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The Mad Blink of Moultonboro

1 fulfilled my dream of the last six
years and went out West again this
summer. Noreascon Il was the first
world SF convention that I made
since Torcon in 1973, and I had such
a good time at it that I was
determined to resume attending
worldcons again on a regular basis,
so help me Cthulhu! Since I moved
from Livermore, California to New
Hampshire in December of 1965, I
visited the Bay Area in 1968, 1969,
and 1975. The last visit had been
unexpectedly cut short after only
two days due to forces beyond my
control, and before 1 had gotten to
see most of my friends in the area.
So with the worlcon in Denver and
the National Federation of the Blind
Convention close to home (in
Baltimore, hence costing little
money), I decided to make a Grand
Tour.

1 flew from Boston to San Francisco
on Friday, August 21st. I went out

on American Airlines but my next
three legs were to be on United. It
did not help to read while on the
plane in the latest BRAILLE MONITOR
that United Airlines had just

refused to carry a blind person with
a2 guide dog on a flight from Monterey
to Los Angeles.

Airline personnel have somehow gotten
it into their heads that blind people
with guide dogs can only sit in the
first row of seats, the so-called
bulkhead seats. We object to this
policy on several grounds. First of
all, the bulkhead seat generally does
NOT have more leg-room than the other
seats. Also, there are no spaces there
for carry-on luggage. Thirdly, some
airline personnel get the idea that
we CANNOT travel in any other seat
and refuse to allow us on board if
all the bulkhead seats are already
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taken. Finally, we regard this sort
of segregated seating much as the
blacks regarded the same on southern
buses of a generation ago. American,
like most airlines, had preassigned
me to a bulkhead seat but at check-
in I was firm and got it changed to
a regular berth. Then, after I had
boarded, gotten my hand luggage
stowed under the seat, and gotten my
guide dog all settled, another
passenger came along who was assigned
to the same seat. They insisted on
moving me up front and not the late
arrival. I was very angry with the
personnel of American Airlines and
was tempted to make a scene but
chickened out. When this sort of
confrontation occurs between blind
passengers and-airline folk, the
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flight is often delayed by a half
hour or more and I was anxious to
get going. Also I was at a
disadvantage because I had lost my
boarding pass with the seat number
on it. "Wait till next time," I
muttered to myself. This is exactly
the kind of second class treatment
Negroes had received in the South. I
suppose I should have insisted on my
rights and not allowed myself to be
pushed into the “nigger seat."

Despite the air controllers' strike,
the plane was only 5 minutes late
getting into SF0. Diana Paxson met
me at the airport as I was staying
with her family at Grayhaven. The
household normally has about nine
permanent .and semi-permanent
residents, not to mention frequent
transients like myself. Of the
people present, I interacted mostly
with Diana, Paul and Tracy
Blackstone Zimmer, and Chalinder.

One goal of this trip was to see old
friends not seen in many years.
Unfortunately 1 had a rather low
batting average. Poul and Karen
Anderson and Charlie Brown were in
Pasadena for the Saturn flyby, Walter
Breen was in New York, and Marion
Zimmer Bradley was in Europe. I was
especially disappointed that I didn't
get to see Felice Maxam. She was out
whenever I called and never called
back. I did have a half hour talk on
the phone with her husband Blake,
though. I wanted to see Liz Lokke,
now Warren, and her mother Grace
Warren, but could not get phone
numbers for them or specific
addresses. Dana and Grace Warren
apparently still reside in Livermore
but have an unlisted phone, and Liz
was in Stockton or Sacramento.

Others that I missed included Mike
Ward who was out of town during much
of my stay, Lauren Exter who I didn't
know how to reach, and Lou and Cynthia
Goldstone, Emil Petaja, and Joe

Rolfe who I simply didn't succeed in
reaching.

1 did speak with Ray Nelson on the
phone just before he left for Los
Angeles for his son's wedding. I also
talked to Alva Rogers on the phone
for two hours. Dialogue was also
achieved with several NFB people in
the Bay Area, especially Jim Willows,
a vice-president of the Western
Divison who is a computer programmer
at the Lawrence Radiation Lab and
somewhat of an SF enthusiast. I also
got to see several non-fan friends
such as Genia Pauplis, a friend from
the Bay Area Lithuanian community,
and Jean and Balasz Rosznyai who I
know at the Radiation Lab.

Saturday night, Grayhaven had a
party for me to see old friends and
new. At it, Don Studebaker {AKA Jon
de Cles) read his newest story which
was outstanding. Also at the party






the train to the other end of the
Twin Peaks tunnel where we stopped
to have lunch. Underground there are
high platforms for fast boarding,
but at the end of the tunnel the
trains operate as ordinary street-
cars. Unlike BART, the Muni subway
has achieved high rider acceptance,
ridership is way above expectation
and insufficient rolling stock was
available.

Boston and San Francisco had placed
a joint order for a total of 200
trolly cars with Boeing. The
specifications were a bit different
for even in the subway, the platforms
are low level in Boston. Boeing had
no previous experience with transit
vehicles and the first ones were
sent to Boston. The results were
that the defects were so many that
Boston cancelled the last 20 cars on
its order and Boeing was stuck with
them. In the meantime, they had
perfected their techniques and the
cars delivered to San Francisco were
virtually glitch-free. Now SF has
bought from Boeing half of the
rejected Boston cars and is having
them modified fro high-platform use.

That night, the Quiggs and I had
dinner with Genia Pauplis and her
friend David at Brennan's Restaurant
in Berkeley. In the old days, the
Little Men used to hold half of
their meetings at the home of Ven
Stark and afterwards go to Brennan's
for a late supper and drinks. They
now meet at the Other Change of
Hobbit bookstore and go to a pizza
place across the street apres.
Anyhow, I do not think I have been
back to Brennan's since I left the
Bay Area in '65. Their food was as
good and as inexpensive as ever, and
their Venetian Coffee was as superb
as I remembered it. (This is like
[rish Coffee but with Brandy
substituted for the Irish whiskey.)
I had four of them before we were
done and was feeling no pain. After
dinner David and I went to Genia's
apartment in Walnut Creek where we
had fresh fruit and Grand Marnier.

Thursday was a quiet day spent at
Grayhaven. John Chalinder read onto
tape for me Varley's story
"Peripheral Vision" and some of his
own poetry. I think I will do a
piece for a future NIEKAS on the
treatment of blindness in SF. That
evening we all went to Petrouchka,
a very nice Russian restaurant in
Berkeley. That night Diana and I
talked to the wee hours about
NIEKAS, fandom, writing, the nature
of fantasy and reality, the place of
mysticism and PSI, etc. She read to
me some excerpts from forthcoming
novels and short stories.

Next morning I flapped my wings and
flew on to Phoenix. United used the
old terminal so the baggage claim
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area was outdoors. I arrived in the
middle of a record-breaking heatwave
of unusual duration--it lasted until
the day I Taft. Daytime temperatures
ran around 113° and nighttime around
90°. Fortunately EVERYTHING was
air-conditioned and the humidity was
low for the brief periods spent out
of doors.

I had not seen Anne Braude since a
Modern Language Association meeting
in NY, 10 or 12 years ago. We had a
lot of catching up to do. We had a
glorious six days talking about
NIEKAS, fantasy, SF, politics,
religion, science, and all the
problems of the universe.

On Monday we visited John Myers
Myers and his wife in Mesa. It was

a very enjoyable afternoon spent
talking about literature and people.
He has an unpublished novei-length
narrative poem which he wrote
several years ago. He has also just
finished writing another novel. The
new one published by Starblaze Books
is not a sequel to Silverlock, but
is an unconnected book which would
appeal to the reader who enjoyed
Silverlock. [see review n.56]

Wednesday we had visitors: M.R.
"Hildy" Hildebrand and her husband
Bruce Arthurs. She is the
convention fan and he the fanzine
fan of the family. He publicizes a
zine (I forget the title) and she
promised to tape the latest issue
for me. We had a great time talking
about SF, fantasy, and fandom. They
were to put on Coppercon in two
weeks and had several very
interesting panels scheduled. Anne
does not 1ike to go to conventions
so Hildy was going to tape the
programs for her and me.

Hildy pointed out that as fandom
gets larger and the number of
conventions grows, we are having
more and more trouble with hotels.
Fandom is no longer a closed
community where everyone knows
everyone else, so out internal
discipline is disappearing and we
are no longer as attractive to
hotels. Our business is not that
large and the per capita damage rate
to hotels 1is becominc comnarable

to the other groups. Several times
now, cons have been cancelled at the
last minute because hotels have
gotten offers from better-paying
clients and have dumped SF cons.
Clint Bigglestone had made the same
complaint about wargaming
conventions. One hotel had decided
to close for remodeling and had
never notified the con committee
that it would not fulfill its
contract.

Anyhow, Hildy said that while some
fans are lawyers and might work for
free on an important case, there are
still many other costs in bringing

a suit against someone. Cons which
make a profit ought to establish a
special legal fund for suing hotels
that renege on contracts.

Hildy was much more loquatious than
Bruce, but both were delightful .
company and [ was glad to meet them.
I am looking forward to reading
their fanzine. A large portion of
our conversation consisted of all
four of us saying, "...and have you
read...?" There was a very strong
overlap in our SF and fantasy
interests.

Of course, Anne and I talked a lot
about NIEKAS and related matters.

We are really concerned that a major
fantasy novel, Duncton Wood, has not
achieved the notice it deserves. Anne
has only read about a seventh of it
to me so far but even that Tittle
bit shows me that it is a memorable
novel of the talking animal subgenre,
like Watership Down. Anne Says it is
even better than WD. We want to do
our bit to correct the siutation and
for the next few issues will run the
Molepoll to help focus attention on
the book. [See Anne's Announcement

at the end of this issue.]

Reading a short poem by Diana Paxson
has given Anne the idea of having a
special section on Dragons in a
future issue. I 1ike the idea and we
worked out some of the details. It
will appear in NIEKAS 30, our 20th
anniversary issue. There will be full
page art, illustrated and illuminated
poetry, and perhpas essays, and short
fiction. [Again, see the aanouncement
at the end of this issue.]

Anne had just bought a board game
version of Dungeons and Dragons and
Wednesday night we decided to give
it a try. Neither of us had played
any version of the game before. The
board game includes special
instructions for a simplified
version to be played the first few
times until the neophyte is familiar
with the operation of the game. The
object is to plunder a series of

treasures, eachhin a room guarded by
an ogre, and be the first to get
back out alive with a specified
amount. The rooms are divided into
six levels. The further down you go
the more treasure is to be found in
each room, but also the fiercer the
ogre.

I gather that in the original version
of the game, one person takes the
part of "Dungeonmaster" and
determines the treasure and ogre of
each chamber as well as the location
of other obstacles and traps.
Experienced dungeonmasters have
evolved idiosyncratic dungeons which
they use in game after game. In this
version, however, all these things
are determined by the game board and
by "chance cards" like those in
Monopoly. Thus you do not need an
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THEY'RE still going on! We did indeed
resort to chemical warfare to try yet
another method of wiping out the
buttercup patch that ate our lawn.

We got a bottle of some stuff called
Tumblewee, diluted it according to
the instructions and watered half the
lawn with it (all that one batch
would manage). Then we sat back and
waited to see what would happen.
Three days Tlater the dregs of the
lawn started turning yellow and
dying. The buttercups obstinately
stayed a healthy green. We went on
hoping. About a week later, to our
great delight, the buttercups

started showing the first signs of
giving up, and two weeks after that
we had half a garden of assorted

dead brown stuff. Eddie and I were
ecstatic. A large patch of dead

brown may not be everyone's idea of
gardening heaven but it suited us
real well.

Now all we needed was a few dry days
so we could get out there, uproot

the mess, and start putting in stuff
we really wanted. We didn't get them!
England had the wettest spring on
record for about 50 years and, as a
sort of insult to injury deal, the
weekends were getting the bulk of
the rain. This wasn't just paranoia
on my part. The weird and exceedingly
crummy weather patterns actually made
the news headlines on a couple of
days. Despite all this, from April

to June [ managed to get about half
the dead patch cleared (dead
buttercups come up pretty easily,
roots and all, unlike the live ones
which are exceedingly stubborn) and
Eddie followed along planting things
in the cleared patch patch. We had
planned from the time we first

moved into the house to take out
half the lawn and try our hand at
growing vegetables and now we were
finally started.
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And then, about two weeks ago, I got
wisked off to hospital in the middle
of the night with a suspected
ruptured appendix (it turned out to
be fine but a couple of others bits
of me had gotten into rather a nasty
mess and if the National Health
Service hadn't acted with incredible
efficiency Ed would be looking for
a new columnist now and you wouldn't
be reading this). And last night,
during visiting hours, Eddie brought
me the dreadful news... Whole
patches of buttercups were springing
up in the half of the dead patch I
hadn't yet cleared and a few were
even sneaking up among the newly
sprouting snow peas and such.

I am incredibly peeved and
tremendously fed up! Also, I'm

stuck here in hospital for another
eight days and even when I get home
I won't be fit to do anything in the
garden for weeks. I have this very
depressing feeling that the
buttercups have won for another
year. If anyone out there knows any
good ways of getting rid of
buttercups, will they please pass
the information along? There must be
some simple system that Eddie and I
just haven't heard of yet. Mustn't
there?

#4444 4

Ed's comments on the inevitable and,
at this point, almost traditional
discussions on ways and means of
limiting the size of conventions
reminded me of something that not too
many people outside of England are
aware of. One convention, Novacon
(the annual Birmingham Group con,
traditionally held at the beginning
of November) has now adopted a size
limitation policy: 500 imembers,
membership sold on a first come,
first served basis and that's it. The
only additional memberships sold are

B, /AM
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when a con member advises the
committee he will definitely not be
attending. This policy has not been
put into effect simply for the sake
of being arbitrary or because the
Brum Group have strong feelings on
conventions being too big. It is a
matter of simple necessity. The

Royla Angus Hotel, where Novacons are
held, cannot legally accomodate more
than 500 people in their public rooms.
This is a matter of fire and other
assorted safety regulations. The
other hotels in Birmingham have been
investigated and at the present time
the Royal Angus still remains the
most suitable, so it looks like the

size limitation will be in effect for
the next couple of years at least.

The new policy was first implemented
at this Tlast Novacon and did cause a
certain amount of aggro but mostly
the fans over here have accepted the
situation as what it was, a matter
of necessity. Of course, the fact
that local cons have started
springing up like mad here during
the Tast couple of years, offering
people some other alternatives, has
undoubtedly helped.

