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WELL - COME BACK to D:B. Surprised? I
wasn't. Stranger things have happened this
pact year, as you all know. Matter of fact THE BEMS'’
I feel rather strange right now, myself, CORNER
and I think it's because the odd half of
me -- the "Bemmish" part, has been ctrug-
gling for power over its human counter-
part. It's a constant battle, believe
thee me, folks, to suppress the monster.
Why, it'c weak moments like this that I
feel my control slipping...away..aarrg!
Haaslp! It'c coming...I can feel it...
it's growing...splitting me apart...H-H-
H-...HEEELLPP!! (Groan..) Must fight it..
the pain..racking...my..every...nerve..
(Ohhhh..) I can't stand it...

(Sounds of ripping, tearing, shredding, fALALALS Whfiipcifblete;
€{ Hah hahhah! At last! Power --- I've finally gained control! Now to say what

I'VE been meaning to say all these years in this column..3}}

No! BEM, you mustn't! This is a "Family Fanzine". Your four letter obscenities
and licentiousness would ban D:B from the mails! Let's discuss this, ok?

€¢ There's nothing to discuss..I'm here now, baby..}) :

Oh yes there is..if I'm gonna give you a small say in this editorial, you must
reciprocate.

€€ Well,..ok...and to ctart off with, how about that ascinine statement you made
up there? Who in hell scez this Rag must get stuck with the reputation of "Family Fan-
zine"? Look at PSYCHOTIC/S.F.REVIEW...look at SHAGGY. And other zines. They have four
letter words in their pages. Words like ball, screw, fuck, plus many many morej3

Hey, cut that crap out! What of D:B's clean cut, "nice" reputation? What of those
young, impressionable, unblemished fans reading this?

€¢ Bullshit. I think that reputation is just a figment of your demented imagination.
You Jjust built it up that way in your mind; its a phantom..a falgse standard, when all
along you were just acheing to print anything, no matter how "naughty". For example,
YOU had first crack at printing that long PRIMER FOR HEADS by Earl Evers, that even-
tually ended up in PSYCHOTIC...didn't you?! Yet you turned it down... %too much of an
apology fer drug usage®; * Not suitable for D:B's 'Family® image”; * What's the law on
printing it, if any?%, etc. etc. Sn because of your False Standard your editorial
senses deprived you of a gnad, contrrversial article that all fandom is Agog nver.3}}

Let me tell ynou comething, BEM.... I agree that the article ic a classic, but like
Bowers (and Barlan) cez, who needs to turn on to get high? And I find a lot of other
fans who didn't think Geis should have printed the article..fans like Harry Warner,
Ted White, and others, who more or less substantiated my judgement on the piece. It's
not that I dean't mind nther people doing their "thing", but why try to recruit others
into doing it? If they want to do it, they will, without any "help".

Becides, BEM, we've printed wild, wacky, even naughty stuff and swear words before.
Nat ensugh, that's all. They're ecpecially lacking in early issues of D:B. It's just
that my desire tn print a good, readable, interesting zine may have deterred many af
the faans from contributing four letter words in their faenish material; for that matter
ANY faanish ctuff. And now, 'speaking of which, in order to get them we're forced to do
reprints, like the McCain article this issue, and even the Ron Ellik thing lastish. Why,
even back in D:B #7 when we acked John (Irish) Berry for a fasanish contribution, it
seemed that our "reputatien" hindered John from doing something like he did for other
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zines. Why? As he put it in NO HOLDS BARD, "The editors of this fanzine wrote especially
requesting one of my more cultural articles, to fit in with the aura of high education
and literary merit it invariably displays."” See? Why? Not that it wacn't a good

article, but it could have been more faanich. I LIKE .faanishness..but the fact that

I have my doubts about trying it myself..,may have been a "block" for attempts by

other fans... or..

¢{ Now you're beginning to babble. GRRowl! What in hell do you think you've been
printing lately? Si Stricklen's stuff is rcally Faanish-type, and this issue you also
bave the Miesel's Christmas Carol parody What in Christ's name do you want?33

More, that's what! Sure, now we're getting come faanish material..and conversely,
not enough serious articles. In both categories our files are almost depleted. But
hold on! This whole thing's beginning to sound like a parody itself: On Dick Geis
editorially talking with his "psychiatrist".

¢£ Heh! Sneaky, ain't I? But it'c not really a parody on Geis' editorials.,.. you
and I are really ONE entity or person, and I talk inside my Bemmish Brackets. Geis
and his "headschrinker" aren't and don't. (Metaphysically speaking, of course) So that
argument ic Kaput. Anything else on your liddle mind?3}}

Ok, Ok, but I otill maintain that D:B is NOT a faanisch zine, and I'd like it to
be more of one. Why don't the faanich fanc contribute or ever get the thing??

¢{ A faanish zine it isn't, I'1ll grant you, Clod, but you do all right with what
you get. Stricklen'!c stuff alone ic enuff as far as I can see, if you never got any
other wacky or faanish type contributions from the readers,j)

But we DO want more by other fans too -- we don't want D:B to be all seriousness
with a little lightness...

{{Look at this icsue, then! It's got more whimcy than serious octuff. As another
example: What cauced the Miesels to do that catire with you as the protagonist this
issue? The fact that you didn't write to them for a loong time ~=- your gafia, Right”))

Uh...(whisper)..right.

£ So to snap you out of it, they whipped up the Dickens thing in one night and
gsent it to you, correct?3}}

(Low)..yes, BEM.

¢{ But what happened to it? Tell the readers and me that..what happened after you
got it and read it?}) :

Welll..I didn't think it was too funny at the time, so it ended up buried under
Ghu knows what other material in my old apartment.

{{ UH HUH! And who'found' tt, and read it aloud a few months later? Bowers did.
And who laughed with genuine mirth then? YOU did.3}}

Uhhh..well...Bowers is a Kind of Funny Cat, anyway.. But honestly, it did strike
me as funny then, after I had gotten over my Blue Gafia. (Blue Meanies?!) And also,
BEM, as Sandra said when I wrote and told her we'd ‘'found' it and would print it:ZIt's
a good, healthy sign when you can laugh at yourself withcut mealice”,cr scmething like
that. SO?

£€€ So I'm trying to get across to you that you HAD a piece of faanish material in
your hands, and just because of "woman troubles'" you tocsed it aside without a word,

a frown on your face. Couldn't take it then, could you?}}

(Humbly)...I guess not. But after getting over those hurdles what happened? I
sngpped out of it very well, I think.

€{ Chalk up one for your side. And I must admit that you were (almost) very
level-headed when, after three years of off-again-on-again moping about that lost gal,
she called you up a while back even though she was still married. That sure complicated
things! You were shook-up at first - but sencibility took over, and although it was
very difficult to do, you told her not to ever call again. That took guts. 3}

(It also kept me from getting chot!) But EEM, what has this to do with our argu-
ment ? We're getting side-tracked. We were talking about faanishnesc gnd four letter
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words, etc.

