g -



.
"
§ i .
i
LI
r 1 - . " . _v |
¢ f*
. s e I l _I I.
| ll‘ . » i
. 1 . |
- - |
- K
. . =l f ’ ... )
. . g : ) B i
| T
: o i
: - , . . g i o
] U o, | i ST b & s Fiaiet
r u.___.m. S e = —— - W

=l M =

. .\l..!r..hl.,,l_i. iy Tl




R R I I I I I I I R I I I I R A XA R N AN YR A R AKX TR F R YR

ENERGUMEN. 3 is published by Mike Glicksohn who may or may not be moving to
267 'St. George 3t. Apt #€07,Toronto on September 1lst with his new bride so
check in Locus to be sure., Until then, though, I'm still reachable at 35
Willard St. Ottawa 1, Ontario. ENERGUINEN is published with the help of
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around when it goes to press. It is available for contribution, art, sub-
stantial loc, arranged trade or SO¢ an issue (no chegues accepted!) Cover
is by Tim Kirk; bacover by Bill Rotsler; foldout by Jack Gaughan and Alicia
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Hi there. This issue of Energumen, fandom's up-and-coming pornographic
fanzine, 1s brought to you by the courtesy of the Tides and Water Levels Sec~
tion of the Inland Waters Division of the Marine Sciences Branch of the De-
partment of Energy Mines and Resources of the Government of Canada. These
kind people hired me as a research assistant some weeks ago and pay me $26
and change per day to fiddle with their computer. This is a Good Thing. I've
been able to pay for food, buy a suit for my wedding, go to Pghlange and put
out this third issue--all things which would otherwise h=ave been impossible.
And I can go to Fan Fair 2 in style and still have lots for food and reEne  for
when'Susan and I go to Toronto. It's almost enough to make a fellow vote Lib-
eral!

This issue you hold in your hands thanks to our Government is not guite
the one I had planned, but above all an editor is limited by his contributors.
Derek couldn't get the Jabberwitch Journals done in time because of his many
other commitments but I still have hopes for the future. And Susan didn't
have the time to do the research for her Sayers article because of wedding
preparations and traipsing around Toronto with me looking for an apartment.
e? I learned not to include a "Coming Next Issue Section"! But...a Lot ofige
welrd things happened to Rosemary and Alicia on their Westercon - trip and they
Just may appear in some future "Kumquat May" and I g6 have a folio of illus-
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trated limericks by George Barr and.., But I did get the fold-out I mention-
ed last time and fanart fans should find it interesting. It's sort of a self-
contained "war" between Jack Gaughan and Alicia Austin that they called a
draw after running out of paper. It's a bit cluttered but some of you may en-
Joy trying to figure out who did what. And you might be surprised at the ans-
wer! And speaking of fold-outs, I heartily apologize to Alicia for failing

to credit her for the centrefold of issue 2. Most people recognized the style
(and the content?) but 'twas an unforgiveable oversight nonetheless. Is that
why you're moving to California, Alicia?

Sadly, there won't be a LOW-DOWN this year. For those of you to whom this
means as much as the fact that the Ecum Secum Squidgling Festival has been
postponed this fall, let me explain that LOW-DOWN is an annual one-shot that
has been published for the last two years by Richard Labonte and assorted
Canadian fans and containing reviews and comments on the Hugo nominees. It's
purpose is to ensure that as many people as possible vote as intelligently
as possible for the awards. But we couldn't get the nominees in time this
year so LOW-DOWN won't appear again until '71. But it will appear then. Tony
Lewis, Noreascon chairman, has assured us that we'll have the nominees in
plenty of time to malke the publication worthwhile. Tony's reviews of the 1969
prozines were sent fcor this year's edition and it seemed a shame to let them
go unappreciated so I'm publishing them here. Thanks, Tony, and I trust that
you all voted wisely even without our help. (You must excuse me, but I'm
feeling disgustingly smug because I've read all the nominated fiction for
the third straight year.)

As far as the rest of the copy for this issue goes, all I want to explain
is that Roger Bryant's comments on myths were part of his loc on issue two.
But the lettercol was already enormous so I published them as a separate lit-
tle article. So please don't blame Roger for the abrupt
beginning. The lettercol was much harder to edit this
time. So many people wrote so much of interest that
I didn't know what to cut. In general I ended up
editing out many humerous comments on exploding
fanzines and mailmen, on marriage, and many
other subjects in favor of the more serious
discussions on the content and concept of my
last issue. Is that the way to do it? Or is
it preferable to leaven the more sercon stuff
with more humour than I did? Don't forget...
This Is Your Fanzine Too. And that about sums
up what I want to say about this issue. But
of course, there was last issue...

Some of the reaction to Energumen 2 sur-
prized and disappointed me. I'm talking about
Alicia's erotic art, of course. I was prepar-
ed for the very few reactions of shock and
horror, an attitude I pity, not condemn, but
I hadn't expected the opposite end of the
spectrum--the stream of sticky quarters and
spittle covered notes saying, "Send me your
(gasp! pant!) second issue with the horny
drawings-—-in a plain brown wrapper naturally"
I thought fans were a little more mature and
sophisticated than that. (Significant Obser-
vation #1: the great majority of this: juven-
ile reaction came from fans in California.
Hmmmm??) Henry Ford has been quoted as say-




ing, "No-one ever lost mo-
ney by underestimating the
intelligence of the Ameri-
can public." It would seem
that an equivalent state-
ment could be made of some
fans. (Crash! Tinkle! That
was my idealism shattering
folks.) Anyway, I think
Jonh Ingham had the right
line when he drew the car-
toon there on the left,
and, as Harlan advised me,
I'm going to publish my
own fanzine and to hell
with your hang-ups. No-one
will ever be forced to get
copies of Energumen. (Note

the spelling on that, Johnf?)

Harlan left fandom at this year's PghLange. (See how cleverly I tie the
paragraphs together?) He was at his best. Energetic, charismatic, exciting,
stimulating. And now he's gone. Already I hear the cynics muttering, "What,
again?" and I can't help but hope they are right. I hope Harlan does change
hls mind, a prerogative many fans seem willing to grant everyone around but
Harlan, because I think fandom needs a Harlan Ellison and we're better off
with the original than some washed-out copy. There are many Harlan Ellison
stories and perhaps some of them are true, but I have none to add, In the rel-
atively short time I have known him, admittedly peripherally, I have come to
respect and admire him, both as a writer and as a person. So I'm sorry to see
him go and hope that some dsy he'll return. Elliot Shorter said it all at
Pittsburgh, "I'm going to miss you, Harlan."