# A HF 4R

BBC Radio 4 is currently running a
26 episode dramatization of The Lord
of the Rings. I don't know whether
news of this has filtered over to
the States yet, or even whether some
U.S. radio stations may have already
picked the series up and started
running it. (It took longer for
Hitchiker's Guide to the Galaxy to
get to U.S. radio but I assume LotR
will get over fairly quickly since
it starts with the advantage of
being famous already.)

I've now heard well over half the
series (20 episodes) and, by and



large, 1'm quite favorably impressed.
Twenty-size half hour episodes

sounds like a lot but still doesn't
really give enough time to do
justice to something the size of
LotR. Thirty-six would have been
better but the BBC tends to operate
in multiples of 13 for long projects.
I suppose it is something to do with
the four seasons. A couple of the
incidents they've left out I'd take
issue with, particularly the
encounter with the barrow wight, and
I don't like the treatment of the
character of Boromir, but on the
whole they're making an excellent
job of it.

The character of Gollum is quite
perfect in a slightly revolting way
and Michael Hordern makes an
excellent Gandalf. The hobbits are
all very good, Gimli is adequate and
Legolas is a bit underwhelming.
Aragorn was the real surprise for me.
It took a couple of episodes for me
to get used to the voice of the
actor playing the part (largely due
to my own preconceptions about how
he should have sounded) but at this
point I'm probably happier with him
than with any of the others except
for Gandalf and Gollum. Those
characters who only appear for a
relatively short period such as
Theoden, Faramir, Galadriel, etc.
(not to mention assorted orcs and
things) are generally of a very

high order as well. A1l in all, LotR
fans should definitely make a point
of listening to the series if it
gets picked up by your local radio
station.

Among the things which are highly
unlikely to get picked up by U.S.
radio stations is "Hordes of the
Things," a curious and frequently
amusing send-up of fantasy in general
and LotR in particular. This
peculiarity ran on Radio 4 in four
episodes about two months before the
start of the LotR series. Sadly, and
unusually for the BBC, the sound
quality is quite poor and a number
of jokes were probably lost totally
as a result. Those jokes which were
audible were mostly funny and some
of the puns rose to heights of
inspired atrociousness. Taken as a
whole, however, the series just
didn't hold together very well. I
felt about it somewhat the way I
felt about Marty Feldman's movie THE
LAST REMAKE OF BEAU GESTE. Viewed
(or listened to) as a series of one
liners it was brilliant, but taken
as a whole it just didn't stand up.

AR A AR A

Every once in a while I waste a bit
of time envying people like Anne
Braude who produce the sort of book
reviews and pieces of literary
criticism I would 1ike to be able to
produce and almost never can. (About
once very 3 or 4 years I turn out
something I'm happy with but that
isn't an awfully good average.) But

I don't often waste my time in this
way since Anne's opinions of books
seem to be in accord with mine a
great deal of the time, which means
that the kind of reviews I'd like to
see written about books I['ve enjoyed
(or been interested in or exasperated
by) are being written by someone,
even if it isn't me.

However, I must disagree to some
extent with her opinions regarding
Patricia McKillip's adult fantasy
novels. I enjoyed the Riddle-Master
trilogy very much. It is certainly

a more complex and ambitious work
that The Forgotten Beasts of Eld.
Despite this, 1 consider Forgotten
Beasts to be a much better and more
successful book. The test of a book
faor me is how well it does what it
tries to do, not how much it tries
to do. By that standard I consider
Forgotten Beasts to be damn near
perfect (I don't claim perfection
for anything, not even LotR) and the
Riddle-Master trilogy merely
exceptionally good. I felt that the
third volume was the weakest of the
three (or possibly merely the most
irritating) because in it she let
her tendency toward obscurity and
being cryptic run a bit too free.
Since I had worked out early on who
Deth had to be, I found the cryptic
bits annoying rather than mystifying.
Also, though people may consider it
to be pretty niggling on my part,
every once in a while her choice of
a name for a character jarred
terribly. Tristan was the most
notable of these. I don't mind an
author using existing names, or
invented names, or a mixture of the
two, but using an existing male name
for a female characters for no reason
is the sort of thing that does
irritate me. It is particularly
annoying when the author has as much
talent as Miss Mckillip does. I'm a
lot less critical of authors for
whose work I have less regard.

#HEE A

Among the more interesting vagaries
displayed by our local book stores

is the touch of randomness that the
Tocal branch of W.H. Smith (the
largest chain of bookstores and

news stands in Britain) shows when
arranging paperbacks. Mostly the
paperbacks are arranged by category:
science fiction and fantasy together,
mysteries and thrillers together,
historicals in one section, nonfiction
in another, etc. But every now and
again someone arbitrarily places
something in a totally different
category, for no discernable reason.
Probably the funniest of these

random placings, at least to my mind,
was the locating of James Branch
Cabbell novels in the middle of the
shelves of Mills and Boon slushy
romances (the U.S. equivalent of
these are the Harlequin romances,
beloved of sweet little old ladies
and bored housewives). Much to my

surprise, the novels slowly
vanished and since no one but Mills
and Boon fans ever look at those
shelves, I can't help wondering what
the readers of Mills and Boon sluch
made of the works of Cabbell. I
suppose it is one of those things
I'11 never find out.

The most usual random locatina or
mislocating of things seems to occur
in the historical trash section
(high quality historical novels are
usually put in the general fiction
section). In the last year I've
found Phytlis Eisenstein's The
Sorceror's Son, three Marion Zimmer
Bradley Darkover novels, and the
four Evangeline Walton Welsh fantasy
novels in that section. I can't
quite decide whether there is an
SF/fantasy fan among the staff of
the local Smiths who is hoping to
convert readers by stealth or if the
staff are simply mostly illiterate
and just look at the picture on the
cover and decide on the basis of
that where it goes.

Every once in a while I have to
admit that they would have a problem
in trying to accurately categorize
something. Back in May, I picked up
in the historical section a copy of
a book called Crown of Horn by Louise
Cooper (Hamlyn, ET.25) not because
either the cover or the blurb made
it sound particularly exciting but
because I recognized the author as
having written a couple of reasonably
entertaining fantasy novels. The
blurb actually made the book sound
like a historical gothic of the sort
where all the supernatural bits are
explained away at the end. Happily,
the book itself turned out to be
nothing of the sort. It reminded me
a bit of Alan Garner's Owl Service
in that it concerned modern
individuals caught up by ancient
forces and finding themselves

forced to reinact something which
has occurred in the past and which
is only known of in the present as

a legend. The book did not have
quite the impact of Owl Service for
me, though this may be because I
know a lot more about mythology than
I did when I read Owl Service and so
was less in the dark about what was
occurring in this book. What makes
this book particularly interesting
and not just a rehash of Owl Service
(using different legends) is the
reactions of the two main

characters who are both intelligent
adults who are trying to find out
what is going on by whatever means
they can, including such prosaic
things as checking in the library for
information on local myths and
legends that might tie in with
peculiar happenings. It isn't a
great fantasy novel, but it is a good
entertaining and quite readable book
and worth picking up, particularly
if you like a mixture of myth and
modern day.
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J.E.A. Tyler's The Tolkien Compass
(Bell, 1976, $12.95) and Robert
Foster's A Guide to Middle Earth
(Ballantine, 1971, $1.50) are not
meant to be read at all: they are
for looking Things up in. A quick
skimming indicates that they are of
about equal value: Tyler gives more
attention to the Elvish language and
sometimes has longer entries; Foster
(whose book fist saw the light of
day.in these very pages) gives
textual references, which Tyler
omits. Both books have post-
Sitmarillion revised editions; and
Since there may be still more
Tolkien material to be published,
necessitating further revision, I
would recommend the Foster book
because it is lecs expensive, as well
as for the cross-referencing,
without which the utility of a
concordance is considerably reduced.

Lord of the Elves and Eldils: Fantasy

and Philosophy in C.S. Lewis and
J.R.R. Tolkien by Richard Purtil}
(Zondervan, 1974, $1.50) is more
successful than the usual

theological discussions, especially
those of Tolkien, primarily because
it seldom resorts to attempting to
find explicit Christian doctrine in
the fiction. Purtill is interested
in defending the authors both from
secular critics who find their
Christian ideas repugnant--and who
tend to see theology where only
story is intended--and from Christian
critics who find the books
doctrinally inadequate. Purtill's
own arguments are drawn from
philosophy (to illustrate the sloppy
thinking of the modern secularists)
and from the theory as well as the
practice of Tolkien and Lewis,
especially the latter's Experiment
in Criticism. There are extended
discussions of the nature and uses
of fantasy, the Christian intellect,
and what Lewis called the baptism of
the imagination. The book is aimed
at a general rather than a scholarly
audience and is very well written.
The argument is lucid and generally
compelling, though Purtill does get
into trouble when he attempts to
find explicitly religious ideas in
Tolkien (a snare that few have
escaped, including Tolkien himself).
At the time of writing--and still,
as far as I know--Purtill was
Professor cf Philosophy at Western
Washington State College; he has more
recently published a couple of
fantasies of his own, which resemble
neither Lewis nor Tolkien but rather
Thomas Burnett Swann or Andre Norton:
The Golden Gryphon Feather (praised
in the first Mathoms) and a

somewhat inferior sequel, The Stolen
Goddess.

Like Tolkien's own appendices, mcst
discussions of the languages of
Middle-earth tell us more about
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philology than we really want. to
know, but Ruth S. Noel's The
Lanquages of Tolkien's Middle-earth
{tloughton Miffiin, 1980 ((1974)],
$4.95 softbound) is more general in
its appeal, of interest to those who
want to know more about his
"Tinguistic aesthetic," who want to
write Tove letters in Quenya, or who
just want to find a nice Elvish name
for their cat. The first part
discusses the various languages
(fourteen in all) and their roots,
pointing out how they were chosen to
represent their relative archaism
with respect to modern English,
which is used to render Westron
(i.e., the Tanguages of Hobbits and
Rohirrim are derived from dialectical
and 01d English, that of Dwarves
from the screwhat more remote 01d
Norse). Tolkien's choice of Finnish
as a base for Quenya is especially
effective, as Finnish is not an
Indo-European language or one of the
root tongues of modern English, so
its sound and structure are
appropriately exotic. (Noel does not
discuss whether the vocabulary is
drawn from Finnish, or only the
structure.) There are vocabulary and
name lists, with their roots, for all
but Elvish and the Black Speech, and
an English-to-Elvish glossary. There
are also a guide to Elvish grammar
and discussions of prorunciation and
of the runes. The second half of the
book is a complete Tolkien
Dictionary, with names and words in
all languages, their meanings, and
references to their appearence in
the books. (Noel is also the author
of The Mythology of Middle-earth,
which [ have been unable to obtain
but have seen favorably mentioned in
references by others.)

The Individuated Hobbit: Jung,
Tolkien and the Archetypes of
Middle-earth, by Timothy R. 0'Neill
{Houghton Mifflin, 1979, $8.95), is
one of the very best books on
Tolkien that I have yet read.
Jungian theory, as I have remarked
on more than one occasion, is one of
the most fruitful methods of
approaching Tolkien; and O'Neill has
here provided something I have been
wanting for years: a concise and
lucid exposition of Jungian
psychology (not limited to the
archetypes and their functions, like
so many similar discussions)
followed by a detailed application
of them to The Lord of the Rings. He
is thoroughly familiar with the
writings of both Jung and Tolkien,
and sensitive to nuances and
imptications. While avoiding
doctrinaire identifications, which
would result in a form of Tolkien's
detested allegory, he successfully

Jung to Tolkien in terms of theme,
symbol, and imaginative construct,
arguing persuasively that Frodo's

quest is one for the Self-
actualization not only of one lone
hobbit but of the West itself. His
theory that the One Ring represents
the Self, which seemed absurd at
first, is well buttressed, though I
still think it is off target.

The author of this remarkable work
is, of all things, an Assistant
Professor of Behavioral Sciences and
Leadership at West Point. (Maybe
there is hope for the Military-
Industrial Complex yet.) His
military background does occasionaly
surface in the book: what other
author would give us a discussion of
Smaug considered as an area weapon?
But his prose is astonishingly free
of the jargon we associate with both
the military and the behavioral
sciences: lucid, witty, and often
poetic, it is a joy to read, except
on the few occasions when it
inevitably becomes clogged with
technicalities of explication. The
illustrations, drawn by the author,
are useful as well as ornamental.

0'Neill states his purpose in the
concluding paragraph of his book
(p. 166):

Perhaps, after all, there is room
for speculation on the writing of
good fairy tales, as long as the
tales themselves are not damaged
in the process (as I believe that
Tolkien's work will somehow
survive the present critique more
or less intact). The secret is, I
suppose, in breaking the white
light and examining its magnificent
spectrum to see what it is made
of, then being careful to put it
back together. I have tried to do
just that. Whether I have
succeeded or not is for the
reader to conclude.

He has succeeded beyond all hope--
not unlike the two small hobbits
toiling wearily up thesslopes of
Mount Doom.

Attention

NIEKAS Publications is now
accepting stories for an unusual
sort of chapbook. The working title
for it is Fifty Extremely SF*
Stories (*Short Fiction). How short?
Fifty words or less--title not
included--with a ten-word-or-less
bio. by the author. Themes can deal
with SF, fantasy, horror, or the
bizarre.

Each published person will receive
two special contributor's copies of

FESF*S and several ounces of dry
€0oboo.

Send submissions to 70 Webster St.,
Laconia, NH 03246, (Multiple
entries accepted.)
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THIS 1s being typed 15 September, as
the flood of data from the Voyager
Two Saturn Encounter starts to slow
down. Now comes the evaluation after
the first quick looks. SCIENCE
magazine will publish the articles as
usual, after which bland versions
will appear in the popular science
magazines. I suppose I could do a
summary of the findings in this
column, but that would be too much
Tike bragging.

As far as public relations go, I
think JPL did an outstanding job.
Carl Sagan and his Interplanetary
Society hosted a PLANETFEST in
Pasadena. On 23 August, the lad had
an open house. And all week saw Von
Karman Auditorium filled with the
mass media reporters. Mixed with them
were the SFWA, including Hal Clement.
KCET TV ran a one hour special every
night that week, sending it out to
PBS stations all over the country.