Z( Bill, you poor soul..you've gat to see that you magnify your ' problems too much.
Everybody has them. It's just that you let yours affect the schedule and publishing of
D:B. So Cool It.33}

T 'All right, I will. But do you mean to imply that because this issue is a teensy
bit late...??

¢{ Not exactly, stupid. Trying to get the zine out over the Christmas/New Year's
period is a difficult task for anybody. Then there was the late arrival of the covers
from Hickman, the late arrival of Stricklen's Xmas piece, and your adamant refusal to
get started on your editorial, which is one reason why I butted in. All this contributed
to D:B's slight schedule tardiness. But I don't think it affected the issue that badly,
even though the majority of the material is "holiday" type.3}»

Well, for once we agree on gsomething. Now that you've cooled down, BEM, what's
your opinion on the year 19687

¢{ I'm sure I echo everyone's thoughtc when I say that I'm glad its over, and hope
to Ghu there aren't anymore like it. Bowers does a good job exprecsing hope for the
new year himself, and a lot of what he says I agree with. The fan deaths, aspacsinationg,
the Chicago Tragedy during the Democratic Convention, the retreaded 'new' president,
and all the other news both good and bad, made it a weird year. On the plus gide there's
the release (at long last) of the Pueblo crew members...3}

Which to me omells like politics on Johncon's part...

({ Stop speeking while I'm interrupting! Of course the best Christmas Gift the
U.S. and even the world could have..the orbiting of the moon (with spectacular pictures)
by the three astronauts and their cubsequent cafe return!3; :

Yeah, wasn't that terrific? I sure wish I was up there with them ..to cee the
Earth...the moon..2001 has almost come true. I'm just a frustrated astronaut, I guess.

¢¢ Aren't we =2ll?7})

Yes, I suppose SO..«

~ {{ Ok, we've gotten that off our (collective?) chests..anything else you care to
talk about?}} ; :

As a8 matter of fact, there are a few more items...if you promise to go back and
stay hidden inside me until some other time, if and when I ever neced straightened out
again.

{4 Welll..since my anger has now subsided somewhat,ok. What's on your mind now?3#

First off -- this:
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The rest has to do with D:B again, namely the fact that I'd like to announce to
the readers that they must AT ALL TIMES, keep a sharp eye in D:B's pages for some cly,
or sneaky stuff. Otherwise we'll publish something very cubtle that may go over their
heads. .

({ Like what?}}

Like the full page illo by Alex lastish and thisch..the Lettercol Heading. There
IS a letter on that page, but apparently the fans didn't gee or read it..I'11 not cay
anymore about it. Bowers' illos also has humor hidden in them, and nobody commented on
them. And, this issue, the Cameron illo on page three needs careful study...and there
will be more, from time to time, that the fans should be alert for.

(¢ Anything elce?}3

Yes, clown..I want to thank Joan Baker for her invaluable help in running off D:B.
Also, please note the Change of Address for Bowers & I. We've our own Slanshack now,
and fan visitors are always welcome! Now, will you leave, BEM? No room left anyhow...

({ G'Bye..it was nice talking to you all...}} :

'Bye, BEM..next time don't come back 'til I pull your chain. Seeing as how you
began this with four letter words, I'll finish the same way: Give Love!--Bill Mallardi


Bye..it

IT MUST BE that I am growing old. Or
perhaps it is merely that my cynicism
has at last personified. But when --
after a compartively rustic and restrain-
ed Holiday season in the Philippines last
year--I find it a rather frightening and
cold shock to be thrust so abruptly into
the commercially orientated, garishly and
disgustingly artifical Spirit...of what?
Now I realize that flanges concern-
ing the lack of the true cpirit are as
perennial (and just about as effective)
as New Year's Resolutions (see Page 106),
and as old as Charles Dickens (Page 13).
However, this happens to be my Year of
Realization & Truth, so please bear with
me. (By next year's end I'll probably
have found my niche as a Social Security
Number, and be securely emeched in the
blissfully ignorant rat race that 99.9%
of my co-workers are presently tread-
milling...and we won't have to go thru
this again.)

L] 5 , .
from william's pen:

I believe (he said, originally) raditorial
thet this mood of wonderment that is An
me goes much deeper than the labelling BiLL BOWERS
and packaging of Holiday Joy. All one
has to do realize that what the so-labelled fholiday season' seems to Jell, currently,
is in reality a year 'round phenomana...is to pick up any lerge eity newspaper., If it
doesn't remind you of throngs of shoppers stampeding end ctomping on ene anothers feet,
without so much as an "Excuse me", I misc my mark. Stories have become so commonplace
concerning muggings and riots, extortions and petty midnight buguleries, that a rape
taking place outside of Mallardi's apartment last year wasn't even mentioned in the
local paper. A Season of Good Tidings. Let's face it, today the only method assured
of front-page coverage is by route of assassinating a prominent figure--and even that
lasts but briefly as the mass-consciousness of an uncaring nation assimilates it into a
collective unconsciousness--say: So what's new. .,.and good will toward all men.

It slmost certainly seems that the nation is going the down and dirty route, dees
it not? Still, an effort in the direction of impartiality (Why?) must be made. News and
imaginative versions thereof, are reported virtually instantly from the dark and damp
corners of the world. Some of it actually sees print in a vaguely recognizable version
of the original; I kid you not. So maybe the recent flurry of Crime in the Streets and
High Places isn't such a new thing, but merely the tangible results of vastly improved
newsgathering facilities, reporting what has always been there. This is a nice theory
and very comforting, but it's not mine. I just can't accept it.

Assuming that you are in agreement with the thesis that this nation, this world,
this race of self-proclaimed reasoning beings...that all of these are in perilous seas...
(and if you're not, I'd be very interested in which particular mind deadencr you're
high on; it must be good!). Accepting this, grant me my theory that the next two or
three years will be extremely vitel in determining the future course of mankind --
whether we become irreversibly emeshed in a strictly technologically based civilization,
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peopled by mindless androids using green lucre as plasma...or whether with a little hope
and a godawful amount of work we might possibly make the first faltering step in the
direction of an individualistic, but functioning society of caring human beings. We can
not afford to wait until 1984, people! At the rate things are going now, by then there®ll
be nothing left except grubby, long haired hopheads grovelling in the dust, grooving
their (delightful, admittedly) music while a mushroom cloud provides the backdrop. Man,
this picture turns me off...like now! I like to dream (somewhat wistfully, I'm afraid)
of being alive then, and having friends who know where it's really at, rather than
drifting off into a fantastically pictured, yet thoroughly unreal and unworkable world.
Now, you say, this is all very nice and maybe even desirable, but grandiouse schemes
in the direction of Utopia are a dime a dozen...so what makes yours workable? I truly
wish that I could say that it is, that if you follow a certain logical, cold-scientific-
fact formula, you will be guaranteed happiness and will prosper for all of the New Year's
of your life. But I don't really know...I have a flustrating habit of dream-
ing dreams that fall considerably beyond my own gragp, although I Try. Therefore do I
have the gall, the right to inflict them on you? Damn right I do!

