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ALIEN THOUGHTS
BY THE EDITOR ‘

THE FUTURE SNEAKS IN...

on us with quiet little feet.
We don't quite notice it in the
corners of our vision. Then---
WHAM! Television. CRASH!---space-
flight. THUD!---cloning and gene-
splicing. KABLOOOIE!---robots.

The Japanese have developed
robot factory 'workers'. They
don't look human, but they out-
perform humans in their narrow
fields. These robots are only
smart machines...with a limit to
their smarts...so far. But the
cunning Japanese are into giving
machines the ability to understand
a limited amount of human speech...
about 100 words so far...and of
course they can talk, too.

So what we have here is the
likelihood of a factory full of
various grades of robots, serviced
by robots, monitored by top-of-the-
line robots who are in turn managed
by a small cadre of humans.

All this made possible by micro
chips and the related computer tech-
nology.

It's an extension, the progres-
sion of labor-saving machines. In-
sidious.

We have (and will have much more
of) dozens of world-wide super corpor-
ations controlling thousands of other
corporations in every mixed economy
in the world. These super corporat-
tions think big: a billion dollars
saved is a billion dollars earned.
People don't count except as tools,
as conduits for transmission of
wealth and power. Super corporat-
ions think of people in masses---in
millions. On that level a carefully
disguised holding company in New
York (let's say) which controls ten
conglomerates, each of which controls
thirty diversified or specialized
manufacturing companies or financial
institutions... That innocent-ap-
pearing holding company and the man
or family or small group which con-
trols it, will easily order a con-
version to robotics for this divis-
ion, that sector....and will not be
bothered with tiny local consequenc-
es.

The intent is to cut costs and
increase profits. The intent is to
increase market shares, to gain sell-
ing leverage, to gain ever more con-
trol! To elliminate competition and
to minimize X-factors---to create a
smooth-running, all-powerful money-
making organism of linked agents,
employees, organizations and machin-
es.

These super corporations which
really, now, rule our planet, are

the Genghis Khans of today. They
are utterly ruthless, utterly merci-
less in their savage competition a-
mong themselves and in their treat-
ment of those inconsequential humans

who suffer when these gods do battle.

The future in our future is not
being created for your benefit or
mine. If we prosper it will be be-
cause of chance or because we hap-
pen to live in the right corporate
sector...or because we perceive
the masked reality behind the facade
of '"'government'' and ''nation' and
adjust our thinking---and allegianc-
es?---to that reality.

In the future planned for us,
your mission will be to buy as you
are told, work as you are forced,
and think as you are convinced.

If you choose to accept that role
you'll be a victim of the future.

If you realize the significance
o the coming wave of robotics and
"artificial life' created for com-
mercial use, and if you can ''see'
the gigantic, interlocked power
structures behind the corporate
sector called government, then you
possibly can turn those insights to
your advantage...mostly by getting
out of the way of onrushing ''adjust-
ments'' and titanic power struggles.
It might even be possible to take
advantage of the surges and eddies
of the tides of power...and disast-
er.

Disaster. Yes, Virginia, that
little holding company in New York
controlled by a few people and their
high-priced advisors---and the doz-
ens of other key holding companies
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throughout the world---often make
dumb mistakes, miscalculate, screw
up. They are controlled by humans
and their snafus are as inevitable
as yours and mine.

Only theirs cost more---and
while they pay in loss of multi-
billions of dollars...losses of
markets...losses of sectors (na-
tions, sometimes)---the resulting
damage in local financial and soc-
ial terms can be and usually is
devastating and often fatal.

The basic message of this ed-
itorial is that the future is not
in our control and we have to under-
stand that. The future is not be-
ing designed for our benefit, and
we have to realize that. The fu-
ture is dangerous as hell, and we
damn well better know that---or
suffer the consequences.

In the world we live in now
we bet our lives our fortunes and
our honor, and it's best to know
the who-what-when-where-why and how
of the bet and the game and the
house.

I'm not saying these gigantic
corporate octopi are wrong or evil.
They have been growing and develop-
ing through the centuries since the
end of Medieval times. With the
growth of technology, populations
and the exploitations of the plan-
et's mineral wealth, the concentra-
tions of financial/ownership power
have also exploded in size.

They exist. They manipulate.
They struggle for domination. It
is to their advantage that the mass-
es of people they control directly
and indirectly not realize the true
flows of power and control in the
world. That has always been the
case above the tribal level of soc-
ieties.

The super, 'transnational' cor-
porations are natural.and inevitable
given our level of civilization and
economies. And I'd say the present
"mix'" of socialism/capitalism, demo-
cracy/dictatorship in the world is
also natural within a cycle, within
instinctual social limits.

Mankind is natural. Our works
and organizations and desires are
natural. And the constant deep
tidal shifts of social, cultural,
psychic---instinctual---forces is
natural on every level.

It's a great show.

And we're all actors. And if
you really want to, you can choose
your role (within limits) and how
long your part lasts (within limits.)

So it goes.

MEANWHILE, WHERE THE TIRE MEETS THE
Rlelll

A new product report. As many
of you know, I'm a dedicated bicy-



clist, and I've pissed and moaned
for years off and on about the cre-
tins who throw bottles out of cars
(presumably to hear the nice tinkle
as the bottle breaks, but actually
as an act of aggression, an expres-
sion of hostility to society and
in a malicious hope that some poor
bicyclist (or car with very bald
tires) will get a flat).

I've had more than my share of
flats, I think.

And I've prayed for a company
to develop an airless bicycle tire.

Some one has. Sears now sells
an airless tire in three sizes---
27" for racing bikes, 26" for your
basic three-speed or one speed
touring bike, and the 20" for those
immitation-motorcycle designed bikes
with the banana saddles.

And just in time, too, with cit-
ies and counties cutting back on
street-cleaning budgets, leaving
that broken glass to accumulate
and spread (it's a malignant social
disease) for an extra week or two
or three...

It has reached the point now
that every curbside area of every
major street is a glittering mine-
field that traffic forces the bi-
cyclist to ride through. And this
situation will only get worse.

How good are these airless tir-
es? How are they made? What do
they cost?

They're made of polyurethane
and have a nylon-reinforced bead.
They have a comparmentalized inner
structure to keep the shape of the
tire and to resist flattening by
the weight of the bike and rider.

They give a harder ride---you
feel bumps more and you have to
work a little harder. The bike
won't coast as well. The tires are
heavier than regular tubes-and-
tires.

They cost $12.99 each for the
26" size. I presume that price
holds for the other sizes, too.
They are supposed to last twice
as long as a regular bicycle tire.
And they cost twice as much as
a regular tube-and-tire.

The trade-off is flat-free
riding against a harder, more
effortfull ride.

Pay your money---take your
choice. I tried two and liked
them well enough to buy two for
Paulette's bike. If she doesn't
like them I'll save them for re-
placements on my bike.

Now I know if I ride five miles
downtown I won't ever have to walk
back part or all the way.

Peace of mind is worth a little
extra work.

By the way, getting these things
on a rim is a helluva job.

HI-HO, THE R.E.G. IS DEAD, ONE-
TRACK R.E.G., BORING R:EiGi 4o,

This will be essentially a re-
peat of the last entry in REG, so
REG-subscribers may wish to pass
onward.

Briefly, because of a dissatis-
faction with REG---A Personal Journ-
al, I've decided to stop trying to
make it be a personal journal, re-
title it, and, with the collabora-
tion of a friend (and letter-writ-
ers) create a new publication more
suited to my current (and growing)
interests.

REG began a couple years ago with

a fairly l.rge personal-experiences
content. It wasn't like the naked
psyche REGs 1-2-3 of 1971-2 before
it metamorphosed into THE ALIEN
CRITIC, but it was okay.

As the issues passed it became
more and more an opinionzine, a com-
mentzine...and more and more devoted
to dismal economics and doomsaying
politics. Or vice-versa.

I made terrible personal vows
to make it more varied, more person-
al. I failed. I failed. And so,
with #23, I bowed, scraped, and gen-
uflected to the inevitable.

I might not have capitulated so
soon had not a young man entered in-
to my life who is markedly intelli-
gent, with astonishing curiosity,
memory and ''linkage'' abilities---a
phenomenal store of knowledge, and
an incredible array of sources of
information. Basic info. Behind-
the-scenes info. He has a psychic
nose for buried bodies in the news.

So it was natural that our com-
plementary interests and slants-of-
mind be joined in unholy labor to
write, edit and publish the bloody
child of REG.

Behold, shrieking in anger,
hanging by its feet: CONSPIRACY
NEWSLETTER.

CONSPIRACY NEWSLETTER will be
in the REG format: eight pages,

[but always offset], mailed first
class in #10 envelopes. And CON-
SPIRACY NEWSLETTER will be monthly.

Indeed, the first issue should
be published and available by the
time you read this.

The price will be $1. for a sam-
ple copy. $10. per year.

Current REG subscribers will
receive (N at their original REG
rates through their subscriptions.
Renewals will be at CN rates.

My co-editor and co-writer has
some sensitive Washington D.C. and
New York (and other areas) sources.
He does not wish to be identified.
Nor, for that matter, do I. There
will be no credit lines in CONSPIR-
ACY NEWSLETTER. We'll be publishing

a few letters per issue, if appropri-

ate, and all letter writers to CN
should indicate if the letter is

for publication, and if the writer's
name should be used (and address?).

We want letters containing solid
information and a credible conspir-
acy angle. Pure opinion, dogma and
vituperation letters will find the
round file.

We will be trying to show our
readers the news behind the news,
the lies and management of what-is-
revealed. The underlying forces.

These days, the paranoid mind
is the sane mind.

HANGING THE
ADMINISTRATOR.
HELPED A LTne ..
PiTY I cANT HANG
THEM ALt !

CONSPIRACY
NEWSLETTER

CONSPIRACY NEWSLETTER
monitors the lies and |
manipulations behind
the news:

INFLATION
CANCER
PORNOGRAPHY
ROCKEFELLER
RECESSION
TAXES
ASSASSINATIONS
FOREIGN "DEALS"
THE COMING WAR

Sample $1.

-- $10 Yr.

Send to:
CONSPIRACY NEWSLETTER
P.0. Box 11408

Portland, OR 97211
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ITS ALL
TRUE

Selected Essays From
THE ENGINES OF THE NIGHT: Science Fiction in the Eighties
To Be Published By DOUBLEDAY

L
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PART TWO

SON OF THE TRUE AND TERRIBLE

There is no way in which a con-
temporary audience -- even the con-
temporary audience for quote serious
unquote fiction -- can understand
the degree of humiliation and self-
revulsion many science fiction writ-
ers suffered until at least the early
sixties. Phillip K. Dick in a recent
introduction to a collection has writ-
ten movingly of this; all through his
first decade it was impossible for a
science fiction writer to be regard-
ed by writers in other fields or in
the universities as a writer at all.
College professors of English regard-
ed the genre as sub-literate, the
timeless man-on-the-street thought
it was crazy. Word-rates were low,
the readers were limited and one op-
erated from the outset in the convic-
tion that work of even modest ambi-
tion would live and die within the
same walls that the debased work did.
Dick remembers meeting the literary
writer Herbert Gold at a party in the
mid-fifties and asking for his auto-
graph; Gold gave him a card inscrib-
ed "to my colleague, Phillip K. Dick"
and Dick carried this around for
vears because it was the first ac-
knowledgment from a literary person
that his work had any existence.

Phillip Klass has an anecdote
even more horrible in his essay 'Jazz
Then, Musicology Now', published in a
1972 FANTASY § SCIENCE FICTION ''col-
lege issue'. (At that time courses
on science fiction at the university
level were in the first flush.) In
1945, Klass and a graduate student
in English friend of his met Theodore
Sturgeon in an automat; Sturgeon
(whose ''Killdozer!' had just about
then been published in ASTOUNDING)
talked passionately and at length of
the artistic problems of science fic-
tion, the particular challenges of
the genre, the demands of a medium
in which expository matter was of
central importance to a story yet
could not be permitted to overbalance
it. After Sturgeon left them, Klass's
friend said with an amused laugh,
""These science fiction writers, they
really think of themselves as writers,
don't they? I mean he's talking
about this stuff seriously as if he
were writing literature!"

A writer who came into this field
after 1965 cannot really know what
it must have been like for Sturgeon
and Dick, Kornbluth or Sheckley. At
no time has it ever been easy to at-
tempt serious work in this form but
after 1965 science fiction's audi-
ence had increased, there was some
crossover of that audience and the
audiences for literature of other
sorts and because of Sputnik, the as-
sassinations, the Apollo Project and



the employment of the cliches of the
form by certain successful commerc-
ial novelists -- Drury, Wallace, Le-
vin all had bestsellers which were
thematic science fiction -- the form
had a certain grudging cachet; peop-
le might not know what you were writ-
ing (or care about it) but at least
they had heard of it. In the nine-
teen-fifties the only people other
than crazy kids who would even admit
to kmowledge of the form were a few
engineering or scientific types and
they kept the magazines well hidden.

There must have been a lot of
rage in these fifties writers, rage
and recrimination and (most commonly)
self-loathing for even being involv-
ed in the form and, after a while
(because you fell into the habits and
also because you became labeled) be-
ing unable to write anything else un-
less one was willing to repudiate the
totality of one's career, adopt a
pseudonym and start all over again.
That rage was fueled by low advances,
capricious editors, predatory pub-
lishers, policies in the book mark-
ets which consigned any science fic-
tion novel to a defined audience,
printed or overprinted a given num-
ber of copies and after throwing them
into the market out-of-printed the
book. (And then cheated on the roy-
alty statements.) It was fueled yet
further by the perception of most of
these writers of the disparity be-
tween their work -- galaxies, world-
conquering, heroes, superheroes, gal-
actic drives, the hounds of heave
and their lives which were limited,
entrapped, penurious and often drench-
ed with alcohol. Even a moderately
intelligent writer could see the dis-
junction and its irony, some dealt
with it by writing witty and highly
ironic science fiction but others
went deeper into megalomania and fan-
tasy and their promise was lost.

None of these writers were helped,
either by the fact that television
and the movies were appropriating
their work to make cheap, mass-mark-
et pap of it; sometimes they paid
low rights fees (Campbell got $500
for the movie rights to WHO GOES
THERE?) but most often they simply
plagiarized. The fifties science
fiction writer was a true Van Vogt
protagonist: surrounded by vast,
inimical, malevolent powers who re-
garded him without compassion, strug-
gling to reach some kind of goal
whichhe could not define. ‘But um-
like the Gosseyns the fifties science
fiction writer had no weapon shops of
Isher, no Korzbyskian logic, no see-
saw, no secret plans, no occasionally
helpful overlords. He had only his
colleagues to help him along and they
were in as much trouble as he. Under
these circumstances the body of work
turned out by the best twenty or
thirty writers and its astonishing
quality are a monument to the human

spirit (or its perversity) perhaps
unparalleled in the history of the
so-called arts.

#ie

'"What you have to do with this
stuff, a science fiction writer/edit-
or warned me a long time ago, '"is
just to sit down with an outline and
crank it; reel it out the same way
that you'd do pornography or a sado-
masochistic suspense novel. Other-
wise it doesn't pay; if you really
get involved with it, try to have
original conceptions or work themout
in an original way; you'll slow down
to the point where you can't possib-
ly justify the word-rates. If you're
going to write science fiction for a
living or even try to make it work
as a sideline you have to do it fast.
You can't take it seriously like so
many of you guys nowadays are trying
to do."

Without making a value judgment
on the remarks (which are obviously
correct for most of us; even in the
decade of five-figure advances for
genre science fiction, the average
return for a science fiction novel
is about five thousand dollars),
they function as explanation of why

no science fiction writer has publish-

ed more than two or three books of
the first rank. In 1960, reviewing
Budrys' ROGUE MOON, James Blish stat-
ed that no science fiction writer had
ever written more than one master-
piece (he felt that if Budrys were
able to go on he would break the pat-
tern) and even two decades later
there is not much evidence in contra-
indication: Silverberg has done five
or six novels which are very strong
and so has Phillip K. Dick now but
even, as we regard the LeGuins or De-
lanys or Wolfes, even if we regard
James ‘Blish himself (who was a strong
writer who died untimely in 1975 at
the age of 54) who can be said to
have published more than two?

The economics of the business
may change but other exigencies are
not. Science fiction is, if taken
seriously, a difficult, rigorous, ex-
hausting form demanding at the top
the concentration and precision of
the chess master and the skills of
the first-rate literary writer. How
often do these qualities occur in
one writer ... and how often can they
be reproduced?

Fortunately for most of us, sci-
ence fiction on the chapter-by-chap-
ter level can be cranked, can fill
space, can be mechanically conceived
and rapidly written ... it is a genre,
it has recourses to devices and a
handy stock of the familiar, a well-
mapped universe. But here too the
schism at the center of the genre is
manifest: there has never been a
science fiction novel so bad that
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breathing in its center was not an
idea which had once had merit, there
is never one so good that it cannot
be seen at the bottom to repose (un-
easily but positively) on the cliches
and assumed clutter of the form.
There ain't nothing so good that we
cannot get a glimpse of the worst,
ain't nothing so bad that it doesn't
show a little of the good ... there's
the best in the worst of us, worst
in the best, all of us dummies of
varying workmanship and attractive-
ness in the case of the Great Ventril-
oquist who do, he surely do, give
voice to us all.

1980:

New Jersey

THE CUTTING EDGE

Everyone plays with ten best
lists; science fiction people are no
exception ** but here is a proposal
for a different one: the ten best
science fiction short stories of all
time. Whether it is possible to de-
fine a ten (or even a hundred) 'best"
is arguable of course; the qualifica-
tions and the criteria of the compil-
er are pressed every step of the way
but that the job should be done for
the short story is beyond dispute.

Science fiction, at the cutting
edge, has always existed in the short
story. Perhaps the genre by very def-
inition will sustain its best work
in that form; here a speculative pre-
mise and a portagonist upon whose
life that premise is brought to bear
can be dramatically fused in their
purest form. Nowvels tend to be ep-
isodic or bloated; even novellas tend
to either say too much or too little
but the short story -- commonly de-
fined as a work of prose fiction of

** T have a novel list elsewhere is
this book and Harlan Ellison riskily
attempted to name the ten best
living writers of science fiction

in a book review column in the 5/74
issue of FANTASY § SCIENCE FICTION.
In fact, Ellison ranked them.
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10 RiGHTEOUS BARTHLINGS,
WHAT THEN ?

THERE wiL BE A
FREAT DSTUBANCE
IN THE FORCE.

less than 15,000 words -- has from
the outset composed most of the best
work of science fiction. While the
field in its modern inception has
produced perhaps ten novels that
might be called masterpieces it has
produced no less than a hundred short
stories that would justify that dif-
ficult label. Henry James defined
the short story as in its purest
state being about one person and one
thing and it is within that compass
that science fiction achieves rigor
and its proper form. (It should be
noted that almost all of the disput-
ed masterpieces that would appear

on most of the ten-best-novel lists
were expanded or assembled from short
stories ... Budrys' ROGUE MOON, Mil-
ler's CANTICLE FOR LEIBOWITZ, Sturg-
eon's MORE THAN HUMAN, for instance.
Although one is dangerously surmis-
ing author intention it would be a
fair guess that these were original-
ly conceived as short stories and
only worked obiter dicta into nov-
els lending further justification to
the view of science fiction as a
short story form.)

Too, it is in America in the
twentieth century that the short
story has reached its apotheosis; our
one great contribution to world cul-
ture might be the American short sto-
ry which has become a wondrous and
sophisticated medium. The conflu-
ence of the American short story and
that uniquely American form modern
science fiction would result in a
ten-best list with which anyone
would reckon.