Enough sentimentality. PghLange was a great con, again because of the peo-
ple. The Chatham Centre came as close to any con hotel I've ever been in to
blocking out the hotel for us and it was a refreshing change to be able to
wander from party to party without having to wait fifteen minutes for eleva-
tors or climb ten or twenty flights of stairs. And it was Just beautiful to
have a hotel liason officer who showed you rooms and said, "This is a single
but you could easily sleep four or five in it." That gal knew what was going
on! The Pittsburgh gals did a fine Job, with a lightly programmed con and two
excellent open parties, and some fine private parties rounded things out. I
renewed lots of old acgquaintances and made several new ones, and that, after
all, is why we go to the things, right?

Toronto is shaping up to be a hure affair but I think it'll be a good gat-
hering. We'll let you know about it next issue. I'd like to take this opportu-
nity to thank someone who has single-handedly ensured that the auction will be
extensively provided for. In response to my desperate plea for auction mater-
1al, Judy Lynn Benjamin has made available to us an extremely generous supply
of art from the Galaxy and If files. Thank you, Judy Lynn, for your kindness
and generosity. I'd also like to thank Tim Kirk on behalf of Susan and myself,
for his beautiful wedding present. It's the drawing used for this issue's co-
ver and Tim has graciously presented it to us. As of typing this, I don't know
how the repro will be and I can only hope that my printer can capture the
subtle half-tones of Tim's beautiful original. Thank you, Tim, and good luck
with the Hugo. (Hey! A couple of days have passed and I got the covers yester-
day. I'm really pleased with the results. A little of Tim's gray wash has been
lost but in general it's a pretty damn good reproduction. To hell with the
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expense, full speed ahead.)

~ I'm hoping much of this issue will be dis

tributed at Fan Fair 2, thus saving me post-
age. To this end, I'm not going to mail any
coples to people in the eastern U.S. and
Canada unless I know for sure that they'll
not be in Toronto. I'm also printing up an
extra bunch of copies for sale in order to
recoup some of my losses (like $50 just for
paper and covers and foldout - which may or
may not sound like much to you but is still
a goodly chunk of cash to me.) As for next
lssue...l'm not really sure. In four weeks I
get married; next day we move to Toronto;
two weeks later I start back at college to
learn the art of teaching high school math-
ematics. It'll be pretty hectic so I can't
tell whether or not I'll get #4 out on time.

" But it will appear eventually, in
one form or another, so please bear with me
and be patient. After all, I have to publish
at least one more issue if I'm going to win
that Hugo.

Interesting Obsevation #2: Rosemary and
Alicia are staying with us for a while and
so we have Alicia's television to amuse us.
Rowan, apparently stricken with a severe case
of infantile regression, has taken to watch-
ing the daily re-runs of “Leave it to Beaver"
'‘le all remember that one, right gang? But
how many of us ever noticed that the make-
up on that show was handled by a fellow
named.,..Jack Barron?

Speaking of Jack, it looks as if this
will be another year I'm disappointed with the Hugo for best novel. (Last
time was in 67 when Heinlein beat out the expanded version of "Flowers for
Algernon" on what seemed to me to be reputation alone.) It seems assured
that “The Left Hand of Dar'ness” will win the Hugo and it just didn't strike
me as being the great book everyone else thought it was. My own feeling was
that Miss LeGuin made remarkably poor use of the sexual nature of the soci-
ety she established but most critics apparently didn't feel this way. What-
ever wins though, it will be a flawed work, for, to my mind, none of the no-
minees 1s truly an award-winner. It all depends on where you're most willing
to overlook a book's weakness, 1 guess.

But there is already a clear winner for next year strangely enough. I
doubt that the months that remain of 1970 will produce a novel to rival the
masterpiece of Avram Davidson, "The Phoenix and the Mirror" for such books
are rare indeed and two of them in one year would be exceptional. If one
ever needed a book to legitimize science fiction (or more properly, fantasy
but let us not let this gem escape) in the eyes of the reading public, sure-
ly this is it? I only hope we have enough sense to honour it when the time
comes.

And the time comes to say goodbye until next issue. I hope I'll see many
of you at the Fan Fair (look me up in the Art Show) and hear from many more
of you. Until next time, good bye, good luck, and contribute, damnit!! 55
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by lMargaret Hamer

Take a hero by Georgette Heyer out of Zaroness Orczy; surround him with
a few Regency trappings, say a duel and a masquerade; endow him with the ex-
cellent, unobtrusive taste of a Brummel (but be sure and confine his hair
in a ribbon); make him an amateur in all things, except gentility; lop off
a few ihcheg and make hir & linery; {a splendid technique to capture the sym-
pathy of the female reader); project him into space, the modern touch; and
discover one Anthony Villiers from your hero-assembly kit.

I was warned not to read the books out of sequence and can see why, as
they interdepend for interest. Would that the same well-wisher had provided
me with a list of characters! One of those "ho's Who bookmarkers for War
and Peace would have prevented a considerable amount of thumbing back. Both
The Thurb Revolution and Masque World would have profited from a measure of
population control.

Territories, races, and individuals must be introduced slowly if the
reader 1s goines to derive any enjoyment from the acquaintance. Tolkien's
Lord of the Rings illustrates clearly that this can be done, but then, it
tock him 30 years, on and off. I suspect Ir. Panshin uses filing cards--
modern, efficient, but hard on the reader,

Nomenclature is evidently a passion with him, yet all too often one is
left with a name and no clear recollection of the identity of its holder,
a danger when one employs the "cast of thousands"., The comfortable, uplift-
ing Mrs Waldo Wintergood seems quite as familiar as the murderous Admiral
Beagle. It's strange to think that she's a figment of his imagination. Inci-
dentally, the author never really resolved that question of her charm with
his objectionable personality.

So far, the 'goodies' haven't been too aiFSIBEIE Lol 1dentify, perhaps
because they are - or become - friends of Villiers., They all have a tenden-
Cy towards mysterious pasts, presents, or futures. After all, why is Villiers
a remittance man? 'Yhy does his brother want to kill him? I suspect that this
will keep us cliff-hanging until the final volume. In a corrupt universe,
they find it necessary to preserve themselves — BN 2isl M oleeree. = or' their
integrity - by shifting identities. Fred, the immature agrostologist with
the Boy Scout tendencies, turns out to be none other than Prince Frederick,
fourth in line to the...etc; his consort undergoes a surprising metamorpho-
sis, from unattractive boy to unattractive girl, though bt El e e 0T
look closely, knew it all the time; and our hero turns out to be Lord Char-
teris - whenever there's anything to be gained by the disclosure - travel-
ling inecognito, and frequently penniless, but nevertheless exuding a certain
Je ne sails quoi (“reeding tells, you know). By the way, if the Duke of
Tremont-Michaud is his fether, why is Villiers a mere viscount?

The baddies tend to have simpler natures, if possible, and nastier names.
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"ho in his right mind would trust a Solomon Dreznik? or a Hiran Bashir Shir-
abi? Could anything good come out of Livermore? As for Lord Semichastny and
iils melon fetish...but let other pens, more fitted than this, tackle such
subjects. 0ddly enough, sex hasn't reared its ugly head much as yet. One or
two incidents have been touched on - obviously Lady Oliphant isn't quite the
‘lady, but Levi with those two delicious damsels at his disposal really dis-
appolnted me. Such chastity is overwhelming, if refreshing. One must 10 Vo)
remember not to apply the jaded expectations of the twentieth century to the
virgin realm of the fifteenth.

