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IN THE SPRING A YOUNG FAN'S FANCY LIGHTLY TURNS TO THOUGHTS OF HUGOS...but sometimes
his timing is off. This issue will probably appear too late to influence the nomina-
tion ballots but too early to discuss the final nominees. Ah well, such is fafia.
Herewith some thoughts on Hugos.

Perhaps it merely reflects the exponential decay in the amount of time I've been
able to devote to reading, but 1971 struck me as a relatively poor year for science
fiction. No single novel leaps out and demands a Hugo, as has been the case in sev-
eral recent years. (It is slightly ironic that the multiple nomination concept
should at long last be realized in a year when so few nominees come to mind.) Oh,
there were good books, all right, but award winners...? I enjoyed TO THEIR SCATTERED
BODIES GO by Farmer, THE FOREST OF FOREVER by Swann and THE DRAMATURGES OF YAN by
Brunner, and Silverberg had some very interesting books published last year. What-
ever wins will probably be a fairly good book; and in a year without any great books
I'1l settle for that. ‘

In the short fiction categories, I find only two pieces that stick in my mind, and
this based on a fairly broad sampling of prozine and anthology fiction. When I read
the recommendations of other faneds, I generally cannot recall the stories they men-
tion, although it generally turns out that I have read them. Some years are like
that, I guess, and since I have no favorites to plug, I'll just wait for the final
ballots to appear.

While science fiction may have been on the decline for me in 1971, The Year of the
Reprint, fandom was inarguably prospering. I find myself with an abundance of nomin-
ees in the fannish categories.

Thinking of fan writers, I'm glad to have the chance to nominate Rosemary Ullyot,
Sandra Miesel and Arnie Katz, three fine talents who essentially write in non-inter-
secting realms. The final choice might also include Terry Carr, Ted Pauls, Harry
Warner or Ted White and will be a difficult decision indeed. (I've also been told by
a generally reliable source that the majority of nominations and votes comes from
the immediate vicinity of the host city of the Worldcon. If this is true, it is poss-
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ible that the final ballot may contain names that are relatively unfamiliar to those
of us on the East coast.) ' .

In the fan artist category, my vote goes to Grant Canfield, who seems to me to be
easily the most dynamic new talent to appear in the last couple of years. And I'd be
happy to see a nomination for Jim Shull whose work I've enjoyed greatly during the
last twelve months. In addition to these newer talents, the old familiar names come
to mind -- Tim, Steve, Mike, Bill and Alicia all did excellent work during 1971 and
even narrowing the list down to five finalists will be difficult. With so many fine
artists in the field, this is one category that seems genuinely suited to a "share
the wealth" policy.

Naturally enough, my consuming interest in the Hugos is again in the fanzine cate-
gory. During 1971, Susan and I published issues #5 through #10 of ENERGUMEN and I
can quite honestly say that I feel that these six issues placed us among the top
five fanzines published in that year. (Just where I think they placed us I leave to
your imagination.) Other fanzines that seemed to me to have fine issues during the
time in question were GRANFALLOON, OUTWORLDS and FOCAL POINT. But I guess that,as in
2ll categories, your decision must be based on what you saw and where your interests
lie.

Getting down to the other (do I hear myself implying'"lesser"?) categories, I thought
AMAZING had a good year, although it has been tailing off lately, and I'd be delight-
ed if Pepper, the superb artist on the Ballantine Adult Fantasy series, received an
award for his strikingly beautiful covers. Then again, it wouldn't disappoint me if
Szofran, Schoenherr or Frazetta won either.

So there you have it, and there's nothing to do but wait. In the meantime, potential
nominees might notice that the one key date to keep in mind, the deadline for nomin-
avions, is April Fools' Day. That should help keep things in perspective. :

X X Xx

THE TIME HAS COME, THE FANED SAID, TO SPEAK OF MANY THINGS; OF COVER ILLOS, LETTER-
CCLS, OF LAYOUT AND SUCH THINGS... I suppose it's a truism that no faned can seem to
prejudge the response to a given issue, and that no issue
calls forth any sort of coherent response from the reader-
ship. For every letter on #10 indignantly pointing out our
creeping complacency and stagnation, we got a letter
praising the issue as the best we've yet produced. For °
every accusation that the cover Ulooked like a 1930's
MMAZINGY (which all carried the unstated implication that
this was A Bad Thing), we got a letter saying Uthis was
the first piece of Fabian art I've really likedi. And for
every letter not caring less about the visual aspects of
fanzines, we got two detailed pages of (dis)agreements.
Last issue may have been an essentially "light" one, but
it produced the heaviest response we've yet enjoyed.

As Ted White points out in the lettercolumn, faneds can
play all sorts of fancy tricks with their choice of art-
work, and no-one else will either notice or care. So I
really wasn't surprised that my careful choice of last
issue's covers especially for themselves and for the is-
sue was not understood. What did hurt was the number of
people who thought I hadn't noticed what I'd done. Accusa-
tions of poor judgement one can accept, but disregard is
harder to bear.




HEY MIKE.,.. WHAT
DiD ;-'RAT LETTER
SAY

There have been comments recently that one ENERGUMEN is too much like another; that
issues stretch unchanging into the dim, distant past. Personally I think that's non-
sense. Our issues have been physically similar, to be sure, but the contents have
varied widely from issue to issue, and this is what distinguishes a fanzine. However,
my sense of the absurd prompted me to select Steve Fabian's very "hard science" cover
for our most fannishly oriented issue as a sort of You-can't-tell-a-fanzine-by-its-
cover rebuttal. I didn't for a minute expect anyone to see what I was playing at, but
I did think readers would expect that I'd had some purpose in mind. Sigh -- another
ego bubble popped. That I deliberately chose the Davidson back cover as the other ar-
chetypal pulpish sf cover and hence the perfect complement to the Fabian front cover
and this too went unnoticed is rather anti-climactic, I suppose.

But we did get letters, well over 50 of them, and preparing the lettercolumn was the
most difficult task it has yet been. Apologies are in order to the many people who's
fine letters were unmercifully cut or omitted altogether. Locs are the lifeblood of
this fanzine, whether we can print them all or not. (I also repeat my request of last
issue that comments on Jerry lapidus' column be sent directly to Jerry. We read them
all with interest, but for the most part they did not see publication.)