But readers of this column will know
that all is not well. Now comes a
long drought in the history of the
US Planetary Program. The next
scheduled encounter is Voyager Two at
Uranus in 1986, with a possible
extension of the mission to Neptune
in 1989. And that is all. And this
has to be done with an ailing
spacecraft. There is a problem with
the Voyager Scan Platform, probably
as a result of getting hit by dust
particles as it crossed the ring
plane.

Voyager was launched in 1977 and
Pioneer-Venus in 1978. There have
been no further launches, and I am
beginning to doubt if there ever will
be. As I sit here in my nightgown
and peignoir, I hear the dull chop,
chop, chop of the Ray-Gun budget axe.
I Took around my apartment for my
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copies of AVIATION WEEK AND SPACE
TECHNOLOGY (from which I crib most of
my fanzine articles and columns from)
They make very depressing reading.

Project Gatileo remains our shining
hope. But can we launch it in 1985

as now scheduled? The fourth shuttle,
Atlantis, is scheduled for delivery
in December of 1984. This leaves

very little time to check it for the
Taunch window to Jupiter in April.
And we need the Centaur upper stage.
McDonald-Douglas has filed a complaint
with OMB that the contract for this
upper stage be handed out by bidding,
which would cause bad delays, and
most certainly postporne the launch to
June of 1987.

The future of the International
Solar-Polar mission also is in doubt.
Can it live through the next couple
of years with more budget cuts? Same
question for the Halley Comet
Intercept Mission. And for the Venus
Orbiting Imaging Radar. A1l of JPL's
pet projects are in bad trouble.

I apologize to the NIEKAS staff and
readers for the brevity of my

column this time around. The layoffs
are coming, and in fact have started.
Half the operators on the IBM 360
systems have been given two weeks
notice. Maybe I will be one of the
lucky ones to stay on. If so, [
promise the next NIEKAS column will
be Tonger but probably as uncheerful
as this one. Even if I don't lose my
job, a lot of my friends will.

The Voyager team was just that...a
team. It was the greatest of them all

The Starprobe

Well, here it is, 23 September.
Tomorrow night our President will
broadcast his latest budget cuts
over TV. I have a very sick felling
about all this. The odds of getting
Galileo to Jupiter in 1985, or the
1988 Venus Radar Mapper, seem to
grow longer and longer. Some of you
may wonder what JPL is doing about
all this.

G W






















Thus, by the end of the Middle Ages,
romance meant a vernacular narrative
in verse, dealing with the heroic
adventures of a knight endeavoring to
win his lady-love, and usually
involving magic. All these are
exemplified in the last great
medieval romance (which was actually
written in the Renaissance),
Spenser's Faerie Queene. But even
before he had finished, Spenser's
friends among the Renaissance
humanists were chiding him for
wasting his time on an obsolete
genre. Under the influence of the
New Learning--the recovering of
classical texts, including
Aristotle's Poetics--and of voyages
of discovery, the dominant form
became the national epic, which
dealt with real historical events in
a form modeled more or less on Homer.
Romances were still written, often
in prose now, but they were no longer
in the literary mainstream: their
writers were literary hacks, who
told preposterous stories badly.
From the heights of Sir Gawain and
the Green Knight and the Queste del
Saint Graal, romance had fallen to
the Tevel of junk food of the mind--
the kind of stuff that turned the
brain of poor old Don Quixote.

A victim of the vicissitudes of
literary fashion, romance disappeared
from the literary scene for the next
two centuries. Occasionally a poet
would write something romantic, but
the form had fallen into such
obscurity that he himself would be
unaware of it; thus we have the
"romantic period" of Alexander Pope,
which lasted, according to one of

my professors, for about two weeks.
Milton's youthful romantic period
lasted rather longer, and he even
contemplated writing an epic about
King Arthur; but he decided that the
subject was unworthy of a high and
serious endeavor and wrote Paradise
Lost instead. It was not until the
Tatter part of the eighteenth
century that romance was
resurrected--only to suffer yet
further sea-changes in meaning.

Literary historians frequently date
the Romantic Age, for convenience,
from 1798--the year of publication
of the second edition of Wordsworth
and Coleridge's Lyrical Ballads,
containing their Titerary manifesto.
This overlooks two important points:
(1) hardly anyone actually read the
book; and (2) the popularity of the
romantic was sparked rather earlier
by the poems and novels of Walter
Scott, perhaps the first poet to

become rich and famous while yet
alive. These new poets, like their
successors Byron, Shelley, and Keats,
vere in revolt against what they saw
as the aridity of the neo-classical
poetry of the Augustan Age, with its
rigid verse form, the heroic couplet,

and its insistence that poetry should
deal only with the general, the
universally true--which in practice
all too frequently meant the trite.
In their search for other literary
mentors, they rediscovered Chaucer,
Spenser, and Malory. It was because
of their revival of these exemplars
of medieval romance that they
themselves were termed the Romantic
poets. Scott, of course, set many of
his poems and novels in the Middle
Ages. Coleridge's Christabel is an
imitation of medieval romance, with
particular emphasis on the
supernatural. Even Wordsworth
produced a turgid romance about the
Pilgrimage of Grace, a Catholic
uprising in the North of England
during the reign of Henry VIII: The
White Doe of Rylstone, which is read
today only under protest by graduate
students of English literature.

But the so-called Romantics were
interested in many subjects besides
medieval romance. And, just as their
interest in medieval poetry had
brought them the designation
“Romantic," these other topics, from
being associated with these poets,
also were termed "romantic."

First may be mentioned the primitive.
The polished Augustan poets- regarded
their medieval predecessors as rude
and simple, so that an interest in
them was by definition an interest in
the primitive. This was a value
Jjudgement, and false at that; but

the Romantics were indeed interested
in primitive popular literature, such
as the ancient ballads, many of which
were collected and published by
Scott. Such an interest went along
with these poets' revolutionary
definition of Nature, which to the
neo-classicists had meant the

general rather than the particular.
They wrote of universal truths and
did not seek to number the streaks on
the pied gillyflower. For the
Romantics, Nature meant the
individual, the particular, the
concrete. They were the first poets
to be seriously interested in real
landscapes, to describe their
personal sensations at the sight of
Mont Blanc or the pounding waves of
the Atlantic rather than to be
conventionally awed by "lofty
heights" or "mighty deeps." In
rebelling against the correct in
art, they rediscovered the sublime.

They were concerned with the
primitive and the particular in
human nature, too. Wordsworth wrote
of ordinary country folk, shepherds,
children, vagrants, and others who
had been considered too "low'" to be
fitting subjects of poetry; he even
wrote a poem about an idiot boy,
upon which the verdict of history
has been that he should have quit
while he was ahead. And they explored
the thoughts and feelings of the

individual. Where Pope wrote an
Essay on Man, the Romantics wrote of
men--and particularly of those most
interesting men, themselves.

We seldom recognize what a real
revolution in literary consciousness
this is. Poets had not been in the
habit of appearing in person in
their poems. The poetic voice they
adopted was that of the rational man,
celebrating the standards of
classicism or criticizing deviations
from them, or else a conventional
Titerary persona adopted for the
duration of the poem--the lover,

the mourner, the patriot. Original-
ity had been regarded as a fault,
like rhyme in classical poetry, so
that even poets who were being
original felt obligated to disguise
the fact--for instance Chaucer, who
pretended that Troilus and Criseyde
was a translation from a non-
existent Lollius. Even the passionate
sonnets of Sidney and Shakespeare,
which ring with such sincerity that
they must reflect personal
experience, presented themselves to
their audience as art, not
autobiography. But Wordsworth's
longest poem, The Prelude, is in
fact an autobiography, and the
"Byronic hero" of that nobleman's
poems is really a fancy portrait of
Byron himself. Prior to the Romantic
era, poets believed that what they
had to say was of interest only
insofar as it reflected the common
experience of man; the Romantic
poets were convinced that their

most personal and particular
experiences were the most important
things they could talk about.

There was an inherent contradiction
here: while they regarded the
ordinary man as a proper subject of
poetry, they regarded their own
feelings and ideas as of interest
because they saw themselves as
extraordinary. Poetry has from its
very beginnings made the conventional
claim that it is divinely inspired,
something more than merely human
prose. Thus the Muses were invented.
Milton, writing a Biblical epic
designed to justify the ways of God
to man, believed that God had
inspired him. Such conventional
claims also appear in the works of
the Romantics, but it would seem
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practice of J.R.R. Tolkien.







by Philip K. Dick

ALL the people who read my recent
novel Valis know that I have an alter
ego named Horselover Fat who
experiences divine revelations (or
so he thinks; they could be merely
hallucinations, as Fat's friends
believe). Valis ends with Fat
searching the world for the new
savior who, he has been told by a
mysterious voice, is about to be
born. Well, Fat has had another
vision, the one he was waiting for.
He got me to write this as a way of
teiling the world--the readership of
NIEKAS, more precisely--about it.
Poor Fat! His madness is complete,
now, for he supposes that in his
vision he actually saw the new
savior.

I asked Fat if he was sure he wanted
to talk about this, since he would
only be proving the pathology of his
condition. He replied, "No, Phil;
they'11 think it's you." Damn you,
Fat, for putting me in this double-
bind. Okay; your vision, if true, is
overwhelmingly important; if
spurious, well, what the hell. 1
will say about it that it has a
curiously practical ring; it does
not deal with another world but this
world, and extreme is its message--
extreme in the sense that if true

we are faced with a grave and urgent
situation. So let ‘er rip, Fat.

The new savior was born in--or now
lives in--Ceylon (Sri Lanka). He is
darkskinned and either a Buddhist or
Hindu. He works in the rural
countryside with an organization or
institute practicing high-technology
veterinarian medicine, mainly with
large animals such as cattle (most
of the staff are white). His name is
Tagore something; Fat could not catch
his last name: it is very long.
Although Tagore is the second
reincarnation of Christ he is taken
to be Lord Krishna by the Tocal
population. Tagore is burned and
crippled; he cannot walk but must be

carried. As near as Fat could make
out, Tagore is dying, but he is
dying voluntarily: Tagore has taken
upon himself mankind's sins against
the ecosphere. Most of all it is the
dumping of toxic wastes into the
oceans of the world that shows up on
Tagore's body as serious burns.
Tagore's kerygma, which is the
Third Dispensation (following the
Mosaic and Christian), is: the
ecosphere is holy and must be
preserved, protected, venerated and
cherished--as a unity: not the life
of individual men or individual
animals but the ecosphere as a single
indivisible unitary whole, a 1ife-
chain that is being destroyed, and
not just temporarily but for all
time. The demonic trinity against
which Tagore speaks--and which is
wounding and killing him--consists
of nuclear wastes, nuclear weapons
and nuclear power (reactors); they
constitute the enemy which not only
may destroy the ecosphere but
already, as toxic wastes, are
destroying it now. So again Christ
acts out his role of vicarious
atonement; he takes upon himself
man's sins. But these sins are real,
not doctrine sins. Tagore teaches
that if we destroy the ecosphere
much more, Holy Wisdom, the Wisdom
of God (represented by Tagore
himself) will abandon man to his
fate, and that fate is doom.

Tagore teaches that when the ecosphere
is burned, God himself 1is burned, for
the Christ has invaded the ecosphere
and invisibly assimilated it to
himself through transubstantiation--
which is the great vision Horselover
Fat has in my novel Valis. Thus
Christ and the ecosphere are either
one or rapidly becoming one--much as
Teilhard de Chardin describes in The
Phenomenon of Man. The ecosphere

does not evolve into the Cosmic
Chirst, however; Christ penetrates
it, which is exactly what Fat saw

and which so amazed him. Thus Christ
now speaks out--not just for the
salvation of mankind or certain men,
"the elect"--but for the ecosphere
as a whole, from the snail darter on
up. This is a systems concept and
was beyond their vocabulary in
apostolic times; it has to do with
the indivisibility of all life on
this planet, as if this planet
itself were alive. And Christ is
both the soma and psyche (the head)
of that collective 1ife. Hence the
ultimate statement by Tagore--
expressed by his voluntary passion
and death--is, He who wounds the
ecosphere wounds God, Titerally.
Thus a macro-crucifixion is taking
place now, in and as our world, but
we do not see it; Tagore, the new
incarnation in human form of the
Logos, tells us this in order to
appeal to us to stop. If we continue
we will lose God's Presence and,
finally, we will Tose our own
physical lives. The oceans especially
are menaced; Tagore speaks of this
most urgently. When each canister of
radioactive wastes is dumped into
the ocean, a new stigma appears on
Tagore's terribly burned, seared
legs. Fat was horrified by the sight
of these burns, the legs of the
savior drawn up in pain. Fat did not
see Tagore's face, only his
tragically burned body, and yet

(Fat tells me) there was an ineffable
sweetness about Tagore "like music
and perfume and colors," as Fat
phrased it to me. Burned as he is,
wounded and dying as he is, Tagore
nonetheless emits only loving
beauty, absolute beauty, not relative
beauty. It was a sight that Fat will
never forget. I wish I could have
shared it, but I had better things
to do: watch TV and play electronic
computer games. A1l that good stuff
by which we fritter away our Tives,
while the ecosphere, wounded and in
pain and in mortal danger, cries out
for our help.
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several and print with it by rubbing
bookpaper against it with the back
of a spoon.

Seventh, touch up and color the
print with watercolors.

Thus instructed by a phantom voice,
William Blake began the work that
earned him little fame and less
money during his lifetime, but
which has now earned him a place
among the immortals.

After a few small, practice projects,
William Blake quietly created the
world's first fantasy fanzine,
entitled "The Marriage of Heaven and
Hell." Only nine copies of this one-
shot have survived, and most
commentators believe the copy count
never went much higher than that. If
you want to look at it, however, it
is currently in print in an Oxford
University Press editon in paperback
for $7.95, in facsimile.

I call it a fanzine because William
Blake made no attempt to sell it
through regular commercial channels,
even though his employer, the radical
publisher Joseph Johnson, owned a
bookstore, even though Blake's
commercial artwork appeared

regularly in large editions. Instead,
Blake sold "Heaven and Hell" one

copy at a time to his personal
friends at a price that barely covered
his expenses. Indeed, it appears

that Blake never exactly "ran off"
the zine, but produced single copies
to order, no two exactly alike.

I call it a fantasy fanzine because
of the content, which we will
presently examine.