Herewith this list with the usu-
al qualifications and cautions: The
stories themselves are not ranked in
order of descending merit (it is
foolish enough to find a top ten
without going on to arrange them),
the judgment is based upon literary
excellence (seminal stories such as
Weinbaum's ''A Martian Odyssey' as in-
fluences upon the genre have had far
greater effect than most of the stor-
ies on this list but the work is be-
ing judged sui generis) and, of
course, as a single 1f informed opin-
ion it is liable to challenge and
dispute, not least of all from the
list-maker himself who a year or two

from now might want to change three-
quarters of it ... or ten years from
now might agree that work yet to be
written has displaced several of
these stories. Whether or not our
best work is ahead of us, a lot of
good work is still ahead:

1) VINTAGE SEASON, by C.L.
Moore (ASTOUNDING SCIENCE FICTION,
1946). Published as by ''Lawrence
0'Donnell', the second most import-
ant (after ''Lewis Padgett'') of the
Kuttner's pseudonyms, this story is
now known to have been one of the
very few of their 18-year-marriage
and collaboration to have been writ-
ten by Catherine Moore alone. The
vision of future cultural decadence
imposed (through time-traveling re-
searchers who specialize in attend-
ing plagues, torment and disasters
of history) upon an earlier (unde-
fined) period that in its own decad-
ence foreshadows this version of the
future; its languorous pace, conceal-
ed but artful and manipulated erotic
subtext and stylistic control prob-
ably distinguish it as the single
best short story to emerge from the
decade. It has been rewritten end-
lessly, has served as direct influ-
ence of hundreds of short stories
and at least two dozen novels but
none of its descendants have improv-
ed upon the basic text. Its only
flaw -- as Damon Knight pointed out
twenty years ago -- is a denouement
that carries on too long between the
revelation and the flat, deadly last
line; it is bathetic and overextend-
ed and for form should have been se-
verely cut. It is not a serious flaw
because it enables the reader only
to marvel at the spareness of this
18,000-word story to that point; it
has the density and emotional impact
of a novel.

2) HER SMOKE ROSE UP FROREVER,
by James Tiptree, Jr./Alice Sheldon
(FINAL STAGE, 1974). The judge must
plead his own problem at the outset
and throw himself on the mercy of a
higher court; I commissioned this
story for an original anthology co-
edited with Edward L. Ferman and pub-
lished it first. FINAL STAGE was a
written-to-order anthology in which
various writers were asked to write
a story on one of the great themes
of science fiction; Tiptree/Sheldon
was asked for an End of the World
story and delivered one of the very
few masterpieces that did not origin-
ate with the writer. (Editorial in-
volvement or the assignment of theme
often results in good stories and
sometimes improves good stories to
better-than-good but masterpieces al-
most necessarily have to self-gener-
ate and will themselves through.)

This post-apocalypse story in
which the end of the world becomes
8

a metaphor for the shocks and injur-
ies of existence which prefigure and
replicate death (and make the state
of death their eternal re-enactment)
is almost unknown today; it appears
only in the out-of-print FINAL STAGE
in hardcover and paperback and out-
of-print Tiptree collection, STAR
SONGS OF AN OLD PRIMATE. It will re-
ward the most careful study and Tip-
tree's afterword to the story -- al-
so commissioned as were all the af-
terwords in the collection -- is a
brief but beautifully written essay
on the real meaning of science fic-
tion on whose ideas I have based the
title essay of this book.

3) PARTICLE THEORY, by Edward
Bryant (ANALOG, 1977). The protagon-
ist a physicist, is dying of cancer,
his emotional life is in decay and
the astronomical phenomena which he
observes clearly foreshadow the end
of the world ... all three levels of
destruction here fuse, echo one an-
other, are bound together in a story
of astonishing excellence which ful-
ly meets the criteria of a great sci-
ence fiction story; its science and
scientific content are bound into
the text and grant the emotional
force; without the scientific element
the story would collapse yet it is
this speculation's shift into indiv-
idual pain and consequence which clar-
ify it scientifically. The seventies
were science fiction's richest decade
in the short story; although more
good stories were published in the
fifties, the top one or two percent
of the latter decade's output far ex-
ceeded the equivalent top percent of
the fifties and in this decade Bry-
ant's story might have been the best.

4) THE TERMINAL BEACH, by J.G.
Ballard (NEW WORLDS, 1965). Reject-
ed by every American market of its
time as eventless, internalized and
depressing, this mysterious and beau-
tiful work was the key story of its
decade, the pivot for science fic-
tion; its importance lay not only
in its depiction of 'inner space',
the complex and tormented vistas of
the human spirit in the post-techno-
logical age, but in its use of sci-
ence-fiction technique to convert its
ambiguous landscape and by implica-
tion the century to ''science fiction'’.

5) PRIVATE EYE, by Henry Kut-
tner and C.L. Moore (ASTOUNDING SCI-
ENCE FICTION, 1949). A puzzle story,
a futuristic mystery -- how can the
protagonist make a premeditated murd-
er look accidental when the forensic
pathologists and the prosecution have
time-scanning devices that can fol-
low him from birth and put him on-
stage all the time? -- that in its
horrid denouement indicates exactly
where the Kuttners.thought the para-
phernalia and technological wonders
of the future would take us and why;



cleanly written, paced to within an
inch of its life and although still
anthologized always underrated as
the masterpiece that it is.

6) SUNDANCE, by Robert Silver-
berg (FANTASY & SCIENCE FICTION,
1969). A complex, multiply-voiced,
shifting point of view (employing
among other technical devices, sec-
ond-person narration for a time) the
story would have been self-conscious,
a display of virtuosity for its own
sake were it not for the pain of the
American Indian protagonist attached
to a genocidal mission and the clar-
ity of its plot development which
not only justify but incorporate all
of the stylistic trickery and make
them implicit in the theme. The most
brilliant of many Silverberg excel-
lences in the short story form be-
tween 1968-75 and in its subtle fash-
ion one of the most powerful anti-
Vietnam, anti-war stories of the per-
iod.

7) ANACHRON, by Damon Knight
(WORLDS OF IF, 1954). A story which,
because it did not sell the top maga-
zines of the period, fell into ob-
scurity although it does appear in
the recent THE BEST OF DAMON KNIGHT.
A time paradox story of the most ele-
gant construction it sets up and ex-
plodes its desperate conclusion with
a remorselessness and rigor charac-
teristic of the very best of the
GALAXY school of science fiction of
which Knight in turn was the best
and most rigorous example. Natural-
ly Horace Gold rejected it but ANA-
CHRON was only one of many disting-
uished stories published by James
Quinn in WORLDS OF IF, an editor who
-- by the standards of science fic-
tion perhaps rather foolishly -- ask-
ed first that a story be literate
and readable and only second that it
be suited for the nebulous ''science
fiction audience''.

8) THE MEN WHO MURDERED
MUHAMMAD, by Alfred Bester (FANTASY
§ SCIENCE FICTION, 1954). Bester is
best known for his two fifties nowls
which appeared first in GALAXY, THE
DEMOLISHED MAN (1952) and THE STARS
MY DESTINATION (1956) but in that
period he published more than a doz-
en stories in FANTASY § SCIENCE FIC-
TION which are generally felt to be
the finest and most consistently
brilliant body of sShorter work by any
writer in the history of the form;
here is Bester using the device of the
paradox to destroy the time paradox
and some of the shibboleths of sci-
ence fiction itself ('you are your
past ... each of us lives alone and
returns alone"); the many-voiced,
restless, surgically probing style
is beyond the level of the best 'lit-
erary' writers of Bester's time.

(It was the late nineteen sixties be-
fore the so-called mainstream in

the persons of Robert Coover, a lat-
ter-day Norman Mailer, Donald Barth-
elme, Robert Stone caught up to Best-
er by finally evolving a style which
crystallized the fragmented, torment-
ed, transected voices of the age.)

9) FONDLY FARENHEIT, by Alfred
Bester (FANTASY & SCIENCE FICTION
1954). Silverberg has called
this perhaps the single finest short
story ever to come from science fic-
tion; it may be that, it certainly is
with due respect to SUNDANCE (which
was written a full decade and a half
later!) the most technically bril-
liant. An alternating first and
third person, a maddened protagonist
and the crazed robot who has become
his alter-ego and doppelganger, per-
fect demented control and a trapdoor
ending. There has been nothing like
this story in modern American litera-
ture; that it was published over a
quarter of a century ago and is still
unknown outside of science fiction is
an indictment of the academic/liter-
ary nexus for which in the very long
run if there is any future for schol-
arship at all, they will pay heavily.

10) E FOR EFFORT by T.L. Sherred
(ASTOUNDING SCIENCE FICTION, 1947).
A.J. Budrys writes that Campbell pub-
lished Sherred's first story on its
astonishing merit, spent the next ten
years thinking about it and decided
that he didn't like what it really
meant at all. A viewer that will en-
able its possessor to view any one at
any time in the history of the world,
once seized (as it would inevitably
be) by the government will be so ob-

viously dangerous to all other govern-

ments that an end-of-the-world war
will be launched as soon as the word
gets out; technology in its purest
form will always be appropriated for
the purposes of savagery and destruc-
tion. Sherred has published only a
scattering of short stories and a mi-

THE PSYCHOLOGIST WHO WOULDN'T DO AW-
FUL THINGS TO RATS by James Tiptree/
Alice Sheldon (NEW DIMENSIONS, 1976),
PARTY OF THE TWO PARTS by William
Tenn/Phillip Klass (GALAXY, 1955),
THE CHILDREN'S HOUR by Henry Kuttner
§ C.L. Moore (ASTOUNDING, 1944) and
TIMETIPPING by Jack M. Dann (EPOCH,
1975).

1980: New Jersey

MEMOIR FROM GRUB STREET

I edited AMAZING and FANTASTIC
STORIES, both bi-monthly magazines,
from 4/68-10/68. It was not the best
of times but it was hardly the worst
either (although in my youthful ex-
uberance I thought that it was). I
was the magazine's only employee, ed-
ited it from my bedroom, delivered
the copyedited, blurbed manuscripts
by mail to the printer, proofed the
galleys. Art and layout were hand-
led by the publisher from his home
in Bayside, Queens, the publisher
assuming more expertise in these
areas (he was right) than I. Even-
tually a dispute over control of the
art -- I commissioned a couple of
covers but the publisher did not
want to use them and I threatened to
quit if he did not and was in return
fired over the phone on a Sunday aft-
ernoon just as the Giants were about
to score a touchdown (they fumbled)
but that is not the subject of this

nor novel (ALIEN ISLAND) over the suc
ceeding decades; his reputation in the
field on the basis of this one story
remains as secure as that of any writ-
er in the history of the genre.

The second ten, all close run-
ners-up to be sure, listed once more
in no particular order and with the
understanding that any one or all of
them could probably be traded in for
any one or all of the top ten to the
same conclusions:

BABY IS THREE by Theodore Sturg-
eon (GALAXY, 1952), THEY DON'T MAKE
LIFE LIKE THEY USED TO, by Alfred
Bester (FANTASY & SCIENCE FICTION,
1961), THE DEAD PAST by Isaac Asimov
(ASTOUNDING, 1956), THE NINTH SYMPH-
ONY OF LUDWIG VAN BEETHOVEN AND OTH-
ER LOST SONGS, by Carter Scholz (UN-
IVERSE, 1977), THE EVE OF THE LAST
APOLLO by Carter Scholz (ORBIT, 1977),
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| admit it.

essay nor is my salary ($100 a month
to begin, merit increases up to $150
before the end) nor is my self-image
at the time as the logical successor
to Hugo Gernsback, T. O'Conor Sloane,
Raymond Palmer and Paul Fairman.
AMAZING, after Ziff-Davis precipate-
ly abandoned it in 1965 because of
declining sales (although the last
Z-D editor, Cele Lalli Goldsmith
might have been one of the five fin-
est magazine editors in the genre)
had fallen upon desperate times; the
publisher had picked it up, if not
for a song, at least for a medley
and it was his hope to float it along
by access to the magazine's backlist
(Z-D had almost always purchased all
serial rights granting unlimited re-
print). Herrph Wrosz was the first
stopgap editor, Harry Harrison dis-
contentedly the second and I was the
third; only when Ted White began his
ten-year editorship and began to
make real inroads on the publisher's
prejudice against original material
and graphics did the publication or
its companion begin to have any im-
pact at all.

No, my editorship was of vanish-
ing significance and although I was
able to find and publish some expert
work (Lafferty's 'This Grand Carcass,
Yet", Wodham's "'Try Again'', Richard
C. Meredith's stunning '"We All Died
at Breakaway Station'') I never
thought of myself as much more than
an adequate editor; I was able to
separate the good from the bad and
publish the better; this seemed to
be the minimum requirement of an ed-
itor but I have subsequently learmed
that in contemporary publishing it
is the last. My tenure was obviously
too short to have any value and the
circulation of the magazines -- per-
haps 24,000 apiece at that time --
would guarantee that whatever I did
would be at the far margins of even

ARVIA

I'm only after you for your body.
Now shut up and get on the plate.

the more limited science fiction of
the late sixties.

The only point of this reminis-
cence has to do with the submissions
I faced and how they were handled
and it is only this which might have
some significance at this date. Con-
sider the situation: AMAZING and
FANTASTIC were magazines at the bot-
tom of the extant market, unlike all
the others they paid on or after pub-
lication and never more than two
cents a word (which Fritz Leiber got
and in one extraordinary case Tom
Disch exceeded just barely because
of the efforts of his agent). For
any professional or amateur writer
they would have to be on the tail-
end of the list: I would only see
what PLAYBOY and ANALOG and GALAXY
and WORLDS OF IF and FANTASY § SCI-
ENCE FICTION and VENTURE and NEW
WORLDS had rejected.

Nonetheless, the magazines, which
at that time were publishing only
12,000 words of original material an
issue -- three average-length stories
or a long novelette and a short one --
received through the six months of
my tenure an average of one hundred
manuscripts a week. The scripts came
from unknown and unpublished writers
in the majority, of course ... but at
least twenty-five percent of them,
week after week, were signed by rec-
ognizable names, some of them like
Leiber or Lafferty at the top of the
market as then constituted, others
like Wodhams or Koontz or Meredithor
David R. Bunch in the strong middle
range.

Most of the manuscripts were, to
be sure, not publishable but fifteen
percent of them (and close to ninety-
percent of those turned in by the
professionals) were and at least a
third of that fifteen percent or an

10

average of five manuscripts a week
were outstanding. It is no exaggera-
tion to recall that AMAZING and FAN-
TASTIC received through my editor-
ship sixty stories which by any stand-
ard that I could ascertain were as
good or better than anything publish-
ed in the competing magazines.

I was able because of space pres-
sures to buy perhaps twenty of those
stories and perhaps another fifteen
which were of lesser standard (which
means for various reasons that I re-
jected in full consciousness about
forty stories which were better than
some I bought but that is another es-
say). The word-rate in all cases
but that of Leiber and Disch was a
penny a word on publication and all
of the writers were glad to accept
the terms. The stories were publish-
ed, one of them (the Lafferty) was
one of the best-of-the-year collec-
tions and a couple of them eventual-
ly wound up in author collections.
The remainder vanished.

I think of this now and then,
think of it in a time when the maga-
zine market is even more constricted
than it was at the time and when
there are now close to a thousand
(instead of the close to five hund-
red) American and British writers
eligible -for membership in the Sci-
ence Fiction Writers of America and
at least some definition of profes-
sionalism. If fifty-five publish-
able short stories a month were of
necessity being rejected by a bottom-
line, penny-a-word market at that
time exactly what is going on now?
WORLDS OF IF and GALAXY have col-
lapsed, AMAZING/FANTASTIC under a
new ownership are producing half as
many issues a year, VENTURE is gone,
PLAYBOY no longer does science fic-
tion. OMNI and ISAAC ASIMOV'S have
appeared of course but the market is
still in debit and there are almost
twice as many professional writers
to say nothing of the hordes of cre-
ative writing majors of the seventies
driven toward science fiction simply
because the quality lit market no
longer exists ... along with the us-
ual host of science fiction fans/
readers led naturally through adol-
escence to attempt publication.

What is being lost now? How
many stories in oblivion, how many
careers non-existent?

What can there be for all of
these writers?

And what is the price not only
to the persons but the field of all
those lost careers?

1980:

ESSAYS FROM ENGINES OF THE NIGHT
WILL CONTINUE NEXT ISSUE.
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THE TWO TRACTATES OF PHILIP K. DICK

A rough-hewn cedar beam stands
on a museum floor. It is three feet
high and four inches on a side. It
is surrounded by a velvet rope and
lit by discreet track lighting. A
smll brass plate identifies it as a
work of sculpture. The intent of
the artist in this, and in many simi-
lar pieces, is to force the viewer
to confront the validity of the term
"sculpture' in an age when art is
seen as a bought and sold commodity
legitimized solely by its price tag
and its placement in a museum. This
is an interesting but fragile concept
What happens when the artist becomes
a commercial success, his work shown
worldwide, commanding four-figure
prices? The viewer is then no longer
confronting an assault on his defin-
itions of art, he is merely seeing
the work of a famous artist: 'Ah,
the new Billington'. Therefore, the
artist, to remain true to his prem-
ise, must go to ever more elaborate
lengths to create that necessary
doubt in the viewer's mind. He be-
gins to hide his art in the museum's
bathrooms and under stairwells, hop-
ing that the unwary viewer will see,
not a new Billington, but instead
something inexplicable, something
that sets up that all-important mo-
ment of confusion without which Bil-
lington's art is simply a chunk of
wood. Paradoxically, the more ac-
cepted the artist becomes, the more
difficult his job of creating new
art.

Philip K. Dick is certainly no
minimalist: if anything, his rambl-
ing, crowded novels are the work of
a maximalist. Yet, after a long and
prolific career in which he has es-
tablished himself as SF's master il-
lusionist, Dick has reached a simil-
ar dilemma. In his 31 published nov-
els, Dick has consistently taken his
readers' preconceptions of objective
reality and shattered, twisted, side-
stepped, ignored, transmuted and per-
muted them. By now Dick's audience
expects the world of a Dick novel to
become a shifting matrix that can
bend and flow into any shape. We
anticipate this before we open the
cover. Like Billington, Philip Dick
must go to increasingly greater
lengths to set up a reality his read-
ers will believe in, so that he may
modulate it into something different.

In VALIS, Dick has upped the

ante by using himself as the constant
that defines the book's reality. In
this novel, Philip Dick is the first-
person narrator, identified not only
by name, but as the author of sever-
al well-lmown Dick titles. He intro-
duces the protagonist, Horselover
Fat, as another reflection of him-
self: 'I am Horselover Fat and I am
writing in the third person to gain

AND HERE. HE. IS, FoLkS,
THE DBEVIL. THAT MADE
JVPAS o 1T

much-needed objectivity".

For the first 120 pages of VALIS,
we witness Horselover Fat's gradual
descent into a chillingly realistic
madness. He cannot bear the thought
of a random world, accidentally cre-
ated. Yet, as he sees the people
around him living in pain, torment-
ing themselves and each other, Fat
cannot believe in a benign deity. He
is drawn to the inescapable conclus-
ion that this deity must be irration-
al at best, actively malevolent at
worst. Each new suffering he wit-
nesses adds fuel to this conclusion,
a conclusion he cannot face for what
it tells him about his own worth and
that of the human race. Fat hunts
for solace and enlightenment in the
writings of the Judeo-Christian mys-
tics.

This section of the book is dense
and difficult to read. The author,
Philip Dick, leads Horselover Fat,
the character Philip Dick and the
reader ever deeper into an elaborate
philosophical maze as Fat amalgamates
every scrap of mystic thought he can
find into a whole that hovers on the
edge of logical synthesis, but never
quite achieves it:

""We did not fall because of a
moral error; we fell because
of an intellectual error: that
of taking the phenomenal world
as real. Therefore we are mor-
ally innocent. It is the Em-
pire in its various disguised
polyforms which tells us we
have sinned.

"The Empire never ended."!!

By placing himself directly into
the narrative, and in a manner con-
sistent with the picture of the pri-

BY STEVE BROWN

vate Philip Dick that a reader of
his correspondence and the interviews
would have developed, Dick begins to
convince his most hardened and scep-
tical fan that he or she is reading
what amounts to thinly-disguised
autobiography. The reality that the
author, Philip Dick sets up through
the persona of the character, Philip
Dick becomes that of the world out-
side the covers of the book, the
"‘phenomenal world'.

Then, after 120 pages of often
tedious philosophical soul-searching,
VALIS slips into narrative. Fat and
his friends see a movie which seems
to answer some of Fat's theological
questions. They track down the film-
makers (members of a rock group known
as Mother Goose) and confront the 1lit-
eral God in the form of a two-year-
old girl named Sophia. This encount-
er demonstrates Dick's capacity to
be both frightening and funny simul-
taneously. It is funny in the very
idea of the Second Coming issuing
from a rock star, and in Sophia's
silly death -- cut down, not by a
Judas, but by a poor deluded soul
who meant well -- before she had a
chance to go forth and confront hu-
manity. It is frightening in Sophias
cold and relentlessly logical state-
ments, and in the moment when she
peels away the facade of Horselover
Fat from the character Philip Dick,
showing him that Fat never existed --
that Dick's friends have been humor-
ing his schizophrenia for years. We
laugh, but it is an uncomfortable
laughter; the intensity of the char-
acter, Philip Dick's delusions make
us feel as if we were witnessing a
very private moment in the life of a
respected public figure.