Several years ago (in F&SF) Theodore Sturgeon had a marvelous story--the first of a
trilogy regrettably uncompleted--with the beautiful title of "When You Care, When You
Love". These six simple words, I sincerely believe, pin down the crux of the nameless
horror currently tearing our once proud nation asunder. There are various pegs on which
to hang the blame--Joan Baker calls it 'apathy'; Connie Reich refers to the 'superficial-
ites' predominante in our society; I call it the 'zombie syndrome'. But in the long run,
they all say the same thing: That if today you can watch from your panoramic picture
window as a total stranger is beinz mugged, and not go to his aid--then tomorrow you will
surely stand with the same uncomitting, uncaring, uninvolved look on your face as your
mate screams from a burning room, or as the government of your choice sends your only
child off to certain death in some future umexplained, unjustified 'Police Action'! (Or
has that already come to pass?) Human sensibilities are a notoriously fragile object--
and one to be nutured and watched over with great care. Once bruised, they inevitably
harden to granite-like proportions, and are rarely ever able to be thawed out. No matter
how intensely you might desire....

We need to care about our fellow man--it is certainly hard in some cases, but we
must make the effort if we are to ask for the same consideration in return. We need to
care about the objects that are beautiful and useful and thoroughly irreplacable in this
marvelous country that we have--although we seem hell-bent on trying to destroy that
beauty. ...the people, we may not kill with our bare hands, but of their murder we are
literally guilty, by reason of apathy. And please consider the once proud forests that
towered above this most endowed of nations on earth...the once sparkling lakes and
streams that are now nothing more than stinking cess pools, fed and nourighed by the
crap of a nation of overfed, overprotected, mindless animals, who have not even the
solitary redeeming feature of providing edible food for other animals. Consider this,
the next time you go through a national park; their days are numbered.

When you care, then you do love. Love is a four-letter word which regrettably seems
to have degenerated into a strictly sexual connotation. Love is--at lecast idealistically
--something that should be much greater and more encompassing that just this one aspect.
Love of a work of beauty, an object produced with caring skill, a person who does his or
her thing extremely well...these are undoubtedly maudlian and sentimental weaknessess-—
at least so would our strong and virile society have us believe. You see, when you care,
when you love something or someone, you have to give a part of yourself; this is not an
easy thing to do (although there are happily a few delightful people in the world who
seem to have enough love for all) for most, and you always run the risk of losing for-
ever that which you have given. Ask me; I make a hsbit of it.
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When you love, when you care...

I am an AMERICAN!; I am inordinantly proud of being such. It is a rare and wonder-
ous thiﬁg to be a citizen of the greatest nation this poor world has ever known. (Which
may be an unwise admittance; Patriotism and apathy do not seem capable of co-existence.
And Patriotism is currently in definite disfavor.) And if I sometimes spout forth half-
assed statements, sounding bitter and cynical, it is simply because I do happen to care
about, and I do Love this country of mine; I'm trying to keep it going, the best I can.

...%t's just that sometimes I get so damned disgusted with the potentialities we've
ignored, the wealth (in terms of manpower, as well as material) that we've tossed down &
bottomless sewer, the failure of being able to communicate with the walking, talking
zombies that watch the Beverly Hillbifllies behind the newspulp of Ann Landers--I get so
disgusted (end I'm lecturing myself as well here) that I have to say something, or go
out ofmy skull. This fannish world just happens to be the media closest at hand.

There seems to be one insurmountable barrier to caring, between people who are not
nominally thought of as strangers, as well as those that are. This is a little item that
we refer to as Communication. If we only knew how to go about it!

A rather unlikely (and not at all logical) sequence of events have acted to produce
this inquest, not an easy task considering the amount of inertia I generate. The unbeliev-
able relief of getting out after U4 years under the military machine, only to fall prey to
commercial opportunists, undesirable but necessary to feed my face; 'The Desperaste Nuh!,
a small, dittoed one-shot from the Granfalloon girls; the response of a few people to my
last editorial--some do care; and a rather enjoyable book from Piers Anthony, OMNIVORE:

...80 much of man's vaunted intelligence is required simply to transmit

and receive information. Each of us has a wall of isolation, of ignorance

to transcend. We have no direct communication, and so we have to master

complex verbal codes and symbolic interpretations, merely to get our

thoughts and needs across. With such second-hand contact, no wonder such

a powerful cerebral backstop is necessary.

It may well be that we'll never be able to do away with 'second-hand' communicetion,
but perhaps with a little caring and meaningful involvement, we might possibly be able
to lower the barrier just a notch. I think this is a notable goal to persue in 1969, and
maybe next year we'll have a little bit more of the True Holiday Spirit.

I'm going to txy my damndest.

..which will have to end this round, except for one not so minor Footnote:
With all due respect to the apparently sizable group of fans I feel sure will strongly
disagree with me, I can't really see any real movement toward improved communications
via the hallucinogenic High Road. I had my round with pot a few years ago, and freely
admit that it was a pleasant, and even enjoyable experience. I tried it, I'm glad I did,
but it's simply not my bag. As far as I can see, it is the ultimate in copping out...s
nice easy woy to go, if you haven't the guts to take the world like it really is.

You know, I feel more than a little sympathy for those who have to use artificial
stimuli to 'broaden their horizons'. It may take some hard work and a lot of sweat on
my part, but I like to think that anything I do accomplish in this life will be by my
own hand. And I can testify that to do one's own thing by one's own abilities may not
be so colorful as a psychedalie spurt of meaningless symbolism, but is definitely a lot
more soul satisfying.

Harlan Ellison has said: "Why should I clown around with all the artifical scenes
when I've heen on a continual high since the day I was born."

I know the feeling.

Do you?

' ...may you always have the Best of Everything, BILL BOWERS
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THE CO-EDITOR WAS dead, to begin with. There
was no doubt whatever about that. B¥wrs
was as dead as a doornail. His surviving
partner, B*ll "Ebenezer" M¥1l*rd* (called
BEM for short) now presided as sole editor
of the fanzine D:B. :

As he trudged home to his bleak little
apartment on Christmas Eve, BEM chanced to
think of his deceased colleague who had
passed away on that very date seven years
before. These thoughts vanished as he opened
the door for his entire attention was re-
quired to pick a path through the living
room. Stacks of hardbacks, paperbacks, pro-
zines, fanzines, manuscripts, letters,
papers, and stencils towered almost to the
ceiling. A scarred old filing cabinet bulked
in one corner while mimeograph equipment of
every description huddled in another. BEM
shouldered his way into the kitchen, popped
an AP frozen dinner into the oven and open-
ed a beer. Christmas, humbug! This evening
would be no different from any other.

His melancholy after-supper relaxation
was disturbed by a persistent thumping
interspersed with low moans. What was it?
Some noisy neighbor brat? BEM peered out -the
window, poked his head into the hall and
even checked the closets without discovering
the source of the sounds. Nevertheless they
grew louder and closer as though some heavy
object was being dragged to his entrance.
Right through the door It came -- the ghost
of his late partner, B*w¥*rs.