To this day the word "fantasy" has
an uneasy definition. My Funk and
Wagnalls Dictionary lists musical
and psychological meanings for it,
but says nothing about it as a
literary genre. The new Encyclopaedia
Britannica mentions no literary
meaning, but does mention
masturbation fantasy. Edgar Allen
Poe felt there was a kind of empty
hole in the English language when it
came to naming the kind of writing
he specialized in. He said, "I use
the word fancies at random, and merely
because I must use some word; but
the idea commonly attached to the
term is not even remotely

applicable to the shadows of

shadows in question.” College texts
habitually lump fantasy writers with
Romanticists, in spite of wide
differences even a college professor
can see. My friend, the jazz singer
Marcia Frendel, put it perfectly
when she said, "The genre you write
doesn't exist."

Before William Blake there were
tales of distant times and ple:es,
of King Arthur, of Alexander the
Great. The state of California takes
its name from Queen Calafia, a negro

amazon from a sixteenth century
Spanish novel, The Deeds of
Esptandian. Was this a fantasy novel?
I think not. From its style, dry

and factual as any straight
travelogue, I think it was meant to
deceive, that the author was not
writing a fantasy but a lie. Some
Spaniards believed the story enough
to actually come looking for
Calafia's "island." Likewise the
stories of Arthur and Alexander were
treated by early writers as serious
fact, not fiction.

Before Blake, the same thing could
be said of religious stories; they
were intended to be believed. Indeed,
"The Marriage of Heaven and Hell"
is, first and foremost, a special
kind of satire of these religious
stories. William Blake's parents
were followers of the "visionary"
Emanuel Swedenborg, a man who
claimed to have visited Heaven and
come back to tell about it. Blake
and his wife were also sometime
members of the Swedenborgian Church.

In "The Marriage of Heaven and Hell,"
Blake attacks Swedenborg's book
Heaven and Hell, accusing

Swedenborg flatly of having "not
written one new truth" and more,

of having instead "written all the
old falsehoods."

Swedenborg wrote of "Memorable
Relations." Blake writes of
“"Memorable Fancies.” It is here,

in this hairsplitting distinction,
that modern fantasy is born. It is
here that Imagination usurps the
throne of Faith, that between True
and False a new state of being
appears that is neither but has
qualities of both. Like Swedenborg,
Blake takes us on a tour of The
Other World, not Heaven this time,
but Hell, and shows us "enjoyments
of Genius, which to Angels Took 1ike
torment and insanity." The
Hellishness of Hell is shown to be
strictly in the eye of the
beholder.

In this limited edition one-shot, then,

fantasy rebels against its parents,
occultism, and creates a new
attitude toward reality. Soon, as
we shall see, fantasy in turn gives
birth to science-fiction.

Who were the members of the true
"First Fandom" of fantasy? They

were William Blake's personal friends,
in particular the circle of radicals
that congregated around the publisher
and bookseller, Joseph Johnson,
William Blake's employer.

For reasons of space we will here
touch on only two of these, Mary
Wollstonecraft and William Godwin.

Mary Wollstonecraft was an early and
ardent feminist, one of the first to
write on the subject of women's
rights. William Godwin was also a

writer, and a philosopher of
freedom, a personal firend of Thomas
Paine, and a utopian anarchist.
Historians would give a lot to know
what was said at the weekly dinners
at Joseph Johnson's home at No. 72
St. Paul's Churchyard where Blake
crossed swords with these
revolutionaries...only verbal
swords, of course.

Godwin and Wollstonecraft met in
1796 ("The Marriage of Heaven and
Hell" was first printed in a
complete version in 1794.) and,
though neither believed in marriage,
they were wed on March 29, 1797,
probably for the good of the child
which must have then been on the way.
In September they had a daughter,
and Mary, perhaps because of her
weakened conditon after childbirth,
died on Sept. 10, 1797.

The child, also named Mary, was thus
raised by her anarchist father and
his friends, including William
Blake and his wife Kate, who had no
children of their own.

Young Mary grew into a remarkably
bright and beautiful girl, far
better educated than even those of
her sex who enjoyed what education
was offered to women in those days.

On Oct. 4, 1812 a wild and handsome
young poet, Percy Bysshe Shelley,
quite as radical as Godwin in spite
of his upperclass background,
cultivated Godwin's friendship and,
on May 5 or 6, 1814, met Mary Godwin
at her father's home. Though Shelley
was already married, it was love at
first sight. Throughout what
remained of his short 1ife, he was
seldom long separated from this
remarkable woman.

Fleeing from the scandal caused by
their unconventional union, Percy
and Mary made their way to the shores
of Lake Geneva where they fell into
close friendship with another victim
of .wagging tongues, the moody

George Gordon, otherwise known as
Lord Byron, and his menage of
assorted lovers whose mutual
relations were so complex the Guide
Through the Romantic Movement felt
obliged to publish a chart of them.

This was the famous "wet, ungenial
summer”" of 1816 when, according to
Brian Aldiss', science-fiction was
born out of a friendly ghost story

contest between Percy Shelley, Mary
Shelley, Byron, and Dr. John
Polidori. Mary Shelley wrote the
immortal Frankenstein, or at least
began it. Percy Shelley and Byron
both wrote fragments which, though
later published, were never finished.
Polidori wrote The Vampyre, the first
vampire story in the English
language, according to Christopher
Frayling, and a clear predecessor of
the famour Dracula of Bram Stoker.
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Mary Shelley's Frankenstein is, as
many have commented, more a fantasy
than a science-fiction story, but
another hairsplitting distinction
similar to the one that sets

Blake's work apart from occultism
also set Frankenstein apart from its
fantasy forerunners, including the
alternate-reality fantasy underlying
William Blake's later poems. The
monster is created, not by magic, not
by faith, but by science.

When I read Brian Aldiss' argument in
favor of making Mary Sneliey the
Mother of Science-Fiction, I found

it pretty convincing except for one
thing: Frankenstein is too polished,
too finished. Something new is

always awkward and ugly, not yet
formed into such a slick, commercial
form. I had a hunch something odd

and obscure had to come before it, and
I think in Blake I found it.

I felt the same way when I read
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Imaginary Worlds by Lin Carter,
Carter nominates William Morris as
the Father of Fantasy, and 1
believed him until I read the books
Morris wrote. Once again I found
something that clearly had alread
undergone a long period of
development. The roots of the genre
had to be earlier.

I started digging.

I found that William Morris was

part of a fandom, a small group of
artists and fantasy enthusiasts
called the Pre-Raphaelite
Brotherhood. The leader of this
group, and William Morris's best
friend, was one Dante Gabriel
Rossetti. In reading Rossetti's
biography, 1 came across a name that
startled me by its familiarijty.

Polidori.

Dante Gabriel Rossetti's mother was
Frances Mary Lavinia Polidori. Could

she be any relation to the Dr. John
Polidori who, that stormy night in
Switzerland, took part in the famous
ghost story contest? I dug some more.

Indeed, Dr. John Polidori was Frances
Mary Lavinia Polidori's brother.
Their father, Gaetano Polidori, had
been close to the Rossetti family,
had in fact published the poems of
Dante Rossetti's sister, Christina,
on his amateur press in 1847.

Like some lost Atlantis, a whole
continent of forgotten fantasy fans
seemed to rise up before me out of
the seas of the past, a continent
connected by clearly visible bridges
to the fandom in which I now live.

Did the connections cease here?

No, in the biographies of Dante
Rossetti I read of a youthful
incident that might before have
meant nothing to me. In 1847,
Rossetti was browsing through some
books on sale at the British

museum when he discovered a volume
of miscellaneous prose, verse, and
drawings by William Blake. (What is
now called “The Rossetti
Manuscript.") He bought it, took it
home, and read it with vigorous
enthusiasm. He particularly approved
the diatribes Blake had written
against Joshua Reynolds, the painter
the Pre-Raphaelite Brotherhood called
"Sloshua." In fact, Rossetti sat
right down and wrote a lampoon in
the same style against ultra-
respectable painter Edwin Landseer,
whose reindeer picture, "Monarch of
the Glen," now serves as trademark
for so many dairy companies,
insurance companies, etc.

In 1850, Dante Rossetti's brother
Michael became art critic of the
influential SPECTATOR magazine and
began to champion the art of William
Blake, beginning the slow climb to
respectability for Blake's work that
continues to this day.

I continued my digging, and have
since found connections between
Dante Gabriel Rossetti's circle and
such American fantasy writers as
Ambrose Bierce, the poet George
Sterling, and the poet, fantasy
writer and artist Clark Ashton
Smith.

Harry Warner Jr. begins his history
of fandom with Clark Ashton Smith
and the Lovecraft circle, among
other "near-miss" fans. I can no
Tonger see these fantasy fans of the
WEIRD TALES era, of the United
Amateur Press Association and the
National Amateur Press Association
as pioneers, but only as part of a
vast fannish river stretching back
over the centuries to one tiny
spring, the flowing imagination of
William Blake...and a ghost named
Robert.







IN A.D. 2473 the Neo-Fascist govern-
ment in the United States, which had
even regularized the English verb
system in its efforts to achieve
statis, discovered time travelers
with their varying social norms were
quietly visiting America. Horrified,
the Fascists reworked and distorted
a time machine they had captured in
order to create a barrier against
any further visitors--and, indeed,
to change the past so that no
travelers from the future could have
visited the. When it was put into
operation, immediately several
hundred visitors from the past, who
could go no further into the future,
appeared around the world.

Most of these travelers had various
problems--including John Brent in
the United States whose adventures

have been told by another chronicler.

But the situation was different in
England which still retained (unlike
most of the Enqglish-speaking world)
many personal freedoms. It was, of
course, an England very different
from that pictured in the past. The
period of the influx of dark-
skinned citizens of the British
Commonwealth in the twentieth
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century had been succeeded by the
brief but fascinating World Island
Hegemony of the twenty-second,
during which time many Polynesians
moved to England also. (This was the
period in which a number of the pure
Anglos--meaning Stone Age-Celtic-
Roman-Anglo-Saxon-Danish-Norman
French crossbreeds--established a
government in exile in Canada; later,
after the union of Canada and the
United States, it was Dyce-
Farnsworth, of this group and by
that time of the Anglo-Physical
Church, who proclaimed the Statis of
the Cosmos.)

The most primitive of the time
machines which was halted in England
was a modified bicycle, coming from
the late nineteenth century, on
which the traveler pedaled his way
into the future. This visitor--a
small Londoner with a rather Cockney
accent--took one look at the bare-
breasted, brown women (who kept to
their traditional costumes in the

domed cities of that era); leapt
from his bicycle, crying, "Victoria,
forgive me!"; and indeed was not
found again for several days, the
Polynesian ladies having kept their

traditional hospitality, if somewhat
modified with contraceptive and anti-
disease practices.

When the exhausted traveler was
located and put back on his re-set
bicycle, he could barely sit
upright and would surely pedal more
slowly back to his era. "Never,
never, never," he muttered to
himself, "never can I explain this
to my period--I had hoped the
Puritanism would be gone--but such
freedom, such friendliness . . ."
He seemed almost numb with his
shock--or for some other reason.

Then, in a fareweil speech, he was
told by the King of Great Britain,
Kamehameha XII (whom the visitor did
not recognize as important at all),
that he was sorry the traveler had
missed the luau the rest of the
guests had enjoyed before being sent
back to their proper times.

"Aloha, Mr. Wells,” said the king to
the Tei-bedecked traveler; “more
Tuck next time."

And from the corridors of time came
the weary traveler's voice, echoing
the king's words, "Alloy" (or
perhaps it was "eeloy"), "more lock,"







B o ety Py dogd,
\LE/F\;WMVMM/%WWW




PRIZES*****PRIZES*****PRIZES*****PRIZES *****PRIZES*****PRIZES*****PRIZES*****PRIZES*****PRIZES*****PRIZES

FIRST PRIZE: $10.00 pLus A Two YEAR SUBSCRIPTION To NIEKAS anp EREHLON

SECOND PRIZE: A Two YEAR suBscrRIPTION To NIEKAS anp EREHHWON

THIRD PRIZE: A oNE YEAR suBSCRIPTION To NIEKAS anp EREHWON

A sequence of cthulhics consists of

3 or 4 in which the month or

season changes, but may be

otherwise unrelated. A cycle would
have 3 or 4 cthulhics which, although
each stands alone, might be read
together as an implied story line.
Individual cthulhics are never titled.
Here are two example sequences from
AMANITA BRANDY 1 and WEIRDBOOK 15.

(A cycle, "Arkham Triptych", appears
on page 39.)

LITTLE COUSINS OF THULHU

1. Wary dragonfly--

Tongue that snares it in the swamp:

Black, and ten feet long.
II. A Flight of herons?

Red-stained feathers and black beaks

Holding strings of flesh.

ITIT. Clumps of summer grass--
Between grow pallid fungi:

IT.

ITI.

Iv.

ARKHAM SEQUENCE

Cold Spring drizzle--
Last month's suicide still hangs:
But does not decay

Summer pond-lillies--
Amid them, flexing slowly:
White claws, long and sharp.

Autumn funeral--
Eyes stare out, not wholly blank:
From the cracked coffin.

Winter snowstorm--
Dim shambling shape leaves red drops:
Blood, but not its own.

Note that cthulhics, like Lovecraft
himself, tend to find horror fn
relatively mundane and ordinary

The first from Yuggoth.

surroundings, in keeping with the
plain language.

2. Nooce.

The plural of nooce is nice. Correct
usage here will prevent a nocturnal
visit from something you'd rather
not meet. "Nice", by the way, must
be pronounced to rhyme with the
French city, or with "lease" or
"police". Anyone quilty of
pronouncing it to rhyme with "mice"
or "lice" will be locked in my
dungeon and forced to listen to 1000
repititions of my recording of Roddy
MacDowell reading Lovecraft's
"Psychopompos”. At high volume...
high enough, in fact, to drown out
your screams,

The nooce is a shaped poem of strict
meter and scansion. It has exactly
19 syllables in 6 lines, distributed
1-2-4-6-4-2. Line 1 should consist
of a stressed word. Lines 2-6 must
be in iambic meter (da-DAH, da-DAH,
&c.). The lines are centered so that
the completed poem should look,
roughly, 1ike a rope that means
business. The poem must be titled.

Rhyme (internal or external),
alliteration, cnomatopoeia, and all
that may be used if the poet feels
like it. But sparingly, please.

The nooce should build up to a
climax, to some degree unexpected,
which occurs in the last 6 (or even
last 2) syllables. It should bring
the reader up short, like the
aforementioned rope. Essential to
the best effect of the nooce is a
degree of grim, macabre, dark,
utterly perverted humor, or perhaps
irony. The humor of, say, Sweene
Todd or LOVE AT FIRST BITE (but more
the latter than the former). Here
are three examples; the first two
from NIEKAS 27, the third previously
unpublished.