The book ends with the character
Philip Dick, locked tightly to his
madness, scanning Saturday morning
TV programming for messages from God,
buried deeply in cartoons and com-
mercials; a scene both harrowing and
ludicrous for what it appears to say
about the author, Philip Dick.

The complementary second half of
this double novel is THE DIVINE IN-
VASION. This is a book written, not
by the author, Philip Dick, but by
the character Philip Dick, last seen
staring at his television. The char-
acter, Dick, has written the book to
fictionalize his confusions and con-
clusions regarding the nature of God.
Given the irrational God in VALIS,
TDI is a novel of redemption, not
only of the human race, but of God
Itself.

The book opens with an odd note
of deja vu. A short story by Dick,
"Chains of Air, Web of Aether'", was
published in STELLAR #5 last year.



This story concerns the relationship
between Leo McVane and Rybus Rommey,
who live in neighboring domes on a
methane planet. They are both losers
and loners; Leo is distracted by an
infatuation with a popular singer
and dislikes contact with people; Ry-
bus is foul -tempered and is dying of
multiple sclerosis. The first half
of this story is contained almost
verbatim in the opening sections of
THE DIVINE INVASION, with tiny dif-
ferences (Leo McVane has been renam-
ed Herb Asher in the novel, Rybus'
name has been changed to Rybys).

The novel diverges from the short
story when God manifests to Herb Ash-
er, and when he and Rybys are visit-
ed by Elias, a four-thousand-year-old
being known in the past as the Pro-
phet Elijah. The short story con-
tains no mysticism, and remains a
painful and realistic tale of two un-
likely people interacting. When the
novel opens, Herb Asher is lying in
a cryogenic tank, waiting for years
for a needed organ to become avail-
able. While he lies frozen, his mem-
ory replays his past life with Rybys
on the methane planet in real-time.
Thus he cannot tell if he is remem-
bering these events, or if he is ac-
tually living them. The Dick reader
who has encountered the short story
months before reading the novel has
the same problem; the events seem as
strangely familiar to the reader as
they do to Asher. The publication
of the short story adds a resonance
to the novel that perfectly mirrors
Asher's own problem in differentiat-
ing reality from memory. At one
point Asher cries: "I had the strang-
est most weird sensation for just a
second there. It's gone now. As if
this had all happened before". I
felt exactly the same as I read that
passage; I didn't recall the short
story until much later. It is also
possible that the story, where God
takes no active role, and where Herb/
Leo and Rybys/Rybus never leave their
domes, is actually ''real", and that
all of the event in THE DIVINE IN-
VASION are Herb Asher's fevered vis-
ions as he lies in his cryogenic
tank.

Dick has done this several times
in the past. I recall feeling the
same sense of deja vu when reading
THE THREE STIGMATA OF PALMER ELDRITCH
and finding out months later that
Dick had published a short story cal-
led 'The Days of Perky Pat'' almost
ten years before publication of the
novel that contained most of the
characters and the seeds of the sit-
uations in the book.

In the far future of THE DIVINE
INVASION, Earth is under a ''zone of
evil" placed around it by Belial,
the Adversary. God has retreated to
the outer colonies where he manifests
Himself to the hapless Herb Asher,

and Immaculately Conceives the Sec-
ond Coming (or Third, if you count
Sophia) into the dying body of Rybys.
Elias/Elijah walks into Rybys' dome
from the methane, filthy, wearing
beggar's robes, sent by God to shep-
herd Herb, Rybys and the Infant
through their destinies. The three
return to Earth (ostensibly seeking
help for Rybys' multiple sclerosis),
smuggling God back to Earth in fetal
form. God is born as a boy named
Emmanuel, but it is a rough birth
that kills the mother and leaves the
divine child brain-damaged.

The rest of the novel is a pot-
pourri of the thought-provoking, the
mundane, the frightening and the hil-
arious as Emmanuel debates the fate
of Himself and humanity with a mys-
terious quasi-divine being manifest-
ing as a young girl named Zina. Em-
manuel, in his brain-damaged state,
has a lot to (re)learn:

'"When Masada fell,' Elias
said, '"all was lost. God
did not enter history (be-
fore Masada); he left his-
tory. Christ's mission was
a failure."'

The debate between Emmanuel and
Zina is acted out in Herb Asher's
personal reality. The unfortunate
Asher is carried into and out of sev-
eral versions of what he perceives
to be true, his memories sometimes
altered, sometimes left untouched.
Philip Dick masterfully blurs the
distinction between what is true and
what is hypothetical, leaving the
reader no reality to cling to but
the actual existence of Emmanuel and
Zina -- which is, of course, debat-
able.

The book is fast, funny, convol-
uted and an absolute joy to read --
a journey into a sunny backyard aft-
er days spent in the murky, filthy
basement of VALIS. The surrounding
cultural milieu is that of a totali-
tarian world government composed of
an unlikely but funny alliance be-
tween the Catholic Church and the
Commmist Party. The minutiae of fu-
ture life is as complete and as amus-
ing as in most of Dick's novels, like
the plasma-powered home stereo speak-
ers for which you have to keep buy-
ing tanks of helium. Herb Asher's
lust for a popular singer -- Linda
Fox, used as a Joblike lever by Em-
manuel and Zina -- is pathetic, fun-
ny and warmly real, qualities which
remain with the relationship no mat-
ter how twisted the events become;
as when dead characters return,
events happen before their causes
and Asher's own memories lose their
continuity.

If the ambiguity of the relation-
ship between the author, Philip Dick
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and the character, Philip Dick in
VALIS (who becomes the author of THE
DIVINE INVASION) was calculated, as
Dick states in his letter elsewhere
in these pages, then Dick has out-
done himself and produced a double-
lobed masterpiece, and one that ends
on a rare (for the author) upbeat
note of salvation. But then, asmany
Dick fans who have read VALIS believe,
he could be quite serious about all
this, and the accompanying letter is
simply disingenuous rationalization,
and there is no real distinction be-
tween the author Philip Dick and the
character Philip Dick.

Then again, several completely
different versions of the '‘truth"
could be equally valid. It is the
essence of Philip K. Dick that an
actual truth does not exist, that
interpretation and subjective opin-
ion is the only reality, a reality
that differs for everyone -- the
phenomenal world is merely a some-
times useful fiction.

For now, I prefer to take Dick
at his word (in the letter), and
that's my personal subjective real-
ity. A brilliant author has found
a new place in the museum to display
his chunk of wood.

RRRRARRARRRARARRRARARRRARRA

SIDEBAR

VALIS and THE DIVINE INVASION
have had a strange history in the
PhilDickian world of the book indus-
try. VALIS was submitted to Bantam
several years ago. Bantam held onto
the manuscript until two years had
elapsed, thus reverting the rights
back to the author. Apparently,
they didn't know what to make of it.
Then the book, and its thematic se-
quel (THE DIVINE INVASION, in propos-
al form) ended up in the hands of
David Hartwell at Simon § Schuster.
At that time, THE DIVINE INVASION
was entitled VALIS REGAINED. Hart-
well loved THE DIVINE INVASION (crit-
ic and publisher Paul Williams came
up with the new title), but didn't
care for VALIS. So VALIS went back
to Bantam, which had a new editor by
then, and it was accepted and publish-
ed as a paperback original in Febru-
ary, 1981 -- and with a beautiful
John Berkey cover. YALIS REAAINED
THE DIVINE INVASION will be publish-
ed on June 5, 1981, as a Simon §
Schuster Timescape hardback. It all
makes you wonder. Which version of
which book was ''supposed'' to be pub-
lished when. Was it all calculated
as a further confusion by the author?
Or are the '"actual' books you hold
in your hand (the phenomenal actual-
ization of the subjective concept
"book', as it were) merely disguised
reflections of something else?
RRRRRRRRRRARRRRRRRRRARRRRRRRRARRARRRR



AND
THEN I SAW....

BY THE EDITOR

BLOOD BEACH (R)

destroys credibility
by the gallon with each idiot who
goes out onto the Santa Monica beach
where they know damn well others have
been sucked down into the sand by a
Thing.

In the end, after massive police
irresponsibility and incompetence
(required by the plot to allow more
deaths), the ''nest" of a mutated or
heretofore unknown sea/sand monster
is discovered and rigged with TV cam-
eras and explosives.

An idiot detective with a termin-
al case of Crude who goes for final
solutions disobeys orders and pushes
the bomb button (plunger) and the
creature is blown to bits. Well, it
had this habit of collecting momen-
tos of its victims---a head, a torso,
an arm...

There is the ritual scientist
called in to speculate and be help-
less, who warns of Consequences and
wants to keep it alive for study...
There are the ritual pretty girls who
disappear... There is the tension as
the beach patrol hero's girl friend
(and real love) flirts with death on
the sand... (His stewardess trans-
cient interest is a victim. Tsk.)

And unanswered is howcum the
creature has this uncanny knack for
being directly under people all the
time, and howcum it can move at all
through dense, dry sand hundreds of
yards from the sea.

John Saxon plays the frustrated
police chief with some intensity.

[Note: the locales are Santa
Monica Pier and the remnants of the
old Ocean Park Pier which supported
the Ocean Park Amusement Center before
the Park went broke and before a big
ballroom (name forgotten) burned
down many years ago in the Sixties.
These locales are "merged' in the
film.]

Stay away from this film---it's
a lousy horror effort.

FIRST FAMILY (R)

is an occasionally
funny derision of politicians, the
presidency, the military... It is
about five years too late. But the
writer-director, Buck Henry, is a
knee-jerk cynical Liberal, so this
mostly inept, contemptuous and con-
tempible film is bombing out at the
box office.

Bob Newhart plays the
moronic, egotistic, incompetent
president. Madlyn Kahn does her
whining-voiced schtick, and Gilda
Radner is their 28-year-old virgin
daughter who will do anything to
get laid. Actually, in Africa, on
a state visit, she loses it to a
fertility god---a stone statue
with a huge phallus.

There is some inane fan-
tasy concerning a secret fertilizer
which grows gigantic fruits and
veggies which the president secret-
ly deals for with the black chief/
leader of a tiny African island
nation.

The movie visibly deteri-
orates before your incredulous eyes.
The ending sweeps all before it in a
tidal wave of bad taste. This may
be the worst film of 1981--already.

MIDDLE-AGE CRAZY (R)
tries to make

the audience feel sorry for a suc-
cessful contractor just turned 40
who goes mildly hysteric at the
prospect of growing older, losing
hair, accepting more responsibility
and living with a lush wife played
by Ann-Margaret who likes lotsa sex.

He rebels by leasing a 40,000
dollar Porsche, buying some urban
cowboy clothes and chasing a sweet
young cheerleader who digs sex on
a purely non-involvement plane.

Oh, he also rebels by nearly
losing his biggest customer and
his key to a fortune.

This asshole with the perspec-
tive of a 14-year-old kid, abruptly
sees the error of his ways and saves
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his marriage, his family, and (one
assumes) his business and the fortune.
Bruce Dern plays the part and almost
gets away with it. The problem is
that no actor alive could triumph ov-
er the script and the upper-class en-
virons which make the emotional prob-
lem seem the pathetic, childish tan-
trum of a spoiled brat.

ANY WHICH WAY YOU CAN (R)

is a sequel
to Clint Eastwood's ANY WHICH WAY BUT
LOOSE. This one is cruded-up with
too much Clyde humor (the orangutan
likes to shit in police patrol cars)
and a straining to top itself by re-
sorting to exaggeration and self-par-
ody. Eastwood, Ruth Gordon, et.al.
are very good. The overblown, impos-
sible events they inhabit bring down
the film.

And, too, the resort to The Mob
trying to force Eastwood to fight a
bare-knuckle fighter who has killed
people in matches is so cliche-ridden
and dumb it is painful to watch.

MOTEL HELL (R)

sticks its tongue in
your cheek and makes sport of horror
films, compartmentalized morality,
and the secret ingredients in a small
business's sausages.

As the blurb says, "It takes a
lot of different critters to make
Farmer Vincent fritters." [There is
no meat in fritters, by the way; a
fritter is a small quantity of fried
batter or batter-covered fruit, corn,



etc. But is it fair to ask a Holly-
wood publicity man to know (or care)
what he's writing about? Naw.)

Farmer Vincent is played straight
by Rory Calhoun--now in his sixties
it looks like--whose sausage and smok-
ed meat business needs human flesh to
give it its special tang and fame.

To assure a goodly supply of human
ingredients he waylays cars on a local
road and sinks the vehicles in a con-
venient swamp.

To keep the victims fresh until
needed he and his sister plant them
upright in the ground in a special,
walled '"garden', and cut out their
vocal cords. The victims are fed
a gruel and bags are placed over
their heads.

But Farmer Vincent takes a shine
to one waylaid girl and takes her
home. Ah, but he won't kiss her or
have extra-marital sex with her even
though she is liberated and really
likes him. He insists they be mar-
ried first! 0ld-fashioned man.

Inevitably his younger brother
(played as a retard) finally catches
on to what's going on, and one of the
voiceless planted victims gets loose
and helps the others from their holes
and... The climax of MOTEL HELL is
so horrible in its casual use of hum-
an bodies and so lighthearted and un-
abashed in its use of hoary suspense
cliches (would you believe the hero-
ine tied to a moving cutting board
which is tracking toward a running
bandsaw, as she screams for rescue?).
Would you believe a duel with chain
saws?

There's a bit of naked breast
photography. Mostly the R is for
violence and grue...and the full im-
plications of cannibalism.

I suspect this will become a
cult film in a small way. It is
often funny.

TIMES SQUARE (R)

is an idealistic, age-

old story of two girls---16 and 13---
both with massive emotional problems,
who meet and become friends and, in the
squalid, perverted, dangerous lower-
class jungle that is Times Square and
environs in New York, work out their
problems and heal each other...emerg-
ing from their experiences, their
successes, their failures, as bett-
er, more whole personalities.

They are innocents in spite
of the 16-year-old's street wisdom
and foul language. Somehow they
exist unharmed in the dirt and evil
and in spite of the fears of the
establishment, straight world.

Yeah, it's a fairy tale, but
it could happen, and its picture of
scavenger living styles in the low-
est levels of the underculture is
fascinating. There are echoes of
ancient Rome's street people...of
Cairo's street people....

Well worth seeing. If you're
young the anti-establishment, let-
me-be-free theme will strike a nat-
ural chord in your psyche.

FAE (R)
in spite of cliche, stereo-

type and set-up has a great vitality
and power as it shows in semi-docu-
mentary/dramatic style the lives of
some talented (and some untalented,
or not talented enough) teen-agers
in New York who first mustugudition
for places in the city's high school
devoted to music, dance and drama
and who then must stick it out for
four years...changing, learning,
growing.

Their teachers are dedicated
and long-suffering. The five or
six students whose lives we follow
from auditions to graduation are
confused, uncertain, vulnerable/
defensed, tough, soft... All of
the young people in his film, and
all the adults are excellent actors
and actresses as well as skilled
dancers, and/or musicians.

A fine movie that combines
realism with idealism. The dance
sequences are great!

LA SALAMANDRE  (PG)

is a French black-
and-white film by a young director
which tells the story of two writers
of low sales and high artistic integ-
rity who accept money to write a
movie script and in the end don't
deliver.

The movie idea centers on a real
incident: a young woman was accused
and denied shooting her uncle with a
rifle.

The two young writers get to
know her---a rootless, neurotic, self-
destructive girl---have sex with her,
visit her family, the uncle...and in
the end decide not to complete the
script. Everyone goes separate ways.

The quality is in the acting and
in the life-style of these very true-
to-life characters. Of equal interest
for me is the life-style of the French
people, the farmers, the small busi-
nessmen with whom these three inter-
act.

(R)

is the story of an
honest, sincere young woman who, dur-
ing the communist take-over of Hungary
in the mid-to-late 1940s, is chosen
to be trained for leadership at a
commnist party school.

The acting is excellent, and the
personal, emotional involvements (and
commmist indoctrination) are the sur-
face interest. Lurking in the back-
ground, constantly, are the soul-de-
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stroying, ruthless, cruel methods of
the party/government as it weeds out
non-conformists, ''deviationists' and
those with residual non-commmist at-
titudes and pasts.

The end is always justified
and rationalized by the means by
those in power.

And in the end the girl is
chosen for a high position and in-
stantly feels the gap between her-
self and the common people; she is
gow of the elite, a full party mem-

er.

The film is in color, is well
paced, well directed. Made in Hun-
gary, it includes an all-woman comm-
unal shower scene that unhesitatingly
shows full frontal nudity, as well
as, later, a pretty explicit love-
making scene.

It would appear the party in
Hungary is feeling very secure to al-
low this film to be made and exported.
Or that the director and script writ-
er put one over on the government
bureaucracy.

(PG)

uses a documentary
style to tell an increasingly in-
credible story. It isn't hard to
swallow a satellite launched from
the space shuttle, or that a nearby
observing flying saucer could be
hit by the accelerating satellite...
or that the U.S. government would
spirit the crash-landed saucer into
a special space testing facility
camouflaged as a hanger on an Air
Force base...or that two dead aliens
are found in the saucer along with
specimens of Earth life, including
a young woman.

And it is credible that stupid
Presidential assistants and military
men would try to con and freeze-out
and double-deal the two NASA astro-
nauts who saw the alien craft from
the space shuttle.

What is not credible is that
these Presidential assistants (in-
cluding the White House Chief of
Staff) would order the astronauts
killed because they feared the story
of the saucer would defeat their
President in his re-election bid
(with the election only days away)
and---in extremis as they realize
they are about to be exposed---ord-
er an "accidental' plane crash into
the secret facility and order it
loaded with only incendiary bombs.
The saucer could not be counted on
to melt down to slag. Nothing less
than an atomic bomb (that would un-
fortunately take out the entire base)
would be effective and a sure destroy-
er of all the key, knowledgeable
personnel and physical evidence.

But ordering an atom bomb into
a small private plane...that would
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be extremely difficult given all the
safeguards and paperwork involved...

What was very well done in the
movie was the really convincing sau-
cer, inside and out. And the revela-
tions of mankind's origins revealed
by the computer-assisted translation
of the alien language 'books' found
in the saucer.

What was also inexcusable was
the casual, cavalier exploration of
the saucer and experimentation with
its controls. Every move, every word
of the first-in people would be re-
corded and filmed/videotaped. Every
bit of searching, opening of recep-
ticles, of pushing buttons would be
recorded. None of that happened in
this movie.

So I rank this film as a good
try, but flawed---spoiled---by the
suspense-danger-chase exaggerated
plot elements. Overkill in more
ways than one. Another example of
(this time relatively mild) contempt
for the audience and the material.
They never learn!

SPHINX (R)

wastes good actors and
actresses in a trivial, formula
greed-in-the-Near-East story in-
volving the theft of Egyptian
artifacts from ancient tombs.

Lesley-Anne Down as a beaut-
iful woman Egyptologist of English
origins who studied in Boston defies
common sense and elementary coward-
ice by persisting in attempts to
trace a golden statue and to find
the tomb of a little-known Pharoah.

Frank Langella as Egypt's
chief of its ancient artifacts pro-
tection department is wasted as he
is required to fall instantly in
love with Downs and constantly save
her from ruthless international
thieves.

Only John Gielgud as a cunn-
ing Egyptian dealer in stolen goods
is credible---up to a point. He
seemingly walks into a situation he
knew was deadly--and is gorily
killed. The plot is stupid and mot-
ivation, action, dialog is too often
dumb and inept.

Gielgud was employed in his
five-minute sacrificial role only
for his name in the advertising.

And the Sphinx is nowhere in
the movie.

This is a second or third-
rate film. Don't waste your time
or your money.

(R)

is another action ad-
venture with some virtues. It tells
the story of Michael Caine as the
husband of a beautiful black woman
who has been kidnapped by a small
slaver team in west-central Africa.

ASHANTI

William Holden as a seemingly
callous mercenary helicopter pilot
who decides to help Caine follow
the slavers is quickly killed (an-
other Name for the advertising),
and Rex Harrison as an official of
the Anti-Slavery Society spends
ten minutes on-camera to lend his
name to the credits.

He turns Caine over to an Arab
whose wife and children were killed
by the slaver Suliman a few years
previously and who is thirsting for
Revenge.

But here the movie--already
on weak legs---falls on its face.
Suliman opts to force his fifteen or
so slaves to trek across the Sahara
as if this were medieval times and
airplanes didn't exist. He does use
a covered truck to reach the Sahara,
though.

The worst casting mistake in
decades is using Peter Ustimov as
Suliman. His whining accent and in-
ability to restrain his comedy tal-
ents turns the film into a joke.