At which point I should mention the character that offers the greatest
potential interest, notably the Trog, Torve. Naturally, the air of mystery
1s thick in this quarter. The chap's a biological impossibility for a start
--a good start. Was his mother a scholar or a soldier? (One is so relieved
that he seems to have escaped any taint of peasant.) So far we have only a
few verbal idiosyncrasies to go on - a few "thurbs" and "frobbs", a distaste
for all articles and a refusal to admit the existance of the pronoun "it".
But do these make a character? For three volumes we've been informed that
Torve sees things in a peculiar Troggish light. It would be pleasant to have
positive proof of these assertions for a change.

Panshin is now committied to a linear development with a heavy reliance
on melodramatic event. A pity: Torve could have taken an Alexandrian Quart-
etish line - the same chain of events seen through the eyes of different
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worlds and different races - a feat qukien pulled off
with his Ents especially. No matter if the reader finds
it strange and the book doesn't become a goo@ seller -
let us have a Trog's "Finnegan's Wake"! Or at least,
give us a planet that escapes the flat texture of
Starwell, Shiawassee, Pewamo, and Delbasco. (Troof
reading of the latter could have been closer.)

As for the Nashuite Empire, the more one _
<§§ hears of it, the more it resembles the o0ld Brit-
ish one, thinly disguised. Large, inefficient,
with i1deals of justice (the Inspector Gener-
als), dependant on the Navy for its security,
and more of a threat than a reality, bedev-

illed with megalomaniac bureaucrats, and
governed by a distant Emperor; it needs
only the revamped Eton of Miss McBurney's
academy (the fees and stud book require-
ments are in order) to realize the Colon-
ial ideal.

The time has come to mention the real
achievement of these novels - the style
and the technique. The style is elegant,
often witty, sometimes philosophic, occa-
sionally self-conscious, but never dull.
The teller of the tale moves from time to
time into a Fieldingesque author-reader
relationship. The short prefaces which
open chapters connect nicely and ingeni-
ously with subsequent events. And person-
_ al details filter through - 'my mother's
advice', 'peasant connections' etc. That Lir. Panshin can write is not to be
disputed; that he is capable of something rather less hackneyed in the Vil-
liers line is yet to be demonstrated. (I have read none of lr. Panshin's
other works but hear them highly recommended by the staff of this journal.)

_The questions touched off by certain details of life under the Nasuite
Empire are interesting. That business of resuscitation must have played ha-
voc with the notion of immortality. And what does the exchange of organs do
to the individual personality? The relative impotence of Claude the Plonk
(an engagingly whimsical character) shows the deity to be in something of a
quandary. 'hen mankind assumes all power, what is left to the supernatural?

Of the volumes published, The Thurb Revolution shows more invention
than the others, and concludes with a real version of the deus ex machina.
Masque World I found tedious; the general restlessness proved infectious.
Star Well is probably the most successful in fulfilling its limited aims,
though the James Bondish fondness for the quick thrill was partly redeemed
by the wit. Evidently Nr. Panshin is experimenting, a good sign. Perhaps at
some time he will consider abandonning the stereotyped plot - even if this
does open him to the charge of inconsistency. Perhaps because his background
comment is so much more interesting than his foreground action, he is pro-
jecting a reversal of positions. Or perhaps a seventh volume Apocalypse is
already conceived. No, on second thoughts, the material to date is too sli-
ght to sustain that. I would guess that we have a light-weight inter-stel-
lar soap opera on our hands - the Forsythe Saga of Outer Space.
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Touch me not,

Nameless
(wordless)
things that
creep and
scurry through your senses,

brush against your brain,

Prickles
of horror
or beauty
un-speakable:
batwings and cobwebs,
green grass and velvet--

More than the words for them.

You gained a world
that cost a world
learning to speak.

Nouns and
verbs and
nouns and verbs--
crawl to your brain
through cyes and ears
and nose and skin,
and back again:

Input
Output
Feedback. » «A world of nouns and verbs
on top of the real world.
Mirror of the real world;
good metching but
not perfect,

(and sometimes
something gets through
the wall of words--
scuttles silently and
warm or chill
nestles against your brain)

-~Joe W. Haldeman



" Angus Taylor

Most fans are probably aware of the current debate between proponents
of "New Wave" sf and the defenders of traditionalist, or "Old '/ave" sf,
though most have probably only a limited acquaintance with the issues 1in-
volved. John J, Pierce, through his Second Foundation, has performed a .
useful function in the science fiction world by helping to focus attention
on these issues.

C. S. Lewis defined one sub-species of science fiction as Eschatolog-
lcal--speculations on the ultirate destiny of humanity--citing such examp-
les as Wells' The Time lachine, 3tanledon's Last and First iien, and Clarke's
Childhood's End. "But in a broader sense," says Pierce, 'most serious sci-
ence fiction has eschatolocical sisnificance.™ At least, most serious sci-
ence fiction in the traditionalist sense. Pierce uses the term "Eschato-
logical Romanticism™ in an attempt to label more precisely this tradition-
alist type of sf. True science fiction is thus viewed as being essentially
future-oriented, despite the many past assertions by writers and editors
that sf extrapolates and fractures what is, to allow us to better under-
stand the present.

The Second Foundation decries the nihilism and pessimism which it sees
as an essential ingredient of New Vave fiction. It is claimed that New
iave writers, particularly those of the British school, preach the help-
lessness of man and the futility of his endeavors, in contrast to the more
optimistic themes of Eschatological Romanticism, which explores "the quest-
ions of values and meaning associated with future developments", such
themes stressing the possibilities inherent in the free will of human con-
sclousness,

This optimism/pessimism dichotomy as a means of identifying the two
forms of science fiction writing seems to be at least somewhat useful. But
I question Pierce's imrplication that the two forms can be defined through
this dichotomy. And this brings us to the nature and place of Romance in
the debate.

C. 5. Lewis made the point that there are at least two kinds of plea-
sure to be derived from the .lomance story. liany critics make the mistake
of thinking the interest in .nrances can derive solely from the excitement
and sense of danger that is communicated as the action unfolds; Lewis poin-
ted out that to persons like himself--and one suspects that this includes
a considerable proportion of sf readers--the interest arises primarily
from a sense of wonder: a sense of wonder that seems to coincide with
Plerce's Eschatological Romanticism.