The shade resembled the living man in
every detail except that a heavy chain was
wrapped about its waist and hung down behind
like a tail. To this chain were attached
literally bales of unopened letters and
manuscripts, magazines and books intact in
their mailing envelopes, and at the end, a
broken mimeograph machine and jammed type-
writer.

"Who are you?" asked BEM, refusing to
recognize the ghost.

“Rather ask me who I was," it replied.

"Well, who were you?"

"In life I was your -partner, B*ll
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"I frankly don't believe you. In fact I don't believe I'm really ceeing anything.
You're merely the after-effect of a badly digested TV dinner."

"For your own sake, B¥1l "Ebenezer" M¥1l¥rd*, you must believe me:! I bear a
message of utmost importance. What I am now you shall become. Each day as you
neglect your correspondence, fail to keep up on your reading, delay issuing your
'zine, you are forging a chain even longer than mine."

BEM began to tremble, visualizing the ghastly chain about his own waist. lo
‘there no chance of escape? Can't you offer me any hope?"

"That is why I am here to warn you."
"You always were a buddy!"
"You will be haunted," resumed the ghost, "by three Spirits. "

"That's the hope you offer?" asked BEM in real alarm.

"It is. Without the visits of these Spirits you cannot avoid my fate. Expect
the first at One AM and the others thereafter."

So saying, the spectre of B*w*rs again passed through the door and faded from
view. Though his mind was spinning with anxiety, the ghost's visit had left BEM so
exhausted he threw himgelf into bed and fell asleep instantly.

BEM WAS SHAKEN awske by Someone as a distant church bell struck One. He blinked at
the new apparition which wore the form of a medieval troubador. The cheerful spirit
was attired in party-colored garb of red and green. Sprigs of holly were tucked
into his peaked cap and wound about his lute.

"I am the Ghost of Christmas Past," announced the visitor.

"Far past?" inquired BEM cautiously.

"Your own past, too," replied the Spirit with a laugh. "Pgke my hand and I
will show you the shadows of things that were. "

BEM did so and the room dissolved around them. They passed into an apartment
he had had years before -- a far homier place than his present quarters. BEM beheld
his younger gself opening a stack of Christmas cards. How many of them there were!
He had forgotten what it was to have so many friends. As the BEM-that-was rose from
his desk, the older man stole a glance at the signatures on the cards. There were
friends from near and far including authors, editors, and other pros. BEM choked
back a tear at the thought of all those pleasant relationships sacrificed to laziness.

The Spirit tugged at his sleeve. "Your younger self is leaving fnr a party.
Let us follow him." And suddenly they were in a large and splendidly decorated
home where the North Eastern Ohio Science Fiction Society was making merry. The
group drew the BEM-that-was to its collective bosom and plied him with fruit cake,
cookies, frothy eggnog, and other sorts of Christmas cheer. They reminisced about
Worldcons, regional cons, and memorable drinking bouts -- such as the last New Year's
Con. They shredded some personslities in the field and praised others to the skies.
It touched BEM's heart to see so meny once-familar faces gathered together. He was
forced to admit he missed the witty repartee and warm comraderie of such occassions
and sadly recalled that all these people had once been eager readers and supporters
of his 'zine.

\[4\



"Show me no more, Spirit. This is too hard to bear." And the next moment he
found himself back in his own bed.

IT HARDLY SEEMED that he had slept agesin when an intemnsely bright light awakened BEM
once more. This originated in the electrically illuminated costume of a pyschedelic
Santa Claus who stood beside the bed.

"Ho, ho, ho, and all that jazz. I'm the Ghost of Christmas Present. Ready to

learn what's happening, baby?"

By now BEM had become somewhat accustomed to the procedure and took the Spirit's
hand without hesitation. They did not linger long in any one place this time but sped
across the land (with a detour into Saskatchewan) observing countless brief scenes.

Oh the scratch of pens, the click of typewriters, the clank of mimeographs, the clatter
of presses! Oh the babel of voices! Everywhere fans and pros were working, writing,
arguing.

"Tell me, Spirit," inquired the downcast BEM, Yis anyone in that busy throng
thinking of me?"

In answer, a faint chorus:of grumblings came borne on the wind. The only word
BEM could distinguish with certainty was "Fink!" He covered his face in shame. "I
know I'm reaping vhat I sowed over the year's, but please take me home, Spirit."
Cice more EEM returned to his own bed.

THIS TIMD IE did not sleep at all for the prospect of
facing the third Chost truly terrified him. What sights
more painful than those he had already witnessed were
yet to ccme? As he speculated, the third visitor
materialized. This spirit was clad in a long shape-~
less black robe with a deep hood which covered its
face.

"Are you the Ghost of Christmas Yet to Come?"
osked BEM timidly. The Spirit nodded. '

"Will I now see the shadows of things that m
happen in the future?" Again it nndded.

"Must they occur just as you show them?" It
shook its he-=d. .

* "Show me your sights, Spirit, whatever they mey
be." BEM steeled himself for the horrid revelation
that must surely follow. s

The Ghost offered no journey. Instead it withdrew a publication from one'cspious
sleeve. This proved to be a fanzine, attractively printed on good white stock. The
letters of its title flickered and wavered so that BEM cmuld not read them. The Ghost

opened the 'zine and held it up to BEM. One paragraph nn the editor's page stood out
with Cazzling clarity: : Qe

We note in passing the demise of D:B., This once prominent
genzine has ceased publication after a rus of maeny years.
Lately it had fallen prey to the lunatic fringe and degen- . / I 5 /



erated into a cultish rag--house organ for the Scientolog-
ists, saucer fanatics, and suchlike.

"No, Spirit, no!" cried BEM. "Tell me this will not be so! I'll never let it
happen! Never! 1I've seen the error of my ways. I promise to take up the fannish
way of life once more. I will answer my correspondence promptly. I will give con-
tributors a speedy verdict and breathe vigor into my 'zine once more. I will revive
o0ld friendships in and out of fandom for without friends no one can be happy, much~
less celebrate a merry Christmas. Was this the lesson you spirits came to teach?
Have I learned it well enough?"

The Ghost of Christmas Yet to Come nodded vigorously. Its robe turned white,
then transparent, and it vanished from view.

Christmas Day was dawning. BEM flung open his windows and shouted "Merry
Christmas"” to the world. The new year would find him a new man.

"Ghu bless us every one!"

---JOHN & SANDRA MIESEL

S5

...as I cringe here on the Dark Side of the Sun--dreaming of that which might have

been--1 remember

' (huge choking lumps of Pain; small jewels of Beauty and Love)

the Year of the Jackpoet (again) : When will it, please God!, end?

Through my twisted, grasping fingers, the time grains of yet another year filter
--there will never again (not so much as once) be anmther Year of Quy Lord:

*1968%

(Be thankful for small favors, no matter how csmall.)