His many comedy roles in the past
are too much for the audience--or
him--to overcome.

The standouts in the movie
are the beautiful black woman and
the Egyptian actor playing Malik,
the revenge-seeking Arab.

The violence and ruthlessness
of the slavers (and their pursuers)
is very realistic.

The lovely black woman has an
obligatory nude scene in the begin-
ning of the picture as she bathes in
a lake. Small tits, great ass.

Worth seeing, but don't ex-
pect too much.

MY BLOODY VALENTINE (R)

has the
virtue of the gritty realism of a
small mining town, its young, crude
workforce, and some good acting.

But the movie soon reveals it-
self as just another sloppy varia-
tion of the psycho-killer-on-the-
loose formula, with a family resem-
blance to HALLOWEEN.

Twenty years ago on Valentine's
Day a maddened miner killed two oth-
er miners responsible for his entomb-
ment for weeks after a cave-in. He
was committed to the state hospital
for the insane.

Now, on the eve of a Valentine's
Day dance, the killings resume, with
the victim hearts delivered to oth-
ers in Valentine candy boxes.

Has the old, insane miner es-
caped?

Gruesome murders continue apace,
with the miner---dressed in a mine
breathing mask and clothes---an im-
personal killing machine who uses a
pickaxe with horrible efficiency,
picking off old and young alike, es-

15

pecially at the dance held clandest-
inely at the mine recreation and din-
ingroom.

There is a particularly effective
sequence down in the shafts where
three couples go on a lark. The
lark is fatal for all but the hero
and heroine.

The revelation of the killer
miner's identity is predictable
and his motivation unbelievable.

Don't bother with this unless
you're a gore freak

GODSEND (PG) S

is a British film, slow-
paced, nicely done, well-acted, with
no gore Or sex.

A strange preghant young woman
is invited into the rural home of a
successful artist by his wife, for
tea. The weather turns nasty, the
strange woman goes into labor, and
gives birth to a girl child.

The next morning the woman has
left and the couple--who already have
four small children--adopt the aban-
doned infant.

As the years pass the couple's
children die---apparently accidenta-
ally, although the artist comes to
suspect strongly that the adopted
child is responsible, that the child
is an amoral, jealous monster.

This suspicion and the death of
the last natural child of the coup-
le destroys the already strained
marriage. The monster-child (phys-
ically a beautiful blonde little
girl) has won, has claimed the art-
ist's wife and the mother of the
four children it has killed.

At the end the artist, divorced,
spots the mother of the monster child
across a park pond as she is just
going off with another young moth-
er....

Good to fine acting, and the
film sustains interest, but it some-
how doesn't pay off. Apparently
these children the young woman gives
birth to are by nature a different
breed of humans, and she is "seed-
ing'" them all over England. But
no real answers or solutions to
this danger are given.

ALTERED STATES (R) )

is a superior
film until it degenerates into just-
another special effects extravaganza
at the expense of plausibility, cred-
ibility and science.

It starts with a young scientist
experimenting with his body/mind by
use of an isolation tank---depriving
his body of sensory contact---no feel,
no hearing, no sight, no smell---in
order to induce hallucinations and
an exploration of the deepest levels
of the human psyche and brains.

At first he is interested in the
religious experience---finding God---
but in later years, at Harvard, after



a shattering psychedelic experience
with an obscure Mexican indian tribe
who use a strange soup made of mush-
rooms and other indredients, he is
convinced that the human brain poss-
esses genetic memories/blueprints
of human development on Earth, and
that by 'tripping" on this drug in
an isolation tank he can regress to
previous quasi-human levels of ex-
istence.

And he does regress for brief,
terrifying periods, and is manic in
his drive to go back further, for
longer periods.

His associates and his wife (and
then his former wife after separat-
ion and divorce) think he is crack-
ing up. But we know he's right, we
see him Change into a pre-human
beast...

When the film sticks to his
interior psychedelic and devolution
visions, it's credible. When Paddy
Chayevsky (the writer) and Ken Rus-
sell (the director) insist he actual-
ly, physically changes shape and un-
dergoes radical structure changes
(like Dr. Jekyl and Mr. Hyde) and
returns to normal in minutes--or
seconds!---then I for one shake my
head and start to sneer.

The final ''trip'" in the Harvard
isolation chamber is so extreme---
he devolves to one-cell existence
and the process is so powerful it
blows out a monitoring camera, fills
the lab with intense white radiance,
blows out an observation window, warps
pipes and conduits on the walls and
ceiling, renders unconscious the ob-
servers...

The film has become totally un-
scientific, unbelievable, a victim of
special effects overkill, a victim of
a need or desire by Russell to blow
the minds of the viewers...to outdo
the other ''trips'" in other sf movies

The young scientist is saved from
regression death by true love. The
banal ending reiterates the bromide
"Love Conquers All." And we learn
that Truth is ephemeral and there is
nada at the end of the knowledge rain-
bow.

Fine acting! Fine scenes of
interpersonal interaction--you really
believe this young man is a very gift-
ed, neurotic scientist, and his wife
equally smart, though far more bal-
anced. The supporting roles are all
excellently cast and acted. It rings
of reality---until that werewolf sch-
tick comes on.

The R-rating is for the natural-
istic language and lovescenes.

This is a fine, adult movie---
until it goes overboard into impos-
sibility and drowns.

ROCKERS (R) ) )
has three virtues: it

is full of Jamaican pop music, it
is spoken in the delightful Jamaican
lower class patois---sometimes Eng-
lish, but most of the time it re-
quires subtitles---, and it demon-
strates the free and easy life-
style of the common people. The
story is about evil upper class
people who rip-off the underclass
and this time get their comeuppance.
A fun movie, really.

THE CHANT OF JIMMIE BLACKSMITH (R)

is an Australian film, beautifully

photographed in wide-screen color,

set around 1900 A.D., and deals

with the life and times of one mis-

sionary-educated aborigine, Jimmie.
He is young, idealistic, and

“Somehow I get the Feel-
ing et we Reconsthueted
this berug wCoRReCTLy...."

sets out to make his living building
fences for ranchers and farmers.

He is cheated, beaten, treated
with contempt and prejudice.

He has enough pride and rage
and (perhaps) aborigine culture and
savagery to---with his easy-going
brother and older relative---go on
a killing rampage against those who
mistreated him and his fellow abos.

The violence comes so abruptly
and brutally and realistically that
it shatters your composure. The
murders have the unpremedited, al-
most impulsive character of real
life murder, and they are often
sloppy and incomplete at first.

In the end Jimmie's brother
can't continue and allows himself
to be shot to death. His older
relative is hung. Jimmie is final-
ly caught, too, a victim of his
imposed Christian morality...a vic-
tim of a system that educated him,
civilized him, and sent him out to
be used for cheap labor and humili-
ation. '

He is treated like shit, yet,
ironically, marries a white woman
whom everyone thinks he has gotten
pregnant.

A superior film.
possible.

See it if

MIDNIGHT OFFERINGS (TV)

1s pretty
sloppy in confusing psi-powers with
magic/witchcraft powers, but in this
story of a teen-age witch who is Evil
and is out to control those she wants
and kill those who oppose her, a de-
gree of credibility is built up, es-
pecially by the girl's mother who
had the Talent but gave it up for
the benefits of love and a normal
life.

A new girl comes to the high
school and the young witch's boy
friend is attracted to her. The new
girl has great natural psi talents,
including telepathic' reception, tele-
kinesis, and the ability to start
fires at a distance.

The witch tumbles to her and a
deadly rivalry is set up.

Melissa Sue Anderson is remark-
ably Evil---contemptuous, arrogant,
with the most malevolent expressions
I've seen in a long time. She may
make a career of being a villainess
and bitch. [She used to be the blonde,
blind daughter on LITTLE HOUSE ON THE
PRAIRIE. ]

Mary McDonough [a daughter on THE
WALTONS] is good as the innocent teen-
ager plagued by wild talents.

After a tool-and-1lumber-throwing
battle in the school carpentry shop,
the two girls seem destined for a
knock-down, drag-out battle in the
final scenes. But the movie fizzles
as the nice girl is locked into a bon-
fire by a spell and is unable or un-
willing to fight back.



The witch's mother enters the
struggle and helps neutralize her
daughter's black magic long enough
for the good girl to escape the flam-
es and long enough to throw herself
and her evil daughter into the in-
ferno.

A let-down ending.

(R)

turned me off
instantly as it began to detail the
emotional problems of an upper mid-
dle class family. Why are we sup-
posed to care about the problems of
the privileged?---these nice, clean,
neat, well-dressed, well-fed, plenty-
of-money families who live in lux-
urious $300,000 homes....

Yes, despite all their money and
cars and good schools---ah, the
poor things have guilts and up-
tight moms and fears and attempted
suicides and baffled papas. They
also have fine Jewish psychiatrists
to see them through the rough times
and make them well.

That off my chest, let me say
that ORDINARY PEOPLE is a fine film
with intense, finely delineated act-
ing by Mary Tyler Moore as the rigid,
hating, unforgiving, unloving mother,
with Donald Sutherland as the baffl-
ed, unhappy, finally resolute father,
and with Timothy Hutton as the guilt-
ridden, suicidal, socially inept son.
Judd Hirsch was a fine psychiatrist.
All others were excellent in their
supporting roles.

ORDINARY PEOPLE

(R)

GLORIA .

is a fine, well tension-
ed chase film, with Gena Rowlands
giving a remarkable performance as
an ex-girlfriend of a Mafia biggie
abruptly trying to keep herself and
a six-year-old boy alive because
they both know too much about under-
world finances.

The parts that wow an audience
into cheering and clapping are when
she pulls out a .38 and blasts away
at Mafia/Mob soldiers. She knows
the score and isn't afraid to pull
a trigger. She's tough, and vulner-
able, loving, and has had it up to
here with Mob final solutions.

The ending of the film is com-
pletely dishonest, of course, but
happy endings usually are.

RESURRECTION  (PG)

tells the story of
a woman who, after a car crash, died
on the operating table for a few
minutes, then was revived. While
"'dead"
foggy tunnel, encourtered (silently)

dead people she had known or heard
about, and was moving joyously toward
her dead husband who waited for her
there in the far radiance...

Crippled by the crash, she re-
turns home to the family farm in
Kansas.

There she discovers she has the
power to work miracles of healing by
laying-on-of-hands. She cures her
own paralyzed (nerve damage) legs.
Soon she is drawing crowds--and the
sick and lame.

Ellen Burstyn was perfectly cast
for this role (or is a magnificent
actress) as she shows love---pure

altruistic love---for the afflicted.
The healing scenes are convincing.

Her problems come from local re-
ligious fundamentalists who demand
she acknowledge her gift comes from
God or admit it comes from the Devil.

She attracts the notice of scien-
tists and goes to L.A. for testing
and demonstrations of her gift. The
scientists and professors are con-
fcunded.

But she doesn't want all the
problems inherent with Healing. She
resolutely refuses to say she is an
agent of God. Her solution to her
problem is just right and is fore-
shadowed earlier in the film.

Again, Burtyn is very fine in
this, and everyone involved does a
great job in supporting roles.

As you leave the theater you'll
wish that such Healers existed, and
that there really is an afterlife as
shown.

(R)

is, un-
der all its surface of topicality
and social concern, just another
cliche-ridden cop film. We have
all the crummy junkies, the amoral
pushers, the thieves...we have the
cop-with-a-conscience who is torn
and anguished by stupidity, police
brutality, death in the streets.
We have his nurse girlfriend who is
a secret junkie and who is overdosed
by her shitty dealers and who dies.
We have this Good Cop's loneliness
and decision to resign... We have
the new, by-the-book chief of the
precinct.

We have blood and guts and some
bad words and some nice tits.

But aside from a few words about
the Fort Apache aspect, and aside
from showing a crummy slum neighbor-
hood, there is nothing about street
gangs, about the Mafia, about the
wholesale arson endemic in the South
Bronx.

Paul Newman is the ''Liberal"
He did his best with a flawed

FT. APACHE, THE BRONX

cop.
role.

she experienced a long, whi te, o
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MOVIE REVIEW: BREAKING GLASS
United Kingdom, 1980

Reviewed by Andrew Tidmarsh

Set in Britain in the not-too-
distant future, this film is more a
showcase for the songs of its star,
Hazel O'Connor, than a diagnosis of
the nation's ills. It is of interest
because she mentions ''1984', ''Big
Brother", '"'The Eighth Day' and be-
cause by its end she has become a ro-
bot of which she sings.

0'Connor is a talented outsider
who is determined in her own way, in
her own time, to change the world.
She is picked up by a seedy record
promoter (who buys the records that
are to become hits) and, managed by
him, acquires a band: guitar, bass,
drums, sax. She writes; they play.
Step by step, the group BREAKING
GLASS force themselves, are forced
into the spotlight from pubs to clubs
to the largest venues. They sign
away their publishing rights for two
years and win a record contract.
Money comes with fame, but the words
begin to change. It is a familiar
story, no better done than before.

In the background, Britain grinds
to a halt: a rail strike, mounting
unemployment, increased police pow-
ers of arrest. But the film ignores
these items. O'Connor is the focus
of attention, with her white face
and black or blue lips and finger-
nails; her thick mop of red-blonde
hair, cut straight at her jaw-line
or swept back behind her ears; her
voice so like Bowie's yet more harsh
bitchy. To begin with, she is crit-
ical of her audience, who won't per-
form as she performs, ''because you
are a programme''; then she notices
that blackmen are different from
white; then is disdainful of big
brother, whose petty repressions
she will "kick up his arse''; then
she dresses in white with stuck-on
silver strips and jerks as though a
clumsily-strung puppet (in her words
""'a robot'), to describe how man has
marked the world and with his mach-
ines replaced himself.

To end, the contradiction is re-
vealed: a human who is human -- who
loves her manager -- cannot also be
a machine. The enlightened mind
flickers and dims.

By no means a great film, but
one to look out for.

RARRRARRRRRARRARARKAARRRRRARARRRARARR



AN INTERVIEW WITH

CONDUCTED BY
JOAN GORDON

Gene Wolfe is perhaps best known
for his collection of three novellas,
THE FIFTH HEAD OF CERBERUS and for
the first volume of his new tetrol-
ogy, THE SHADOW OF THE TORTURER. He
has also written many fine short sto-
ries, some of which are collected in
THE ISLAND OF DR. DEATH AND OTHER
STORIES AND OTHER STORIES; a beau-
tifully-crafted mainstream novel
called PEACE; an adolescent novel,
THE DEVIL IN THE FOREST; and a sci-
ence fiction novel, OPERATION ARES.

One of his novellas, ''Seven Am-
erican Nights', which appears in the
short story collection, illustrates
the special nature of Gene's writ-
ing. It is a mix of Oriental ara-
besque and sordid realism, of dreams
and reality, speculation and chara-
cter development, ambiguity and clar-
ity. No one else could have done it.
If I tell you the plot concerns a
traveler to the future America after
it has fallen, you may think of all
the after-the-holocaust SF novels
you have read -- it is nothing like
them. America here is not a charred
wilderness peopled by solitary rug-
ged individualists learning the lay
of a new land. Instead it is a de-
caying city filled with subjected
souls and haunted by the ghosts of
its former strength. The metaphori-
cal and literal worlds of ''Seven
American Nights'' are equally alive,
to us and to the protagonist.

I wanted to be told the secret --
how does Gene write these stories
that shine on long after being read?
Though he never answered that ques-
tion, he has answered others in our
extended epistolary interview. Over
the last three years Gene and I have
conducted an interview by mail. The
topics have been Gene Wolfe, his
writing, writing in general and life
in general. And that is the organiz-
ation of what follows here.

x %X %

SFR: Tell me about your childhood.
WOLFE: My childhood was fairly nor-
mal for my place and time. I was
raised in Houston while it was still
a Southern city. - Mother -- whom God
bless -- was a Southern Belle, very
energetic, very soft on the outside
and very hard on the inside. Do you
know the type? Some artistic talent
(she used to do Japanese-style brush

paintings and I wish I had some of
them), a championship-calibre bridge
player. I've never really known
what she wanted me to be, but I'm
fairly sure it was none of the things
I've been. A lot of my childhood
was by Tennessee Williams, if you
know what I mean.

SFR:

Did you serve in the army?

WOLFE: I was in combat for four
months or so during the Korean War;
I got the Combat Infantry Badge. It
was trench fighting almost like that
in World War I. I was shelled a lot
but never bombed or strafed. I sup-
pose the main effect the army had

on me was to make me see once and
for all that regimented systems both
do and do not work in the way their
designers intended. It's something
like doublethink, something like
hypnosis. Regimentation succeeds
brilliantly when everyone involved
wants it to -- which is to say, it
succeeds best where it is needed
least: the paratroops, the Special
Forces. Combat showed me that the
people who act bravely when there is
no special danger are not the people
who act bravely when there is. I
didn't know that.

« What are your beliefs, relig-
1ous and political?

« I am a Catholic in the real
commmnion-taking sense, which tells
you a lot less than you think about
my religious beliefs ... I believe
in God, in the divinity of Christ
and in the survival of the person.

I don't mean by that that I think I
will not die, or that (for example)
my parents are not dead; the protag-
onist in THE BOOK OF THE NEW SUN
carries a sword inscribed with the
words terminus est ("'This is the di-
viding 1ine™). Like every thinking
person, I am still working out my
beliefs.

Politically, I am a maverick.
I agree with the far left on many
issues, with the far right on others,
with the center on still others. I
distrust concentrations of power,
whether political or economic. I am
a strong environmentalist. I be-
lieve that we are higher creatures
than we think we are, and that ani-
mals are closer to us than we be-
lieve. (I should have said the high-
er animals.)
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SFR: Were you an only child?

. Yes, I was an only child.
It's a wonderful and terrible thing
-- terrible because one ends up be-
ing the last of the tribe, the only
one who remembers the customs and
teachings of the now-sunken land of
Home. I remember how we used to sit
in the living room, my mother and
my father and I and my dog, Boots.
The couch and the chairs and the big
library table and the radio and the
floor lamps are all gone; the house
is sold; I am the only one left, the
only thing left; if I had to, I
could not prove it was not all a
dream.

SFR: Wwhat you said about being an
only child seemed very true to me.
When the ritual of Home lies in the
hands of only three people, it is
subject to frequent change and I re-
sist it, substitute my own rituals,
fabricate old ones to insert in my
memory.

« Sooner or later you're going
to ask how I started writing, so
I'11 tell you right now that I start-
ed because my bride and I were liv-
ing in a two-room furnished apart-
ment and I had hopes of raising en-
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ough money to make a down-payment on
some furniture so we could move out.
Twenty-some years later I still need
money .

SFR: Do you have a certain routine
for writing?

WOLFE: No, I have no routine for
writing -- I can't afford one. I
write when I can, when I have the
energy and the time and the opportun-
ity. I write the piece all the way
through, then start again at the be-
ginning, then start again at the be-
ginning ... Everything gets at
least three drafts. Most things get
four. A good many get 4+. I con-
tinue to revise until I begin to
wonder if the changes I'm making

are really improvements ... then I
stop and send out the piece. When-
ever possible, I allow at least a
week between revisions and I usually
use that week to work on something
else.

I do each draft on the type-
writer -- including the first -- then
mark it up with whatever pencil or
pen I have handy. I've tried work-
ing to taped music (classical, the
only kind I like) and it just doesn't
make any difference -- if I'm work-
ing well I don't hear it. Coffee
helps. So does iced tea, hot tea
and skimmed milk. I drink more cof-
fee than I should and take more as-
pirin. When I'm through for the
night, I take a three-mile walk if
the weather lets me. That's usually
sometime between nine and eleven.

SFR: Gene, what parts of being a
writer are a real drag?

WOLFE: I wasn't going to bring that
up, but since you insist ... People
who ask what name I write under as
if they had heard of every author in
the world except me. A little ques-
tioning usually establishes that they
have never heard of Saul Bellow, Er-
ica Jong or Norman Mailer.

People who assume that every
writer has thousands and thousands
of copies of everything he has ever
done, all provided free by the pub-
lisher. (I once asked Doubleday for
two copies of an anthology, because
I had two stories in the book. No
dice and they thought the request
was quite humorous.) People who
quite seriously ask how much I pay
the publisher to "print'' my books
and stories. People who assume that
since I write science fiction I love
every trashy sci-fi monster flick
ever made. Plus SPACE 1999, LOST IN
SPACE, STAR TREK (which actually
wasn't always terrible) and the Sat-
urday morning kiddie cartoon. (I do
admit to a soft spot for ROCKY AND
BULLWINKLE.) There are more, but
that's enough for now.