Deciding what parts of loes to publish is an entirely subjective thing, difficult to
explain and generally impossible to justify. The selection process often unfortunate-
ly denies egoboo to some contributors whose articles inspire mostly "X was superb!" in
the way of response. Walt Liebscher's article last issue s for example, produced more
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favorable comment than any other single item we've published, yet the lettercolumn
is sadly lacking in much-deserved egoboo for Walt. Let me correct that here: Walt,
fandom salutes (and awaits) you! : :

x X x

IT TAKES TWO TO FANAC...Reviewers and letter writers please observe that ENERGUMEN
is a joint endeavor of Susan and I. We are most definitely its co-publishers, in
that were either of us not here, the magazine would not have been appearing. As such,
we'd appreciate sharing the egoboo and insults that result from its publication.

Whether or not we are co-editors is a more difficult question. Since we have quite
different interests, if we truly shared every editorial decision, we'd end up com-
promising and publishing a fanzine that would satisfy neither of us. So I tend to
make the broad decisions that shape the fanzine's general direction.

I also tend to handle most of the production aspects, but this is primarily due to
the fact that Susan relieves me of the cleaning and cooking chores and in addition
has her academic commitments to consider. Thus in the past I've typed most of the
stencils and been (ir)responsible for most of the layout. (This despite the obvious
fact that Susan has far more innate layout sense than I do. This aspect of produc-
tion, at least, is changing.)

However, we pay for it together (and did so even last year when I wasn't working and
we lived on Susan's grant) and when actual printing time comes around we share the
labour of mimeoing, collating and mailing. (With a little much-appreciated help from
our friends!) And wherever possible, we share decisions.

The point is, we are both essential. The arrival of ENERGUMEN in your mailbox de-
pends as much on the fact that Susan washes my shirts for me as it does on the fact
that I paste in the electrostencils. Or that Susan de-slipsheets the pages I run
off. We function as a team, and ENERGUMEN is a product of our teamwork. We'd like
you to keep that in mind. '

X X x

Chronologically, this is our second annish, a milestone in the existance of any fan-
zine. And I for one am pleased with our progress. ENERGUMEN is much the sort of fan-
zine I'd thought about producing for several years before I actually began printing
the first issue. I've greatly enjoyed guiding it along and it's been a source of con-
siderable egoboo in that time. I believe Susan feels much the same way.

Oh, there have been times when excessive negative criticism of what we consider to be
minor aspects has temporarily depressed us, but a quick look through past issues usu-
ally disperses any gloom. Because basically we are happy with this fanzine. It's been
described as "comfortable" and that's how we like to think of it. There are those who
feel we should strive for change, that we should try to go where no fan has gone be-
fore, if I may coin a phrase. Well, I imagine they'll continue to be disappointed in
us., This fanzine isn't a focal point of fandom, and was never intended as such. Nor
is it a forum for experimentation in production values or content. It tries to be an
attractive, well-produced science fiction genzine offering its readers a variety of
well written interesting material. We like to think it succeeds in this, and are de-
lighted when others agree with us. We're also eager to hear from those who disagree,
as long as they grant us the privilege of continuing in our own direction.

After two years, I still enjoy producing this fanzine. I lack the amount of time I
once had to work on it, which I regret, but as long as the joy remains I'll continue
to pick away at the keys and turn the crank. And I'll continue to thank those of you
reading this for making it all possible.
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Someone had better warn the Men's 1ib people thzd women seem to be taking over another
stronghold of male life: superhero comics. Women like the revived Black Widow (now
there's a nasty name to arouse potency-fears!) battle the supervillains, and occasion-~
ally the superheroes. Women, or rather sweet girls like Gwen Stacey, grow increasing-.
1y important in the life of the superhero-- usually, messing up his emotions when he
should be fighting, or leaving him in his hour of triumph to emphasize his loneliness,
the Price he must Pay for hos Powers. Girls are even reading these boy-oriented ad-
ventures! Does it matteér? Of course... only think of the chaos such a mix-up could
cause in children's views of themselves, and of their traditional roles!

Whether you're a 'nmormal! male convinced women protesting their lot "just want a good
lay;" a career-girl I know who "would never trust a woman doctor;" or an otherwise-
sensitive, intelligent writer like Poul Anderson who proclaimed in SFR 43 that he
likes "a woman who really is a woman," a classification which excludes women who work,
because "they get pregnancies, monthlies and menopauses" and women who demand their
rights as human beings, because they are "bull dykes"--your prejudices are a result of
your socialization. You've learned them, Feminists trace our sexual assumptions
back to our parents' attitudes ("We want a boy, of course"), our toys (soft dolls for
girls, challenging science kits for boys), and our textbooks. The latter "present
the image of woman as helpmate, as mother, as observer of male activities included in
every book," Dick and Jane reader and arithmetic text alike. This observation from
Karen DeClow, a former textbook editor, in her YOUNG WOMAN'S GUIDE TO LIBERATION is
supported by other research, such as that presented by Florence Howe in SATURDAY RE-
VIEW, October 16, 1971.

Out of school, it's male-female stereotypes in all the media. Some feminists are re-
writing fairytales to get rid of the Evil Old Witch, Beautiful Princess and always-
Charming Prince, but who gets these images from Grimm anymore? Not women like Shula-
mith Firestone, who describes in THE DIALECTIC OF SEX how she learned the cultural
truth that "men and women are tuned into different cultural wavelengths, that in fact
there exists a wholly different reality for men and women" in childhood, from comic
books, Her brother read "heavies" (war comics and SUPERMAN) and "funnies" (TOM AND
JERRY), but her socialization had given her different tastes: an unfulfilled longing
for love comics, TRUE CONFESSIONS,ARCHIE AND VERONICA, or best of all, SCROOGE Mc-
DUCK--"I loved the selfish extravagance of his bathing in money." On the whole,
though, she realized that "Fairy tales, much less realistic, were a better trip."
Thus the child learns to distinguish between the 'real! male world of violent adven-
ture, and the 'unreal' female world of romantic fantasy. Even more, he/she learns,

(Drawings based on characters copyright MARVEL COMICS GROUP)
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as Shulamith Firestone did, to distinguish taste on sexual grounds:"My brother thought
girls' taste was 'drippy' and I thought he was a crude slob"-- and finally to identify

'good taste! with male taste, calling Hemingway and lMailer ‘great', Woolf and Plath
'minor' writers.