Can it be that Pierce has made an analogous mistake in believing that
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"New Wavicles" pathologically seek to assert the helplessness of man in an
uncaring universe? For my own part, I think I can claim that my 1iking for
the works of J. G. Ballard (acknowledged by friends and foes as the leader
--or at least the Salvador Dali--of the British New Wave) sprang not from
any great desire to confirm a pessimistic world-view, but from a delight
in renewing a sense of wonder dulled by reading too many repetitious and
intellectually unstimulating stories cast from traditional molds. Ballard's
own special universe may be decaying, but it is also full of beauty. Brief
quotes from various stories are a rather inadequate way of evoking a
sense of wonder in the reader, but what, to give one example, would Pierce
make of the (anti-?) hero of Ballard's "The Voices of Time",

thinking to himself...of Powers and his
strange mandala, and of the seven and
their journey to the white gardens of
the moon, and the blue people who had
come from Orion and spoken in poetry to
them of ancient beautiful worlds be-
neath golden suns in the island galax-
ies, vanished for ever now in the my-
riad deaths of the cosmos

--a passage which is strongly reminiscent of some of Clarke's imagery in
The City and the Stars?

Judith Merrill, one of the foremost friends of the New Wave, seems to
find Ballard's romantic imagery a major ingredient in his work, to Judge
from the many quotes she employed in an analysis of Ballard in F&SF (Aug-
ust 1966). Miss Merrill talked of "the vivid/haunting, grotesque/stark,
fearsome/beautiful prospects and images of Ballard's unique and persua-
sive inner landscape." 4nd those who note the influence of the Surrealists
on the Ballard/New Wave school should bear in mind the strong romantic el-
ement in the Surrealist movement and the central place assigned to dream
and the magical.

A1l this is by way of suggesting that Pierce may have confused means
and ends in describing and defining the New Wave. Just as means and ends
are often confused by those attempting to define science fiction itself:
the temptation is to attempt a definition in terms of the props--to say
that robots and space travel and future worlds are what create science .
fiction, rather than vice versa. The tendency of New Wave writers to write
"down-beat”, or pessimistic, stories may be only a by-product of--or at
least secondary to--their attempt to revive a strong sense-of-wonder in the
senre., If this is true, the distance between Ischatological Romanticism
and the New "ave may not be as preat as many suppose.




1969 -THE PROZINES

AMAZING - This was the year that Amazing began its upturn 1in quality; most,
if not all, the credit must be given to the new editor, Ted White. Durlgg
the Malzburg editorship two very good stories by Dav1§ Bunch appeared: "The
Way it Ended" and "In the Time of Disposal of Infants". Aslde from these the
level of quality of the magazine was low during the first half of the year.
Under the new regime the reprints decreased and the quality of the new stor-
ies rose. The best of the short works appearing latterly in the year Wefe:
"The Edge of the Rose" (Joe Hensley), "Sons of Man" (Greg Benford) and "Only
Yesterday" (Ted White). The serials by Dick and Silverberg were flawed.

by Tony Lewis

The revival of fanzine reviews, letter columns, literate book reviews,
and some cogent editorials were very welcome moves on the part of Editor
White and ones which greatly improved the magazine. Artwork, both cover and
interior, tended to range from the pedestrian to the bad. The European re-
print covers were particularly appalling. Layout is for the most part mech-
anical and rigidly locked into rectangular forms. Notable exceptions to the
mediocre interior art were liike Hinge's department headings.

Summing up: the first half of the year was not too good with very few
worthwhile stories. But quality improved in the second half of the year. If
we were to judge only by the second half of the year, this would be a very
strong contender for the Hugo; however, averaged over the entire year one
has to rate the magazine as fair to good. Next year it should be contesting
very'-shrogly” Tor' furgt i pllace.

ANALOG - Analog is very much the 'Howard Johnson's' of science fiction maga-
zines. It is found almost everywhere, you know exactly what you are going to
get in the way of quality, which is neither very high nor abysmal. Analog is
also a very frustrating magazine inasmuch as
! , it rarely recognizes its potential. John Camp-
00 AT BUY bell could put out the best magazine on the
- 4 ] market: he has the highest rates, the most
jﬁéiﬂ/r»u %4%%@“? fh%wf? professional art staff (and some really bad
' @ & ones, to be sure) and the highest overall aura
of professionalism and competency. In one area
only does he fall down - the stories! But the
stories are what the whole thing is all about,
the rest-artwork, layout, printing-are extras,
welcome extras, but extras nonetheless.

This year, only one story stands out, Anne
I.cCaffrey's "Dramatic lission". The rest have
passed into that limbo of half remembered
works. This is not a good record for a maga-
zine contending for a Hugo. Campbell relies
too heavily on a few writers such as Anvil,
Wodhams, Reynolds (in all his guises) who for
the most part turn out what Fritz Leiber de-
noted as 'wordwooze' in THE SILVER EGGHEADS,
entertaining but readily forgotten. Analog also
fell down in what has come to be its forte--
the serials. "Wolfling" was readable but hard-
ly vintage Dickson. "In Our Hands, The Stars"
(Harry Harrison) could have been better if it




had not been so close to the Campbell
party line. I don't mind the editor
speaking out in his editorials, I en-
joy it there, but T do not think this e
should be carried over to the stories.

The editorials are interesting, ag-
gravating, thought provoking; the sci-
ence articles are interesting, fascin-
ating, oft-times the best thing in the
issue. However, as good as they are
they are not the sine qua non of a sci-
ence fiction magazine. It is on the
stories that this must be judged and
on that basis Analog has fallen down
badly this year.

GALAXY - In 1969 Galaxy was a very un-
even magazine. It started the year with . D g
a very high quality issue, rapidly gt
dropped off, bottoming out at the mid-

dle of the year and then began a slow

irregular climb. Part of the problem is rno doubt due to the change in owner-
ship and editorship in the middle of the year.

PRy

Galaxy had enough good stories to make up from 1.5-2 issues which is a
fairly high average. It also had the highest percentage of clunkers among the
magazines. Few of the stories are moderate in quality: they tend to be ex-
ceedingly good or excessively bad. This must mean that my tastes differ great-
ly from those of the people selecting the stories. But we agree on many stor-
ies such as "To Jorslem" (Robert Silverberg), "I Am Crying A1l Inside" (Clif-
ford Simak) and the new series by Hayden Howard which almost redeems him for
the Esk stories of the past few years.

With the new ownership has come a new printer - not altogether an unmixed
blessing. However, my copies no longer have poor stitching with words running
into the binding or lost altogether in the trimming process. And the new
printers seem to be doing a much better Job of reproducing Jack Gaughan's
artwork. Willy Ley's loss is very noticeable and it is to their credit that
they have not tried to replace him immediately with another science writer.

Galaxy 1s a strange mixture of diamonds and dung. It is worth reading: you
can always wash the diamonds and then forget about the dung but it would be
nicer if they hadn't been mixed in the first place. I'm afraid the magazine
was too erretic in 1969 to be recommended for a Hugo.