SFR: What authors do you admire?

Whom have you learned from? With
whom do you feel you have something
in common?

WOLFE: The list of authors I ad-
mire, whom I've learned from, and
with whom I feel I have something in
common is almost endless. Damon
Knight, Kate Wilhelm, Joanna Russ,
Ursula LeGuin, R.A. Lafferty, Saul
Bellow and John Updike, with many
more among the living. Poe, Proust,
Dickens, Chesterton, Flaubert, Orwell,
Thurber, Twain, Melville, Irving,
Van Gulik, Kafka, Borges, Dosteyev-
sky, Bulgakov ...

SFR: In what ways do you feel your
writing breaks new ground?

WOLFE: I find it's almost impossible
to say, "I'm trying to break such-
and-such new ground ..." without
sounding like an ass. I'm trying to
express a view of the universe while
working it out, of course, but then
all serious writers do -- that's
what makes them serious writers. I
am trying to bring good writing (my
definition) and whole people to a
type of writing that has not been
overburdened with them, but that's
hardly new ground.

SFR: You marked a bibliography of
your stories for me with checks to
indicate which ones were 'pivotal'.
What do you mean by 'pivotal?"

WOLFE: A pivotal story for me is

one in which I feel I have succeeded
in doing well something I have never
really done well before -- fairy mat-
erial in 'Thag', a certain religious
viewpoint in 'Westwind', the use of
second and third person in ''The Is-
land of Doctor Death and Other Stor-
ies', the progression from realism
to fantasy in ''The Eyeflash Mirac-
les', even the primitive inventions
no one ever actually invented (and
which no one now notices) in 'Track-
ing Song'". Just as 'Tracking Song"
is about uninvented inventions of the
stone age, ''Straw" is about (partly

of course) uninvented inventions of
tﬁé “5313 ages.

"Tracking Song'" is a wolf to-
tem story, by the way. The protag-
onist gets his original orientation
from a wolf tribe, then lives in a
world in which the roles of moose,
lion, deer, mink and so on are tak-
en by semi-human beings. Wolves are
winter symbols, of course, and birds
symbols of spring.

SFR: Do you use your own life in
your stories?

WOLFE: Weer (the narrator of PEACE)
is a man very much like me -- I don't
mean that the same things have hap-
pened to me, but that we have simil-
ar souls. Tackie (in "The Island of
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Doctor Death and Other Stories') is
pretty much the kind of child  was,
lonely, naive, isolated. Nicholas
(the boy in ''The Death of Doctor Is-
land") is the boy I might have been
and in some ways would like to have
been.

SFR: 1 thought the idea, in "The
Woman Who Loved the Centaur Pholus'',
of technology bringing back (and de-
stroying) mythology, was an especial-
ly nice one.

WOLFE: The idea of technology 'bring
ing back" the fauna of myth is more
than just nice. It is going to hap-
pen. The ability to create centaurs
and so on will be widely available
within our lifetimes. When I tell
people that, they say, '"Ch, no. May-
be a few high-powered scientists
could, but --" How'd you like to
take an undergraduate course in gene-
splicing? (No pun.) Columbia will
offer one next year.

SFR:  But will people bring back myth-
ical fauna or will they instead create
kitsch and corn? Have you ever gone
into a craft shop and seen the feath-
er and pipe cleaner art that is spawn-
ed there?

WOLFE: Some people will create their
own designs (in monsters) of course.
But the challenge will be to do good
work within a set, ''classical' de-
sign. Obviously, we will see dino-
saurs as well as dragons. Anyway,
it's surprising how hard it is to
come up with anything really origin-
al. I just made a quick stab at it
and came up with a '"centiger" and a
woman with the head of a cat. But
my woman would be Bast of ancient
Egypt, and my centiger very close to
a sphinx.

SFR: 1'd like to ask the next ques-
tion the way my students do when they
ask me about, say, Borges. Why do
you make your stories so hard to fig-
ure out? Why all those ambiguities,
those surprise endings and un-endings



(""The Adopted Father'" has sort of an
un-ending -- the story ends with im-
plied ...), those places where you
can't tell what happened?

WOLFE: Wwhy do I make my stories so
hard to figure out? I don't think

I do. Certainly I try to make my
stories as pellucid as I can, with-
out actually changing the story to
another story. Are you seriously
saying that Borges' stories are dif-
ficult to understand? Some are ped-
estrian (""Rosendo's Tale'), some

are brilliant imitations (''Doctor
Brodie's Report'"), some are original
masterpieces (''Tlon, Ugbar, Orbis
Tertius"), but all are clear as glass.

You say, 'Why all those ambig-
uities, those surprise endings and
un-endings...?" and you instance "'The
Adopted Father'". Ambiguities are ab-
solutely essential to any story that
seeks to counterfeit life, which is
filled with them. Today my wife and
I went to a music store, and I heard
her tell the clerk that she thought
she had seem some prominent perform-
er (I know little about music and do
not recall his name) in another store
playing the piano. The clerk said
there was a local performer who close-
ly resembled the man she thought she
had seen, and suggested she had seen
this local man instead. My wife is
near-sighted but seldom wears her
glasses and so is as likely to mis-
take identities as anyone alivi
in fact, she had done just that in a
book shop a few minutes before. 1
was not paying much attention to what
she and the clerk were saying, al-
though they were only a few feet a-
way; and in any case, I am slightly
deaf. Had she seen the performer
she named? Had she seen the local
performer the clerk named instead?
Had she seen some third party, a
good amateur player? Did I perhaps
misunderstand their conversation?
(Parts of it were inaudible.) Am I
creating all this -- spinning a fic-
tion to make my point? This much is
certain: you will never know.

What is it that bothers you
about the ending of '"The Adopted Fath
er' anyway? Mitch has found the fath-
er he needs, Parker has discovered a
reason to go on living. Their stor-
ies are not over, obviously, but the
story I was telling, the story of
how they found each other, is over,
which is why I stopped typing.

SFR: What qualities of your writing
might make you more a writer's writ-
er than a fan's writer?

WOLFE: I doubt that I am, but in
general the practitioners of any art
appreciate its difficulties more.

To a child a juggler who juggles red,
blue, gold and green balls is as good
(I suppose) as one who juggles a
knife, an ax, a torch and a champagne

bottle. The second juggler is a jug-
gler's juggler, though -- someone a
good juggler watches to learn from.

SFR: The ambiguity I associate with
your writing seemed especially con-
trolled in THE SHADOW OF THE TORTUR-
ER, as if you were relaxed about
space, had a long enough journey to
really stretch your legs. Of course,
you were very mischievous at the end.
I appreciate your architectural need
to stop at the gate, but you purpose-
ly made me very curious about what
was beyond (and inside) the wall.
Anyway, the characters, the world,
the atmosphere all got me. Triskele
and Baldanders had little to say but
they lived as much as Severian.

I don't think the cape of the
torturer on the cover was fuligen
(I admit that would be tricky) but
the balcony he stands on, straight
out of Gaudi, is right.

WOLFE: I could pick several nits
about the dustjacket, the worst one
being that the executioner there
seems to be wearing a shirt. But
the important thing about a dj is
that it reflects the spirit of the
text, and I think that one does.

SFR: Why did you pick a torturer
for a protagonist?

WOLFE: I don't know how to answer
when you ask why I made Severian a
torturer, except by saying that I
chose to write the book I wrote. If
he had been a sailor or a policeman,
that would have been a different
book.

Torture doesn't seem violent
because there is no element of strug-
gle. Believe me, I have thought for
hours and hours on the subject of
torture while writing these books.
The tough part is drawing the line
between punishment and torture. If
I were to spank my 14-year-old son
would that be torture? Nonsense.

If I were to give the same spanking
to a grown man (assuming I could)
surely that wouldn't be torture eith-
er -- he can stand it better, if any-
thing, than the boy. But if I were
to hit harder and harder (again, as-
suming I could) eventually what I

was doing could be called torture

by any standard. Thus, the two shade
into each other. And, of course,
torture can be purely mental, with
no striking, crushing or burning at
all.

SFR:  would you give me a few tant-
alizing hints about the rest of the
tetrology, THE BOOK OF THE NEW SUN?

WOLFE: I could give you better tan-
talizing hints if I knew what sort
of thing you want. All four books
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will be told in the first person by
Severian -- does that help? SHADOW
took place entirely within Nessus;
most of the action of the other three
books takes place outside it. Jonas,
the man on the merychip Severian en-
counters near the Piteous Gate, is a
fairly important character in THE
CLAW OF THE CONCILIATOR, and so on.

SFR: How close is the tetrology to
completion?

« I'm doing the final (or per-
haps the semi-final) draft of the
fourth book (CITADEL OF THE AUTARCH)
now. CLAW is to be pubished this
coming March. The third book (SWORD
OF THE LICTOR) hasn't been sold yet,
so I can't say when it will appear.
Certainly it will be over a year
from now. (Note: 'Now' is November,
1980.)

SFR: How do you feel about academic
study of your work?

WOLFE: It scares me to death. The
colleges have killed English poetry
-- which flourished as long as they
confined themselves to Greek and Lat-
in -- deader than last year's bacon

pig.

SFR: I wonder if some of the power
of SF for its readers lies in the
fact that it is disapproved of.

WOLFE: 1t does, of course, and that
makes me feel guilty about writing
all these letters and cooperating
with you generally. I have always
derided and discouraged academic
study of SF in theory, and nearly al-
ways cooperated with academics who
sought my help. The thing is that
although I believe any Establishment
contact with SF is a bad thing, a
thing detrimental to the genre, I
also believe that the harm done by
the academic wing of the Establish-
ment can be mitigated. I admit I
am beginning to see that attitude as
hypocritical.

There are two main mechanisms
at work here. The first is the real-
ization (practically a definition of
intelligence) that Establishment-
approved mediums are uniformly un-
truthful. If SF really becomes that
untruthful, well and good. But if,
as now seems much more likely, it is




merely perceived as having such ap-
proval, it will lose many readers it
deserves to have. In a dim, half-
witted way, that was what the 'New
Wave'' was all about. (I was claimed
as both a New Wave and an Old Wave
writer by various critics and com-
mentators, as many of us were.) In
order to fight off that approval we
have to be more or less anti-science,
anti-business, anti-government and
(of course) anti-establishment. It
also helps to be violent and mystic-
al, and I think you'll agree that
most of us tend to be.

The other mechanism is the
radically negative effect of school-
assigned reading. Most kids HATE
whatever they are made to read.

(For some weird reason perhaps relat-
ed to left-handedness, I did not; I
even liked THE MAYOR OF CASTERBRIDGE,
though as far as I can recall I was
the only one in our English class
who did; but it has taken me 40

years to outgrow the distaste for
athletics I developed when I was
forced to take part in them.) Many
are now being made to read SF. My
own story, "Eyebem'" is already in
one high-school text and I think is
going into another. So you see.

SFR: Since I started as an SF fan
and later made my enthusiasm my sch-
olarship, it's hard for me to see
academic study as necessarily deaden-
ing. I know it can be, and I've

read plenty of criticism that is
(especially criticism about criticism
or about literature as if it were

just illustration of critical theory).

But I don't think criticism needs to
be poisonous. Learning about some-
thing is exciting, and sharing and
developing knowledge can be exciting
too. Isn't that what scholarship
should be?

WOLFE: I don't think the profs have
to be deadly (I hope I didn't say
that); it's just that most are.

SFR: As a literature of ideas, is
SF important educationally?

WOLFE: Yes, though it does not nec-
essarily follow that it should be
made a part of some particular cur-
riculum. Your question goes to the
heart of my preference for the term
speculative fiction. Of course we
both know that no one coined the sa-
cred term SCIENCE FICTION and then
went into his study and wrote the
stuff. '"Science fiction'' was a puri-
fication of old Gernsback's ''scienti-
fiction'" -- scientific fiction --
which he made up to describe a type
of didactic story he published in
magazines derived from a magazine for
radio amateurs. That type of story
hasn't been around for a long time;
it failed because it (I mean in its
pure form) engaged only the mind.

If

one wants to teach a student something at Gettysburg?"

about the nature of an atom, one can
do it much better in a few paragraphs
in a textbook.

The educational virtue of spec-
ulative fiction is that it engages
the imagination and emotions as well
as the mind, and of course, its
thrust need not be scientific in any
sense except one so broad as to be
meaningless. (Academics sometimes
talk about the '"science' of history,
the "science" of comparative relig-
ion, and so on, but these subjects
are not sciences in any meaningful
sense of the word.) If T.B. Swann
can write well enough to make me (in
the famous phrase) suspend my dis-
belief in Greek mythology he will
teach me some very important things
about Greek mythology I could not
learn by reading half a dozen text-
books. Swann's work has nothing to
do with science, but it is SF as
defined by our culture -- we talk
about him as an SF writer, shelve
his books in the SF section and so
on.

Swann was speculating about
what it would be like to live in the
mental world of people who believed
the stuff of Greek myth, just as
C.S. Lewis, in the Narnia books,
speculated about people who believed
in the cosmology of the Middle Ages.
It is obviously possible for another
author (or for that matter the same
author) to speculate again and reach
different conclusions, but we can
learn from both. And the speculation
need not be concerned with past be-
liefs or erroneous ones -- no stu-
dent, perhaps, believes in Relativ-
ity in his heart unless he has read
some book that makes him understand
something of how it would feel to
approach the speed of light.

SFR: How is SF so well suited to
the discussion of ideas?

WOLFE: Well, to begin, it is only
suited to the discussion of certain
types of ideas. SWANN'S WAY is a
psychological novel -- one of the
best -- and SF is not particularly
well suited to discussing the types
of psychological ideas with which
it is concerned.

With that cavil aside, let me
say that your question is like the
old theological puzzler, why do
great rivers choose to run through
most of Earth's larger cities? If a
study or novel is largely concerned
with a discussion of scientific or
sociological ideas, it thereby 'be-
comes' SF whether so labeled or not
in the minds of many publishers and
many readers. For example, unless
my memory is playing me false, Win-
ston Churchill once wrote a piece
called, "what if the North had Won
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This was, obviously,
a parallel universe story: In this
case a story about a universe in
which the South had won (Hurray!')
and a military historical theorist
was speculating about the results of
what we know actually happened. It
was, clearly, speculative fiction --
and most of us would so classify it,
although we don't think of Churchill
as an SF writer.

But of course, conventional --
ANALOG-and-Ace-Books SF does have ad-
vantages when a writer wants to spec-
ulate on the types of ideas it hand-
les well. It gives him an audience
that is accustomed to such specula-
tion -- an audience whose mind is al-
ready stretched. That's an immense
advantage, because he knows he does
not have to baby them into it. They
know, for example, that a society
doesn't have to be based on commerce
-- we just happen to have lived all
our lives in one that is. They know
that it is accidental that Florida's
climate is warmer than Maine's, and
that a shift in the poles could re-
verse the gradient. And so on.

Second, SF gives the author
who is already familiar with the
field (but only to him) a ready-made
language of conventions -- mechanic-
al human beings with emotions (thanks
to Lester Del Rey), time travel
(thanks to H.G. Wells), starships
that can rove the galaxy at will
(thanks to E.E. Smith). None of
these things exist outside SF, and
many reputable scientists say all
three are utterly impossible. (It
is easy to progam a computer to act
as if it possessed emotions, but
quibbles aside, that clearly isn't
the same thing as having them. To
me, the interesting question is
whether a computer that had develop-
ed consciousness would feel the pro-
grammed emotions as real.)

Third and most importantly, the
conventions of SF permit the writer
to set up alternate worlds that are
logical rather than fantastic. Be-
fore SF, Shakespeare might write of
the kingdom of the fairies, but that
kingdom was governed (and could be
governed) only by whim -- what Tit-
ania wanted she did, unless the great-
er power of her husband stopped her.
(It is surely no coincidence that
that play is laid in ancient Greece
-- its "logic" is exactly that of pa-
gan Greek religion, in which T. was
Juno, O. was Zeus and so on. I sus-
pect strongly that the Greek setting
is the remnant of an earlier draft
using the Greek gods that Shakespeare
was too rushed to change completely.)

Anyway that framework can be
used very effectively in much the
same way beast-fable is used: Hermes/
fox, Ares/bear and so on, with each
god or fairy or animal representing
a human passion or concern. But it



cannot be used at all to speculate
about real external human societies.
Real rulers act because of political
and economic constraints and only
rarely by whim. Oddly enough, it
was because of the king's whimsical
desire to marry his lovers that the
man who did most to get us out of
that mess -- St. Thomas More -- was
killed.

The voyage to a fantastic
country had been used often before,
of course, but so far as I know, he
was the first to revive the then-
long-dead Platonic idea of a fiction-
al country that was not fantastic
but interesting and instructive.

He was not the founder of modern SF;
I would give that title to Wells.

But he is almost more important than
the founder. We owe him a monument.

SFR; What is good writing?

WOLFE: To begin with, good writing
is grammatically correct except when
it is intentionally incorrect. A
good reader quickly senses the dif-
ference between that kind of writing
and writing in which the writer does
not know (or perhaps care) that his
subjects and verbs do not agree in
number and so on.

Similarly, good writing is only
intentionally ambiguous. Good writ-
ing is interesting to read, rather
than easy. People like Rudolf Fle-
sch would like to see every sentence
as short as possible, because that
kind of writing is easy to read, but
it bores and exhausts the reader by
its easiness. Did you ever know of
anyone who backpacked on level
ground? In good writing, the length
and structure of the sentences are
varied. Many are short. A few may
take eight or ten lines of type.

Good writing is concrete.
That's why our businessmen and bur-
eaucrats can never be taught to write
well -- it is against their best in-
terests. A bureaucrat says econom-
ically disadvantaged; a good writer
says poor, and an educational bureau-
crat says someone has a learning dis-
ability; a good writer says the same
person is stupid or lazy; a business-
man (or woman) says competitively
priced; a good writer says cheap.
You'll note that good writers are al-
most never elected to public office.
Both Norman Mailer and Wm. F. Buck-
ley have tried and failed. (In fact,
the only good writer I can think of
offhand who ever won a major election
was Winston S. Churchill, and he was
overwhelmingly defeated as soon as
the war was over.)

Good writing is rich in tropes
without being pretentious about them.
It says, for example, that English
society around 1850 was like an Oct-
ober day (I am, of course, quoting
H.G. Wells), and it says it in such
a way that your understanding of

both is increased. Furthermore, you
feel that the comparison was perfect-
ly natural. Do you remember Part-
ridge (I think it was) in TOM JQONES,
who went to see Garrick play Hamlet
and said that if he had seen a ghost
too he would have started in just
the same way? Like that.

And lastly, good writing is
multileveled, like a club sandwich.
Savants talk of writing being lin-
ear -- one thing at a time. But a
good writer is often saying two
things at once, and sometimes three
or even four. When Fielding wrote
that bit about seeing HAMLET he told
us something about acting and some-
thing about Partridge at the same
time.

Please understand that I would
never claim that all my writing is
good. I do claim, however, that I
try to make it good, always.

SFR: What is your cure for writer's
block?

WOLFE: My cure for writer's block

is to cut out all unnecessary commun-
ication. Don't read, watch TV, write
letters or talk more than is needed
to get through the essential busin-
ess of the day. Instead, take long
walks alone or do manual work --
paint a room or dig in the garden.
The cure usually takes only three or
four days.

SFR: 1've been thinking about photo-
graphy of late, especially the big
argument -- is it art or document?

WOLFE: 'Art'" and '"'document' aren't
mutually exclusive. Photos can be
documents (all this is just my opin-
ion, of course), although not all
of them are. I don't really think
that they can be art. A lot depends
on craft, a lot depends on eqiipment
(if you ever see a book called BORNE
ON THE WIND, pick it up -- it con-
tains the most wonderful photos of
insects in flight ... and I could not
have taken them because I don't have
the stuff) and a great deal depends
on opportunity. The most beautiful
picture I can remember was taken by
a 19-year-old sailor who had never
owned a camera before he was sent to
the South Pole, and who never saw
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what any of his pictures looked like
until he got back to the U.S. and
could get his film developed. It
showed the sun over Mt. Erebus.

The thing that keeps photo-
graphy from being art is that it is
a mechanical reproduction of a pre-
existing scene. I certainly agree
that there are photographers who
treat themselves as artists. There
are even some who are treated as art-
ists by other people. But those
things prove nothing. There have
been a million people who have thought
they were artists and been wrong, and
probably most of them were treated as
artists by at least one other person.

There have been a million people who
actually were artists but didn't
think they were and weren't treated
as artists by others. The people
who made the cave paintings are ex-
amples; so are those who carved the
facade of Notre Dame.