Marvel superhero comics are a particularly effective means of presenting and incul-
cating social values because they provide the ultimate gratification-- the heroes
succeed in both the adventure-fantasy and '‘real' worlds. That is, Daredevil has
mystic superpowers, futuristic technical aids and brute smash-the-bully strengin, but
he uses them for goals which our society recognizes and lauds, like foiling skyjackers,
He is also Matt Murdock, a brilliant lawyer bringing justice to the downtrodden, thus
doubly foiling supervillains 1like Mr, Kline. This gives the comic, and the ideals
it presents, tremendous credibility. Issues 96 to 98 of SPIDERMAN, in which Peter's
room-mate Harry freaked out on speed (like DC's GREEN LANTERN/GREEN ARROW 86, invol-
ving heroin use) taught that drugs were 'bad! both ty reinforcing the message of the
‘real' world (by showing Harry in agony) and by having Spiderman, with whom kids
identify in a fantasy world of super-adventures, condemning pill-popping, beating up
on pushers, and rescuing o.d. cases. Unfortunately, other ideas in those issues
have the same double impact: notably the message that girls are trouble, that Harry
"might never have gotten into that scene" if his girlfriend, appropriately named
Mary Jane, hadn't been so destructive under her superficial appeal; and that even
superpowers can falter under the pressures of love (or lust)-- or as Peter, with
penetrating insight, puts it, "it's funny how loving a girl can drive a guy bananas."

Spiderman is a superhero who's always fretting because he needs money, money, money
to take his girl out before she ditches him. What kind of message does that convey?
Not one most women would choose, certainly, if that 'takeover' mentioned earlier
were real, Not to worry, thouzh. Natasha, without her own magazine, currently ap-
pears courtesy of DAREDEVIL (as long as she retains his romantic interest.) Like
the other heroines and villainesses, she's a stereotyped media image of a 'liberated
chick!'-- a recent letter chserved, amazedly, that she doesn't (gasp!) wear a btré--
who'll gladly trade her karate lessons for rescue by, and a date with, the hero, Not
to worry, either, about Gwen and her counterparts, decorative but expendable, their
appearances minor and the 'emotion' involved therein on a love-comics level, full of
close-ups of tears dripping from eyes.

Not to worry, even, about women taking over Marvel on a creative or audience level,
Marie Severin, the only woman involved in the creative end of the superhero line, is
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not a good artist and is John Severin's sister, to-
lerable in much the same way that the ineffectual
S5if, or 'Sue Richards, are allowed to be superhero-
ines as Thor's beloved, and as Mrs. Reed Richards,
sister of Johnny Storm. lidkes you ask a lot of
questions about tokenism. Similarly, a plug for
two newly~-revamped mags extols the male artists,
the male scripters-- and as an afterthought (and in
parentheses yet), mentions that the writers include
"a couple of lasses like gal Friday Holli Resnicoff
and Roy's ever-lovin' wife Jeannie Thomas.!" The
mags? MY LOVE and OUR LOVE STORY. 'Nuff said?

Not to worry, finally, about girls invading the let-
tercolumns, primarily of fairy-tale THOR and all-
American-teen SPIDLRMAN. Smilin' Stan knows how to
joke them back into their place. In THOR 198, Eve
Pulli supported yet another request for more Norse
goddesses with references to such mythic females as
Frigga, Freya, Nana, and Odin's daughters the Val-
kyries. The editorial reply took her seriously at
first, pointing out that the magazine already fea-
tures "Sif, the Enchantress, Karnilla, Hildegarde"
(whose infrequent appearances are usually ineffec-
tual in the context of male activity), and promis-
ing weakly "we are trying to fit more women into
the THOR strip." The real answer, though, was a
sudden twist to turn the whole matter into a joke:
"... like it or not, Eve, in the old Norse days,
women did stay in the house-- and things are probab-
- ly going to stay that way in Asgard until someone
comes along to liberate the fair lassies. (Which, come to think of it, mizht make an
interesting story at that!)" Eve may or may not have known that recently karvel has
featured two Valkyries: in HULK 142, The Valyrie, a castrating-bitch destroyer, who
threatened the Hulk but existed primarily as a vehicle for scripter Roy Thomas to
continue the liarvel tradition of portraying the Women's Liberation liovement as a sick
joke; and in THOR 195 and on, Hildegarde, an ugly masculine butch out of warped male
sex-fantasies if there ever was one, whose first act was to clobber the weeping Sif.

Re-write sisters, here are the modern fairy-tales, embodying the old images of VWoman.,
First came the worship of the Triple Goddess, described by Robert Graves in THE WHITL
GODDESS as "a personification of primitive woman-- woman the creatress and destruct-
ress;" woman the virgin, mother and destroyer; woman the Muse, whose presence excites
"mixed exultation and horror." Western religion took over most of the Magna Mater
function (as well as extending a patriarchal priesthood and social order); it left
the Belle Dame always Sans Merci aspects of woman for the courtly love relizion, ro-
mances, fairy tales and similar popular-culture forms; the woman-as-fertility-goddess
and woman-as-destroyer aspects for other expressions af male fantasy, such as dirty
jokes. The remains of the goddess came over on the Mayflower, and were enshrined in
the simplifications of a literature Leslie Fiedler comments is '"notoriously at home
in the children's section of the library." His LOVE AND DEATH IN THE AMERICAN NOVEL
chronicles the fate of the divided female: the pale, sexless Good Woman associated
with spiritual death ('civilization') and otherworldly 'salvation'; and the dark,
voluptuous Bad Woman associated with the Original Sin, death through sexuality.
Fiedler comments that: "Our great novelists, though experts on indignity and assault,
on loneliness and terror, tend to avoid treatin; the passionate encounter of a man
and a woman, which we expect at the centre of a novel. Indeed, they rather shy away
from permitting in their fictions the presence of any full-fledged, mature women,
giving us instead monsters of virtue or bitchery, symbols of the rejection or fear of
sexuality." 8