MAGAZINE OF FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION - For sustained quality and overall
excellence this is clearly the best sf magazine of 1969. Story quality re-
mains high from issue to issue and, although few of the stories are truly
outstanding (though there are some) even fewer are bad. Strangely enough,
this is the one magazine where the editorial image is almost nil. One rarely
thinks of editor Ferman when one thinks of the magazine; such is not the
case with the others in the field and their editors. Interior artwork SR
but the cover art makes up for that. Covers this year, with the exception of
the August issue, were very good and included a now-too-rare appearance by
Emsh. Asimov's science, etc. column continues to be a source of great inter-
€8s,

There were no really bad issues this year and some truly excellent ones.
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The May, September and October issues were especially to be noted. Such
stories as "Deeper Than The Darkness" (Greg Benford), "The Place With No
Name" (Harlan Ellison) were only some of the offerings during the year. F&SF
also managed a positronic robot story by Isaac Asimov for the 20th Anniver-
sary issue; no mean feat. It no longer has the onus of being a 'little mag-
azine' that it had for a number of years earlier in the decade. One com-
paint I have is that the stories are arranged wrongly in most of the issues.
There isn't a balance struck between types and lengths of stories which
would lead to the enhancement of a story by contrast to its surroundings.
This is a minor quibble; F&SF clearly deserves the magazine Hugo for 1969.

NEW WORLDS - It is an interesting question as to whether or not this maga-
zine should be considered for the Hugo, for to quote the August lead-in,
"New Worlds is not a science fiction magazine". Still, we must proceed on
the supposition that editors,evin less than authors,are unaware of the con-
tent and meaning of their work. The year started with a strident tone of
anti-Americanism which was moderated later on. Also notable was the plethora
of Jerry Cornelius stories which appeared by different authors. The only
readable one was "The Last Hurrah of the Golden Horde" by Norman Spinrad
which appeared in the very good July issue edited by Langdon Jones. This
issue, with a number of good stories, gave promise that NW might at last be
attaining its goals. Alas, the August issue brought with it new editors, a
reduced page count and lesser works.

New Worlds did publish some worthwhile stories during the year, the best
being Harlan Ellison's "A Boy and His Dog" in its earlier form. "Playback"
by Granville Hawkins and "The Killing Ground" by J.G.Ballard were two of the
scarce readable stories. An amusing serial "The Wind in the Snottygobble
Tree" (Jack Trevor Story) appeared late in the year and was the first evi-
dence that any sort of humour was welcome in the magazine's pages. A number
of computer outputs sneaked in under the guise of experimental WkEkEdlEe, 'This
sort of thing is quite prevalent in the college-based fanzines and is usual-
ly done much better there.

NW definitely has a potential; it is unfortunate that the editors do not
choose to actualize it., Writing seems to be done for a small group of fel-
low writers (with some notable exceptions) rather than for the readers. A
certain amount of experimentation is desirable but one must remember that

not every experiment end: in a success and that failures should not be per-
petrated on the paying audience.
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"Hello, Rosemary, this is Richard. I have some bad news. I can't
come to Westercon with you; my mother is i1l and I may have to fly to
Germany. Rosemary!! Stop swearing. ily father says I should give you my
share of the gas money. I'll see you tonight at the "illiam Blake Peo-
ple's Memorial Revolutionary Collective. G'by."

I was stunned. Alicia and I had been counting on Richard to be our
third driver and official keeper-awaker. Richard never sleeps; and he's
had a much more exciting life than dumb old Michael. Now we would have
to add at least a day to our travelling time. I was sorry to hear about
his mother but disappointed as all hell that he couldn't come with us.

Later that evening we were at the '/illiam Blake People's Liemorial
Revolutionary Collective to borrow a vacuum cleaner, when Rowan and
llichael came in...

"Rowan," I said, "how would you like to go to Los Angeles with two
beautiful, seductive girls?"

"Hey," lMichael yelled, "is there someone else besides you and Al-
icia going to Westercon?"

"Yeah," added Rowan, "why don't all four of you go in one car?
Think of all the time and money you'd save."

"Bastard!" I said to Michael. "And as for you, Rowan..." All of a
sudden I noticed his shirt was open... "hey, how come your legs are so
hairy but your chest is completely bare?"

"I give up, why?" he answered.

"How the hell should I know; it's your chest. SUSAN!!! How would
you like to go to California Saturday?"

"Huh?" Susan answered, standing in a great puddle of water. (For
all those interested, it was pouring rain in Ottawa the 24th of June.)
Susan and Richard had just returned from class.

"California. 3aturday. Richard can't go. Susan, we need you!"

B hewE 2 Clese 1o reacg



"Johin will teach its"
T Jeehy® JaE) @loEnEE s -

"You have lots of clothes. That pink chastity coulotte that you
couldn't get out of if you wanted to, the passioate purple dirndle,
those sexy yellow pyjamas..."

"I have a class to teach Monday," Susan wailed, her face twitching.

"You can fly back Sunday evening in plenty of time for your Monday
night class."

"It only costs $66. I looked into it." Richard muttered disconso-
lately from his puddle of water.

"I'll pay for it," Ekichael said, "I really think you| should go,
dear. I'd go in a minute if it weren't for this new job."

"I'11 pay for the gas down, so all you'll have to pay is the %31
for the room," added Richard, stepping out of his puddle and tripping
over the vacuum.

"$26!f I've already sent them five dollars deposit." kiichael said.,

"AUGH!'!" Susan wailed.

"She sounds like your Siamese cat in heat, Rosemary," said Alicia.

"Susan, whatever is the matter?" asked NMarg as she came in.

"They want me to go to California with them on Saturday."

"What a splendid idea! You will send me a postcard, won't you?"

"AUGH!!" wailed 3Susan.

"She's doing it again," Alicia muttered,

"But what could I tell my mother?"

"If she calls we'll tell her you went out...to get some oranges."
liichael answered.

Susan ran caterwauling upstairs to change her wet clothes.

A1 S8 s feln emel = s nit G S SN S e Al ST liepk after the cats
and such while you're gone. Let's see, I water the kitty litter, scratch
the plants behind their ears and sive the cats aluminum sulphate once a
week., Right?"

"Ligstten ;- sou guyss ™
really can't go0..."

said Susan, as she came back downstairs, "I

"Uhat the hell do you mean, you can't go? We need you! If you don't
come to help us drive, we'll probably both end up being killed some-
where between Albuguerque and Needles, armpit of the universe."

"Of course you can go, dear." Michael soothed. "We'll take care of

IS}



everything this end. Besides, I'll have letters for you to give to Tim
and John and Bjo and George. It'll save me some postage. We'll get you
some of that funny American money and a Swing-Air card from Air Canada

"Save postage!" Susan screamed. "»,90 to go to LA will save postage.."
"Alicia will draw stamps on the envelopes," I suggested brightly.

"Yes! Obscene, lascivious stamps! A teeny-weeny orgy on every stamp!
Alicia chortled.

"But, but...” Susan sputtered.