The use of techniques -- and
especially in photography, where
"technique' is almost precisely the
same as ''trick'" -- is not art. A
salesman uses techniques to close
the sale. A master of the martial
"arts'' uses techniques to break your
neck, but he is no more an artist
than a football player is. In five
minutes I could teach you five tech-
niques that would let you come up
with pictures far removed from snap-
(For example, smearing a lit-
tle petroleum jelly around the edges
of your lens to give a softened bor-
der.) But they would not make you
an artist. Even if you invented a
new technique -- and people do al-
most every day -- you would be an
inventor, not an artist.

SFR: Why are we born only to suf-
fer and die?

WOLFE: You may choose your favorite
answer from the selection below ---

/_/ We are not born only to
suffer and die. Only you. We have
kept this from you until now, but
it's time you were told.

/_/ We are not born only to
Suffer § Die. Other firms have chil-
dren too -- Goforth, Kilburn § Robb,
for example.

/_/ You are born to die so I
can get a word in edgewise. I sug-
fer until I do.

/_/ We suffer because if we
could not, French fries would have

no place to go. We die to keep from
suf fering.

/_/ We die so we don't have to
suffer and suffer because it beats

dying.
/_/ A1l of the above.

SFR: Thank you, Mr. Wolfe.
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THE NUKE STANDARD

We are privileged to print here
for the first time a startling ad-
dress which was delivered behind lock-
ed doors at the recent meeting of the
International Monetary Fund in Barba-
dos. It will be recalled that Rus-
sian and Chinese observers were pre-
sent by invitation for the first
time in the history of the IMF. The
speaker remains unidentified but is
believed to belong to a well-known
Think Tank.

Gentlemen, and perhaps I should
add, Comrades: In this time of in-
flation, recession and international
crisis two main disaster scenarios
menace all our futures. One of these
is the likelihood of a nuclear war.
The other is the imminent collapse
of the world monetary system.

The second of these two events --
even if it didn't automatically trig-
ger off a global conflict -- certain-
ly wouldn't 1limit its effects to the
so-called Capitalist World. I see
you all nodding agreement. We are
realists here. The world is far too
interlinked nowadays for ''our' system
to collapse without ''yours'' collaps-
ing too -- or at least degenerating
into a pitiful shadow of its present
self. Must I mention the massive in-
vestment loans by the West in the
Cormunist blocs? Or the urgent need
for Western technology to spearhead
development: technology which must
be sustained by profit feedback?

Yes, it's no secret that the
whole Western money system is in
grave danger. How can you plan a-
head on an international scale when
currencies fluctuate wildly against
each other?

In the Commmnist blocs the econ-
omies are said to be planned scien-
tifically, by contrast with our own
reliance on free market forces. But
we all know that there is little gen-
uinely scientific in the true sense
-- if at all -- about Marxist econ-
omic theory. Marxism is just a prod-
uct of the industrial revolution
phase of human development. And here
we all are now in the midst of the
third phase: of global electronic
and cybernetic revolution.

It's crystal clear that we need
to adopt a genuinely technological

BY IAN WATSON

and scientific basis for our money
dealings to keep in pace with this
new phase.

We've had to do it for the meas-
urement of time values. We could
still measure time well enough till
quite recently by the old industrial
revolution clock methods. But when
computer decisions occupy only mil-
lionths of a second a unit of time
like a "second'" is hopelessly out of
date. So instead we have developed
the atomic clock -- which, as you
know, defines one second as
9,192,631,770 vibrations of the mi-
crowave radiation emitted by caesium
133 atoms organised in a particular
way. That is electronic, cybernetic
time -- the today time.

We need something as basic to the
world of physics -- as contant and
unchanging -- for the new standard of
our money system too.

And what do we have? Like some
barbaric king three thousand years
ago, we still have a crazy reverence
for ... gold. Fort Knox is filled
with barbaric gold, notionally to
back our currency. Oh, I know that
many of us talk in terms of '‘weight-
ed baskets of currencies' and ''re-
serves of convertible currency', but
still people feel this yen -- if the
Governor of the Bank of Japan will
pardon the expression -- for a tang-
ible basis to currency.

Gold! People are mystically at-
tracted to it. Look how you French
horde private stocks of gold. Look
at the market for Kruger Rands.

Yet what inherent use-value has
gold got? Compared with a pellet of
uranium? Or a pint of 0il? (Ch, I
know the o0il is running out -- so
any Arab notions of an oil-backed
currency are a dead duck.) Well,
gold is fine for filling teeth, and
it has its other uses. But its mone-
tary value is irrational.

And precisely this kind of ir-
rationality has helped to dump us
into the present recession.

Of course, there's one great his-
toric cure for recession. I refer,
gentlemen, to war. War was how we
climbed out of the trough of the Thir-
ties. War boosts an ailing economy
like nothing else. Full employment,
new weapons systems that force break-
throughs in technology with commer-
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cial spinoffs ... just you name it!

Unfortunately we don't believe
that we can simply simulate a global
war footing, without the shadow box-
ing leading to real bloody blows.
And unfortunately, unlike 1940, the
world would be entirely destroyed by
a genuine conflict.

Still, please bear in mind that
mcney and the tools of war do fit in-
to the same economic equation ...

Okay, then, we can't spend our
way out of recession, but neither
can we safely fight our way out of
it.

And this brings me back to my
previous point: We have to develop
a standard of value for the world ec-
onomy which is as physically demon-
strable -- as atomically guaranteed
-- as the units of time are by the
behaviour of the caesium atom. In-
stead of something like gold as the
standard of value, we must have ...
an atomic standard,-with the equiva-
lent of a Fort Knox to back it up.

Gentlemen, don't you see? We al-
ready have this in our various coun-
tries -- already partly regulated by
treaties which fix the exchange rate.

FIRST ( GET A ROUND
OF APPLAUSE, AND
THEN A SPATTER

OF SNIPER



I speak of nothing less than our
nuclear weapons -- in the Fort Knoxes
of their missile silos and submar-
ines.

A kiloton or a megaton can't
change its value. One kilogram of
Plutonium will always have an energy
value of 104% joules. That value
remains the same all over the uni-
verse. It's defined by atomic phy-
sics.

Gentlemen, to turn a recent mil-
itary saying inside out, I propose
to you: Better bucks -- and francs
and rubles and yuan -- per bang.

Are you worried that radioactive
decay will eat away at the new wealth
as inflation eats away at paper mon-
ey? Do you fear the reverse alchemy
whereby the new ''gold' will eventual-
ly transmute into lead? Just consid-
er the half-life of Plutonium:

24,000 years! Consider, too, our
proven ability to top up the new Fed-
eral Reserves to the agreed level.

Or do you fear a new gulf devel-
oping between rich and poor nations?
Don't worry: Nuclear proliferation
is already well under way. I assure
you that there'll be a far speedier
dispersal of nuclear currency to the
Third World than there would ever be
of old-style assets.

Gentlemen and Comrades, let me
propose for your consideration: The
end of irrationality. Let me propose
the scientific successor to the old
Gold Standard. I give you: The Nuke
Standard.

Adopt this and we gain one other
immediate boon to add to the benefit
of perfect currency stability.

Under the new economic order --
with currency backed by our nuclear
weapons, with the thermonuclear-dol-
lar and ruble and pound -- who would
ever wish to start a war? It would
be just like burning money.

It's been said, flippantly, that
nuclear weapons have no use -- unless
they're used. No longer true,
friends, no longer true! With one
stroke of the pen -- with the adop-
tion of the Nuke Standard -- we can
change all that. And ensure prosper-
ity, plus peace.

Thank you all for your attention.
-- (c) copyright Ian Watson 1981
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# LETTER FROM NEAL WILGUS
Box 25771

Albuquerque, NM 87125
March 23, 1981

'I was surprised recently
when I opened up the Jan/Feb
STAR LINE, the newsletter of
tiie Science Fiction Poetry As-
sociation, and found a review
of Roger Zelazny's collection
of poetry, WHEN PUSSYWILLOWS
LAST IN THE CATYARD BLOOMED
(Norstrilla Press, Australia,
1980). I was surprised be-
cause Zelazny didn't mention
the book when I interviewed
him for SF REVIEW last year,
even though I asked him a
couple of questions about
poetry. I was doubly surpris-
ed, though, when I read the re-
view and discovered that Zelaz-
ny and I have independently in-
vented the same poetic techni-
que -- what I call "right-
justification'" and what he
must call '"lines irregular to
the left" since one of the
poems in the collection is ti-
tled "I Used to Think in Lines
That Were Irregular to the
Right'". Whatever you want to
call it, the device consists
simply of justifying (or lin-
ing up) the lines of poetry
to the right side of the page
instead of the traditional
left-justifying. Zelazny un-
doubtedly came up with the i-
dea first since the book is
dated 1980 and the poem was
probably written a year or
more before that -- but I in-
dependently developed the i-
dea in early November of 1980,
four or five months before I
saw the STAR LINE review, and
the first of my poems using
the right-justified format
was "Lefty's Escape', publish-
ed in the January, 1981 issue
of MENZIA, the newsletter of
New Mexico Mensa. A second
poem, "Up Yer Evolution', was
published in the February,
1981, MENZIA and more will fol-
low, there and elsewhere,
since the device fits my poet-
ic needs very well. The pur-
pose of this letter is just to
set the record straight on
who "invented" the idea --
we both did, and probably a
lot of other poets too, since
it's a simple and obvious
idea and there are countless
poets bouncing around this
planet. Anyway, it's a good
device and I hope to see it
morely widely used.

'Related to this is my
general interest in lefthand-
edness and left-handed people,
an interest that recently lead
me to obtain a sample copy of
LEFTY, the magazine of Left-
handers International. I was
surprised when I opened LEFTY
too, for there in '"'Letters to
Lefty'" was a letter from a
lefthanded SF writer, Juani-
ta Coulson, a loooong-time
fan whom I know of mostly
from the legendary YANDRO.

It was good to see Juanita's
letter and her revelation
that her sword-and-sorcery
series which includes WEB OF
WIZARDRY and THE DEATH GOD'S
CITADEL is in fact a "left-
handed fantasy world". 1I'd
be interested in knowing how
many other SF/fantasy writers
are lefthanded -- and how
many fans are too. Any left-
ys who want to make them-
selves known can write me --
or reveal all in SFR, for that
matter."'

Lefty’s Lament

I drank a lot of coffee,
didn't eat too much --
the food is only fuel
and the coffee's just a crutch.
But my other half is hungry
and needs a lot of work.
Poetry is food for thought --
just see my rightbrain perk.
My leftbrain is lazy --
it needs the caffeine kick.
I always have to lead it
with a carrot and a stick.
But my rightbrain's religious
about what to eat and drink.
It knows that what you eat right now
is later what you think.
O, the leftbrain's all right
in its own way, I guess,
but being too lopsided
can become an awful mess.
So what can you do --
the right is all that's left.
Try to get it all together --
you know, a gift is not a theft.

---Neal Wilgus




THE VIVISECTOR

BY DARRELL SCHWEITZER

THE SHADOW OF LOVECRAFT LOOMS
LARGE, PART I

DARK FORCES
Edited by Kirby McCauley
Viking Press, 1980, 551 pp., $16.95

There's no sense in denying that
this is an impressive book and it
will almost certainly win the World
Fantasy Award for best collection.
Simply, as a book, it's a good buy,
quite reasonably priced for its size
and printed on good paper with sewn
signatures and bound in full cloth.
(One of those few cases where it
does make a difference if you get
the regular edition rather than the
book club.) The table of contents
is incredible: new stories by Ray
Bradbury, Theodore Sturgeon, Robert
Aickman, Robert Bloch, Isaac Bashe-
vis Singer, Joyce Carol Oates, Rus-
sell Kirk, Richard Matheson, Ramsey
Campbell, Manly Wade Wellman and a
longish novella by Stephen King ...
in fact, virtually every major con-
temporary horror story figure is
present, excepting those who only do
novels, like Peter Straub. McCauley
expresses regrets in his introduc-
tion that he couldn't have Bernard
Malamud, Jack Finney, Julio Cortazar
and a few others. Borges would have
been an important addition. The
most conspicuously absent are Harlan
Ellison and Fritz Leiber. Still, I
don't imagine there's a single edi-
tor in the whole field who isn't
envious of McCauley's achievement.

And yet when I finished this
book I stopped and asked myself if I
might not be getting bored with hor-
ror fiction. Most of the stories
are well written. Many are downright
elegant. They have good character-
ization. They are good stories by
most standards, but they failed to
horrify me. Or even move me very
much. I concluded that I am not
getting bored with horror fiction.
If that were the case, the two stor-
ies that really grabbed me (the Rus-
sell Kirk and the Stephen King)
wouldn't have. I concluded that
there is something profoundly wrong
with the way most of the stuff is be-
ing written.

A lot of the problem can be trac-
ed back to Lovecraft. Now Dennis
Etchison said in an interview recent-
ly (in the March 1981 FANTASY NEWS-
LETTER), that he feels that Lovecraft

has held back the development of the
modern dark fantasy story more than
anyone else, the same way that Pound
and Eliot have held back the develop-
ment of poetry. I think this is
true, but maybe not in the way Den-
nis intended. Pound and Eliot did
some brilliant work. They also did
some very difficult work and Pound
especially tended to lose his read-
ers.

One paragraph aside for my Ezra
Pound story. A professor I once
lknew told me about a professor he
knew, who had spent years and years
writing a vastly complicated explic-
ation of Pound's Cantos. He had nev-
er met Pound and finally, very late
in the poet's life, he was ushered
into the August Presence, having
been granted a fifteen-minute inter-
view. He spent 14 1/2 minutes in a
nonstop explanation of his theory
of the meaning of the Cantos, after
which Pound remained silent as prec-
ious seconds ticked away, and at the
very last instant exclaimed, 'You've
got to be kidding'.

Now, then, I suspect that Pound
was simply tired of dumb academic
theorizing, but if he really was
pulling our legs all that time, he
was at fault for what happened to
poetry because of his influence,
otherwise, no. Poetry became form-
less and obscure and lost most of
its audience. The point of all this
is that no artist should be blamed
for the excesses of his imitators,
particularly those who carefully
mimic all his superficial faults
without discerning any of his real
strength. If someone says, ''Oh,
this seems formless and obscure, so
all I have to do is be formless and
obscure and it's real poetry', that
isn't the fault of the original poet
Probably not anyway.

Similarly, if someone says, ''Oh,
all you have to do in horror fiction
is have a long build-up, drop a few
hints and then give one tantalizing
glimpse of The Thing before ending
the story', the results are not nec-
essarily H.P. Lovecraft's fault.
More likely they're August Derleth's,
since in his Lovecraft pastiches
(some say parodies), such as THE
TRAIL OF CTHULHU and in his so-called
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"posthumous collaborations'' ('The
Shuttered Room'" is the purest exam-
ple), he enshrined the Aborted Begin-
ning.

An aborted beginning is a story
that ends about the time it starts
getting interesting. Derleth wrote
them far more often than Lovecraft
did. As Dirk Mosig, Richard Tierney
and others have shown, Derleth nev-
er really understood Lovecraft.
Considering how Lovecraft insisted
that plot is not important, that at-
mosphere and the unadorned phenom-
ena are everything, I suspect that
Lovecraft never really understood
Lovecraft either. His best fiction
doesn't follow his own rules.

A major problem endemic in post-
Lovecraftian fiction is an inability
to get on with it, to go beyond the
introduction of the premise. In
other words, right where the story
really starts, the author stops.
This wasn't a problem in Victorian
times. DRACULA does not build up
with a bunch of hints and end with
the ultimate shocking revelation,

"My God! He's a vampire!" No, it
has a plot. Vampirism having been

established, Stoker gets on with it.
Lovecraft, in his roundabout way
sometimes, does the same in, say,
"The Colour Out of Space', ''The whis-
perer in Darkness', ''Dreams in the
Witch House', CHARLES DEXTER WARD --
any of the good stuff. (I don't in-
clude "At the Mountains of Madness"
in the good stuff for this very rea-
son. It is the only aborted begin-
ning in existence long enough to
have been serialized -- abridged,

no less -- in three parts in ASTOUND-
ING.)

Another aside. I will ask you,
for purposes of reading this review,
to accept my basic premise -- that
Lovecraft is too towering a figure



in the weird/horror field to get
away from. He is far more widely
read, far more influential than any
of his contemporaries. After Poe,
he is probably the first horror writ-
er any reader encounters and usually
he is encountered early. I suspect
that a whole generation of horror
writers has grown up on Lovecraft
the way a generation of science fic-
tion writers has grown up reading
Heinlein. His stamp is on virtually
everything that came after him, even
if sometimes it's in a negative way.
Of the contributors in this book,
Wellman was a cantemporary contribu-
tor to WEIRD TALES, Bloch was a Love-
craftian disciple, Campbell began as
an imitator and later broke away,
Bradbury grew up reading Lovecraft
and has paid tribute to him in

"The Exiles" and Campbell and Grant
have reacted strongly against the
Lovecraftian tradition, which, of
course, means they're keeping it in
mind.

The biggest failing of most of
these stories is, yes, indeed, an
inability to get beyond the begin-
ning. The most outrageous example
is T.E.D. Klein's "Children of the
Kingdom'', which goes on for 66 pages
slowly intimating that there just
might be this other race of froglike,
fishy beings out to snatch the Earth
away from us. It's a very Lovecraft-
ian theme, but more typically of a
Cthulhu Mythos story by someone else
than a true Lovecraft story; nothing
happens until the very end, when dur-
ing the famous New York Blackout, the
critters manifest themselves. Be-
fore that a character, whanthe nar-
rator takes to be a crackpot, ex-
plains the origins and history of
the things at some length. Of course
the reader knows it's all real.

These things always are in horror
fiction, so the author can't delay
too long, lest the reader become im-

patient. But Klein does not get on
with it. He spends the entire nov-

ella establishing his premise. One
asks at the end, "And then what?"

I suspect a more interesting story
would be one that started in about
the last ten pages of this one, and
went on for about the same length.
The only reason ''Children of the
Kingdom'' is readable is that Klein
has an un-Lovecraftian interest in
character and he depicts his setting
very well. I suspect there's a good
mainstream story hidden beneath the
Lovecraftian (or post-Lovecraftian)
millstone.

None of the stories in DARK
FORCES are overtly Lovecraftian,
you must understand. Cthulhu does
not appear. Nobody reads the NECRO-
NOMICON. But the inescapable Love-
craftian influence is present in
virtually all the stories, except a
couple which are not really horror
stories. (The Joyce Carol Oates

story is powerful, but it is about
humiliation and embarrassment. The
character's problem is making an ut-
ter fool of herself.)

Clifford Simak's ''The Whistling
Well" is either a tongue-in-cheek
attempt to incorporate as many Love-
craftisms as possible without being
horrifying or an attempt to write a
traditional horror story, which mis-
fired and became a traditional Simak
story. Get this: A man of an old
family returns to the home of one of
his ancestors (a place sinisterly
spoken of, and the locals don't think
well of the ancestor, either), which
is located in a remote rural region
(Midwest rather than New England,
because that's what Simak knows),
and while camping overnight at the
haunted spot near the still clanking
windmill and the well of ill repute,
the hero becomes aware of ancient,
alien presences, non-human creatures
from the age of dinosaurs. A strange
talisman with pre-human writing on

it draws them to him ... And the
meeting is friendly. 'Brother, I am
glad to know you'", he says. "I am

glad I found you. Glad to carry the
token of your faith." (p. 262). An-
other possible interpretation is

that it is a deliberate statement

by Simak that the standard Lovecraft-
ian theme of Horrifying Alienness is
invalid, and there's no reason why
two intelligent species shouldn't
have enough in common to get on well
together. (Lovecraft himself got to
this point late in life. He all but
fell in love with the creatures in
""At the Mountains of Madness'. The
horrors in that story are considerab-
ly less convincing.)

"The Whistling Well" is strong on
atmosphere, short on conflict, but
fairly good Simak. It isn't going to
horrify anybody. I don't think it's
trying to.

Another story which takes its
own good time getting to the begin-
ning is Karl Edward Wagner's ''Where
the Summer Ends'. This, like the
Klein, has very good characteriza-
tion and well-realized setting, but
at novelette length, it is essential-
ly saying that yes, there are Crea-
tures, rather than doing something
with this premise after having estab-
lished it.