Of course, "mature women" can't appear in modern adolescent literature, either-- the
Comics Code would never permit it. . Thus in ,the great tradition of THE DEERSLAYER
and HUCKLEBERRY FINN, mutilated daughters of the Eternal Female languish or stride,
four-colour, 7"x10" wish-fulfillments, across the covers of the true indigenous Amer-
ican art form. The covers of the first fourteen issues of Marvel's CONAN provide
eleven variations on the muscleman-maiden-monster theme. In the tradition of sword-
and-sorcery epics, the scantily-clad wenches (to use the barbarian's favourite term)
tend to flop at the hero's feet, or dangle in the embrace of a giant serpent or bat.
Barry Smith's action-packed cover for 5, however, illustrates perfectly the duality
of woman's fantasy role: the fearsome beast attacking Conan is a tiger, but also a
beautiful dark-haired girl. The cover of SPIDERMAN 103 is a cluttered near-parody
of the same heroic genre, showing, clockwise from the focus at bottom risht, the
snarling head of a monster, Gog; confronted by the sabretooth, Zabu, and his master
Ka-zar, spear uplifted; and Gog's giant almost-human hand menacing Spiderman, swinging
out of the frame top right, protectively clutching the anple bikini-clad curves of
his blonde girlfriend, Gwen. Excelsior!

At the opposite extreme, DAREDEVIL 83 shows a voluptuous, black-leather-sheathed
redhead in a superbly athletic pose-- she's hanging from a Harold Lloyd type flag-
pole with one hand, while the other delivers a vicious chop severing DD's lifeline.
As he plummets, the nasty lady (who would be scorned by the lamb-chop-is-better-
than-a-karate-chop Pussycat League and all rightminded larvel girlfriends) snarls:
"This is it, hero! As long as you're going to accuse the Black Widow of murder... I
may as well live up to my reputation!" Never mind that, in the story, Natasha is so
demented with fear and despair she can't trust anyone (women are so gmotionq;l) and
that Daredevil, never in real danger, doesn't fall off any buildings. It's the ini-
tial impression that counts; or, as the cover of DD €1 proclaims, "Death is a Black
Widow." Boys, beware!

Germaine Greer in THE FEMALE EUNUCH calls such con-
temporary versions of the old sexual stereotypes
the Poison Maiden and the Great Bitch. The former
is the inaccessible princess in the enchanter's
fortress or dragon's lair, the pure, perfect, pas-
sive virgin whose love may be won only with physi-
cal and mental pain. She is woman as ideal-- and
as precious possession., The latter is "the deadly
female, a worthy opponent for the hero to excer-
cise his powers upon and through. She is desirous,
greedy, clever, dishonest, and two jumps ahead all
the time. The hero may either have her on his
side, and like a lion-tamer sool her onto his ene-
mies, or he may have to battle for his life at her
hands."

While Marveldom doesn't eliminate sex from its ado-
lescent fantasies by eliminating females, it does
simplify complex human relationships down to ‘'wo-
man as exploit.!" The superhero rarely relaxes at
home (though exceptions include SPIDERMAN 99 in
which Gwen cooks dinner for Peter; AVENGERS 92 in
which the male characters, including the android
Vision, combine to put down or ignore Wanda; and
FANTASTIC FOUR 120, in which The Thing relaxes
with a girlie mag.) Instead, he's out risking his
life to save the Poison Maiden from monsters, cap-
tors and deadly bondages; or calling on all his
prowess to subdue the villainess (chivalrously, of
course. )
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Poison Maidens in Marveldom fall into three general categories: the hero's mortal girl-
friends (Gwen Stacey, lLady Dorma); the less aggressive superheroine girlfriends and
sisters (Sif, the Crimson Witch, and Medusa who gave up being a villainess for Elack
Bolt's affection); and incidental heroines who exist mainly to be rescued. Many of
their characteristics are exemplified by Jarella, heroine of HUIK 140.

Harlan Ellison wrote the script for the above
epic (with "adaptation" by Roy Thomas) and
superficially its chief interest is its El-
lisionian in-jokes. The cover-title is "The
Brute that Shouted Love at the Heart of the
Atom" and there are passing references to
"Santa Claus vs S.P.I.D.E.R" (Marvelized to
"Spiderman") "Paingod," "A Boy and His Dog,"
"The Place With No Name," "Bright Eyes,"
"Deeper Than the Darkness"-- all those in
the first eight pages, and I refuse to count
any further. There's even a contrived shout
of "Repent, Harlequin!" from Jarella's ene-
mies, to which the Hulk replies: "--said

the Ticktockman. Seems to me I read that
someplace" before clobbering them,

In fact, the script presents a typical modern
romance or fantasy-adventure. The hero,
Bruce Banner, represents moderm man, alienated
from the world and at war within himself,

The limited intelligence, brute strength and
violent emotions of his alter-ego, the Hulk,
conceal and overwhelm his 'civilized' quali-
ties: a brilliant mind and sensitivity. He
is already established as a Byronic (or El-
lisonian) hero, his life stained by his baser
self (literally, since his metamorphosis into
the Hulk disrupted his wedding to Betty) and
blasted by the uncomprehending hostility of
his society (again, literally, since Betty's
father, General 'Thunderbolt' Ross, is con-
tinually trying to kill him.) Any happiness
is doomed. .

In HUIK 140, the green monster is doubly a
symbol of modern man, victim of incomprehen-
sible forces, in that he is wrenched by Psy-
klop's mysterious "molecular ray" from New
York to a "sub-molecular universe." Here,

he belongs. Everyone is green-skinned, in-
cluding the lovely Jarella. In true Poison
lhaiden fashion, she is surrounded by dangers
(giant pig-dogs, and traitors led by her

evil cousin). She adheres to the Marvel norm
of beauty, a bosomy version of 1967-mod, with
flowing hair, large eyes, and a certain a-
mount of cleavage showing in an unusually mo-
dest costume. Unlike most Marvel girlfriends, she is sensitive, piercing through
the Hulk's repellent exterior to "a soul as human as any." This talent appears to be
shared only by blind Alicia, who loves the blue-eyed Thing for his true self, and
Marianne, whose esper powers finally link her beloved, Tony Stark, with her rescuer,
Iron Man. Her love for the former overcomes her fear of the latter; but of course

10




their union is immediately threatened, in IRON MAN 45 and on, by Kevin O'Connor's ob-
sessive desire for Marianne, which overwhelms his first loyalty to Tony Stark. That,
though, is another stock plot, Back to the rescue of the maiden.