"We'll pick you up at 8:30 3aturday morning," I said, gathering up
the vacuum. "3ay, what's that awful smell?"

It was Rowan, burning the hair off his legs. I guess he wanted them
to match his chest.
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TRAVIS McGEE : The Ultim=ate Cuspense Series Hero

In all areas of popular fiction, the series hero is both successful and
widely read. Children have the Bobbsey Twins and juveniles the Hardy Boys
and Nancy Drew. Hospital fans read Dr. Kildare while western devotees enjoy
Hopalong Cassidy. These are but a few examples among many cholces which
serve to indicate the breadth of territory covered by the type. In sf as well
there have been many series heroes, ranging from Burroughs' John Carter and
Carson Napier through Doc Savage to the currently popular Anthony Villiers
cseries by Panshin and Laumer's immensely popular Retief of the CDT.

However, the field in which series heroes are best known and most used
1s that of suspense fiction. Going far back we come to Sher-
lock Holmes. He is the orlglnal the standard for all who
followed and his stories remain some of the best the genre
has seen. Through the years the imitators and innovators
have followed; Bulldog Drummond, The Saint, Ellery Queen,
Nero "olfe, Sam Spade, Perry lason and kiike Shayne and re-
cently, James Bond, iatt Helm, Inspector lMaigret, Gideon and
in the last few years, Rabbi David Small, Quiller and Len
Deighton's character whom the movie-makers have seen fit to
name Harry Palmer. The point of this article 1s to propose
that John D. liacDonald's Travis NMcGee nhovels form one of the
best-written, most fully-realized and most appealing series
in the genre, due partly to the fact that Travis (Trav to
his friends) is an uncommon type of hero and partly to the
fact that llacDonald is one of the best writers in the field.

In examining the appeal of any book, and any series book
in particular, one must consider the viewpoints of the pub-
lisher, the writer and the reader. All three are equally im-
portant, TSEls CHAEEIEMT s\ b0 Seappeals tto "any one of the three,
its existance, let alome its success, is in seaious doubt.

The apneal of 2 series to a publisher is obvious: it is
practically a pusranteed money-maker. A quick survey will
show that many, if not most, of the biggest selling suspense
books available on the newsstands today are series install-
ments. 'ot only does a publisher have an above-average sale
for any given novel in the series, but also he is certain of
repeat business with any new book centred around the same
character because of his previous popularity. He can also




count on people reading later volumes in the series and buying the earlier

novels to catch up on what they've missed. Surely one of the most '
things that can happen to a publisher is to prinz a single novgl agéeﬁiggg
that the leadlpg character is so popular that readers write in demanding
that more stories be written concerning their new favorite. In some cases
Ehls can be carried to extremes. 'hen Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, tiring of his
Tamous character, killed off Sherlock Holmes most convincingly, a storm of

protest arose from faithful readers and Doyle was eventually forced to re-
surrect his hero.

In this respect, the l'cGee series is tremendously successful. The early
books, which appeared 1n 1963-1964, and all the ensuing volumes have been
kept continually available on the stands by the expedient of continuous re-

p;ints, The early books still sell well and the series grows 1in popularity
with each new story published. :

From the point of view of the reader, series books are almost entirely
escaplst literature. They are not generally read to enrich the mind but to
entertain and pass the time. Therefore, the series hero is designed to ap-
peal to a wide range of readers. He is usually well-built and good-looking,
and due to the nature of his work he leads an interesting life and has a
great deal of personal freedom. Another appeal is simple familiarity. A per-
son reads the series for the same reason that he goes to a cottage every
summer. It's a change and it's exciting but it is also familiar and comfort-
able. He can go back again and expect to enjoy it,even if it is slightly
changed, because he has been there before and enjoyed it last time.

There are two main types of series hero drawn from the same basic mold
with variations on each type. They are the detective (or locally operating
spy) and the spy-type secret agent (or international detective). In both
cases the character leads an exciting and dangerous life, far removed from
the normal everyday existance of wife, family and job which most people fol-
low. At the same time, however, all of these hero-types are Establishment
oriented and supporters of the status quo. Detectives chase law-breakers
and secret agents save the world from communism or the diabolical plottings
of sinister organizations and evil genii.

I'cGee just doesn't fit the image of the model hero. He is "...an amiable
and incurable tilter at conformity”, and "a boat bum Quixote". Physically,
he describes himself thusly: "I am consnicuously large, and I have a perman-
ent deep-water tan, and I would not look out of place on a construction
crew." One of his friends tells Trav that he looks as if he's been pounded
upon heavily and has enjoyed returnin® the favor.

He lives on his houseboat, the Busted Flush, at
slip ¥F-12 Bahia Mar, Tort Lauderdale and watches
the world go by. His main interest in life is
loafing, taking his retirement a piece at a time
when he can afford it and workins only when he
has to replenish his dwindling bank account. As
he puts i1t, "I am not a nine to five animal. I
cannot swallow the myths that say that nine to
five 1s a Good Thing because that's the way
nearly everybody gets stuck.” (In case you have-
n't guessed it, Trav is the narrator of his own
stories., This is the case with many series heroes
and I think it reflects a need for security. If
the hero is 1n a tight corner you know he'll get
out alive because there he is telling you what
happened. It's very difficult to kill off the




hero in a first-person narrative.) Rather than
trying to preserve the status quo of the world
at large, he attempts only to fend off theuln-
vasions of society into his private life. 1L
get this crazy feeling. Every once 1n a while
T get it. I get the feeling that this 1s the
last time in history when the offbeats like me
will have a chance to live free in the nooks
and crannies of the huge and rigid structure of
an increasingly codified society. Fifty years
from now I would be hunted down in the street.
They would drill little holes in my skull and
make me sensible and reliable and adjusted.”

A1l the other heroes, although they operate
independantly, are engaged in a form of activ-
ity which is sanctioned and supported by soci-
ety. Detectives, however much they may bend the
law, always turn the criminal over to the pol-
ice, whom they often rely upon for assistance
in the final showdown. Secret agents have their
government supported organizations to supply
them with equipment and backup men. licGee is on
his own. He has nobody to run to for help and
he prefers 1t that way. He is the Thinking Man's
Robin Hood, working just this side of the law,
and sometimes stepping over the line, to make
a living stealing from thieves. A would-be cli-
ent puts it this way: "If something has been
taken from someone, and there is no way to get
it back legally, you will make an effort to get
1t back--for half its value."

Thus, l.cGee's chief problem in life is to

avoid official notice. At the end of one such
successful episode, he explains to his client: "If we go back, we make
statements. Everybody will want to see how much front page space they can
get, how many times they can get their picture taken with us...I couldn't
else | tihaPsicind | of HoaEpiNS e A Sie ST e RS st Searing .a publie ! face,. It
would put me out of business. I don't need a lot of official interest.”" In
this way Travis licGee differs from the general run of his contemporaries
while still operating within the mainstream conventions regarding series
heroes, because his adventures are in the classic tradition ¢f righting
wreng. The major difference is that he has his own peculiar standards of
right and wrong, his own devious and clever methods of working and he usual-
ly does what he does from his own desire for material enrichment and not
Just for the good of his fellow man.