You know, I find it hard not to believe that is was My Year
--a Century fractured by 4 have I resided on the belching ball :

the Green, Green Hills of Mother Earth. (I dream a lot.)
A Quarter of the years of my century...and what have I aecemplished.
A Lament which is mine, all mine, I'll grant it to nm ather.

1968 : It was not, in all respects, a Good year.



Nine months, two days = the Philippines = the last half of an Experience,...
which bezan (and almost ended) in January, bloody horrible January....

-- I remember (does anyone else?) words dipped in living horror: the Tet Offensive
and bodies (the supply of coffins proved inadequate) flowing through our terminal in a
stream so constant that images formed of a giant womb back in the States churning out a
continual river of cannon fodder, wrapped in semi-vacuumized plastic bags (transparent)
and the corpses (not grinning, these) mutely asking: Vhy?

Give me now an answer, you who condone this political farce that takes the very
lifes of my comrades: Why?

Why does the Pueblo (I_remember) still sit serenely, 1l months later, in the harbor of
a 4th rate naval power
(Have we no pride; no national gsense of dignity, that we struggle

to 'save' ((unwanted; dispised)) a foreign people while our own boys rot under the
glaring lights of slant-eyed Inquisitors

-- Go on now, read your Dr. Fu Manchu; Enjoy! Enjoy!)
We were ready, we were willing, we were damn able...we wanted to go and get those boys
back (rather than continually pagging napalm West; corpses East);

-- but we didn't; we were not allowed to do so. Why?

How can I forget a Man, senselessly shot in Tennessee
-- another in San Francisco;
not the man his brother (R.I.P.) wag; but a Man, nonetheless.

Sitting Ten Thousand miles from home, I read the Stars and Stripes, I listened to AFRTS
-- and I wondered and I shuddered and I thought : My God! What have they done to
the Land of the Free, the Home of the Brave?
(...and I dreamed dreams of Australia and beautiful, beautiful Thailand.)

Somehow (I often wonder why) I survived and Caeme Home
"When you're goinz to San Francisco..."

Labor Day...and sat at Travis; sixty odd miles from where my people were doing
their thing. ...Although all I heard on radio was of Riots in the Street.

...I came home to the Elections of '68 -- a farcial and suicidal exercise in redundancy
-- and I wondered if this was what I had spent 3 years, 9 months and 4 days of my Life
for: Defending my right to cheose between two such unappealing, uninspiring men --

with a third spectre lurking frightenly close in the backdrop.

...and I dreamed more frequently of Australia and Thailand, Free Land.

...but the Man Most Qualified to Lead America won (or so they tell us) and now we must
give him the chance to prove his mettle, and hope that the nation will survive, after a
fashion, until '73, and that then a True Man of the People can hurdle the light year
high obstacles of political machines and bigots. We have no other choice.

1968 -- a year almost too gererous in its failings:

The death of Friends -- Lew Grant, Ron Ellik -- and others less well known by me,
but well respected men; the gruesome spectre of Man killing hic brother in senseless
charades that bring not condemnations, but mere apathy; the personal pangs of leaving a
place that had been home for 18 months, but which was never really mine --
and looming over All, the Horror:

The black shrouded, skull-faced spirit of those in the flush of youth, in the prime
of manhood, who have fallen on the battlefieldsc of an undeclared War, a continued ;} 9
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exercise i1n unabated bloodletting which makes no sense at all in its present form...
except perhaps in the mystical wdy the money-grubbing, uncaring Political mind rational-
izes our'commitments! as falling sequentially before our duty to help our fellow man
rather than further depriving him of: national pride, food, and his very life.

1968 -- the Year of the Grub gnawing ever more successfully at the bulwarks of
this Coffin of a World.

But even in the blackest scratchboard...if one has the patience and the desire and the
willingness, one can painstakingly etch a few stray beams of radiance and Hope....

..cight beautiful days in May: Hongkong--a monument to what can bc accomplished by a
skillful blending of efficency and industry, under a government that cares....
...two journeys (June & August) to Bangkok, the most splendid and grandiose of Cities..
the home of the Thais, the friendliest and most beautiful people in the world.

It was there that I fell in love with an entire Race of People....

...three expeditions (and what tales they be!) into the mountains of Northern Luzon...
to Baguio, Summer Capitol of the Philippines. A marvelously clean, rustic little
town filled with people who haven't quite yet realized that GI's were aliens to be
suckered and mugged, rather than welcomed and cared for. The blessed coolness...an
exhilerating relief from the hot, humid, stinking plains on which Clark Air Base
and Angeles City cquat in their own excrement.

and throughout run thoughts of a Girl, and that from which I fled for reasons now
unclear. ...and the lonely Nights and endless Days are filled with memories only,
tender and bittersweet.

Travis; then San Francisco International: I'd missed the Baycon, but I was Home! Ohio --
and DOUBLE:BILL 18...it intrigued me, trapped me, and once more we are off on the
fannish merry-go-round; this time hopefully as a doer, rather than a mere bystande: .

Octocon; Philcon--old friends too long (since Tricon) missed--and many, many new.
Strange thoughts of cringing in corners while midnite invocations are hurled over our
heads (Hi! Daele, Tim, Dennis...) The PgHLANGE Party and Connie Reich reading my palm,
telling my fortune (...all I've got to do is survive
until I'm thirty, but that may take some doing.)

Year's End : Man has circled the Moon (I still can't be-
lieve...) fulfilling a dream as old as the first who
Wondered at the Stars in the Night--and mine as long as
I've had breath. The Pueblo crew is free (but late,
much too late) and our Ship is apparently gone forever.

Year's End...and there is Joan. There is Hope, ageain.

...l am not all that I want to be; I am not at all
certain where I've been or where I'm going...but I say
this unto You:

Go forth into the New Year gladly and
with Great Expectations--taking care to be prepared for
the pitfalls that will surely come. Take a little Good
with the Bad, and try each day (how hard it is! I know.)
to do a little kindness toward your fellow Man. He is
lonely and locked inside an inconel-clad shell not of
his own making, but he wisheg You the Best of Everything.

paalam, BILL BOWERS; an American.



AS BILL VENABLE pointed out in SFA a while back, the code of conduct in fandom is an
involved matter of ritual which need rot take a back seat to any known culture. The
new fan is expected to find his way through the mazes of cuctom and taboos with no
help save an occasional kindly-hearted article of advice which invariably doesn't
appear til he's been in fandom long enough to learn it on his own. And fandom accesses
its own penaltiec for serious violations, unwitting or not. Ask Peter Graham.

Personally, I soon caught on to the expected technique of lavishly handing egoboo
to others while they ¢5 the ezme  for you. It'c not good form to blow your own horn
although the resultc come out the same. I didn't have to be told that it was the 'thing
to do! to stay in as cloce proximity to Bea Mahaffey at conventions as possible: such
things ccme natural. I insinuated myself into the even more rigid climate of FAPA with-
out fatal injury and simultaneously eased out of NFFF. (Few thingc can more quickly
ruin a fen's prestige than remaining in the N3F too long after he'sc establighed himoelf.)
And I can adjust the pitch on a beanie propellor with the best of them.