Jarella, in fact, is more .bhan woman-as-exploit, an object to be rescued. She pos-
esses the gift-conferring powers of the fairy
godmother, the grace-giving powers of the

Good Woman. Her sorcerers restore Banner's
mind to the Hulk's hulk. She gives him roman-
tic and political status as '"my husband-- and
sovereign of this tempest-tossed land." Final-
ly, like many other Marvel maidens, she is lost
forever in her Shangri-la.

The theme of the ephemeral idyll, "the sound of
reality pressing in upon you-- the thunder of
dreams crashing into ruined shards about your
feet" is by no means restricted to Harlan El-
lison's harsh universe. The world may love a
lover, but it sympathizes with love betrayed
or unrequited, and enjoys seeing its idols
suffer. Or so Smilin' sadistic Stan and the
Marvel Bullpen seem to think. :

Marvel men, with monotonous regularity, find
more pain in love than in a hundred scraps
with Doc Oc, Hydra, Mr. Kline, the Kree, or
Dr. Doom. At least, they suffer until a rash
of protesting letters brings back the real
man's action.

"Cap can just kill himself for all I care if
you continue to play up the ludicrous love-
interest conflict.” (CAPTAIN AMERICA 142)
"lately, our favourite, Daredevil, and many of
his cohorts... have not been able to have a
normal relationship with a woman. Why?...
Granted they aren't normal people, but wlko is?
And as most males have found out, women have
this strange capacity for loving their man,
despite his shortcomings... Karen Page obvious-
ly loves DD... If she isn't woman enough to
go back to Matt when she finds out he is a-
live-- and we mean BACK, wholly back!-- not
just emotionally tied into the story as she is
now-- write her out of the script!" (DARE-
DEVIL 86) '

Poor Karen! Even Daredevil forgives her for
"leading your own life-- and following your
own career." He understands that she is un-
able to recapture past love. Yet she is pu-
nished, appropriately by banishment from the
Marvel world, while a mysterious Dark Lady
takes over her man. Interestingly enough, that "woman must love her man" letter was
signed by both a man and a woman...

COMING (in typical Marvel serial fashion) NEXT ISSUE: The Black Widow's deadly secret!
The Femme Force-- hellcats or pussycats? Script by Snarlin' Susan G., with no apo-
logies to Smilin' Stan Lee! Art by Terry Austin! At your favourite mailbox SOON!
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HOW TO WRITE ONE SF NOVEL AND EARN MILLIONS
WITHOUT EVER ACTUALLY SEEING THE LIGHT OF PRINT

Take heed, children: the road to success in writing is a rocky one, and the path is
strewn with traps and pitfalls, thistles and thorns. At least it has been for me.
Like my name for example, which I love to see in print. As some of you may know, I
sign my fiction Robert E. Toomey, Jr. I type it with my dandy little Hermes 3000,
right on the very first page of any manuscript I submit, just below the title.
Robert E. Toomey, Jr. That would seem simple enough, nothing difficult or unusual
about it. It's a good Irish name, in fact one of the best.

But my first published story came out bylined Robert Toomey, Jr. A story I had in
VENTURE came out by Robert Toomey. A novella I did in collaboration with GH & C BNF
Lee Hoffman came out in ORBIT 9 with my name misspelled on the byline slug that rides
every other page of the story. It said Lee Hoffman and Robert E. Tommey, Jr. a total
of twenty-four times. Sheesh. On the U.K. contract for a novel of mine, my name is
spelled Robert E. Toomy, Jr. I hear that Chip Delany had 2 similar problem with his
U.K. publisher. They spelled his name Samuel R. Delaney. Somehow it would seem that
he got my E. And on the U.S. contract for the same novel, my name was given as Rob-
ert E. Toomey. You really get sick of that shit after a while.

However my worst problems have centered around that novel I mentioned above. I called
it A WORLD OF TROUBLE, TROUBLE for short, and never was a book more aptly titled. I
wrote it during a stay in London in late 1969. It's a satire on a certain breed of
interplanetary adventure story, and, as such, a reasonably fumny one, I think. When
I left London to return to the States, I left a copy of the ms with my U.K. agent,
and in due time it sold to Macdonald, Ltd., a hardcover publisher there.

Meanwhile, back in the US, I reassessed the book. Some good suggestions from LeeH
and from Ted White, plus the need to bring it in line with a sequel, caused me to
rewrite TROUBLE rather extensively -- almost line by line -- from one end of it to
the other. The result was a far better book, but the act of rewriting it lost me my
US agent, who thought I was just fucking around to avoid getting onto a new project.
Fortunately, LeeH introduced me to my present US agent, Henry Morrison, whom I con-
sider to be one of the best in the business.

Henry didn't like TROUBLE very much, but he thought it would sell. Accordingly he
sent it out, and it sold first crack to Berkely. Don Benson was the editor there at
the time. He asked me to make a few changes in the ms, amounting to the excision of
about a thousand words of text. The words were essentially in the nature of a digres-
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sion that I had thought was funny, but which Don, probably correctly, felt was irrel-
event to the story and diluted some of its impact. Anyway, I made the cut, and Berk-
ely sent me a sturdy advance against royalti'es.

With the novel now in its final form, I mailed the new ms off to my UK agent to give
to Macdonald. And there the matter rested for about eight months. It was now early in
1971, and I was well into the sequel --titled: ANTIPATHY -~ which was going slowly
but nicely. I kept waiting for TROUBLE to come out, either here or in England. It
kept not coming out. I can't tell you how desperately I wanted to hold that book in
my hand, bound and printed and with justified margins. The waiting was torture.

I continued to work on the sequel -- in fact, I'm still at it -- and in the course of
time I ended up in jail, serving a ninety day sentence for something we need not go
into here. Halfway through that sentence, Macdonald sent me the galley proofs for
TROUBLE. I went through the expected hassle getting the proofs into jail where I
could work on them, and tore the package open with expectations that could hardly
have been greater. But as soon as I saw what I had, I went into a state bordering on
hysteria. Connecticutt, I think it was.