TOO CLOSE TO NATURE

There
are trees
nearby that move
without a wind. I wish
I had not seen
their teeth.

EMPLOYMENT OPPORTUNITIES

Jobs
are hard
for me to keep.
I always quit the school
after I eat
one child.

0 GRAVE,
WHERE IS THY VICTORY?

There
he lies,
transfixed by sharp
spikes driven in his hands
and heart and throat,
and waits.
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unbelievable rudeness to any
questioner in the audience who
presumed to suggest, however
tentatively and politely, that she
just possibly might not be 100
right about everything.

Anne Braude

...1 enjoyed reading the look at
Rand. Like any other too-bright kid
growing up feeling put-upon and
unappreciated, I read Rand. I don't
think I was ever cut out to be an
Objectivist; Cheryl and Eddie
always broke me up in Atlas Shrugged.
They'd have done very nicely
together. The thing I noticed much
later on, after I decided that
Galt’'s Gulch wasn't going to adopt
me, was just how sexist Rand is.
Dominique in Fountainhead is
essentially raped by Howard Roak
(and no, I don't buy that stuff
about "how she really wanted it."
Maybe she did, and maybe she didn't.
I reads like rape.) Ditto Dagny and
Hank Reardon: Dagny's lovers seem
to have all the finesse of cougars
in rut, if cougars go into rut, which
1 don't know. And Gaea in Anthem is
nothing at all. Probably the most
heroic woman in Rand's work is in
We the Living. Still, I don't
condemn my enjoyment of her books,
and I still have an especial love
for trains derived from them. And
whenever I'm listening to music, I
wonder, "Could Richard Halley have
written that?"

Susan Shwartz

"STARSWORD, MISTFIRE, .,
DRAGONWIND, AND SHADOWQUEST

...The phenomenon Terry Jeeves notes
among book titles is not restricted
to fantasies. Romance novels,
especially the bodice-ripper genre,
make great use of buzz words like
SAVAGE, DESIRE, LOVE, DAWN, FLAME,
PASSION, DARK, DESTINY, BRIGHT,
BLACK, TORMENT, BURNING, TOWERING,
and SHINING, to name a few. The
title Dawn of Desire has been used
at least twice. A recent article in
TV GUIDE discussed buzz words for

TV movie titles, revealing that
DIARY, RAPE, and HIGHWAY were biggies.
("Don't miss ‘Diary of the Rape of a
Highway,' a searing story of winter
salting on the Mass. Pike!")

Kathy Godfrey

...My favorite item [in NIEKAS 27]
was Terry Jeeves' column, since I am
a word freak of long standing. But
how did he manage to omit EMPIRE and
SILVER? His story of the
unsuccessful petrol company, MURCO,
reminds me of a fairly nice lemon
cologne, "Love's Fresh Lemon," which
was introduced a few years ago with

the rather self-defeating slogan,

"I picked a lTemon in the Garden of
Love." It has always amazed me that
any advertising company could get as
far as launching a national campaign
without somebody saying, "Hey, fellas,
a lemon is a dud automobile!"

Anne Braude

"MicHAELMAS AND Me”

...1 found the most interesting
feature of this issue to be Algis
Budrys' article "Michaelmas and Me"
which certainly gives a view into
some aspects of the science
fictional creative process which

are rarely seen. The reality of
what is involved in writing SF
professionally turns out to be quite
different from anything I would have
expected, at least in the case of
Algis Budrys. I have, unavoidably,
been aware of the terrible
difficulties, the injustices, and
yes, the insanity which has troubled
my own live, and the lives of many
others, yet I have often imagined
that for the Olympian beings who
write SF, those masters of
imaginative prose whose work
displays such brilliance, things
would be different. But no. Another
illusion is lost. I greatly admire
Algis Budrys and his writing, and
while I am distressed to hear of the
suffering of his early career, I am
relieved that at least he has now
apparently overcome those earlier
problems and is now doing well, as
he should.

David Palter

...I was fascinated to read Algis
Budrys' article. I've often wondered
what happened to A.J. as a fiction
writer after Rogue Moon, and at last
I have the explanation. Readers who
Jjust see novels or stories appearing
--or failing to appear--usually have
little conception of the true
pressures and difficulties living a
writer's life. I don't know what the
cure is, short of a total reordering
of the priorities of our society.
But something is surely wrong when
Budrys can write--TThe panic came
from having spent the better part of
a decade being one of the world's
best science fiction writers and
having nothing to show for it but
debts it would take me years to
repay..." That strikes a chill in

my heart. Has Budrys lost twenty
years of a brilliant writing career
because the only editors prepared to
buy his work were cretins who wanted
only to change his titles and pay
him peanuts?

Alexei Panshin

"ReaDING ABOUT RoBERT HEINLEIN”

...A11 the published commentary on
Heinlein is proof that he is a
writer with pronounced ideas, the
kind that naturally draws comment.
However, I do not understand the
tendency for the critics to inject
so much of themselves into their
writing on RAH, with the result that
feelings about Mr. Heinlein are
highly polarized. 1 find Mr.
Heinlein's recent fiction silly and
self-indulgent, but I have
appreciated many of his essays as a
fresh approach to his subjects, even
if I don't always agree with his
conclusions. What does annoy me is
his recent depiction of women, and
Spider Robinson's passionate defense
of same. If intelligent women do
spend a lot of time worrying over
being "whiff" like D.T. in "The
Number of the Beast--", I certainly
don't know any of them, and I

resent Mr. Robinson’s implication that
Heinlein knows more about this than
I do. I don't pretend to know the
deepest thoughts and motivations of
men; why should I assume Heinlein's
prescience about women over my own
observations and experience?

Kathy Godfrey

...reading Fred Lerner's survey of
various studies of Heinlein--including
mine--leads me to wonder whether I
have wasted a dozen years of my own
hypothetically brilliant SF writing
career. I've spent this time reading
history, philosophy, mythography,
mysticism, psychology, science, and
intercultural studies in an attempt
to figure out what is really going
on in SF. I've written essays on SF
rather than writing SF stories. If [
were to believe Fred, it has all
been a waste. I've simply spent the
last twelve years being silly. So
silly that Fred is embarrassed to
read what Cory and I have written.

It is one thing to be one of the
world's best science fiction writers
and be in debt for it. I think I
could stand that. But to have spent
a dozen years trying to find out the
inner secrets of SF, and then be
accused of just being silly, wow,
that is a tough one to take.

I can recoup a little. I think that
it is possible to answer the specific
points that Fred raises. For instance,
it is out suggestion that "The Number
of the Beast--" is intended to
undercut the metaphysical veracity

of the Future History stories, and
hence to undermine modern science
fiction. Fred calls this a non-issue.
He says that Heinlein has simply
noticed that the Future History has
been overtaken by events and has
decided to jettison it. Beyond that,
he says that "The Number of thc
Beast--" is only a story, and we

must not take that seriously.
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My answer is that I do take "The
Number of the Beast--" seriously. I
don't Tike the book, but I do take
it seriously. I take science fiction
seriously. Cory and I took up SF
study and criticism because we
wanted to find out what SF meant.
There was a great gap between what
we had been told science fiction
was, and our own reading and writing
experience of it. We wanted to
resolve this discrepancy. The only
way to do it was to take SF seriously
and examine it with the aid of the
best resources that we could locate.

Our comment on “"The Number of the
Beast--" was based on a number of
observations. One is that modern
science fiction derived much of its
original power from its claim that
it did present a portrait of the way
that the future would be. Another is
that this claim was largely based on
imaginal strucutres like Heinlein's
Future History and Asimov's Galactic
History. As I have been fond of
pointing out, modern science fiction
has been conceived and written
within the shelter of these
frameworks. For Heinlein to deny the
reality of the Future History now,
for him to place it on the same axis
of "never was" as the 0z books, has
to have consequences for our
understanding of SF, which for so
long made its way in the world by
saying, "This is the way the future
will be, and you'd better believe it,
brother!"

Heinlein was not merely jettisoning
the Future History in "The Number of
the Beast--". He pretty much dropped
that series a long long time ago.
What is interesting and significant
to me is that he should deliberately
bring the Future History into "The
Number of the Beast--" and then kick
it to pieces. In fact, as anyone who
has read "The Number of the Beast--"
and not quite out of boredom or a
surfeit of cuteness can tell you,
what the book is about is the
relationship between reality and the
imagination. Fred Lerner may not
like the fact that "The Number of
the Beast--" is a headfucker, a set
of conundrums within conundrums, and
a kind of algebra of the imagination.
But there it is, that is what the
book is. And it has to be met on
those terms.

It seems to me strange at the very
least to accept and love Heinlein
when he appears to support one's
political position, but to ignore
and dismiss him otherwise. If
Heinlein has been as important to
science fiction as has been assumed,
then the fact that his last novel is
a set of puzzles about SF cannot be
ignored. It can't be sufficient to
say, "The only reason that Robert
Heinlein writes is to be amusing and
buy groceries. And in this last novel

NIEKAS 28:46

he wasn't amusing." That is neither
fair to Heinlein, nor respectful of
science fiction. Nor is it very
gutsy. I mean to say, Heinlein has
thrown down a challenge. Are we such
wimps that we can't even acknowledge
that? Is it inherently silly to take
Heinlein's book on its own terms?

Somehow I feel that it is Fred who
has failed here, and not us. Heinlein
is playing an elaborate game in

"The Number of the Beast--", and I

don't see any reason to be pooh-poohed

out of trying to play that game and
win it. For one thing, it is fun.
For another, it is dangerous. For a
third, the inner meaning of SF is at
stake, and that is worth playing
for.

It seems to me that Fred has a filter
through which a1l his perceptions

are passed. Fred is a Libertarian,
and it seems that he judges what he
reads, both by Heinlein and about
Heinlein, by how well it agrees with
Libertarianism as Fred understands
that. Reading either "The Number of
the Beast--" or Cory's and my essay,
"The Death of Science Fiction: A
Dream", from a fixed standpoint as

a Libertarian seems to me about as
appropriate as reading Alice in
Wonderland from a political point
of view. You can do it, but a lot
gets left out.

Humor, for one thing.

The thing is, Fred is in a whole
peck of trouble. He is smackdab in
the middle of a metaphysical war.
Heinlein is out to get him. Heinlein
is out to bring him down. We Panshins
are doing what we can to protect
Fred, and us, and all of you out
there. And God help us, Fred thinks
that Heinlein and he are on the same
side, and he's shooting at us. Wow,
that's weird!

I mean, if Ajay Budrys can get
discouraged, and I can get
discouraged, think about how
discouraged Heinlein must be to have
had forty years of effort wasted on
a bunch of ignorant boobs... It
astounds me that there is anyone in
the vast audience of Heinlein readers
who hasn't tumbled to the fact that
Heinlein has declared psychic war on
them and reduced them to mere
figments of his imagination.
Apparently, they all think that he

is talking about somebody else, but
not them. Fred, ain't no Libertarians
gonna survive if what Heinlein keeps
saying is true really is true. Only
Heinlein and Mellrooney. And how
many times does they have to say it
before you believe they means it?

Look, there it is at the beginning
of Expanded Universe: "The
probabiTity {by a formula I just
now derived) that either I or this
soi-disant civilization will be

extinct by 2000 A.D. approaches
99.92%. ...But do not assume that I
will be the one extinct." Heinlein
has written one solipsistic story
after another. Why will you not
believe that he means it? And if he
does mean it, then what consequences
does that have for science fiction?

For me, it is my hope not to wink out
of existence before Cory and I have
finished writing Masters of Space

and Time: The Story of Science
Fiction. It follows the historical
development of the central concepts
of SF. It is a very funny book
because the development of SF has
been funny. And it may, just may,
stave off cosmic doom.

In any case, Fred isn't going to get
to first base with it unless he does
some homework. Until somebody
follows out the bibTiography in SF
in Dimension and does their study,
for sure there ain't nobody, Fred
Lerner nor anyone else, gonna know
for sure what cards we are really
holding.

But the biggest joke of all is this.
Not only did I vote Libertarian in
the last presidential election, but
I am an inner secret master of
Libertarianism. SF in Dimension is,
in fact, a Libertarian book. Fred,
at this rate, you are never going to
get out of the outer outer circle.

Alexei Panshin

"Across THE R1ver”

...Fred’s article on magazines was
an amusing look at one man coping
with the modern information explosion.
My own "system is to keep up with
pro magazines, but to let fanzines
pile up until dealing with them
becomes a matter of survival (i.e.,
a table is about to collapse). Then
I read too many at once and 0.D.,
producing only a few letters of
comment. Since I feel that it's the
responsibility of a true fannish
reader to LoC what s/he reads, this
incurs sporadic pangs of guilt.
Unfortunately, time being finite, I
see no way to solve this problem.

Kathy Godfrey

...Fred Lerner asks, "If a writer
had something really important to
say, would he consign it to a
quarterly?" But I read the rest of
his column anyway. (After all, if I
had something really important to do,
would I be reading fanzines?)

George Flynn
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The Curse of the Pharoahs, Elizabeth
Peters, Dodd, Mead, 1981, $10.95

In my review of Elizabeth Peters's
The Love Talker several NIEKU ago,
I mentioned that 1 regarded Crocodile
on the Sandbank as her best book. I
am therefore delighted that she has
written a sequel, a delight that I
am sure will be shared by all
admirers of the indomitable--and
inimitable--Amelia Peabody Emerson
and her irascible archaeologist
spouse.

Having foiled, in Crocodile, sundry
sinister types including an
apparently reanimated ancient
Egyptian mummy, Amelia and Emerson
are now engaged in dealing with an
even more severe trial--their
formidable offspring, "Ramses." They
are rescued from this Herculean
task, and from the appalling curse
of rural English domesticity, by

the ancient Egyptian curse of the
title. It has already claimed the
life of Sir Henry Baskerville (!!!),
a wealthy amateur Egyptologist who
had discovered an apparently
undisturbed royal tomb in the Valley
of the Kings. When his widow asks
Emerson to take charge of the
excavation, he and Amelia leap at
the chance. Amelia, armed as ever
with steel-shafted parasol and
dagger-keen wits, is also determined
to solve the unexplained mysterious
death of Sir Henry, which she is
convinced is murder. Is the culprit
the seductive widow? The missing
archaeological expert? The rich
American (who talks like the
improbable Americans in vintage
English thrillers, with expressions
like "Holy shucks!") who coveted the
tomb...and Lady Baskerville? The
pestiferous Irish journalist who
apparently invented the Curse out of
whole cloth? Or is it the appalling
Madame Berengaria, who is convinced
that Emerson was her lover in a
previous incarnation? Meanwhile the
Curse--or the murderer--continues to
strike, and Emerson is sufficiently
annoyed to start investigating
himself.

