, not a liter-
al translation of Eco’s line, but a literary
equivalent; but he did so with Eco’s ap-
proval: “I told my various translators
that neither the hedge nor the allusion
to Leopardi was important, but I insisted
that a literary clue be kept at all costs.”
Arguments could be made on both sides
here. Eco’s translator manages to convey
the meaning, what Eco calls the “deep”
sense of his story, while rewriting his ac-
tual text, and Eco was pleased with the
result. The Simenon translator main-
tained the “deep” meaning also, but at
the cost of offending a reader who want-
ed what he was reading to preserve the
flavor of the era in which the book had
been written and in which it was set.

And then we have the case of the trans-
lator who vastly rewrites the original and

Robert Silverberg
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