Macdonald had somehow managed to set type on the wrong version of the book, the ver-
sion they had bought before I made all those extensive revisions. Hurriedly I sent
off a telegram informing them of their error. The reply was shattering: they couldn't
reset the book. The cost of resetting it would be prohibitive, they told me, and they
would have to drop the book from their schedule. They also told me I could keep the
advance they'd given me, and that I should find myself another publisher. iy UK agent
then wrote and told me that the sf market in England was into a sharp decline, and
that the chances of selling to another publisher just then were slight. I didn't be-
lieve it, but there was nothing I could do.

I got out of jail eventually, and some more time passed. My UK agent finally came up
with the bright idea of iacdonald reprinting TROUBLE from the plates of the Berkely
edition. Macdonald agreed to it, and I agreed to it too. Dut when they asked Berkely
for permission to reprint, Berkely disavowed any knowledge of the book's existance.

I called Henry and he called Berkely. Don Benson was no longer with them. I learned
from another source that the editor who had taken his place had decided not to pub-
lish a number of the books Don had bought. Mine was among them. I called Henry again
with this information, and he asked Berkely to confirm or deny it. They confirmed it.
Then came a period of hemming and hawing, followed by some negotiations. Henry and I
wanted the book back, if they weren't going to publish it.

But the contract I had signed still had almost a year to run before the rights revert-
ed back to me. Berkely said they would return the book if I would return the advance,
or alternatively, if they could have the advance from whatever other publisher bought
the book. Henry and I discussed this. After all, I wanted to get into print, and he
wanted to see me in print, because a published writer is worth more than an unpub-
lished one, cashwise anyway. But we decided that Berkely was at fault, that we had
sold them the book in good faith, and that if they weren't going to publish it, they
should return it with no strings. This meant taking a risky position. Berkely really
did have the right to hold the book until the contract ran out. But they didn't. And
I got to keep the advance.

So out went A WORLD OF TROUBLE again. Ballantine bought it in November of 1971. VWhet-
her they'll actually publish it or not remains to be seen. Vhether Macdonald will re-
print from the Ballantine plates or not remains to be seen. It may happen that the
whole thing will just fall apart once more. If it does I hope I'll be able to keep the
advance and resell the book again. And again. And again. I could make a career out of
that book, earn myself a fortune. So far I've earned quite a bit from it already, both
here and abroad. But really, all I care about is, if TROUBLE ever does see print,
they spell my name right on it. I don't think that's too much to ask for.
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. HUMOUR
IN AN
EXISTENTIAL
VEIN

ST by angus taylor

While ENERGUMEN is on the subject of good writers who seem to get perversely ignored
in the world of discussion and reviews, I'd like to put in a word for Robert Sheckley,
who has been one of my favourite sf authors for as long as I can remember. Sheckley
has been quite a prolific writer, and I assume a lot of people have read his stories.
And yet I never hear anyone talk about him. The following are some of my own thoughts
on Sheckley's writing. I'd like to hear the reactions of any other Sheckley fans
around.

The first thing one is bound to associate with Robert Sheckley is his mad sense of
humour. Because of this humour, you can be virtually guaranteed even before you read
a piece by him that you'll find it enjoyable. Like the (late) Beatles or Gordon Light-
foot, he rarely turns out a dud. Even when not masterpieces or even very significant
in any way, his stories are like hummable little melodies that go merrily round and
round in your head. '

That's what everyone notices about Sheckley, I'm sure. What I want to talk about
briefly is something a little different -- the thread that runs through most of Sheck-
ley's science fiction and seems to be the theme of his work and a reflection of his
philosophy of life.

Let's take the humour as a starting point. Any of you who have had the great good
fortune to see "Monty Python's Flying Circus" will (unless you have rocks in your
head) agree that it is easily the funniest series ever conceived by the mind of man
--a sort of combination of The Goon Show and The Firesign Theatre done up for tele-
vision with incredible success. Now the reason, it seems to me, why Monty Python suc-
ceeds so brilliantly where almost all other mass-media comedy fails so miserably is
this: most comedy today portrays absurd happenings in a normal world; Monty Python
portrays normal happenings in an absurd world. The characters in Monty Python skits
are fairly average types who are desperately struggling to retain a sense of normalcy
in a world gone utterly haywire. They put on their bowler hats, board the bus, and go
to work while all around them the absurdity of the world betrays their struggles to
lead ordered existences. If the facades of their private worlds seem ragged at the
edges, if their paranoia shows through in the mad glints in their eyes, it is hardly
surprising.

The absurdity of the world and the individual's struggle to come to terms with it is
also the basis of Sheckley's humour, and probably the key to his success as a writer
of humour in science fiction. But beyond being a theme around which to develop his
talent for humorous writing, the question of the individual in an absurd world is ob-
viously one which has continued to concern Sheckley from a philosophic standpoint.
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Some of his stories deal directly with this problem, such as "Warm", in which the ge-
stalt that the protagonist's mind has imposed on the world gradually disintegrates to
reveal the absurdity of everything, finallyp failing completely and leaving him lost
in the void. Another, "Dreamworld", is a nicely wrought little piece of horror that
completely erases the fine line between sanity and insanity.

Most Sheckley stories are a little more indirect than this, but the theme is still
unmistakeable. THE STATUS CIVILIZATION is especially noteworthy in this respect. The
hero of this novel awakens with almost total amnesia in a place he first assumes to
be a hospital, but soon learns is a prison ship. He has been sentenced for a crime
he cannot remember to a life of exile on a harsh prison planet for which he is com-
pletely unprepared, and which is designed to permit no escape except an unpleasant
death after a series of harrowing experiences among madmen and criminals. In fact
our hero does eventually escape, and returns to Earth to discover his "real" identi-
ty. The ending here seems somewhat contrived, and the dilemna posed in the powerful
opening scene remains to be dealt with again in later works.