But cne fannish convention has defeated me time and time again. And this ic in-
terlineations. I've refused to bother with such fannish conventions as illustrations,
fancy titles, or poetry for my zines, sneering at the pettifoggers who protested my
sacrelige. Dut even I haven't had the temerity to attempt to publish
a magazine minuc interlineations. As the caying goes, certain things
Just 'aren‘t done'. Better to be caught with an autographed copy
of a Shaver manuscript than to om't interlineations from one's
magazine.

Thevre have been articles by no-less-deities than Bob Tucker
(and if vcu quibble about the grammar in this sentence to hell
with you) about the subject.

So what choice has any fan? He in-
terlines. '

Upon looling back at my career
in interlining I can only say if all
my interiiceaticns were laid end to
end they‘d mwcke en awful mess.
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My first attempts at interlineations were pretty feeble. I tried the common
gambit of repetition, like --

- - - S > = ot = > o o e = = D S ow WD SR S En S P G = G e e = = Y R S G T P = T R S T Gv T D e T T T M D P W M T = T e N e S R e W W e

but the results weren't exactly stimulating. Anyway, this was milked for all it was
worth years ago by the forgotten genius (maybe it was Ackerman) who went

dyktawodyktawodyktawodyktawodyktawodyktawodyktawodyktawodyktawodyktawodyktawodyktawody

Thinking, wrongly I learned, that interlineations never took advance thought and
didn't mean anything anyway I took to tossing in whatever first came to mind, like

Well,. it didn't take me long to get over that. Then for about a year I tried
including tag lines I was particularly fond of..the last line of some joke, either
famqmish or otherwise which I thought quite witty at the time, like

or a saying common
around the 146 East 12th Avenue fan menage in Eugene, Oregon when I was living there,
such as
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(For the benefit of cloistered and innocent souls who may be reading this such as
kind-hearted grandmothers, Seventh Fandomers under age 9, and postal inspectors, the
first word of the preceeding has been omitted.)

Recently I've been reduced to imitating the Pogo imitators with mongstrogities
such as
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You has got your headbone screwed on backwards.

So you see, every encounter with that ocle debbil interlineation left me flat on
my back spewing out red-stained chunks of ivory on the carpet.

Occasionally I would think of something really clever but invariably it was too
long to fit into the one line of an interlineation.

And then it occurred to me. "Eureka" I cried (it sounded vaguely familiar but I
was far too excited to check for possible copyright). Hastily drawing a bathtowel
oround me I padded wetly into the street shouting to the stunned pascerbys, "Who caid
interlinestions had to be confined to one line, anyway? Jack Speer? Bob Tucker?
Claude Degler?" . ;

Getting no answer I hastily ran back into the house and dived for the nearest
typewriter. Since the dive was the result of my clipping in a puddle of water 1I'd in-
cautiously left in the path of my retreat I managed to make rapid contact with the
typevwriter.

Two weeks later when the doctors, after having read some of my fanzine publisched
articles, decided I was not suffering from concussion after all and allowed me to
return to my normal (well, that's what I call ‘em!) pursuits I once more dived for my
Remington (luckily the puddle had dried up in the meantime) and instantly composed the
following:
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This is the way the world ends,
Not with a blast but a blister.

I sat back with a warm glow inside me as I gazed at the faded grey letters on the
peper (my ribbon needed changing). Perhaps it would not win the Pulitzer prize but it
was mine own. For the first time I had tackled interlineations and emerged triumphant;
simply by tricking my adversary through changing the rules I had produced an interline=-
ation I could look at without chuddering.

Quick as a flash, I double spaced down and typed below it

Men don't get jumpy
O'er girls who are lumpy.

I'd proved I could repeat. I wasn't one of those one-time authors after gll. From
now on I need never have fear of interlineations again. I was their master. In fact I
had mutated the breed into something higher, nobler. With no hesitation whatsoever and
with the extraordinary modesty for which I am noted far and wide I immediately: produced
the perfect name for this new improved product. Henceforth they shall be known ae
McCainterlineations.

Don't think I'm being selfish about this. While it is doubtful if they could
approach my own stratospheric standards, I hereby welcome all other fans to use McCain-
terlineations....hmmmm, let's really be modest and call them mccainterlineations....as
frequently as they wish. No strings attached whatsoever, except of course that I must
receive, as inventor, a ten cent royalty on each one used. This may seem a trifle high
to the poverty stricken fan who wishes to fill a whole magazine with these exciting new
entrants to the field of fandom, but may I point out that since mccainterlineations take
up two lines apiece that is only 5¢ a line? Furthermore, think of the prestige that
will acerue to you as one of the first to feature mccainterlineations. And for you
editors who have trouble getting material for your fanzines....mccainterlineations fill
up cpace twice as fast as ordinary old-fashioned interlineations.

Some may carp that these sound a trifle familiar and may not be 100% original. For
these quibblers may I state mccainterlineations are not limited to such subtle psycho-
logical observations or clever witticismc as the above, but can also be used to comment
on current fannish events in 100% original fashion as
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I think of a sinking ship then, and some,
While watching more fans desert Seventh Fandom.
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The above may not be quite so polished in construction and metre as the others but
it is still a bona fide mccainterlineation and should not be discriminated against in
any sense.

So, my place in history secure, I am now ready to sit back and spend my remaining
years composing further variations of my greatest creation, mccainterlineations.

I would like to leave you with the following thought.

The world is so full of a number of clucks
I am sure we should all be as quack-y as ducks.
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--=- V. L. McCain

Reprinted from PSYCHOTIC #10, April, 1954, by permission of Richard E. Geis. ,/ Q '/



In the lateness of the morning
Ere the sun doth reach its zenith
Comes around my friendly postman
(Weary hard-aworking postman,
Laden down with tons of junkmail).
To my door he makes his journey
Gives me mail and moves off Northward
(Wonder why it's alwaysc Northward? ).

Yesterday my patient postman
Put into my box a pamphlet
Gaily printed; full of color,
Full of gaudy illustrations.
"Buy, oh buy," it said with feeling
"All our lovely gifts and trinkets.
"Christmas is but 'round the corner;
"Here are gifts to give your kinfolks.'

Then I turned a page and saw it:

"How God gives Us Peanut Butter".
There's a title fraught with meaning,

Pregnant with essential thinking.
An, if only people pondered

On it's deep and tender meaning,
Would we not be better for it?

Would our lives not fill with feeling.

=
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Everyday he fills my postbox.
Full it is to overflowing,
Bulging at the seams with mail
Sent to me by sundry persons
Boldly my attention seeking.
Seeking, seeking, always seeking.
"Please," they say,"Please buy my product.’
What a lot of trashy Jjunkmaill
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Opened I the gaudy cover,
Squinted at the illustrations.
Pretty, pretty color pictures
Of the lovely christmas presents.
Full of Christmas hope and meaning:
"Bgermeir's Life of Jesus';
"Jesus lives! - In Argentina'.
What a cruddy book to send me!