Peters has obviously borrowed her
plot almost intact from the events
surrounding the discovery of the
tomb of Tutankhamon in 1922, and

the subsequent sudden death of Lord
Carnarvon, one of the leaders of the
expedition. (In fact, although she
has transposed events back to the
1880's, she is so bemused by her
source that she inadvertently
changes her victim's name to Lord
Baskerville midway through the
proceedings.) This book is not quite
as good as its predecessor: the plot
is complicated to the edge of total
confusion, and the protagonists of
the subordinate romantic plot are
neither as attractive nor as
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interesting as their counterparts in
Crocodile. But Amelia and Emerson
are once again in splendid form, as
interesting--and as hilarious--as
before. I shudder to think of the
fate of the villains (not to mention
the innocent bystanders) in possible
sequels to come, confronted not only
with this redoubtable couple but with
their reinforcements inthe form of
Ramses and the cat Bastet. Highly
recommended--but read Crocodile on
the Sandbank first if at all
possible.

ajb

Dragonslayer, Wayland Drew,
Ballantine, 1981, 218 pp., $3.25

Movie adaptations are one of the
hardest types of books to review. If
the movie is any good you don't
particularly want to read the book
--the visual imagery is too strong.
If you read the book before you see
the movie, you will think of the
characters and events in terms of
your own imagination and wonder why
the movie was such a flop in
conveying the message (at least in
your own opinion--perhaps someone
else would disagree). I had a
distinct advantage in this respect
as I have not yet viewed the film
and had no idea of the plot line
from reading of coming attractions.

Notwithstanding the above, I still
was chary about this novel when I
learned that it is based on a
screenplay jointly engineered by
Paramount Pictures and Walt Disney
Productions. It has taken years for
Hollywood to get around to science-
fiction and especially the sword and
sorcery novel. I remember the high
hopes the SF community had for THE
BLACK HOLE which turned out to be
something less than a rousing
success in terms of box office
appeal. With the recent debut of
EXCALIBUR and the supernatural
splash of the board game "Dungeons
and Dragons," it was apparent months
ago that S&S had to be the next big
trend in the movies.

The jury is still out on the movie,
but judging from the color inserts in
the book, it does look very strong

in the production values and special
effects department.

Now, as to the book, it is an
adequate adaptation and can stand on
its own as a novel. However, I could
only groan at the opening scene with
the old sorcerer Ulrich and his
young apprentice Galen. It kept
conjuring up visions of Mickey Mouse
and the brooms in FANTASIA, THE
SWORD AND THE STONE, Tolkien, and
even Luke Skywalker and Obi-Wan-
Kenobi. You are on dangerous ground
when you start with a cliche. It
appears that the old man is soon
going to die; he is the last full-
fledged magi in the neighborhood.

The local kingdom nas a prublem
however. They have a dragon to
remove and Ulrich is the only one
who knows how. It appears that the
Middle Ages had no sense of ecology
and did not regard the dragon as an
endangered species. The king,
Casiodorus, and his henchman Tyrian
(short for tyrannical?) want the
dragon to stay mainly because it
enhances their power, and they fear
the consequences should they give
Vermithrax (the dragon) his eviction
notice. A priest who quite properly
regards the creature as something
"from the pit" meets his end in a
particularly horrifying way (no
telling what the sequence will look
like on the screen). The villagers
keep the dragon relatively happy by
sacrificing a local maiden to it
through the means of a lottery (this
is how the mother of Valerian--the
girlfriend of the hero, dies). Add
to this magic spells and amulets and
you have the stuff of the typical
fantasy novel.

As such, I found it an interesting
read but relatively routine, as
there are so many writers (McCaffrey,
Zelazny, and even Silverberq) who
are into the same thing. I realize
that writers use archetypes and
patterns when dealing with this
genre, but why, friends and
neighbors, can they not inject some
new life into them. (STAR TREK--THE
MOTION PICTURE faced the same
problems: too many old stories
cobbled together in an effort to
come up with something new.) I will
give the Disney organization credit
for trying to convert its approach
into a more adult mien, but it takes
time and several failures to do so.
If they just drop one genre and pick
up another in such a cavalier fashion,
they will never achieve the smash
they are hoping for.

A1l in all, an adequate diversion,
but the connoisseur of fantasy
fiction must look elsewhere.
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enjoy this sort of thing and has
sailed off to take his peculiar
notion of fun & games elsewhere. I
suppose that in the sense of having
a bunch of islands, this world might
also be thought of as equivalent to
Amtor (Venus). Anyway, the story
moves very rapidly...has to,
considering how fast people get
killed off, so the fantasy-
adventure lover won't be bored.
There is lots of action.

In case anybody is keeping track,
that's 7 3/4 linear inches of
material. I've just finished

reading all of it for a special
jssue of PELLENNORATH [available
through Rod at 1273 Crest Cr.,
Encinitas, CA 92024] in which we
will do maps for the books, assisted
by Mike who will go over my results
when I finish them. Just waiting for
some spare time to do them and to
read the 4th Boranga book....
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The Shadow of the Torturer, Gene
Wolfe, Timescape

This book came to my attention in
devious and coincidental fashion. I
am a busy writer and a slow reader,
so that one SF or fantasy novel per
month is about all I can read, at
about 10 pages per day during
interstices between more important

things. 1 am thus fairly choosy about
the fare, and generally I read for
education rather than entertainment.
Upon occasion the two combine, and
this is gratifying. I read reviews,
and do make decisions based on these,
but this means my reading is seldom
current.

Pubtlishers can be slow and incomplete
on reports of the sales of an author's
novel, and slower yet on payments of
royalties, and sometimes they
falsify such reports or omit them
entirely. This bothers me more that
it may some other writers, for

every one of my novels earns out its
advance and pays royalties ranging
from a few dollars to quintuple the
original advance. If those royalty
reports are wrong, my income suffers
(publishers seldom make errors in
the author's favor)--but even a
formal auditing of the publisher's
accounts do not necessarily produce
truth., For this reason I pay close
attention to things like the LOCUS
list of genre bestsellers. Such a
list owes nothing to the publisher's
system of creative bookkeeping, and
gives me an alternative perspective
on the true success of my works.
Such lists hardly tell the whole
story, as there may be sizable sales
in mainstream markets not reflected
in the specialty stores, but they
certainly help.
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My first adult hardcover genre novel
(I had a juvenile HC some years
back) was Split Infinity. It started
in fifth place on the I%CUS list,
dipped to 6th, then dropped to 10th
where it clung by the teeth of its

skin for four months before being
borne away by the dread tide of

anonymity. I interpret this to mean
that the first two months a number of
people bought the novel because of

my reputation, while in the later
months word of mouth spread,
generating a continuing but not
spectacular interest. At this writing,
almost a year and a half after
publication of that novel, I have yet
to see any report from the publisher
on its sales, so that LOCUS listing
is all [ have to suggest whether the
novel is a success or a flop, but I
think it is a success. I suspect
other writers suffer similar paucity
of information with similar bad
grace. Back in the late 1960's I had
the temerity to demand the proper
accounting owed me from this same
publisher; as a result they black-
listed me for six years. Nowadays I
am a trifle more careful. For one
thing, the management has changed,
and I have no reason to believe the
present management is doing anything
untoward, so it is easier to be
tolerant. The situation was other-
wise a dozen years ago.

Now of course
titles on the
bobble about,
or near their

there are a number of
LOCUS Tist, and they
cenerally starting at
high points ana
dropping with varying velocities off
the 1ist. I tend to notice those
titles that nudge up against mine,
as if I am standing on the DOWN-
escalator and looking about at the
people traveling with me. Some walk
down the moving stairs, in a hurry
to get off. If I ever saw a person
traveling up the down escaiator, I
would take notice. Well, one of
those other titles did something
like that. It started out below
mine, but dropped more slowly, so
that soon it was standing a step or
two above me. All right; these things
happen; the sales of novels do not
exactly parallel the travels of
people. After a tour of six months
it also dropped off the 1ist,
probably having sold about the same
number of copies mine had.

But after a month, this other novel
returned to the list. Now this is
1ike a man rising from the dead. I
may happen, but it is unusual. This
was no fluke, in this case; that
novel remained on the list, rising
until it stood higher than it ever
had in its first life. If my novel
had hung on a while because the
earlier readers told others about
it, what then was 1 to make of this
other one? The novel was The
Shadow of the Torturer, by Gene
Wolfe, and I decided T had better
investigate this personally.

It is a fascinating book, neither
fish nor fowl, called fantasy though
there is no fantasy in it. It is

a beautifully written tale of an
apprentice torturer who fails to
make the grade for quite human
reason, is banished to the
hinterland, and along the way
encounters assorted other odd and
human characters. The backgroud
society is revealed in quiet stages,
with the impression of depth and
tantalyzing mysteries. Wolfe is a
nearly flawless stylist, literate
without being obnoxious. He has a
very special insight into the
perplexities of reality. In one
place I had to note an exclamation
It of admiration in the margin. I
can't quote the passage because of
the strict wording of the copyright,
but it's on page 123 of the paperback
edition and covers the concept of
layers of reality lying like
archaeological artifacts beneath the
reality we perceive, using the whole
as an aspect of characterization of
a particular character. I was

amazed not only at the quality of
the book, but that the readers should
appreciate this level of writing
enough to restore it to the genre
bestseller list. In certain respects
the general readership is like a



herd of swine, rating the most
appalling junk above the most
exquisitely crafted literature. Too
often, the success of a given novel
seems inversely proportional to its
merit. 1 speak as one who has
capitalized on this phenomenon,
using the tricks of the trade to
generate consistent sales appeal,
while being unable even to sell
superior material. In Torturer I
perceived that rarity, a quality
narrative with commercial success.

And then it ended, guillotined
unfinished. This was disappointing
and infuriating. You see, I am of
the old school. I believe a novel
should have a clear beginning,
development, climax and resolution.
If that word climax suggests a
sexual parallel, perhaps it is
valid. An act of sexual love
proceeds with deliberate speed to a
mutual climax that is highly
satisfying to the participants, and
I think it is not surprising or
unreasonable that this pattern is
emulated in fiction. There are unkind
terms for people who deliberately
work up others to high sexual
expectation, then cut it off short.
Those terms should also apply to
those who present fragments as
complete novels. In the case of
Torturer, the development is so
smooth and consistent that I am sure
the author is proceeding towards a
truly splendid climax--but the
publisher must have cut it off,
almost it seemed in mid sentence, at
a convenient length for publication.
Pubiishers do that; again I know from
experience. Some publishers literally
do not care whether a novel has a
climax or meaning; they will
castrate it on the altar of a fixed
number of pages. Maybe some day we
shall see a new line of books:
PROCRUSTIAN PUBLICATIONS. Procrustus,
according to Greek legend, was a
robber who placéd his victims on an
iron bed, and either stretched them
to fit, or cut off what overlapped
to make them fit. Whatever the name,
this is too often the current
practice for novels. I think it is

a shame that a fine writer like
Wolfe has been treated this way.

Whatever the esthetic merit of the
system, it seems to be a winning
tactic. As I write this, the sequels
to my novel and Wolfe's book are on
the LOCUS hardcover list, running
respectively third and second. I
would judge from this that the
readers 1ike both the conventional
format and the fragment format, and
regard Wolfe as a better writer than
Anthony. In this they may be
correct. I suspect that when the
time comes to judge the best genre
series of the 80's, Wolfes series
will be the one to measure against.
I do recommend it.

pa

Your Erroneous Zones
Pulling Your Own Strings, Dr. Wayne
Dyer

These two books, published in 1976
and 1978 respectively, are part of
the genre of self-help books, what
the Dewey Decimel System used to
classify as "sermons." Other books

in the genre, not as good, are

Norman Vincent Peale's The Power of
Positive Thinking and Dale Carnegie's
How to Win Friends and Influence
People. 1 liked Dr. Dyer's books
better because they give more
emphasis to the readers' free choice
instead of being filled with
society-serving prescriptions for
"success." As examples of his kind of
success he includes Thoreau and
Gautama Buddha, anarchists both.

But his is a gentle form of
anarchism, free of the vituperation
of Ayn Rand.

He seems to have gathered his wisdom
from his own experience and those of
his group-therapy patients. I say
"seems" because the publisher omits
the customary biographical data,
including only the titles of his
three earlier books on group
therapy. I would like to know Dr.
Dyer's professional credentials but
he apparently thinks they don't
merit inclusion. In Pulling Your Own
Strings, he advises the reader not
to analyze, explain, apologize, or
think--to simply act. Then he does
Jjust that. He says his wisdom is
only common sense.

The books are written in a smooth
coversational style. I became so
engrossed I couldn't put them down;
I read each 250-page book in one
setting, only stopping to eat and
sleep. Most of his advice I adhere
to one hundred percent. What
impressed me was how Dr. Dyer learns
from criticism. The first book
completely ignored Feminism and
mentioned as good examples to follow
many WASP men and one WASP woman--
Katherine Hepburn. He describes a
couple trapped in a traditional
marriage but not the changes Feminism
is now making. On the other hand, in
the second book, he says, "It
intrigues me that football coaches
believe God has so little to do she
is concerned about who is coaching
what teams." Later in the book, he
mentions several U.S. feminists as
examples of successful striving. He
thinks Feminism--people joining in
groups to change attitudes towards
women--is at least as valuable a
development as jogging, holistic
medicine, and do-it-yourself home
and auto repair.

I have three areas of disagreement
with Dr. Dyer. First, he ignores the
value of psychotropic drugs in
turning a sick or obsessed person's
thinkina around. I remember my

father's hyperactivity--how he would
rush through the house yelling and
kicking doors; how every time he
watched television he would change
channels whenever a commercial came
on, every five minutes, completely
ignoring the others who were trying
to watch with him. And yet, if asked,
he would say, "I'm just keeping
busy." I also think of a former BNF
who was trying to write a story for
ANALOG who used to smoke one joint
after another until he died in an
accident. Both men needed a
psychiatrist and tranquilizers. I
take heavy tranquilizers, and my
only regret is that I wasn't steered
to a shrink sooner.