The awakening of a protagonist to a situation which he did not create, or which he
cannot remember creating, but which he must deal with, occurs again and again. The
hero of "Potential", for example, wakes up alone on a starship, unable to remember
who he is or where he is going, and unable to return to Earth because the Sun has
gone nova. The hero of "A Thief in Time" is accused of crimes he hasn't committed
yet and is forced to flee into the more and more distant future to escape the long
arm of the law. ‘

At least in the short run, Sheckley's heroes are almost always hunted, seldom hun-
ters; almost always victims, seldom victors. Machines, people, voices appear from
nowhere, promising wealth and happiness but delivering only deceit and danger. The
hero of DIMENSION OF MIRACLES is told that he has won a prize in the Intergalactic
Sweepstakes, but after he collects it from Galactic Center he cannot find his way
back to Earth. The hero of MINDSWAP is swindled out of his body and spends the rest
of the book trying to recover it and get back home.

In trying to find their ways home, in trying to discover who they really are and
where they belong, Sheckley's heroes are beset by illusion. Things are never what
they appear. Everything is in a constant state of change. Nothing external to the
individual can be relied on, and it is difficult for the individual to be certain

IN T™HE TRADITION of
LovensTEIn
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even of himself. Joenes, the hero of JOURNEY BEYOND TOnORROW, comes to recognize the
difficulties inherent in striving after virtue:

The greatest of these difficulties, 'as Joenes saw it ,
was that all things, even men and their virtues, were
continually changing, thereby forcing a lover of the
good to abandon his illusions of permanence and to
search out the changes occurring in himself and others,
and to center his goodness in a never-ending search
for momentary stablhty in the midst of life's meta-
morphoses.

While Carmody of DIMENSION OF MIRACLES is trying to find his way back home, he is
pursued everywhere by his own special Predator, a very capable creature whose one
purpose is to put an end to Carmody. Eventually Carmody finds his home world, only
to abandon it once again, this time forever. His Prize tells him he has now lost
everything and is certainly doomed. Carmody replies calmly that he still has his mo-
ment of life, and was a fool ever to have expected more.

"Saint Carmody!" the Prize said, in tones of deepest
sarcasm. "No more than a shadow's breadth separates
you and death! What will you do now with your piti-
able moment?"

"I shall continue to live it," Carmody
said. "That is what moments are for."

Here Sheckley seems to have moved beyond the solution he found for his hero in THE
STATUS CIVILIZATION, for after returning to Earth, Carmody abandons it to take up "a
never-ending search for momentary stability in the midst of life's metamorphoses."

Sheckley is acutely aware of the limitations of man's attempts to understand the
universe. As he puts it so neatly in "Ask A Foolish Question", "In order to ask a
question you must already know most of the answer." But his heros muddle through
despite their limitations, and this is their triumph. And yet Sheckley's tales are
never dull or pedantic. His humour is in the Head Comix vein; the stern, cranky old
divinity ruling Earth that Carmody is told about in DIMENSION OF MIRACLES would make
the perfect God to play opposite Mr. Natural in any joint Sheckley-Crumb production.

With so many mediocre sf authors filling the stands these days with the cliches of
the past, it is a pity that Sheckley, one of the field's few real talents, is paid
so little critical attention.
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A lot of times it hurts that I can't write anywhere near as well as I'd like to., Too
many times I get in my own way.

Too many times I can't commmicate my ideas well, because I can't really articulate
them clearly. So what's meant to be a personal feeling comes out sounding like a
Public Pronouncement; what's meant to be a possible idea comes out as The Only Way
to Do Something. Or, as Jerry Kaufman once said about a bit of my writing, UJerry is
very Lapidus here.! Yes, indeed. : '

I wrote the column last issue in a burst of missionary mania, trying to get all my
wildest ideas and dreams about fanzines onto the page, and over to you. like edited
that a bit into a more readable form and then, beautifully accompanied by illustra-
tions and his own honest comments, presented that to you..

The response has been overwhelming, and for this I thank you; people I admire and
respect read the column, mostly disagreed violently, and told us so in no uncertain
terms. While this response was still coming in, I drafted the next section of the
column, which was an in-depth presentation of my own graphic ideas on a number of
specific fanzines. I sent it off to Mike and Susan.

Mike promptly sent it back to me, saying that while both he and I and perhaps half a
dozen other people might find this interesting, the majority of ENERGUMEN readers
wouldn't, probably wouldn't even bother reading it. And, I quickly realized, Mike
was very right.

I still have a fondness for that extended column, and you may see & shorter rewrit-
ten version of it here someday. But right now I think it will be better if I try to
print and respond to some of the comments we received.

I'm not going to try and argue theories and ideas, or to repeat what I said before.
What I do want to do is to try to clarify what I meant in a lot of what I said, and
to try to determine the basic points of disagreement. Let me specifically repeat only
one thing from that last column: in all this, really the only thing I'm asking anyone
else to do is to try and be as concerned with the way material in a fanzine is pre-
sented as he is with the material itself. All the rest is window dressing; all the
rest is just my own personal way of looking at all this, and I don't ask anyone to
either follow it or take it at all seriously. Perhaps, at the very most, let my ideas
be a jumping-off point, a point to begin and to attack from, to find the loopholes in
my thinking and so possibly clarify your own. Certainly that's what I'm trying to do,
and every word of criticism forces me to rethink and reinterpret my own ideas and
playthings. I ask only that you think about doing the same.

Finally, before going on, one more bit of intrOSpection. I don't rea.lﬁly know WHY I
.think artwork and text should complement each other; in almost every fanzine where I
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see it done, I like the fanzine better, I enjoy it more, and it creates for me a more
pleasing unified whole. But this emphatically does not mean that everything can be or
should be illustrated; I agree entirely that this {s not always possible or de31rab1e,
and that a great deal -- if not the majority -- of outstanding fan artwork is done in
non-illustrative areas. What this theory of mine does imply is that the editor -- in
my eyes -- should carefully consider his use of artwork. He should have a reason to
use each piece of art in the place that he uses it, a reason beyond the fact that it
fits the empty space. He may have an infinite range of reasons for deciding to use it
there -- from the fact that it happens to perfectly illustrate a moment in the text
all the way to the fact that it presents a totally opposite feeling from the text.
But to me it is important that he makes the consideration. Far from asking the art-
to be subordinate to the written material, I'm asking that it be at least equal --
and that it be used with care, and not simply at random.