Dennis Etchison's 'The Late
Shift'" has moments of effective at-
mosphere, but is really a horror
story rendition of a joke: What if
there really was a ''graveyard shift'?
C.L. Grant's ™A Garden of Blackred
Roses' finally lets us know that
yes, the magic flowers are causing
all these things to happen and You'd
Better Not Pick Them, but never gets
beyond that point.

I don't think you can have a
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truly memorable horror story by mere-
ly presenting an idea any more than
you can have a science fiction story
that way. You have to do something
with it.

Ramsey Campbell's 'The Brood'
reacts against Lovecraft's tendency

to explain everything by explaining
nothing. is gives it a feeling of
helpless nightmare, but ultimately
it's unsatisfying.

I think the reader has to have
some idea of what's going on and why.

We are now brought to the subject
of theme. The other major Lovecraft-
ian legacy, besides the tendency to
stall until it's too late, is mater-
ialistic subject matter. Lovecraft
did not believe in ghosts and goblins,
you see. A character of his would
not be motivated by a fear of damn-
ation. These things meant nothing
to Lovecraft. With his fiction we
have a definite break from the myst-
ically-rooted tradition which pre-
cedes him.

Not surprisingly, when Algernon
Blackwood read Lovecraft, he com-
plained of a complete lack of "spir-
itual terror'.

Lovecraft gave us cosmic terror.
His stories are about man's place in
the universe. This is his great
theme. His conclusions were pessi-
mistic, that mankind is a trivial




accident of creation, wholly unimpor-
tant in the overall scheme of things.
His characters come into contact with
that impersonal vastness, which is
both fascinating and terrifying. The
result is transcendence and/or de-
struction. This, I submit, is a mat-
erialist version of ''spiritual ter-
ror''. It is more in tune with our
age than the more traditional vari-
ety. This is why Lovecraft is more
widely read than Blackwood.

The curious thing is that for all
they may or may not imitate his man-
nerisms, post-Lovecraftian writers
rarely reach for the essential core
of his subject matter.

The other unfortunate result of
Lovecraft's influence is that, while
the traditional subject matter of
the weird tale has been demolished,
nothing has taken its place. Not
only do most writers not get on with
it, they have little to get on with.

The consequence is the story
which is merely an elaborate buildup
for killing off the protagonist in
the most horrible way possible. It
is really not about anything at all.
Thematic content, zero. (I don't
know if we can blame Clark Ashton
Smith for these, but he wrote them.
About 75% of his output could be en-
titled, '"The Death of Zorfsnodek' or
whatever. The phenomenon is too
widespread. Pointless buckets-of-
gore movies are a product of the same
lack of anything to say.) If the
reader can legitimately ask, ''So
what?'' afterwards, the author has
blown it, no matter how skillfully
he may have written the story.

Thus, Joe Haldeman's ''Lindsay
and the Red City Blues' yet again
has excellent characterization and
depiction of setting (Marrakesh,
this time), but boils down to the
hero's being victimized, then kil-
led in a grisly fashion, without
his having done anything significant
to deserve this fate or learned any-
thing from it. It ends with a man
being made pregnant. So does Edward
Bryant's ''Dark Angel'. In Haldeman's
story, Arab rip-off artists are re-
sponsible; in Bryant's, a vengeful
woman. Actually, he d1d deserve it
in Bryant's, but in both cases, the
character's doom simply comes upon
him, irresistibly, without any com-
plication or struggle. Good drama,
I think, needs more than that.

'"Where There's a Will" by Rich-
ard Matheson and Richard Christian
Matheson (father § son) is one of
those '"Ch, no! I'm dead!" stories
made so familiar by CREEPY-type, and
earlier E.C. horror comics. It con-
tains useful technical information
for those who wonder just how one
gets out of a buried coffin.

"Where the Stones Grow' by Lisa
Tuttle, is one of the few stories

in the book I really don't 1like.

It's another ''Death of "
and a rather dumb one. “A man who is
afraid of stones buys a stone house
and, sure as an eldritch gibber, They
Get Him. Actually, Tuttle had a far
superior story in the December F&SF
which would have done DARK FORCES
credit.

Gahan Wilson does the rats-out-
to-get-me routine for laughs in
'Traps', and he does it well.

But still, one has not been truly
horrified. We are at the back of the
book. We have come to Stephen King's
short novel, 'The Mist'. This one
finally does it. King inhibitedly
grabs you with everything in his pow-
er and doesn't let go. You won't
find any philosophical profundities
here, but you will discover why King's
books shoot to the top of the best-
seller lists, enthralling millions
while so many others get remaindered.

He gets on with it. There is a
slow build. In a story of this
length (132 pp.) there is room for
it, but the bulk of the story takes
place after the premise has been es-
tablished. He is not as elegant as
some of the other writers in this
book. His characters aren't as sub-
tly drawn, but dammit, he answers
the question 'And then what?'' and
goes right for the gut. This story
is terrifying where virtually none
of the others are. They have their
moments. King is able to keep it up.
I'm sure he's aware of Lovecraft,
but he has enough sense to keep the
story moving rather than hint and
hint until all becomes tiresomely ob-
vious without ever quite getting
around to it.

The premise doesn't sound like
much from a description. Right out
of a monster movie. '"'Atomic testing"
or something of the sort pushes the
world into "'another dimension'' cover-
ing everything with a mist, out of
which come hordes of monsters, often
with tentacles and not excluding gi-
ant spiders, slugs and flammable
pterodactyls. Recently Spider Robin-
son took King to task for his '"anti-
scientific' attitude, but I don't
think real science enters into his
work at all. When King writes about
"atomic testing', ''radiation", ''other
dimensions'', etc., he is writing
about folklore.

The nuclear energy of modern
folklore, of common belief, only re-
lates to that of science by coinci-
dence, but it is a source of genuine
anxiety to a lot of people who could
not give a damn (ahem!) about etern-
al damnation. So horror-from-myth-
ological-atomics is just as valid in
1980 as the horror of the Devil was
when Marlowe was writing DR. FAUSTUS
The story isn't just a pointless ex-
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ercise in killing people. It is, in
a less than complicated way, about
something. The real horror is that
science or what people believe to be
science, will irrevocably change the
world in some terrible way. This is
just as valid a theme as anything in
Lovecraft, and just as timely. Some
of the most effective moments in
"The Mist' come at the very end,
when a few survivors drive far away
from where the phenomenon began, and
find no people, and lots of monsters.
They realize that the change is quite
probably everywhere.

This may not be a classic to go
ringing down the ages, but King has,
structurally, and in his subject mat-
ter, escaped that paralysis wrought
by the more unfortunate aspects of
the Lovecraft legacy.

To wrap up: A few stories are
outside the modern tradition in var-
ious ways. 'The Peculiar Demesne'
by Russell Kirk is a superb exercise
in "spiritual terror' of the old var-
iety. There is a lot of mechanism,
first an atmospheric framework in
which the story is told, then elabor-
ate circumstances by which the hero,
a colorful worldly-wise adventurer,
comes to be hosting an aging sorcer-
er who tries to escape impending
death by swapping bodies. The hero's
soul is at stake as well as his body
and the story works by transporting
us into something different from the
traditional hereaftér, a surreal
otherness. It also works because
both protagonist and antagonist are
vivid personalities. 'The Detective
of Dreams' by Gene Wolfe is exquis-
itely written, filled with startling
imagery. (Who else would compare a
flowering tree seen by moonlight to
a giantess in her wedding gown?)

The detective of the title must track
down that which is manifested by three
dreams, two of which have clear par-
allels in the Gospels (the parable
of the improperly clad wedding guest
and the servant who was forgiven a
debt and didn't do likewise), and in
the end he goes into a church and
finds the answer at the communion
rail. In other words, the disturb-
ance is a miracle. Not horrifying
unless you are a devout non-Christ-
ian. It's a beautiful story in many
aspects, but the ending is a bit too
pat.

Ray Bradbury's''A Touch of Petu-
lance" is a fairly standard time
travel/twist-of-fate exercise.

It reads like a minor effort of his
from the 40s. 'The Stupid Joke' by
Edward Gorey is another of his de-
liciously macabre graphic pieces.
"The Enemy'' by Isaac Bashevis Singer
is minor Singer, about a Jew fleeing
Hitlerian Europe, persecuted by an
erbodied spirit of hatred. The prob-
lem is that the story does little
more than present the idea. (Now



Singer, I'm quite sure, is beyond the
reach of Lovecraft's influence. 1
am beginning to suspect that the
ideal length for the horror story

is the novelet, not the very short
story.)

There is one story which draws
its horror from strictly human evil,
without a supernatural element and
this is Robert Bloch's 'The Night
Before Christmas''. This story is
terrifying only for a moment and
that moment comes, not at the gim-
micky shock finish, but in the mid-
dle, when one becomes aware of the
intensely cruel nature of one of the
characters. (The narrator is cuck-
olding a very macho South American
type. The horror comes when the hus-
band tells what his brother did to
somebody else, and it's horrifying,
not because we believe it, because
we don't, but because it shows that
this is capable of such enormit-
ies.) Theodore Sturgeon's 'Vengeance
Is" is about exactly that, a woman
with a terrible power to wreak ven-
geance. It is essentially a bad-
guys-get-theirs story, but more in-
tense than most, because it doesn't
waste any wordage. (Cf. above par-
enthetical aside. There is something
to be said for brevity after all.)

This book probably does represent
the best in current horror fiction.
Speaking of scaring, don't let me
scare you away from it. There is a
lot of good writing in it. Most of
the stories are worth reading, for
various reasons. None are unread-
able. But very few are going to hor-
rify anybody.

THE SHADOW OF LOVECRAFT LOOMS LARGE,
PART 11

H.P. LOVECRAFT: FOUR DECADES OF
CRITICISM

Edited by S.T. Joshi

OChio University Press, 1980

247 pp., $15.00

While we're on the subject, let
us have a look at the present state
of Lovecraft criticism and the past.
This is an enormously informative
book. You'll find out where the fa-
mous, apocryphal 'black magic' quote
probably came from, why most Cthulhu
Mythos writings have nothing to do
with Lovecraft and why the famous
quote from the Spanish critic, who
listed H.P.L. among the ten greatest
writers ever produced by the human
race, is probably equally apocryphal.

The book is a critical anthology.

It interests me particularly because
it is what my ESSAYS LOVECRAFTIAN
might have turned out to be, given a
more competent publisher, a higher
budget and more scholarly resources
than I had at my command. One item
of the contents overlaps, Fritz
Leiber's "A Literary Copernicus'.
Joshi has gathered significant art-
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icles on Lovecraft from a variety of
sources and arranged them to give a
good historical survey of the ups and
downs in Lovecraft's reputation, lead
ing up to his current worldwide ac-
ceptance. He has also footnoted ev-
erything, usually to supply addition-
al information, rather than to dis-
agree, showing good editorial sense.

This is not to say the volume is
without bias. Scholarly works sel-
dom are. One has only to encounter
psychologists of one persuasion com-
pletely ignoring all others to under-
stand that. A reader new to Love-
craft scholarship might be a little
confused if he didn't understand the
book's orientation. It is of what I
would call the Orthodox, or Conserva-
tive school of Lovecraft criticm,
which is to say that group which grew
out of Lovecraft fandom, but took on
scholarly/adademic airs very quickly.
Lovecraft is close to deified at
times, or at least never blamed for
any fault in stories or in life.

(One of the major critics, Dirk Mosig
is a doctinaire Behaviorist, who
holds that HPL was compelled to do
and write what he did by his envir-
onment. I can see how the Lovecraft-
ian vision of an impersonal cosmos
would appeal to a behaviorist.) You
can tell what kind of company you're
in by what is said about Sprague de
Camp's LOVECRAFT: A BIOGRAPHY. Here
is it referred to as ''inadequate'' and
then ignored as much as possible.
Orthodox Lovecraftians don't like
Outsiders intruding, you see. They
are, however, quick to embrace any
favorable mention from beyond the
SF/fantasy field. In fact, the one
article which I find of dubious val-
ue is from the MINNESOTA REVIEW.

(It tries to put Lovecraft in a so-
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cial context in a muddled, quasi-
Marxist way. I can't claim to have
understood it. The author, Paul
Buhle, doesn't write clearly.)

The orientation being taken into
account, this being an Orthodox Love-
craftian book (we are told that Ken-
neth Faig and R. Alain Everts are
the "foremost Lovecraft biographers')
mostly on the basis of unpublished
work, apparently), it is the most
useful single guide to Lovecraft yet
published. It is not a book for the
uninitiated, really, but for the in-
formed Lovecraft reader who wants to
learn more.

Edmind Wilson's 'Tales of the
Marvelous and Ridiculous" is of de-
finite historical interest, since it
delayed general acceptance of Love-
craft for decades. It is one of
Wilson's most spectacular blunders
in the area of fantasy, his other be-
ing his review of THE LORD OF THE
RINGS. (Lovecraft and Tolkein, are
of course, now read by uncounted mil-
lions more than you ever heard of
Edmmd Wilson.) T.O. Mabbott's ap-
preciation won't tell you anything
new, but he was the first academic
to review Lovecraft. Fritz Leiber's
"A Literary Copernicus' is essential,
a clear explanation of Lovecraft's
cosmic vision, and his '"Through Hy-
perspace with Brown Jenkin'' deals
with HPL's innovations in science
fiction. Mosig's '"H.P. Lovecraft,
Myth-Maker' sets most of the distor-
tions perpetrated by August Derleth
to rest for good and further expounds
Lovecraft's philosophy. J. Vernon
Shea's '"On the Literary Influences
Which Shaped Lovecraft's Work" is a
bit too tenuous for me, but there is
useful information in it. And so on.

Robert Bloch on the similarities
in outlook between Poe and Lovecraft
is very good. Dirk Mosig on the
psychological allegory of ''The White
Ship'" may be stretching things a
mite and at the same time ignoring
that story's overt imitation of Dun-
sany's "Idle Days on the Yann'. The
articles on Lovecraft's poetry still
fail to convince me that he was an
interesting poet. Yes, 'The Fungi
From Yuggoth' sequence is at least
readable and there are a few striking
lines and images. Barton St. Armand
deals with Lovecraft as a regional-
ist (a reprint from RHODE ISLAND HIS-
TORY) and his reading of Charles Dex-
ter Ward is considerably at variance
with mine. (As I read it, Ward res-
urrected his ancestor bodily, who
then murdered him and impersonated
him. St. Armand says possession.)

A worthy effort overall. And
for your next project, Mr. Joshi,
how about an anthology of foreign
Lovecraft criticism? If H.P.L. is
generally accepted as a great writ-
er overseas, I want to see it.
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AND THEN I READ....

PRAMA siarn 2l

N

= ‘}/@k
=

PR\ ”;2

BY THE EDITOR

THE RINGWORLD ENGINEERS
By Larry Niven
Ballantine 26009, $2.50

Louis Wu and the kzin, Speaker-
to-Animals are kidnapped by an in-
sane puppeteer, Hindmost, and taken
back (after twenty years) to the
Ringworld---that immense spokeless
wheel in space with a sun at its
hub and land area enough for milli-
ons of Earths. Hindmost wants a
device or technology the Ringworld
builders must have possessed, in
order to regain power on the puppet-
eer worlds. He intends to force
Louis Wu and Speaker to do the dang-
erous seeking.

But the Ringworld is unstable and
swinging closer and closer to its
sun.

While conning Hindmost along un-
til he can take control of the ex-
pedition, Louis Wu (with Speaker's
help) must discover why the Ring-
world is spinning into its sun and
find a way to reverse the process.

Larry has the ability to make
the unimaginable vastnesses and
wonders of the Ringworld real. He
is a very good sf writer: he weaves
plot, character, background and sci-
ence into a tight, ever-moving story
that satisfies---like a good steak
dinner---at the end. He hooks you
with his first sentence:

Louis Wu was under the wire when
two men came to invade his privacy.
and he doesn't let you loose.

By the way: all the questions a-
bout the Ringworld's origins, who
built it and peopled it, how it works,
etc., are answered in this book.
RINGWORLD and THE RINGWORLD ENGINEERS
are a classic sf series now, and will
probably last forever.

MOCKINGBIRD
By Walter Tevis

Bantam 14144-9, $2.95

In many ways an if-this-goes-on
novel of mankind's ruin and almost
extinction at the hands of its own

creations---automatic machinery and
manlike robots of varying low in-
telligences.

There is a god in this future
world---the one Make Nine robot of
superior intelligence who alone of
all the Make Nines wasunable to kill
himself. He keeps trying.

Mankind is in its last genera-
tion as its drugs keep the few mil-
lions left alive in mindless unhap-
piness. No one can read, think,
create---do anything but watch idiot
and porno/death TV shows, eat slop
and wander around in a daze. Quick,
impersonal sex was programmed into
their minds from childhood. No one
talks because Privacy Laws prohibit
social intercourse.

But one man, inexplicably, learns
to read by using ancient kintergarden
picture books and aids.

And one woman, a rebel from child-
hood, living in the New York Zoo, is
able to have a child.

They discover each other...and
come into conflict with Robert Spof-
forth, the Make Nine.

From that point the novel should
not be encapsulated. Highlights that
impressed me: the suicides by fire
of small groups of people...the pris-
on...the thought busses...the isolat-
ed "Christian" enclave...the final,
glorious death of Spofforth...the
ironic reason why mankind was nearly
extinguished.

The warning buried in every page
of this novel is impossible to avoid
and think about.

But. This is not a great sf nov-
el in theme or execution. It's been
done before, perhaps better, by past
and present career sf writers. And
the $2.95 price on this softcover has
got to make anyone pause. Three
bucks? I suspect the publishing in-
dustry is suiciding before our very
eyes. Reading is on the way to be-
coming the passtime/hobby of an el-
ite.

THE CITY IN THE QACIER

THE DESTINY STONE .
By Robert E. Vardeman and Victor

Milan
Playboy Paperbacks 16754, 16763,
both $2.25 each.

These are volumes 2 and 3 of a
six-volume War Of Powers saga. I
reviewed the first book, THE SUNDER-
ED REALM, in SFR #37.

These two books continue the ad-
ventures of Fost Longstrider and Prin-
cess Moriana as they struggle to reach

the glacier-covered ancient city where-

in lies the magic talisman The Amulet
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of Living Flame. The possessor can
rule the world. Moriana wishes to
depose her evil sister from the
throne of the floating city, and
Fost desires the immortality it prom-
ises.

The randy genie in their possess-
ion desires a human body again.

The payoff is surprising.
the glacier.

THE DESTINY STONE continues their
adventures along separate paths, as
they battle Moriana's sister's agents
and armies, as Fost struggles to re-
unite with Gloriana.

At the end of this book a loom-
ing, final struggle for the floating
city is in the works and an even more
terrible danger as an evil, long-
chained alien force is about to be
released again upon mankind.

These novels have action, tension,
sex, realism. Damned good sword and
sorcery, because it is disciplined;
magic isn't easy. It costs. There
is always a price.

This saga was originally conceiv-
ed as one volume. Sharon Jarvis,
Senior Editor at Playboy Paperbacks,
thought it could be published in
three volumes. Upon receipt of the
first volume she decided that it
could be split in two...

Thus six volumes in the saga.

The final three volumes of the War
of Powers series will begin this
December. They are:

THE FALLEN ONES

THE SHADOW OF OMIZANTRIM

THE DEMON OF THE DARK ONES.

So is

LANARK
By Alasdair Gray
Harper Colophon CN 862, $8.95

A strange, somewhat inexplicable
novel set in Scotland and in...what?
a parallel universe? An alternate
Earth?

Lanark as a young man enters a
city which never knows daylight. Why
this is is never explained. Strange,
gargantuan events are hinted at...

He is a man without a past. He
meets a group of intellectuals and
hangers-on, but is too private, clum-
sy and antisocial to fit in. He
seeks death---

---and falls into a giant gullet
in a graveyard...down into a subter-
ranean Institute which seeks to treat
and dispose of those who come down
the tubes.

He discovers an oracle who
tells him his life (which he cannot
remember) before he entered the dark
city above.

The bulk of the book recounts
his life in 1930-40s Scotland, from
childhood, through art school, to
young adulthood. He fails, is in
social/emotional agony, and suicides.
[And appears in the dark city, as
an amesiac, as Lanark.]



The cities and nations in this
Other World are separated by space-
time warps of some kind, and each
time they are penetrated a person
is aged about ten to twenty years.

Lanark returns to the dark city
from the Institute, is taken in by
old friends now powerful in govern-
ment, marries, becomes a father---in
a flash!---and is sent to a world
council to plead for his city.

He screws up, returns to the
city and is an old man...yet sub-
jectively has lived (it seems) only
a few short years!