The appeal of a series hero to a writer is similar to the combined ap-
peal for the publisher and the reader. A Hero can be expected to make large
quantities of money in extra royalties because of his greater sales and is
familiar and hence somewhat easier to write. Not easier to write well, but
easier to write acceptably. Once the basic setup of a series has been est-
ablished and the hero characterized in the first novel, any further install-
ments are much easier to produce. The writer can rely on the background
knowledge that the reader has gained from the other books and merely put a
new frame on an cld picture. In some cases this can be a severe disadvan-
tage, because if the writer is lazy, the series can degenerate into an al-
rost-mechanically reproduced rehash of the original story with only minor
detail changes and different names to justify issuing a new book.
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AVERNUS 2 (Michael Dobson, 214 Lafayette St, Decatur Al 35601. 50¢ or usual
100 pages, electrostencilled mimeo) Nice Bergeron cover but contents and
interior art pretty weak. Half the issue is a "Saint" novelette, the rest
a_collection of too-shallow articles and bad poetry. It's been a while since
#1, the letters are nearly two years old! (4)

FOCAL POINT (Rich Brown, 410-6lst 3t, Apt D4, Brooklyn 11220 and Arnie Katz
55 Pineapple 3t Apt 3-J, Brooklyn 11201. 6/%1 or news or trade, both eds.)
Less news than Locus but greater detail. Longer reviews, articles of faanish
interest, letters and general news. kore personality than Locus but not as
informative. T hope they can learn to co-exist and don't divide fandom.

LOCUS (Charlie Brown, 2078 Anthony Ave, Bronx 10457. 10/$2,20/$4 or news or
zines for review. Kimeo) Much more news than Focal Point but presented in a
dry factual way. I hate to see fandom splitting into two camps each support-
ing one of the two and putting the other down. Both are useful and needed.

ISFA JOURNAL 71 (Don Miller, 12815 Judson R4, Wheaton Md. 20906. This Dis-
clave issue %1, usually 50¢, 3/$1.25 or usual. 102 pg mimeo) Best part of
WJ 1s still the review section, despite the motley assortment of articles
each ish. This time we have Chapdelaine on Fngland, a good look at the
pulps and Murray Leinster's Disclave speech among others. Solid zine. (7)

OSFIC 23 (Peter Gill, 12 Glen HManor Br, ‘lenente- 1.3 - Ofterieos M4@¢-er usuzit:
46 pg offset) Good art suffers occasionally from bad layout. Good articles,
reviews and letters but bad fiction. Both Carter and Austin represented by
good and bad work. Getting to be a passable genzine. (6)

CHANTS OF MADNESS 9 (Formerly, ISFANE''S. Dave Gorman, 4022 lieadows Dr, Apt

A-3, Indpls. Ind.46205. 25¢ or usual, $1 per year. 32 pg mimeo) O-o0 of ISFA,
contains filler material about Indiana fandom. Needs some meaty material and
more locs. There's a somewhat contrived story and several too-short columns.

Nice layout but needs art. (5)

EIBELYON 2 (Lee and Jim Lavall, 5647 Culver St, Indpls. Ind. 46226. 35¢ or
3/#1 plus usual. 36 pg mimeo, quarterly.) Very attractive zine despite ab-
sence of good art. Good columns by Juanita Coulson and James Dorr while Leon
Taylor gets carried away by Gordie Dickson. A very bad piece of fiction and
some intriguing fanzine reviews by Dave Lewton. Promising. (6)

TWAS EVER THUS 1 (Jonh Ingham, No address given. 25¢ or usual. 30pg mimeo)
Attractlve new zine with good layout and excellent photo repro. Contents
are mostly reprints from the Freep with one from Metanoia plus material by

Jonh. I enjoyed it and once Jonh gets some fresh material this should be a
worthwhile zine. (5)
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In the case of John D. i'acDonald, there is no danger of this happening.
He's a very good writer who has been practicing his trade for a long time.
He had some science fiction published in the o0ld pulps and his earliest no-
vels were published in the late 1940's. His current output includes some 50
novels and 500 magazine stories. A measure of his skill may be taken from
the fact that some of his most ardent fans are from among his fellow writers.
Tan Fleming once said, "I automatically buy every John D. MacDonald as it
comes out, and not even lacDonald's invention of a serial character, with
all the dangers that I personally know so well, will deter me from continu-
aligW =i n o (e (o =1 Fr i

Anyone who has survived this long and receives compliments like these
from his peers must have something going for him, and in MacDonald's case
this something is talent. In the licGee series, besides writing some excel-
lent mystery stories, MacDonald takes the opportunity to show some of his
best stuff. The books are all tightly written, exciting and imaginative,
with plots resembling believable 'lission Impossible' stories and descrip-
tion and dialogue which is both fresh and fascinating. There are also many
passing references and oninions on serious topics which reveal that MacDon-
ald takes a keen interest in what is going on all around him. In 1964, for
example, "Nightmare in Pink" dealt with LSD and some of its more dangerous
derivatives while there are many comments on the shortsightedness of Flo-
rida land developers who =2re upsetting the ecology and causing the extinc-
tion of many species of wild animals. In Ffact, liacDonald unashamedly uses
I’cGee as his commentator on the mocdern world and it is a testament to his
ability as a writer that k'cGee's asides on morality, sex, love, security,
suburbia and almost every other aspect of our daily lives do not grate un-
naturally on the ear of the reader but fit smoothly into the narrative.

"lhile these sermonettes reveal liacDonald's concern with his world, what
sets him above his competitors is his use of extra little asides on exotic
places and things, sociological comments and yarns to spice up the main
storyline, For example:"A boat you can check as if it were a 4,300 1b suit-
case 1s a vast convenience for people who never know what they'll be doing
tomorrow." There 1s also the entire cast of MacDonald characters: crafty
villians, fag ski instructors, hardnosed cops, stuffy little businessmen,
rich and beautiful women and crushed, stepped-on worn-out victims. And the
blzarre types that Travis calls his friends: the Alabama Tiger and his per-
ranent floating houseparty, the beach bunnies and, best of all, Meyer, the
retired economist who "...has the size and pelt of the average Adirondack

black bear. He can walk any beach, go into any bar, cross any playground,
and acquire people the way a blue

serge suit picks up lint, and the
tew friends think they have known
him forever,"

So we have Travis [ cGee and
his creator. It is one of the best
series around and kcGee is one of
the most unusual and interesting
iconoclasts around. The books are
entertaining and informative and
extremely  popular big st troiist s |
ble ahead, Each ititlel ingelves: A :
colour and with eleven colours
already used, what's liacDonald go-
ing to do when he runs out of
colours?