The first comments from GRANT CANFIELD, then:

As you already know, I disagree almost en-
tirely with Jerry Lapidus on this business of
artwork matching the text. It's nice some-
times, if the article is conducive to that
sort of specific illustrating, especially if
the illustrator happens to be a Tim Kirk. A
great deal of fanzine verbiage, however,
doesn't lend itself to graphic augmentation.
I almost always turn down requests to illu-
@ strate a specific article or piece of fan-
fiction. I'm just not interested in doing
that. It's probably an egocentricity on my
part, in that I'm not particularly interested
in subordinating my artwork to the surround-
'ing verbal material. Besides, I really don't
understand Jerry's insistence that such a
marriage of verbal and visual material is for
the best. Why can't a Mike Gilbert illo be
appreciated just for itself? Why is it so
bloody important that a Tim Kirk cute-alien
drawing relate to the surrounding word mater-
ial, just because they happen to be on the
same page? Isn't a Kirk 'cute-alien just as
funny on its own? How many quarter page car-
toons in the back pages of PLAYBOY, how many
spot fillers in THE SATURDAY REVIEW or THE
NEW YORKER, relate directly to surrounding
text? Of course, that's on a whole different
gﬁ" scale, and is probably therefore an unjust
comparison.

=,

I could ask exactly the opposite questions -- cannot a like Gilbert illo or a Kirk

cute-alien be better appreciated if the surroundings are taken into consideration? Ob-

viously, I think this is so. And as Grant points to the spot cartoons in the back

pages of PLAYBOY, I'll point to the marvelous artwork and graphics in the rest of the

magazine, which I think illustrate my point perfectly. The artwork itself is excel-
lent, and in addition it provides a whole new dimension for the written material that
it accompanles -- and the opposite is also usually true.
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GRANT CANFIEID: Even so, I find it impossible to believe that the only function
of artwork -- even low-key artwork such as fan art -- is to augment surrounding
text. If nothing else, a piece of art helps break up the monotony of a printed
page. Jerry says that such a use of non-related artwork "may draw the interest
entirely away from the writing, thus harming the overall effect; it may be
skipped over entirely if the writing is good, thus wasting time, energy and
talent." But when you're reading, you're not looking at the picture. When you
are looking at the picture, you're not reading. Unless you have eyeballs that
track separately, I suppose. Jerry seems to be assuming that a page, as a gra-
phic entity, is looked at only once, then self destructs. But a page, like all
physical objects, exists in a framework of time, which means it is possible --
even legal -- to look at the pictures one time, and go back and look at the
words another time, or the other way around if you are so inclined. I think it
is a mistake to assume a dogmatic approach to layout graphics. Jerry's dogma in
this case seems to be that the page is an inviolable graphic entity -- or, more
correctly, the double page spread. However, each piece of artwork is also a
graphic entity, as is each block of type and each word and each letter for that
matter.

Perhaps I do read differently from most people, Grant. The first time I look through
any sort of illustrated material, be it ENERGUMEN or TIME, my eye is drawn towards
the visuals -- headings, drawings, cartoons, photographs, colors. This much seems to
be true for most people. When I read, though, I don't disregard the illustrations;
I'1] read along, come to an illustration or photograph, stop reading, look at the
artwork, and then continue reading again. Perhaps it's this way of reading that makes
me particularly enjoy artwork chosen to fit the text. Despite what Grant says, when
you're looking at the picture -- at least when I'm looking at the picture -- you've
Just read something, and will go back to readlng something. Further, I agree that
each piece of artwork is itself a separate graphic entity, just as Grant says...so,
as he also says, is each letter. But just as each letter is combined with other let-
ters to create words and sentences, I see each piece of artwork combined with other
graphic entities into one complete graphic entity, one in which none of the individ-
ual elements is slighted.

GRANT CANFIELD: As graphic entities go, sometimes a piece of artwork is just
not going to relate to anything. What does the faned do if he has a choice
drawing of a Cybersex Imprint Unit, but doesn't have one single article or even
one single mention of cybernetic imprint units to run on the same page? Throw
out the stencil and return the artwork unused? Well, he can if he wants to, be-
cause he is, after all, the editor. What most editors would do, though, is use
the piece of artwork simply to break up an otherwise graphically monotonous
page, knowing that the artwork will be appreciated on its own merit, as will
the surrounding text. If "overall effect" is sacrificed -- which seems to be a
subjective matter -- what the hell. A fanzine isn't exactly the highest art-
form. Which is not to say the editor need not try to elevate it as high as he
can. In this respect I agree with Jerry: try to do the best you can with what
you've got, graphically and otherwise.

From Grant, then, to Alex Eisenstein, who hardly ever agrees with any of my ideas, but
whose opinions I respect extraordinarily highly -~ and whose comments on layout in THE
ESSENCE 4 were among the best and most incisive I've ever seen in this field.



ALEX EISENSTEIN: lapidus is as mad as a Tenniel ,hatter and should be shot by a
firing squad with a salvo of pushpins and steel-tipped fillerillos. What he
wants is a commercial package that will dazzle his eyes (no matter the real
quality of art or layout, so long as it's slick and trendy), unless he happens
to find the text so fascinating or vitamin-enriched-edifying that he can af-
ford to overlook appearances. (nce upon a time, many fans decried a certain
fanzine because its production values supposedly far outshone its content. Oh,
the times they are a-plus-ca changing.

Most illustrating per se, especially by
fan artists, will always be less enthral-
ling than work done entirely for its own
sake. Exceptions frequently occur; this is
a matter affected much by temperament and
general competence, and artists anywhere/
anywhen have been known to find inspira-
tion in assignments, but the "free" work
of today's journeymen-professionals is
generally more devastating than the stuff
they turn out for a living. I don't deni-
grate the enterprise of professional illu-
stration, far from it; but I do think con-
formity to professional restrictions
should not be advocated as a standard for
fanzine art, which is pretty distant from
commercial rewards (even from those noted
by Andy Porter; the big money at art shows
is in large work, color work, fully ren-
dered or specially textured or highly de-
tailed work; fanzine illos are compara-
tively small potatoes). It should, there-
~ fore, remain equally distant from commer-
cial requirements; besides, as noted pre-
viously, such thematic limitations are
stultifying to the artist, except under
special circumstances which cannot be
magically evoked in every situation.

It's a nice fillip for a faned to be able
to present his audience with complementary
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