Peanut Butter! Food essential

To pustain our minds and bodies.
Starving men the world over

Set their minds to ceaseless thinking
Of a slice of lovely white bread

Covered o'er with Peanut Butter.
Children in all lands and climates

Scream for it incessantly.



Peanut Butter! Food ambrosial.
Lack of it drives men to drink.
Pregnant women always want it
(Piled high on something sweet).
Pgychedelic hippies crave it
Wrapped up in banana peelings.
Bank executives all want it -
Deep inside their vaults they hoard it.
But, Think! In hidden laboratories,
Hidden from the sight of mankind.
Evil Scientists are working,
Evil athiestic Scientists.
Using all the ancient knowledge
Handed down through generations.
Working with unceasing effort.
Object: erzatz Peanut Butter.
Here we find old hard-line Nazis
Working hand in glove with Commies.
Agents too from THRUSH and KAOS
(Not to mention SMERSH and SPECTRE)
Agents of the Yellow Peril;
I Won't Worker's from the '20's.
Evil men from every country
Try to make fake Peanut Butter.
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Everywhere are Fellow Travelers -
Men of high respect and stature.
Men who think there's nothing wrong with
Making phony Peanut Butter.
"What's the fuss?" they cry in chorus,
"Man's as good as God, or better.
"And Peanut Butter’'s full of Fluorides.
"You all know what's wrong with that stuff!"
Oh, Tempora; oh, the mores
Man o'ersteps the line once more;
Thinks he's better than his Maker;
Sets himself as imitator.
Builds himself a Tower of Babel;
Builds it out of Peanut Butter.
Tries to reach the heights celestial;
Tries to build himself a godhead.
Oh, my friends please shun these efforts;
Eat not this fake Peanut Butter.
Send your thoughts to Heaven winging;
Sing your praises of our Maker.
Shun the Evil One who tempts you -
Tempts you with this evil mockery.
Remember this, for this will save you: |, e
Falce Peanut Butter lacks a Soul! /r] j/
&
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HAS ANYONE NOTICED how intrizingz science fiction, as an ever expanding field, has be-
come lately? Or that we seem to be on the fringes of yet another s.f. 'boomlet' (al-
though it is still too early to predict what proportions it will assume) -- but one
much different in approach and scope than those whicn have boomed and burst before.

Galaxy seems to begsuecceeding as a monthly, after umpteen years of six issues, again;
paperbacks are breeding at a phenomenal rate ( with much praise offered in the direction
of Terry Carr's Ace Spec1als), the SF Book Club will be offering two selections a month
later on in '69; and more and better science fiction books are being bought for motion
pictures, some of which may pos sibly be treasted with kindness...the list goes on.

There are a variety of reasons which have brought about this potentially enjoyable
state of affairs. And not all of them have been due to our own efforts. (*Our* referring
to the die-hard core of fans and pros whom we 8ll know and love; but those who have the
recurring habit of getting all shook up when an Outsider succeeds in accomplishing some-
thing which we should have done years ago. )

Two items, both presented in the visual media, have succeeded in expanding a field
which heretofore--despite the valiant efforts of a few talented artists--has seemingly
been hemmed in by the limiting media of the printed word. This has apparently approached
its zenith (although marvelous things of great beauty and some small margin of truth have
been accompliched within it, and we continue to try.. .) as a means of expressing the
boundless imagination which resi des between the two unpointed ears of a few of the more
gifted numbered among ggod old Homo Sap.

One of these items is an object of indescritsule beauty (in parts)--a mind-expanding
consuming experience achieved without the use of physical drugs, which, more often than
not, act as an inhibiting deterrent to true Communication. The other item is currently,
to put it kindly, a lackluster excursion into the watered-downr world of cliche's which
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. television seems to feel essential to the continued peace-of-mind of the great majority
of the Pablum-bred, Reader's Digest educated, uncaring, unloving, All-American lump of
lard on the log.

1.) '2001 : A Space Odyssey'; 2.) 'Star Trek'.

19001! will be covered in much greater depth in the next issue. However, from the
sixty-plus replies we've already reccived, it affected no two people in the same exact
way. Which is all to the good. An artistic experience of unprecedented example, it is
in itself a magnificent tribute to the team of Kubrick and Clarke. And now I wait, not
for a sequel (that would be a redundant letdown on a cosmic scale), but for the next
step forward, possibly from Kutrick...certainly, it is fervently hoped, soon. (From the
reviews, 'Charly' doesn't seem to be it.) i

On the other hand, 'Star Trek' is somewhat a disappointing comparison, assuming
such a comparison could be made. Particularly it is so to one who spent an extended
period of time overseas between the first admirable season...and the shit I've been isub-
jected to (with two exceptions) since September. Although I doubt that I can be ‘per-
suaded to support the next 'Save Star Trek' campaign, it has succeeded admirably in'one
particular area. That is in attracting (and exposing) what is to our scope of thinking,
a vast number of newcomers to our field. At the moment they remind me strongly, in terms
of enthusiasm and uncritizing acceptance, of the mass influx of Forry Ackerman's 'little
monsters' several years back. But the possibility and the hope exists that eventually
they will add a valuable infusion into a field still cringing between the pulp covers
of yesteryear.

Between them, these two items have had a revitalizing influence on the field, the
equal of which hasn't been felt since the emergence of F&SF and Galaxy, at the beginning
of the last decade. The effects are faintly visible now, but it may be a little wiile
before the full blast is to be felt. The shapers of that resurgence are themselves being
shaped right now, and the new uncharted waters must (or so it seems) be sampled toe--
tippingly gingerly, before striking out boldly for that yet unknown horizon.

1969 is definitely going to be an exciting year, science-fiction-wise. Stick around,
and enjoy the fireworks.

BEFORE PLUNGING TOO sbruptly into the future, we must verse ourselves well in that which
has gone before, even if it's a perusal of the past of the future-seekers. In our last
issue, Ed Cox expressed (and quite eleqouently, I believe) what may catagorically be
labelled the 'credo’ of shall we say, the middle-age (in terms of reading experience, I
hasten to add) generation of fans. Jerry Kaufman, on the other hand, is one of a newer
generation of s.f. readers. He has a few comments to make, by way of rebuttal:

----- THE SENSE OF WONDER MARCHES ON=scssc-s-essemcmememsmmmmm-e—-=cam—ecasecac=soss -

Ed Cox, for a lot of the reasons which he lists in DOUBLE:BILL 18, thinks the
Sense of Wonder is gone from science-fiction, and a lot of older fans seem to agree
with him.

He's wrong. All of them are wrong. SoW is with us today as much as ever.

Ed considers the SoW to be a "feeling for the field of science fiction". I
think that misses the point. It is a Sense of Wonder, and Ed's definition doesn't
tske that into account. Ed was clogser when he mentioned the appeal of magazine names
like AMAZING, ASTOUNDING or THRILLING WONDER--"/a/ willingness to behold a wonder."
. The trouble is simply that the 'wonder'! is always something new.