--by John Douglas







CARANDAITH V2 N1 (Alpajpuri, 330 5. Berendo St, LA 90005. 75¢ or 4/$2 +usual
72 pg mimeo, Jjustified. Quarterly.) Supposedly the journal of the Australian
Tolkien Society this seems to be Paj's genzine with emphasis on his own pet
ideas, language construction and mysticism. lMuch good art, some bad, with
generally superior layout. Contents have specialized interest but vary con-
siderably so there's probably something for everyone. ConR's drawing on

pg 10 may be the best piece of fanart of the year. (7)

THE ORIFLAMME 2 (John Harlee, Box 1245, Florence SC 29501. No price. 32 pg
abysmal mimeo) A zine for Anachronists and tournament freaks. Layout, art

and printing might well be the worst I've ever seen in a fanzine. Material
didn't interest me but if you really want to know how to curve a shield...

DEABOHEMA ¢ (Frank Lunney, 212 Jubiper St, Quakertown Pa. 18951. 60¢, 4/%2
or usual. 66 pg mimeo) Ted White dominates the issue with comments on Hugos,
"Paul Hazlett", Piers Anthony and lots of other things. Art and layout are
good, the reviews are competent and the lettercol is supert. "Hazlett" is
no longer deliberately obnoxious; thish, he's merely dull. All in all an
excellent issue, one of the most interestinz fanzines around, and it's no
wonder Frank has received =2 u~o nomination. Recommended. (8)

EGG 2 (Peter Roberts, £7 West Town Lane, Bristol B34 5DZ, UK. 25¢, 5/%1 or
usual. 26 pg English mimeo.) Bit of a thin issue. Pete's conrep on Psicon
70, some reviews and the lettercol. Art and repro are typical of English
zines and to top it off, I'm missing page 15. Sigh. "hat happened to the
glories of the Empire? (4)

EGOBOO 11 (JohnD. Berry, llayfield House, Stanford Cal. 94305 & Ted White,
339 49th St, Brooklyn 11220. Loc, tradezine to both eds or $1. 24 pg mimeo)
John on SFCon and George Clayton Jotnson, filming and rock. An incredible
column by Bill Rotsler that, if true, makes Hugh the Heff look like Little
Lord Jesus and Ted on many things including rock and Disclave. Good letter-
col too. A faanish fanzine and highly enjoyable., (7)

MOUNT TO THE STARS 1 (Gail Sutton, 1714 Sesco, Arlington Texas 76010. 75¢,
7/w5 . Professionally printed on glossy paper. 54 pg) Another professional
Texas fanzine but, unlike Trumpet, this one has almost universally inferior
artwork. Material is comics oriented but not exclusively so and I enjoyed
much of what I read. But a 14 page comic strip is almost unreadable because
of the extremely poor quality of the "art". Texans must really be rich if
this zine is any indication. Too bad the material doesn't match the Tepro.




UBIK--by Philip K. Dick; Dell; %.95 Reviewed by Sandra liiesel

Are we all thoughts in the mind of Philip Dick? Is San Rafael the navel
of the universe? Such speculations are a natural response to Dick's latest
construction, UBIK--or is it Ubik's construction, Dick?

All Philip Dick's works share a family resemblance. They are reflections
in the same gallery of multifaceted mirrors: composite images focused, rep-
licated, scattered, distorted. They are conceptually unsettling, stylist-
ically plain. UBIK is a close cousin of THE THREEZ STIGMATA OF PALMER ELD-
RITCH. In each is the same concern with simulated reality and the relativ-
1ty of personal experience; the same fallible hero who successfully grap-
ples with demoniacal, devouringc evil; the same terror of the Divine.

Like many Dick stories, UBIK has a business setting. It begins as an ac-
count of commercial rivalry between one firm leasing psi services and an-
other leasing anti-psi services, then developes into open warfare between
Good and Evil fought with temporal shifts and finally reaches a startling
metaphysical resolution. Dedicated to the memory of Anthony Boucher, UBIXK
explores the relations between the living and the dead. The dead have ser-
ved as the gods and ghosts of the living. The opposite may likewise be true.
Our hero, Joe Chip, is certain he is alive and his employer, Runciter, is
dead. Runciter is equally certain he is alive and Chip dead. Then each man
discovers the universe is a cosmic Klein bottle.

ho was dead? Who was not dead? Only Ubik knows for sure. And only Ubik
nows who Ubik is, for Ubik is God, the infinite, universal All of Hinduism.
Clues to Ubik's identity occur in the chapter headings, not in the story it-
self. (Similarly, the conclusion of PALIER ELDRITCH was contained in its
foreword.) Ubik 1s described in a series of ad-copy parodies, an effect rat-
her like the BHAGAVAD GITA retold by lMadison Avenue.

One of this book's weaknesses is characterization. The characters are
not as fully or as subtly drawn as those in Dick's masterpiece THE MAN IN
THE HIGH CASTLE. The only function of the hero's succubus-like mistress is
misdirection. Other potentially interesting characters simply drop out or
die offstage.

Action is about evenly divided between 1992 and 1939 but the world of
the future is only lightly sketched in. We are shown just a few interiors
of stage set blandness. This, like the gross absurdity of 1992 fashions, is
not necessarily a flaw. For the sake of irony Dick makes the "real” period
less vivid than the ominous illusion one--which is a stage set.

UBIK's plot is fully under control and is as capable of resolution as
anything the author has previously written. This is a smoothly functioning
novel which rewards attentive reading.

THE BLACK CORRIDOR--by lichael Moorcock; Ace Special; $.75 Reviewed by
Leon Taylor

In such a wide, wonderful wasteland as science fiction, there exists by
law a certain quota of extremes. Just recently fandom has had the mishap of
running into a pair of such extremes, although some fen claim that they ac-
tually Jjumped right out in front of us.

At any rate, one of those offending extremes can be identified as pure,
unpretentlous action-adventure--only a passing candy, but I think there's a
use for that. But the other is "realistic" extrapolation of the darkest so-
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ciety imaginable, and I'm not really sure what the use of that is. To warn
us? Then wouldn't something with the greatest probability of happening to-
morrow be correspondingly more frightening today? Actually, this extreme is
a2 sort of reductio ad absurdum that usually ends up parodying itself. And
there, in the proverbial nutshell, you have THE BLACK CORRIDOR.

Time: 1985. Setting: an Iarth of 100% parancia. 100%, man: there are no
sane voices in this novel (in case you were wondering, yes, the protagon-
ist is an anti-hero. You'll loathe him). That alone is enough to invalidate
the book's prophetic prowess, since as long as man prevails some shred of
reason will endure. 3ut in l'oorcock's dream (dream? nay, nightmare) it's
dog-eat-dog-and-leave-the-bones-for-the-latecomers all the way. Now as good
fen I hope you all know that in this situation there are only two courses
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