A second objection I had to the good
psychologist is the advice he gives
about refereeing quarreling children:
"Corrine can teach her children with
behavior rather than words, or she
can use words followed up by action.
Whe the children ask her to be a
referee, she can simply disappear.
Yes, I mean physically leave and
allow them to work out their own
disputes. She can go to the bathroom
and lock herself in, go for a short
walk (if the children aren't too
young to be left alone in the house),
and so on. Or she can just say,

'You settle it yourselves this time,'
and ignore their complaints about
it."

I think I know more about children
than Dr. Dyer. I raised my younger
sisters and babysat extensively, and
I say a parent figure is
Jrresponsible if she leaves children
under twelve for more than an hour
without planned activites. Children
get bored with reading and
television and pick fights with each
other to break the monotony. They
don't need an adult to play with
them all the time, but they do need
one to start them playing Monopoly
or cleaning house. Otherwise you can
expect hospital bills.

The most important objection I have
to these otherwise excellent advise
books is the authors sidestepping of
the problem of people who have
experienced a severe loss in their
lives, say from their family being
wiped out or from a physical
handicap. These books are really
intended only for middle-class
mildly neurotic people. As part of
a course in Jewish literature I
reread the Book of Job and the

books of the Nazi HoTocaust survivor
Elie Wiesel. Remember how Job is
stricken with boils after his
children are killed? I wrote, "Job's
boils are analogous to Elie

Wiesel's near-fatal accident. In
both cases, the survivor's body
turned traitor on him. After a great
loss comes anomie, which is the Soul
not wanted to rebuild the fallen
city or accept new love but only to
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nothing but that and forget that
the story must work as story. Not
so here. Nothing happens from which
anyone could draw any moral
whatsoever. The characters are
Toving, almost all of them;
perplexed; at cross-purposes. "I
thought I was separate from this
fate," one ruefully admits towards
the end. The story, as story, is
humane: that is its whole moral, if
one is to be sought.
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Shadowland, Peter Straub, Coward,
McCann & Geoghegan, Inc., 1980

Like Ghost Story, Peter Straub's
popular and successful novel of
1979, Shadowland is a literate and
civilized piece of supernatural
entertainment for those of us who
still prefer the traditional tale of
terror to gore and ghouls. In Ghost

upper-class prep school for boys,
where "Uncle Cole's" curiosity about
and interest in a successor for
Shadowland create a series of
uncanny happenings, and later at
Shadowland itself, his isolated
mansion, where the two boys spend
an increasingly terrifying summer,
Straub is in control, offering us
credible characters--especially the
boys, settings that make our senses
twitch, and genuine surprises. An
especially aesthetic merit of
Shadowland is the masterful use
Straub makes of the Grimms Brothers'
fairy tales as an underlying
controlling metaphor, for
"Shadowiand" is both a house--and a
state of being.

ncls

A Complete Manual of Amateur
Astronomy: Tools and Techniques

for Astronomical Observations, P.

Story it was Straub's avowed intent
to take the classical ghost story as
far as it could go, with a backward
glance at American traditions in
particular (it's no accident that
his two elderly lawyer protagonists
are named Hawthorne and James!), and

the combination of long-running curses

and shape-shifting apparitions with
the contemporary New England scene
recalled Shirley Jackson's The
Haunting of Hill House for some
readers.

In one way Ghost Story surpassed The
Haunting of Hill House in its
richness and complexity; in another
it was less effective: according to
Jackson, ghosts couldn't physically
harm men, only work on men's minds
to drive them to self-destructive
acts. Plenty of such psychological
manipulation was practiced in Ghost
Story, but the fact that ghoulish
Gregory could also kill and feed
upon humans made him less scary even
if more powerful, reducing him to
the direct physical menace of a
mugger. Moreover, loose ends weren't
perfectly tied off, and this reader
never felt satisfied as to why the
whole town of Milburn had been
selected for destruction.

Shadowland is a tigher, more careful,
book, even though it never equals
the stunning atmosphere of winter-

besieged Milburn, closed in, snowed
in, in a final claustrophobic terror.
Here, men's minds--or rather, boys'
minds--are again the designated
victims, and there is no need for
crude physical horror as a jealous,
immensely powerful, aging magician
brings all his dark gifts into a
focus beamed at his adolescent
nephew and the nephew's boarding-
school friend, a lad of even greater
latent talents for magic.

First in the enclosed world of an

Clay Sherrod with Thomas L. Koed,

'
/

Prentice-Hall, Inc., 1981, hc $24.95
pb $10.95

When I see a book that contains the
word "complete" in the title I'm
leary as to the accuracy of its
contents: not true with this book.
When one is involved in a science or
interest that is both exacting and
extraterrestrial, the word "complete"”
can cause one to disbelieve quickly.
The reason is rather obvious: how
can one ever be expected to document
a portion of, to say nothing about
the "complete" manual of, something
as vast as the study of the universe.
P. Clay Sherrod has come very close
to doing so; the reason is at first
very simple but I'm sure it took a
lot of though on his part. Rather
than defining astronomy and the
various avenues it has taken over
the years, Mr. Sherrod chose to
present his material as one would
teach it. (It is assumed that a
basic knowledge of astronomy is
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unquestionably science fiction.
Seven are within our field if you
broaden the definition to include
stories of madness from the view-
point of the insane person--such as
in L. Ron Hubbard's classic Fear--
and stories of psychic events. One
story has the same essence as Harlan
Ellison's "Shatterday" tho it is
written in a totally different style.
In almost all of the stories the
protagonists are under a strain or
have already broken. The one story
with no element of fantasy or SF is
“Symbiosis" about two girls, one
whose mother goes mad.

In "Planet Story" a survey team lands
on a perfect world. It is almost
like the Garden of Eden but some
mysterious force drives the crew
members mad one at a time. After
four have died, the rest leave
cataloging the planet as uninhabit-
able. Is there a malevolent force on
the planet, or is there something

in the human psyche which drives him
away from a paradisial world...a
sort of interior angel with flaming
sword?

The other pure SF story is "Ladies
and Gentlemen, This Is Your Crisis"
about an ultimate weekend-long game
show where four contestants are
placed in different wilderness
lTocations and must find their way
out at risk of life and 1imb. The
first to do so gains great wealth.
A1l four are sent there as therapy
by psychiatrists. The voyeuristic
experience acts as a catharsis for
the home viewers.

The title story (and longest one in
the book) is about a woman MD who
returns to her home town every
summer. The town is cut off by a new
dam and is dying with only 40 people,
all over 60, remaining. The town
casts a spell on her and a visiting
group of dream researchers from
Harvard, causing them to flee in
terror at the end. This is rather
Lovecraftian in its plot tho without
the overwriting.

"Mrs. Bagley Goes to Mars" is pure
whimsey. An unhappy housewife knows
a secret way to go to Mars and flees
there but finds it no better than
Earth so she goes to Ganymede which
is further away and more to her
1iking. Are the events ‘'read' or the
impressions of someone who has
cracked under the strain?

"The Hounds" are two beautiful dogs
of indeterminite breed which follow

a housewife home. They are very
friendly to her and do nothing
threatening, but something about them
drives her crazy, making her act
irrationally. She and her husband can
find no way to get rid of them and
one day while she is alone she shoots
them and buries them behind the barn.
When her husband and son return she

says they went away and they never
speak of them again. Do the dogs
have psychic power over her, or is
she simply bonkers? In the preface
Kate Wilhelm is quoted as saying she
herself does not know what the

story means.

The first story is "State of Grace"
about a housewife who sees some
'little people' in a tree in her
yard. Her engineer husband suspects
she has something there and has many
funny misadventures trying to
discover what. The story ends on a
sinister note as the creatures
scare him off. In the meantime she
keeps on making more and more
elaborate offerings to these wee
folk and this does seem to bring
the family luck. Or is she
hallucinating?

These stories, as you can see, are
very moody. I did enjoy the book,
tho. I do not remember having read
anything by her before this, but I
must have in my 30 years of reading
SF.

erm

A Dream of Kinship, Richard Cowper,
Timescape Books, 1981, 240 pp., $2.50

This is the sequel to Cowper's
extraordinarily good The Road to
Corlay. Although it picks up
directly where the first left off,
the aura of magic and wonder has
dissipated somewhere along the way,
and we are left with a rather slow
moving adventure story with nothing
really notable to offer us.

The Kinsmen, followers of the gentle
new religion of the bird and the
Child, have gathered at Corlay,
supposedly a haven for their
religious beliefs. But the
established church is not about to
allow a new threat to their
continued supremacy in the world,
and the Falcons begin to ride once
more, killing and intimidating. As
one might expect, the plot to wipe
out the followers of the White Bird
is full of holes, leaks to the
general public, and the backlash is
sufficient to accelerate the very
change the authorities feared.

Cowper is usually an excellent
writer, even his minor novels are
very entertaining, and this is no
exception. I don't know if he plans
any additional stories of Corlay,
but 1 hope not. When Stuart Gordon
wrote his very similar One Eye Two
Eye Three Eye trilogy a few years
back, he was able to sustain the
mood throughout the series, building
to a logical climax. Cowper seems
not to have had an original climax
in mind, and A Dream of Kinship is
almost an afterthought, with no real
1ife of its own.

dd'am

Tomorrow's Heritage, Juanita Coulson,
Ballantine, 1981, $2.75

As I exlained to Ms. Coulson, I was
more than a little apprehensive about
her book when I saw that Ballantine
was giving it the full hype
treatment. I guess it was Dragon's
Egg that really drove home the fact
that extraordinary publicity does

not necessarily mean an extraordinary
product. It gives me great pleasure
to announce that the publisher's
estimation of this book is not
misplaced.

This tale revolves around the
discovery of an extrasolar probe
heading for Earth from Out There.
Todd Saunder, head of the largest
communications system in the worid,
is the Prometheus and must find the
best way to prepare a sure-to-be-
aroused public for the coming of this
alien artifact with its unknown
mission. Vying for control of one of
the larger power blocs is Saunder's
brother, Patrick. It is this quest
for power combined with Todd's
discovery which could jeopardize it
that provides most of the impetus
for this yarn.

A1l this is played against a back-
ground world that has survived a
"Timited" nuclear exchange and is
governed under unique new alignments
of power. Earth of the early 21st
century has much the same disparate
combination of high technological
achievments and low social develop-
ment: personal flying transport,
space colonies, and cryogenic

human preservation systems coexist
with starvation, urban decadence,
and mob mentality. This is to me a
realistic amalgam of what the future
may hold for us. But intertwined
with this depressing era are glimpses
of human courage and questing for
knowledge.

mb

Eglerio! In Praise of Tolkien

110 pages - paperback - $3.95

Partial contents:

* An appreciation of Tokien and his
Lord of the Rings by Anne Etkin

* Unpublished letters about Tolkien
by C.S. Lewis

* Lewis' famous LONDOH TIMES
biographical obituary of Tolkien

* Nan Scott's account of her visit
with Tolkien

* Photos of Tolkien, his homes and
countryside which inspired his
stories.

Order from Anne Etkin, 6819 2nd
Street, Riverdale, MD 20737.
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variety of subject matters, and
ample cross-references. It will have
all sorts of usefulness to anscestor-
hunters, social history students,
authors hunting ideas for plots, and
goodness only knows who else. But
even if funding continues to be
available, one library official
estimates that it will take ten
years to complete the index through
the first 100 years, and that will
be the easy century because almost
all newspapers until near the end of
the 19th century were weeklies in
Hagerstown, and in the second
century there are dailies which
create six times as much work. It
couldn't be down without computer
help, of course; I haven't even had
the ambition to tackle a simple
indexing task by scribbling which
would make A Wealth of Fable much
more useful to readers. I admire the
energy that the Write Now people
have been displaying but I have
doubts about the timing. The letters
and telephone calls should have been
made six or eight years ago and they
should have been as spontaneous as
the unorganized campaign that saved
STAR TREK. Anything that appears to
be inspired by an organization will
be less effective. Government

people have had it up to here with
Tobbyists and special interest
groups.

I admire Frank Paul as an artist more
than Terry Jeeves and most of today's
other fans do. I still think he'll

be discovered eventually by the
mundane art world and will gain the
same stature in the history of art

as other primitives like Gaughan.
Incidentally, when Paul's cover
illustrations were being published,
there were letter section complaints
about the improbably colors he
imparted to the sky, planetary
surfaces, and other areas. [ keep
thinking how far ahead of his time
Paul was when I see the same thing
appearing in computer-enhanced
photographs which the nation's space
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program has made possible elsewhere
in the solar system, in which the
colors are deliberately altered to
clarify details or make things look
more dramatic. And I share Harry
Andruschak's gloom over the state of
the nation's space program. But I
wonder if it could be the right time
to try something different: work for
more international cooperation on
space exploration and technology. I'm
sure the USSR wouldn't want to build
spv satellites jointly with the
United States. But there must be
non-military, expensive projects
which no one nation wants to finance
but which joint financing and
cooperative construction would make
feasible.

The new theories about Tolkien's
sources caused me to wonder how the
Giddings-Holland methods would work
with other fiction which has long
been enjoyed by both young and oid.
I quickly discovered that one famous
older novel is really a retelling of

the New Testament. Consider its title:

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer.
Adventures is an obvious reference
to Advent, the time just before the
coming of Christ with which the New
Testament begins. Tom is a pun on the
French word temps, symbolizing the
fact that events twenty centuries
earlier are being retold in a much
later time. Sawyer is an old word for
carpenter, which was Christ's trade.
Mark Twain's name is generally
explained as originating in an old
steamboat navigating phrase, but it's
real significance is to be found in
the fact that Mark is the second
Gospel in the New Testament and
Twain means two. The first words in
the book are spoken by Aunt Polly,
whose name is clearly meant to refer
to anti-polytheism. See how easy it
is? On the other hand, it was very
good to see Ruth Berman again
represented in a fanzine with a long
article. Her subject matter seems to
convey an unspoken message, about
how children have changed. It's hard
to imagine Shakespeare figuring in
anything that interests most children
today, as he did so frequently even
within the lifetime of the most
senior citizens of today. And
Sherwood Frazier's summary of the
shuttle payload plans cause me to
realize how science fiction failed
in one respect. Remember all the
stories in which just a few pounds
one way or another were the
difference between success and
failure of a space journey? No
self-respecting prozine editor would
have permitted a writer to commit
such a scientific mistake as to
describe pioneers on the moon
carrying the extra weight of a golf
ball along with them.