Back in the Middle ages, before Europe was familiar with the rest of the world,
the closest thing to science fiction being printed were the beastiaries and travel
books. Almost no one had been away from home, often including the authors of these
books, and among those who could read, the beastiaries and travel books were read
avidly. They were readings of marvels, of astounding animals and astonishing coun-
tries. The SoW was at work. When Europe sent its explorers to the unknow areas of
the Earth...and the facts were sorted from the myths, the SoW departed for parts
unknown (to me, though Sandy Meisel could probably tell you).

Eventually, Hugo Gernsback discovered and tamed the SoW. In the early prozines,
the marvel that was exploited was the emerging technology and the shining Science
that supported it. Aviation, atomic physics, electronics...in fact, everything Ed
says about this period is true. Science was new, it was exciting, it was unfamiliar
--the perfect object for the SoW.

Soon enough, though, as Science became science, the SoW left the simple themes
of the early stfzines. The zines shifted their emphasus from science to other
planets than Earth to psychological-social developments. None of these changes
could bring back the SoW. There were good stories, but no SoW in those bleak days.

An impasse? No.

Televigion saved the SoW.

Television? A visual medium, weak on dialog, weak on plot, weak, weak, weak on
'idees, weak on -beauty (in the first ten or so years). A medium that raised me and &
couple of million other kids, that affected hugely everyone under thirty.

After television's stingy fare, read a Cordwainer Smith story.

That's real Sense of Wonder!

The thing is, I've reread some of the stories that I thought had the SoW, some
of the stories that were beautiful and stimulating, lyrical and emazing. They Jjust
don't measure up to my memories of them. I've lost the freshness I once brought to
those stories, just as so many of the older fans have. The effects of television
have worn off, language and its possibilities are no longer a marvel to me. It's tae
seme fate we all have reserved for us, but just because we lose the ability to feel
it, doesn't mean it isn't there, in gome other form,waiting to make a new convert of
some hapless person, in some new form.

In other words, Ed -- you're just jaded.

FUNNY THING ABOUT being jaded--if you hang on long enough, and search diligently enough,
you might possibly stumble across a new phenomene that at first tugs gently at almost
forgotten memories of wonderish things and then, before you realize it, you're firmly
homked. ..and eagerly reading the 'stuff' again. After the advent of the Poets--Zelazny
and Delany--a few years back (and i”~ that
wasn't a Sense of Wonder provoking event,

I don't know the meaning of the word)...
after DUNE...after the realization dawned
that there would be no further documentar-
ies of Cordwainer Smith's 'Underpeoplef,

no more parallel trips with Beam Piper's
Paratime Police...somewhere shortly there-
after I found myself being engulfed in a
slimy morass of putrid tales, spurted forth
in incomprehensibility, and mostly label-
ling themselves as stories of the genre.

Of what genre, I'm not sure, but I might




meke & guess in the direction of a grouping of shit-splattered little kids, sitting
around e rat-infested warren, telling each other How Great I am, and, Gee!, isn't it
awfully hard work to write Realistically (read: dirty) end tell it how it is! And as
they pop the pillc and jab the veins, I'm quite sure that it is all very realistic to
them, and that they feel they are practicing Honesty.

-Unfortunately, they reside in a world far from that which I inhabit, and the only
realiom they invoke in me is the imminent need to puke, as I race for the commode. This
wvorld I reside in is certainly not all Beauty & Roses; however I'll believe that it is
the Real one and the one that I have to survive in, until proven otherwise...and until
this thing is done, I prefer to take my living 'straight'.

h 'Straightness' is currently a dirty word, but it connotates & degree of compre-
hensibility which I'm afraid I must require in something I purportedly read for Plea-
sure. In other words, I'll take the theories and sermons, and welcome them, as long
. as they are an integral part of something which wags one time called a story, and be
comprehensible to one who has been educated by the American assembly-line educative
procecs.

Some flattering people call this
the New Wave. It's undoubtedly mucho fun to
write, and very easily accomplish-
ed. After all, I have no great
difficulty in churning out &
vercion thereof, mycelf; I do
have problems in attempting to
create a readable chunk of
imagination. So do, apparent-
ly, most of those now ap-
pearing in print. After
all, creating a good
story requires a
commodity g¢alled
Mwork', and if
you can sell
 xarbage without

LAl

i it, well...
.+ YOu are welcome to
my Sense of
Revulsion.
: ‘.'
»
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Not all is bleak and stomach-curdling, however. Small gems appear bylined Delany
and Zelazny, but not at frequent enough intervals. And thank Ghu for an admirable
quality called 'Guaranteed Enjoyment' in such names as Poul Anderson, Jack Vance, humm,
the list seems strangely short, lately. But some like Robert Silverberg are coming. on
strong after a long apprenticechip...and a few newcomers seem to show signg of caring
about what they sign their names to. A disgusting habit, that.

UP UNTIL A month ago, the name Piers Anthony was recognizable to me, but barely. I re-
called him ac the author of several competent, if unspectacular shorts in Analog, and.
as one who wrote entertaining letters berating fanzine editors who persisted in in-
flicting their efforts on him. And then, a few months before coming home, I began
hearing comments (mostly favorable) on something called CHTHON (1).

I came home, I read CHTHON...and in immediate succesion, devoured SOS THE ROPE (2)
and OMNIVORE (3). % :

I will prudently make no claim as to understanding all the plot intricocies around
which CHTHON twinec. It demands rereading, and will receive such in due course. Perhaps
then I will generate enough nerve to attempt a blow-by-blow review. Right now, I'm not
ahout to be trapped.

! Complexity can be (he said, as if discovering something new) either a bane or a
balm. In this case, I think the latter holds the fore. Read as fragments, CHTHON
contains some beautiful passages (the boyhood meeting of the minionette...a creature
that only a male writer could have visualized; Aton and Conquina on Idyllia's mountain,
which draws a parallel that I'm not about to go into here) -- but it also containg
episodes that a frist reading does not illuminate, although the feeling versists that
this 45 a fault lying within me, rather than the structure of the book.

It is not an eagsy book to read; one-scitting books are often enjoyable time killers,
but about as often leave you with the feeling that you have somehow wasred irreplaceable
moments of your life. CHTHON is definitely not included among these.

By comparicson however, SOS THE ROPE is a one-sitting book, but then by comperison
to CHTHON,most any other book can be assimilated in one gulp. This is not entirely a
Bad thing. The notion of a castrated Leader of Men, who is unwillingly involved with
an ambitious woman is a fascinating minor twist, if not necessarily a sporting one, I
think that if the notion had occured to me, I might have handled it & bit differently
...and come day I may try.

In the meantime, with all due respect to Mr. Anthony and the money he lost, I'm
rather glad that Irwin Allen didn't pick up his option. The book is much more enjoyable
as is, without having overblown insects and lizards placing flimoily clad damcels in
distress. (The Instan