This is not a true sf novel.
it is a long metaphor about life
and living through it. It is a sav-
age commentary on schools, govern-
ment, politicians, doctors, God...
Nothing is left unbloodied.

This is a very well written,
endlessly absorbing novel. I liked
it. But don't expect it to answer
obvious questions. The obvious does-
n't matter.

THE REVOLUTION FROM ROSINANTE
By Alexis A. Gilliland

Ballantine 29265, $2.25

This first book of a trilogy is
standard space-colony vs. evil Earth
government. The good guys are smart-
er, anticipate well, and seek only
freedom and the chance to make a for-
tune.

The baddies are stupid, rigid,
selfish, obsessed with private im-
peritives and public politics and
force.

Yet this is not a ho-hum sf
novel. First because the space col-
ony is a strange, huge 'Mudito’
structure which looks like two side-
by-side contra-rotating cones with
immense central cylinders in the
cones linked by a main frame across
the wide ends of the open cones.

The living spaces are in the
cylinders, and their size permits
farmlands, towns...

Also not ho-hum is the inter-
and intra-government politiking
that goes on (and in which Alexis
is well-versed), the genetic goings-
on vs. the fundamentalist religious
forces opposed to Tampering, and
the impressive state-of-the-art of
robotics in the form of Skaskash Inc.
and Corporate Susan Brown---robots
with citizenship and all rights
thereof.

The novel moves fast, ends young
and seems too sketchy. It could
have used another 10,000 words of
deep intrigue on Earth and some real-
ly severe possibility of death and
destruction on Rosinante. As it is
Charles Chavez Cantrell and his keen-
minded associates handle all crises
with ease.

Alexis has finished the second
Rosinante novel and is just beginn-
ing the third...as of mid-Feb.

A SENSE OF SHADOW
By Kate Wilhelm

Houghton Mifflin, $9.95

This new novel sets up a classic
situation---a dying old tyrant of a

father who has commanded his children

to him to await his death and to en-
dure a strange test to determine who
will inherit the bulk of his huge
estate.

The test seems to imply that
one of the four heirs will be taken
over by the spirit of the old man,
and that heir will be the '"winner'.

Attendant are a local psycholo-
gy professor who set up the test,

a family doctor, a crusty lawyer.

And the heirs (and a key person-
na in the drama, a wife of one of
the heirs) and the psychologist do
begin to have visions, blackouts,
telepathic commmications, seg-
ments of the old man's memories...

The novel is set in the south-
ern Willamette valley in Oregon and
has great authenticity.

As the psychic manifestations
mount in frequency and intensity
the novel becomes highly gripping.

Alas...the ending is not what
the reader expects. The whole
thing is left up in the air with
all the air gone.

Were those supernatural exper-
iences real? Was the old man a
cunning trickster or a crazy?
the psychologist lie about the
brain wave tests? Did he commit
suicide?

I'm not sure.
should be!

Did

And, damn it, I
I feel cheated.

NIGHT SCREAMS
By Bill Pronzini & Barry Malzberg
Playboy Paperbacks 16788, $2.75

Somebody is brutally killing
the members of a small clairvoyants
group. Two down, five to go...

The remaining members are gath-
ered in a hotel in a small New Eng-
land town and the killer strikes
again and again.

On hand are two FBI men who
step in to help.. One of then falls

in love with one of the clairvoyants.

There is a lot of padding in
the form of switching viewpoints
from character to character. The
first half of the novel drags.

But the characters are real
people, the fear/tension/danger
closes in nicely, and the real
killer's identity is masked beauti-
fully. And the climactic scenes
at the end will rivet you.

These clairvoyants really do
have the Power...but it doesn't
do them much good.

Some of the characters' swampy
interior monologs were far too
long.
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THE CHANGING LAND
By Roger Zelazny
Ballantine 25389, $2.50

A new, fine, exciting, full-of-
wonder fantasy novel by Roger Zelaz-
ny is celebration time. So drink
your fill of it. It's superb, dis-
ciplined sword and sorcery---mostly
sorcery---and Roger's word magic is
at full flower.

Yeah, I liked the book.

With Jelerak, Lord of Castle
Timeless missing (if not dead, then
terribly weakened), his overseer,
Baran of the Third Hand and the
resurrected Queen Semirama attempt
from inside the Castle to keep rival,
power-hungry sorcerers from enter-
ing to bind the power of an Elder
God to their will. The Queen has
bidden the half insane God to make
the surrounding lands a shifting
madness of warping reality and
strange, treacherous deaths.

Into this wild landscape enters
Dilvish, swearing to kill the arch
sorcerer Jelerak, who sent him to
Hell. Enter the lovely and ambi-
tious woman sorcereress Arlata...
and enter Jelerak, disguised, too
weakened to take direct command of
his Castle.

And let the spells, sorceries,
enchantments begin! Let cunning,
treachery, death and disaster fol-
low!

There's a gripping, time-con-
suming climax.

You'll love this novel;Roger
has a winner here.

TWO CAME CALLING
By Nancy and Frances Dorer

Manor Books23226, $1.95

This is a Nice story, unmarred
by danger, suspense, logic, plaus-
ibility or remotely possible sci-
ence.

It is (to the point I threw the
book across the room in utter dis-
gust) about two creatures discover-
ed in a flying saucer in a wheat
field by two children. The creatur-
es who resemble at first beach balls
are taken to the rural home of the
kids' father and begin to grow up
into humans...and soon are remark-
ably handsome young human males.
But they are ignorant of Earth
ways, and....

Seems they really are humans
---from Jupiter. Their original
beach ball appearance was due to
having acclimatized to Jupiter's
gravity....

I lost heart. I lost patience.
I lost my suspension of disbelief.
I realized the authors and the edi-
tors didn't know whas absurd asses
they had made of themselves.



LETTERS

# LETTER FROM PHILIP K. DICK it is weird sitting here defending
408 East Civic Center Drive my sanity to a person who has never
C-1 Box 264 met me!), especially in regard to
Santa Ana, CA, 92701 the fact that I am examining unresolv-
February 20, 1981 able metaphysical matters -- well,
have we now got a standard by which
'I'm gazing at a recent letter we determine the presence of danger-
to me from Michael Bishop. Michael ous ideas?

likes my new novel VALIS, but learn-
ed that Ursula LeGuin had been tre-
mendously upset by it, ''mot only for
its examination of perhaps unresolv-
able metaphysical matters (into
which she seems to fear you are
plunging at the risk of never emerg-
ing again) but for its treatment of
female characters -- every one of
which, she argued, was at bottom (I
cannot remember her exact phrase) a
hateful and not-to-be-trusted death
figure ... that evening, after her
talk at Emory University, while ques-
tions were being asked, she respond-

'This is what I hear you saying:
Phil Dick is involving himself in
dangerous ideas that may undermine
his sanity. That they are '"unresolv-
able" has yet to be determined. And
even if they are in fact unresolvable
perhaps they are still worthy of be-
ing investigated. I have never drawn
the line between ideas that could
and could not -- should and should
not -- be looked into. That, to me,
is a dangerous idea: that some ideas
are better left alone, for the good Now, in A SCANNER DARKLY, the pro-
and the sanity of all concerned. tagonist is an undercover narcotics

agent. I'm sorry, Ursula, I wasn't

ed that her reading of science fic- 'VALIS is, by and large, a work that either. It would have saved me
tion these days is rather selective of fiction. It centers around a fic- , 1ot of anxiety and trouble if I
but that she had the utmost admira- titious movie (called VALIS) and it had been. But I am, after all, a

tion for the work of Philip K. Dick, ends with the protagonist going off  yyjter of fiction. However, I will
who had been shamefully ignored crit- to France, Luxembourg, Germany, Turk- .oncede that VALIS is autobiographi-
ically in this country and who ap- ey, Japan and, finally, Micronesia cal (so was SCANNER; so was CONFES-
peared to be spiraling into himself (in the tradition of the picaresque SIONS OF A CRAP ARTIST; so was FLOW
and going slowly crazy in Santa Ana, novel). I've myself been to France MY TEARS, THE POLICEMAN SAID -- so

California". Her dismay, Michael and Luxembourg, but none of the oth- .. many, many novels). The fact
says, "Results not solely from anger er places. Horselover Fat is not a that my protagonist, Horselover Fat,
but from a genuine human concern science fiction writer. In VALIS is a madman does not prove that I,
about your intellectual and emotion- Phil Dick is the science fiction the author, am a madman even if I
al well-being". writer, and this is explicitly clear say, "I am Horselover Fat'", because

within the novel itself. Although this is the way you write certain
on page three I say, "I am Horselov-  jnds of books. There are scenes
er Fat, and I am writing in the third ,¢ yiolent arguments between Phil

person to gain much-needed objectiv- pjck and Horselover Fat in the novel.
ity'" it is clear from internal evi-

dence in the novel that Phil Dick 'One other point that Michael
and Horselover Fat are two people.
Ursula, you have fallen victim to a
fictional device by which I establish
at the beginning of VALIS that this
is a picaresque novel. The fault is
largely mine; I chose the device; I
chose to blur the distinction between
myself and Horselover Fat -- this is
the penalty an author pays for writ-
ing in the firgt person.

'It is probably self-defeating
for me to assert timidly that, "Don't
worry, Ursula, I'm not slowly going
crazy in Santa Ana, California', but
I will make a feeble effort to con-
front this outpouring of genuine hu-
man concern. Ursula, VALIS is a pic-
aresque novel (the first-person view-
point, the wandering about of the
protagonist, the very name he has:
Horselover Fat, which is on the
order of Smollett's Peregrine Pickle,
the fact that the protagonist is de-
cidedly an outsider, the style of
the novel, which is vernacular Eng-
lish, not formal English -- but I

Bishop brings up. He says of you,
"She was also concerned that nowhere
in your self-characterizations is
there any discussion of what it means
to be an artist, of the redemptive
force that art itself may have'. My
answer: My novel is my justification,
not anything that I arrogate to my-
self as a person, as a novelist.

The justification is the work; the

digress). The female characters in 'Henry Miller discussed this work must stand on its own merits.
VALIS like the male characters are problem years ago. "Who is this I?" I hold no special brief for the
picaroons and that is that. This is readers ask. Miller's answer was, transcendent value of the artist,

a type of novel that goes back cen- "Me. Henry Miller". 1 am greatly only for the art per se. I am no
turies; it has been revived recently influenced by Henry Miller, but my better than the merest person who

as a protest against the more formal purpose was to achieve a new kind of Plies the merest craft -- as a per-
bourgeois novel. It is, in fact, prose, a new kind of blending of the son. I do not hold the mystique of
a protest on my part against what I ancient picaresque form with certain the Great Artist loftily gazing down
regard as official art, official cul- modern elements associated with Hunt- On puny mortals. As Kevin, a chara-
ture, especially that connected with er S. Thompson and William S. Bur- cter in VALIS, says to Phil Dick,

or written to please the academic roughs, as well as my own 1977 novel a character in VALIS, '"Call Jamison
community. I deliberately made my A SCANNER DARKLY, based on my exper- and tell him -- whatever. You're
protagonist a madman, the narrative iences with the drug subculture. full of it", meaning of course, that
style that of the street ... but as I can sling the shit, which is to

to your concern for my sanity (God, 31 say, verbally articulate (God, how



I hate formal English). This talent,
which is almost in a sense a defect
-- it certainly has gotten me into

a lot of trouble in my life -- does
not make me superior to people who
repair shoes or drive buses. This
was, by the way, an element about
Stanislaw Lem that distressed me:

his inflated notion of the role of
the critic, the artist, the Great
Thinker and Creative Genius. I'm
sorry, but I am not a part of that
world. I live in a humble town
(Santa Ana) in what Charles Platt
correctly called "a plain, modest
apartment, with two cats, some slight-
ly run-down contemporary furniture,
heaps of reference books'" and what
excess money I earn I send to an org-
anization in New York that works with
street kids, runaways in trouble.
This is my life.

'The characters in my novels are
picaroons (rogues, in other words)
because (1) most of the people I've
known and loved have been rogues and
(2) I am one myself. Let me finish
by saying, 'Never trust what a rogue
tells you", which is to say, '"There
is a built-in self-cancelling para-
dox at the heart of VALIS; it is a
tale about a madman told by a mad-
man, a puzzle within a puzzle. Ur-
sula has not solved it. But many
readers will . and from the mail
I am receiving, some already have."'

# LETTER FROM URSULA LE GUIN
February 26, 1981

'Oh, I hate this sort of thing
where one is quoted without knowing
it (though I know Mike Bishop meant
no harm at all) and letters that
one did not get are printed and so
on -- am I the only person in science
fiction that does hate it? --The
only thing I know to do is get all
my cards face up on the table and
then drop out of the game.

-- Phil wrote me a
short letter, I guess, at the same
time he wrote you the long one, ex-
plaining VALIS as an exercise in
mystical paradox, like the Cretan
paradox, or a koan. He ended it,
"This only makes sense if you assume
something very strange: we are as-
leep but do not know it. At least
not until we wake up".

'Card one

'I didn't know why he wrote me
out of the blue, but pretty much as-
sumed it's because he is psychic and
somehow or other knew that VALIS had
troubled me. So I immediately wrote
this letter back (I hope he doesn't
mind my giving it to you): Card
Two:

'""Dear Phil,

'"0K -- Right -- God knows I
- have never wakened, only dreamed.

Or been dreamed, or whatever.

'""And I don't care if you're
crazy, or crazy like a fox, or the
sanest man in California, or all
three, with a great artist these

distinctions are irrelevant -- a real
artist -- and that you are, I know
that much.

'"But I get scared by your re-
cent books § stories, and especial-
ly VALIS, because it seems like you
hate women now, and the part of you
that is woman is denied and despis-
ed. It's all yang and no yin, all
heaven and no earth, all Word and no
matter. And I'm not at home there,
I'm shut out, I can no longer fol-
low your art, which has been such a
joy & solace to me.

'"But I keep trying!
'""Love, Ursula."

'The day after I mailed it I

got the copy you sent me of his let-
ter to you. So I sent him a card
saying:

'"] guess I said anything I have
to say in that postcard to you. I
can't answer your arguments § stuff,
I am just sorry that anything I said
upset you, & if some aspects of your
book upset me, what the hell, it
isn't Cream of Wheat after all, § I
wouldn't have read it if it was."

'That's Card Three, and I'm out,
boys. Just not my night.'

((I read VALIS soon after receiving
a review copy and found it a bit of
a drag...a self-indulgent, obsessive
digging into, picking at, poking of
questions that have hawnted certain
minds for thousands of years. Since
all this has been explored before by
thousands of writers, the question
becomes how well X does the job this
time.

((Phil adds a flavor, a style
all his owm, and the book is read-
able because of that. But I get the
impression that Phil Dick, like Rob-
ert A. Heinlein, is sinking, or has
sunk, lately into a Self trap. May-
be as death creeps inevitably closer
we all are subject to these types of
snares? Especially all us Heavy
Thinkers.))

# LETTER FROM URSULA LE GUIN
January 28, 1981

'l feel a bit misquoted on page
31 of SFR #38. I didn't write Bruce
Gillespie that I "don't read science
fiction any more'. As I read any-
thing I can get hold of by Gene Wolfe,
Mike Bishop, Vonda McIntyre, John
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Crowley, Phil Dick, etc. etc., I cer-
tainly do read SF, and with immense
pleasure.

'What worries me and what I was
discussing with Bruce, is that there
now seems to be a lot of it I can't
read, and what I can't figure is, --
is it it, or me? -- So much of it
seems the same thing over and over.
Reconstituted Cheese Product. But
maybe that's just because I ODd on
it when I read so much of it for so
long. I have the same problem with
fantasy. Spent years trying to find
real fantasy novels -- roaming
through libraries like the Questing
Beast -- Now every paperback rack
has ten of them; and they're all
either Three Brave Children Win the
Battle Between Light and Darkness,
or something written around a Boris
Vellejo cover with big tits, whoopee.

'But I did want to point out
that there's a difference between
reading SF and fantasy selectively
and not reading it at all. If I
didn't read it I certainly would not
feel justified either in teaching
workshops in writing it or in writ-
ing it myself.

'There aren't very many rules-
for-writing-SF, but one of them sure-
ly is: If you wanta write it you got-
ta read it. GIGO. How to be a Gar-
bage Monster -- (live in a cookie
can?)'

((Ursula, I'm in the same boat; I
simply cannot read a lot of the sf
and fantasy that comes in for review.
I depend on others to touch those
bases and sink those ships.

((Part of our problem is the truth
(in some applications) that familiar-
ity does breed contempt...because
the wonders are now ho-hum to us and
we now demand more from writers than
does the average, younger, less jad-
ed reader.

((As time passes I fully expect
to find my reading narrowing and
narrowing until---if I live long
enough---I may end being able to on-
ly read five or six writers (other
than myself, of course!) and will
be useless as a reviewer.

((This increasing selectivity
even now bothers me since I suspect
I'm often too hard on some authors
and espectally fan publishers. But
wotthehell, I rather enjoy the
"Tough--but fair---old curmudgeon"
image.))




# LETTER FROM HANK STINE

SENIOR EDITOR, STARBLAZE ED.
THE DONNING COMPANY, PUBLISHE

5041 Admiral Wright Road
Virginia Beach, VA, 23462
February 10, 1981

'I think Christopher Priest mis-
es the whole point entirely. The
Nebula is not fatally flawed. It
does excellently what it is suppos-
ed to so.

'It gains us publicity and at-
tention which the field, SFWA and
books in general need desperately.

'That such attention is gained
Norman Spinrad proved conclusively
in his LOCUS column when he said
that a Nebula or Hugo award guaran-
teed significantly increased sales
for a book and publishers knew it
(has anyone ever told Chris about
the escalator clauses in Greg Ben-
ford's contract; does he think they
are just pro forma, that publishers
ever do anything pro forma?).

'No award is now or ever has
been (anywhere at any time in the
past) given purely for excellence
and achievement. If that were true,
they would have been given secretly
without anyone else knowing it.

'They have always been given to
bestow public recognition on both
the recipient and the giver (when an
emperor has a ceremony he's just as
prominent as anyone he honors --
after all it is the emperor honoring).

'When people want humanitarian
deeds encouraged or their own organ-
ization more widely known, they
create an award to be given to draw
publicity to one or the other.

'Being human, we all know there
is no absolute standard (although we
acknowledge relative ones) by which
a single best can be judged. I, for
instance, find THE DISPOSSESSED too
polemical to be good novel writing.

'However, we all recognize that
nominees are generally some of the
best, while at the same time accept-
ing that an occasional clinker slips
past.

'Meanwhile, some attention that
ultimately benefits everyone in the
field to some degree, gets attracted
to SF and many top SF writers and
books as a result.

'That's the point. That's what

happens.
'The Nebula works.

'Bright-eyed idealists may want
more, but I'm afraid they'll have
to find it in the pages of each oth-
er's novels and not in the real world.'

# LETTER FROM RONALD R. LAMBERT
2350 Vvirginia, Troy, MI, 48084

January 25, 1981

'You have undoubtedly heard a
lot of complaints about SFWA. Well,
here's another one. I've had three
short stories published in ANALOG,
so I qualify to join. Back on June
16 I sent in my application along
with a check for $40 and the other
material required. For long months
I heard nothing. Finally in Novemb-
er I got my check back, with October
30 as a cancellation date marked on
the check (it took 4)% months to de-
posit my check?!). Now it is almost
February, and I still haven't heard
from Somtow or SFWA.

'T still don't know if I've been
accepted. Shouldn't I receive a
membership card, membership direct-
ory and stuff like that? Maybe this
is all some kind of fraternal initia-
tion. I admit, it is a very novel
initiation to let you die of old age
before they let you join.'

((Fear not; your letter in these
dynamic pages should provoke some
reaction. Hmm. I wonder what they
do to malcontents nowadays?))

# LETTER FROM JERRY E. POURNELLE
J.E. POURNELLE AND ASSOCIATES

SCIENCE FACT AND FICTION
12051 Laurel Terrace Drive
Studio City, CA 91604
February 9, 1981

'I'm sorry to continue to bring
up unpleasant matters.

'Regarding Busby's note, I thank
him for his kind remarks about the
thrust of my letter (in SFR #37),
but I didn't really miss on my facts.
The Treasurer who ruled Lem ineligi-
ble for honorary membership on the
grounds that he was eligible for reg-
ular membership was Andrew Offutt,
and he damned well was aware of what
he was doing. He called me in some
triumph to report on what he thought
was a clever solution to the problem.
The problem, for those who just came
in, was that after Lem's publications
regarding American science fiction
and SFWA, a number of members com-
plained bitterly about subs<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>