The NIEKAS art is splendid,
particularly the covers. But I think

you're wasting some of the interior
filler illustrations which are so
fine in postage stamp dimensions
that they really should be enlarged
to occupy the amount of space which
their excellency deserves.

Marsha Jones

9 Cecil Rd.

Prenten Birkenhead
Merseyside L42 9PF
England

Re: Ruth's description of Barrie's
"Dear Brutus", BBC recently did a
lovely production of it. I'd seen it
a long time ago, 1 think of that
lovely series PLAY OF THE WEEK and
it made a very strong impression on
me even then, though I hadn't
remembered the author or the title.
Perhaps seeing it performed rather
than readina it makes the difference
for while I agree with Ruth's
reading of the character Lob, I
didn't find the play tending to
spill over into sentimentality.
Possibly this was because of the
very clear implication that not all
of those who walked in Brutus Wood
came back. A very very few followed
their alternate path to wherever.

It seemed to be Lob's function to
assemble groups of people who had
chosen one path at some point in
their past to walk through Brutus
Wood onto the path they would have
taken if they had chosen differently
and it seemed to me to be both his
amusement and a sadness to him to see
how few chose to stay with the
alternate path, expecially in the
very rare instance where that
alternate was better than their
present life.

You're wrong about the genesis of
Tricon, Ed. The three contendors didn't
drop out and then come up with a
joint bid to save the worldcon. The
three groups were all very friendly
to begin with and when it started to
become obvious that the Cleveland
bid had gained the advantage the
other two dropped out in Cleveland's
favor. After that, it was decided that
the most sensible thing to do was
for the three groups to merge their
strengths to put on the best
possible con, although the Syracuse
bid probably helped that decision
along. It was all very pleasant and
friendly, unlike some of the bitter
bidding rivalries that have cropped
up since then. (Or it certainly
looked that way from my point of
view and I was pretty heavily
involved with the Cleveland bid.)

Diana: 1'd revise the question
slightly and instead ask why do some
people who lack the talent for any
real literary achievement of their
own feel that they have to try and
drag someone else's achievement down






proof that they influenced his
writing." The evidence we use is in
the text of The Lord of the Rings,
no in his reading habits.

Susan Shwartz: Yes, I call him
Tollers. This was generally accepted
as his nickname. I do not know what
she means by "terminally...coy."
Terminologically, perhaps? I would
contest most vigorously that Tolkien

didn't spend his 1ife on puns and
crosswords--he was intoxicated by
them, and the evidence is quite
overwhelming. We do not restrict
interest to The Lord of the Rings/
King Solomon's Mines--the book
discusses a very wide range of
references, from Mithras to Malory,
Tennyson, Shakespeare, the Indo-
European languages, Hindu mythology,
etc. etc. I hope she does have the
sense to wait and see the book
before, as she so poetically puts
it, she "throws up." Although Susan
Shwartz might well be surprised at
some of the things which people who
work for the BBC and who teach in
technical colleges actually do not
know, the Indo-Germanic link is
known here, and, I would modestly
suggest, given fairly hefty
treatment in our book. What is said
here about The Lord of the Rings not
getting serious attention here is, in
fact, true (and pity 'tis tis true).
I know things are different in the
USA (I used to teach college there)
but in the UK, though it is widely
read, The Lord of the Rings has had
very very scant academic recognition
(if any). I do not know any English
scholar, apart from Tom Shippey who
has devoted much intellectual energy
to it at all. And as a research
subject, why, it is hardly known
here: the most outstanding work has
been done by American scholars
(Helms, Nitzsche, Petty, Noel,
Kilby, etc.).

Poul Anderson: mistakes the article
for a book review, which it is not.
We do not pick and choose regardless
of context. The whole case is

rooted in a textual study of The
Lord of the Rings.

Nan C. Scott: It was at one time my
intention that the book be called
THE SHORES OF MIDDLE EARTH. This
was not because we could not spell,
but because there was a deliberate
pun there--Middle Earth Sea was the
English name for the Mediterranean
as late as the reign of Queen
Elizabeth I. In the event the book
by Elizabeth Holland and me was
called The Shores of Middle-earth
when it was published here, but when

we gave the interview to the SUNDAY
TIMES, the provisional title was The
Shores of Middle Earth. We believe
the real geography is to be located
in the Mediterranean area, hence the
title of our book. The documentary
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evidence that she asks for is not in
"Jetters, diaries" etc. but in the
text of The Lord of the Rings.
Tolkien, I'm afraid, was not too old
to be influenced by a book written
for children in 1908. The Inklings
read it into adulthood, as Carpenter,
C.S. Lewis, Walter Hooper, Roger
Lancelyn Green all testify. The clue
is not silly. Tolkien always offers
clues Tike this--Moria/Moriah,
Blackmore/black mere, Haggard rider/
Rider Haggard--throughout the book.
Yes, of course we agree with her
about Tolkien's ability--"transforming
genius"--this is the main reason we
wrote the book.

Robert Bloch: We agree fully with his
comment that Tolkien might have
patterned his book on childhood
reading, but we agree even more with
the "immensely individual conceit" he
claims to see in The Lord of the
Rings.

Andre Norton: We question the
unsupported assertion that that it

is far "more apparent that Tolkien
was influenced by Tegends and older
lore." This is one of the reasons we
wrote the book.

Anne Etkin: this writer is a
delightful humourist, but really our
evidence is more substantial than
the Peter Rabbit hypothesis. I can
remember the guy who said that he
could prove that Agatha Christie
wrote Johnson's Lives of the Poets
--and 1 recall Calyin Hoffman's case
that Marlowe really wrote Shakespeare
~-but our evidence is more
substantial, we think, than a vague
gesture towards yet unearthed
secrets in the Walsingham tomb. I
think it would be a good idea
actually to read J.R.R. Tolkien:

The Shores of MiddTe Earth before
actually pronouncing {or denouncing).
It is all rather depressing to be
sentenced, convicted, and executed
without the evidence having been

put forward and properly considered.

We both found the articles in NIEKAS
very stimulating and a great deal of
fun. It was good of Roger Waddington
to bring the publication of them to

our attention.

Archie Mercer
Lyonesse, Rope Wk.
Mt. Hawke TRURO
Cornwall TR4 BDW
U.K.

NIEKAS (pronounced NUKE US of
course) No. 26 is to hand, so you
may consider your various selves
thanked as appropriate. Even the
typoes this time are better
reproduced.

Diana Wynne Jone's stories seem to
turn up sooner or later in Puffins
(i.e., juvenile Penguins) over

here. Even so, Anne (sorry: I mean
Or. Anne) mentions several that I
have yet to meet. Let's see. This
household seems to have Power of 3,
Cart & Cwidder, Charmed Life, Eight
Days of Luke (one she doesn't
mention), and we seem to have
discarded Wilkins' Tooth and The
Ogre Downstairs.

Thank you for pointing out that L5 is
a Lagrange earth orbital point. Next
question: how can I tell a Lagrange
earth orbital point from a dish of
Yung Chow fried rice? (And do I have
to??. Your (NIEKAS's) whole space-
orientated sector reads, to me,
something like: The ABC have prevented
the XYZ from putting OPQ into UVW in
time for the ZYX to RST the LMN at
2200 hours GMT. (I am, theoretically,
in favour of space exploration on

the grounds that the further-flung
we are, the more likely some of us
are to survive longer than the
others. Beryl's even more in favour
than I am. But unless the wrong thing
goes off prematurely, it's something
that's bound to happen and expand

and go on happening and expanding,
though it takes centuries/millenia

to get anywhere really important.)

To Diana Paxson, I would say that I
have on previous occasions realised
that just because two phenomena are
apparently linked, one does not have
to be the cause of the other. They
can just as well both be effects of
the same cause. I suspect that Tolkien
and Buchan/Haggard stand in that
sort of a relationship. As Nan

Scott points out, too, the
Withywindle was not within the
Shire. Anne Etkin has a couple of
good clinchers, too.

Whilst I enjoyed Terry Jeeves's
article about illustrating sf, I
must point out that he writes from
the point of view that stories
should be illustrated. There is an
alternative viewpoint, i.e., that
stories should be able to stand on
their own merits as stories, without
any illustrations whatsoever.
Suppose that there was a convention
that every work of pictorial art had
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environment, it seems to me, is
precisely the wrong place to be
dogmatic. The absolutist "there is

no God" is not a very scientific
point of view and when you're dealing
with fans of speculative literature,
is wholly out of place.

It is my view that the idea(s) of
"God" is not only an appropriate
theme for speculative 1it., but
speculation on that theme is one of
the most valuable contributions our
field can make to humanity in general.
Religious literature is in a sense
not very speculative...that is, in
the sense that the speculative
horizon is always severely limited
by certain "givens".

I can probably best contribute to
this ongoing discussion by relating
my own experience in the matter. In
that sense the most important sf book
I ever read was Clarke's Childhood's
End. I read it many, many years ago
and always thought it was one of the
best books I had ever read. But many
years later some of its themes
clicked together with other material
to form what is now my own
conception of "God".

You know, what we read plants seeds
in our brains that sprout up into
(sometimes) the most unexpected
forms at unexpected times. Perhaps
it sounds peculiar to suggest that

I built a theology out of such
diverse things as the Clarke book
and Marc Connelly's play THE GREEN
PASTURES. ..but books can be as
important for the concepts we

derive from them as other books are
important for the hard data we can
obtain. Central to C.E., for instance,
is the idea of God as a being which
is organically part of the evolving
universe, and not an omniscent/
omnipotent creator which is essent-
ially outside its creation. The more
I think about that concept, the more
striking I find it...and the more
probable. (Which of course

instantly raises the question
whether there can be a multiplicity
of these beings.)

This is a field which could be an
even more fertile one for f/sf than
it currently is. Some people who are
hooked on dogmas get upset at
speculations, but that's tough. A1l
dogmas are just crystallized
speculations, anyway. The notion

that any religion has a handle on

the Truth is laughable...and certainly
none of the pretend-religions of this
century are even close. Now there's
dogma for you. I'd rather read a

good novel.

Arthur Jean Cox's favorite computer
joke was published years ago as a
short-short, I forget by whom...
Frederick Brown?...it was one of a
series of one-pagers I saw in a
collection of longer stories.
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Anne Braude
6721 E. McDowell, #309-A
Scottsdale, AZ 85257

...Although I have very little
interest in Heinlein and none at all
in horror fiction, I enjoyed Fred's
article and Don D'Ammassa’s column
very much. I don't read horror
stories because of a very unfortunate
introduction to Poe when I was ten
years old, which left me with night
terrors for three solid years. I
still am subject to nightmares when

I read the stuff, so [ don't read the
stuff. (I was probably the only
college freshman in history to be
terrified by the research for my
Freshman English term paper, which I
did on the horror story in order to
cure myself of susceptibilty. It
didn't work.) One area Don didn't
mention is the Gothic novel, which

frequently has a supernatural element.

Perhaps, 1ike a lot of people, he
considers the whole genre beneath
contempt; but anyone who reads Ann
Radcliffe can't be all that devoted
to the high aesthetic line. The only
author in that area that I read is
Barbara Michaels, whom I have
mentioned favorably before; one

thing that makes her books interest-
ing is that you never know beforehand
whether the supernatural element is
going to prove to be genuine or will
turn out to be faked, a la Radcliffe,
so you can have fun trying to
outguess the author as in the more
traditional mystery novel.

David Palter
1811 Tamarind Ave. apt. 22
Hollywood, CA 90028

...There is, however, an incidental
remark in [Harry Adnruschak's] review
of the state of the space effort,
which I must disagree with. That is
the claim that "FTL is a cheap plot
device for lazy SF writers; there
seems to be no support from modern
physics for the idea.” Here we go
again. Everything I said in issue

27 about the use of telepathy and
time travel in SF will apply equally
well to FTL. To briefly recap, FTL
may very well be impossible now and
impossible forever. It is also quite
possible that future advances in
physics will someday make FTL
possible. In the meanwhile the
possibilities of SF plotting are
greatly broadened by the assumption
that FTL is possible, and so it is
quite legitimate for SF writers to
write from that premise, nor is this
a cheap or lazy plot device. It is
also perfectly good for those authors
who prefer to work with the assump-
tion of an inviolable speed of light
limit, to do so and see what kind of
stories can be thereby generated.
The genre of SF recognizes no
limits; if the writing is good no

speculation is taboo. SF is not
(despite some of the early efforts
of Uncle Hugo) intended primarily as
a science lesson. Inadvertent
scientific errors resulting from the
ignorance of the writer are of course
clumsy and objectionable. However,
deliberate alteration of known
scientific principle is a basic
technique of SF and should not be
objected to. SF, necessarily, does
not write only about what is known
to be possible, but speculates as
well about what may be possible.
That, by the way, is probably a good
definition of SF. (If I may indulge
in that fanish device, defining SF.)

As always, NIEKAS is graced with
magnificent cover illos. My comp-
liments to Steve Fox and Eddie Jones.

Nan C. Scott
1638 Barker Ave.
Lawrence, KA 66044

I enjoyed Ed's demolition of Ayn
Rand's wretched books. Be assured
that there are many of us who regard
her books and ideas with real
loathing, not just critical
distaste!

What a pleasure to read Anne

Braude on the detective novel! I
hope she'1l continue this series.

It seems to me that the past is a
secondary world of sorts, and that
the mystery novels I most enjoyed
re-reading, even when I know
"whodunnit", are those set in the
Lond of the years between World War
I and World War II. London as it was
then, that vanished social milieu of
Sayers and early Margery Allingham,
is a world nearly as different from
ours as Pern--and just as unreachable.

I've enclosed a short review of
Peter Straub's Shadowland, although
perhaps Don D'Ammassa is planning to
treat it at greater length in the
future. It's a worthy successor to
his Ghost Story, and I'm frustrated
at finding that our local library
hasn't any of his earlier novels.
Does anyone out there know if there
are the same kind of wonderfully
scary stuff as his two latest books?
Will D'Ammassa's series go back as
far as Shirley Jackson, or will be
focus only on more recent writers?
[see "The Haunted Library"]

Ed, T feel your review of The
Borrowers sells that excellent
children's fantasy short. "Their
lifestyle," you say, "is cutesy," a
word guaranteed to turn anyone off
the book. But there is a lot more to
the Borrowers' 1ife under the floor
than the kind of dollhouse
miniaturizing that little girls
like. Arietty is the eternal
adolescent, yearning for wider
horizons and a chance to explore her
world, even at the risk of her life,
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