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enjoyment by Mike & Susan Glicksohn from 32 Maynard Ave. » #205, Toronto 156 Ontario.
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few subscriptions at 3 for $2.00 remain available but be warned that any sub money
beyond issue #15 will be used to buy hampsters for larson E. (No US checks or
stamps, please.) Cover this issue by Grant Canfield: Backcover by Dan Steffan.
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THINGS TO CQME... You hold in your hands a copy of the ante-penultimate ENERGUMEN.
For those of you without the 'benefits' of higher education and/or familiarity with
the songs of Flanders and Swann, that means the next to the next to the last issue.
Or to be even more precise, ENERGUMEN will cease publication with issue #15.

There are many reasons behind this decision, none of which, believe it or not, has

anything to do with our losing the Hugo. Primarily, though, it's a simple matter of
fulfilling one's objectives.

When I first thought of publishing a fanzine (quite some time before I actually did
produce an issue) I set two basic goals. I wanted to prove to myself and to my
friends that I could begin a fanzine and continue it for at least ten worthwhile is-
sues. And, much more important, I needed to prove to myself that I could do some-
thing creative and personal and do it at least as well as the majority of the other
people doing it.

I've never been a particularly creative person. I can't build things. I can't play
any musical instrument (my one year of high school band was a disaster.) I can't
draw to save my fanzine. And I'm very much aware of my limitations as a writer. What
talents I do have are probably in the field of mathematics, and even here I know I'm
not capable of any original contribution. When ENERGUMEN was born, I'd just dropped
- out of graduate school, accepting that I'd chosen
the wrong area of research. At the time it was
particularly important that whatever I chose to
do, I'd do it well. (Fans as social misfits,
did someone say?)

Well, this is issue #13, and even my stu-
dents know that 13 is greater than 10. A
check through our bound file of #1-#10
shows considerable, steady improvement
during those issues, so the first of
my objectives has been met. And the
second? For me, at least, it too
has been attained: I'm proud of
this fanzine, and I don't need
our Hugo nominations to tell
me that I've done a good
job. Not that we aren't
delighted by the nomina-
' tions and wouldn't like
a third, but it's the
personal awareness
and satisfaction
that are most im-
portant.

I can't deny

that ENER-
GUMEN has
been and
still is

important
to me. As
I said, it

was basic-~
the mke

ground.
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This in large part explains my reluctance to share the editorial duties, even after
Susan and I were married. To the extent that editing a fanzine is a creative task, I
wanted, and needed, to stand or fall on my own ability. It's a measure of my health-
ier attitude that Susan has had more editorial say in recent issues, and yet I'm
still not capable of properly sharing the load. I'm still proving something to my-
self, and in some way ENERGUMEN and I are bound together by ties I cannot explain. I
have fashioned its basic nature and direction according to my own ideas of the sort
of fanzine I'd like to produce; I've accomplished the tasks I initially set myself,
and it's been my decision to stop at this point. Susan would like to continue, and
it's highly likely that we'll publish another fanzine sometime. But one which will
be ours, to an extent that ENERGUMEN has not truly been.

With this and the two issues that will follow, I think we've accomplished as much as
we can with ENERGUMEN. We've reached the top, in as far as we're rumer-up to LOCUS,
and while I'm sure we could continue to publish interesting, attractive genzine is- -
sues, we'd be essentially duplicating our past achievements, such as they may be.
The challenge is in getting to the top, and staying there long enough to prove it
wasn't a fluke, not in mairrba.ining your position interminably. Ch, we could change
the fanzine, strike out in new directions, with new goals before us, but I have a
great reluctance to do so. I've no objections to starting a new fanzine, one we can
share and guide along a new path, but I prefer to let ENERGUMEN stand as it is. In a
very real way it is the physical realization of my first ideas on fanzine produc-
tion, and I'd as lief preserve it intact. So stopping publication of this particular
fanzine seems in order.

And yet I'm too proud to cease publishing the way so many faneds do, by simply not
appearing for so long that eventually people move you from the "Delayed" pile into
the "Dead" pile. I want to end with a little class, the way Dick Lupoff did with
XERO. No loose ends, no gradual fading away, but a blaze of glory; a very definite
ending that would be hard to top even if one kept on publishing.

We won't be going to fancy paper or multi-coloured mimeography, because that's not
our thing, but the end has been plammed out nevertheless. This is the last fregular!
issue, It has our usual variety of material, some sercon, some frothy and light, all,
we think, well-written and entertaining s plus another in our series of graphic trips.
Next issue, #14, will be a theme issue, and is shaping up as the best issue we've
produced, both visually and in terms of content. (It will include, by the way, the
Derek Carter comic strip that was under the bed, all nicely collated, when I wrote
the editorial in #12 and is still there as I write this. So much for my new-found

prophetic sense.) And #15 will wrap things up with the letters generated by next is-
sue plus some special concluding features, just to ke€p us in your memories. If it
all works out as planned, we should go out in style. And ghu knows we could use a
little style in this day and age.

~000-~

So the main reason for the demise of this fanzine is its achievement of its poten-
tial (plus my reluctance to continue this title in another form.) But I said there
were other reasons, and so there are.

The most pressing of these is Time, or, as usual, lack of it. It's getting harder
and harder to find the time to produce ENERGUMEN the way we'd like to, and it means
sacrificing more and more to keep it on schedule. Sure we could drop back to twice a
year, but it wouldn't be ENERGUMEN any more. I don't know if any of you can under-
stand that, but it's important to me. Right now Susan has her thesis underway, and
must work constantly at it. I'm in a new school with 6 classes instead of 4, 30
teaching periods a week instead of 22, and 170 students instead of 90. And on top of
the greatly increased work-load, I'm spending an hour and a half a day more in tran-
sit than I did last year. Our mundane schedules ,just won't permit the production of
a full-size regular genzine any more.
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takes a small part of your spare time,

Another aspect of the time factor is that
publishing ENERGUMEN is begiming to take up
all of my time available for fanac. I first
entered fanzine fandom as a letterhack and
I've managed to maintain that side of my
activity throughout the life of the fanzine.
But lately I've had no time at all for locs.
A frighteningly large pile of unanswered
fanzines has built up recently, and my name
is probably mud in dozens of fannish house-
holds. This bothers me because as great a
source of satisfaction, enjoyment and egoboo
as ENERGUMEN has been, I get as much plea~-
sure out of writing locs. And while I may
have reached my potential as an editor, I
think I can still make a comtribution through
my locs. I'd like to have the time to do so.
(I suppose it's fair to say that deep down
ingside, there's a letterhack kicking and

screaming to get out.)

I'd also like the time to do a few other
things besides type stencils, enter sub-
scriptions, run stencils, collate folios,
stuff envelopes, type mailing labels, etc.
Nobody likes doing this, but if it only

you learn to live with it. When your spare

time diminishes to the point where that's all you seem to do, though, then something
has to give. Publishing and distributing even just 240 copies of a 50+ page fanzine
every three months entails a hell of a lot of labour (especially when you have to
slipsheet!) We're getting into some apas. now, and TORCON 2 is coming up. Besides,
Susan deserves to be married to a husband, as well as an editor. (To top off every-
thing, we've undergone a recent surge in popularity. A flood of subscriptions has
raised the initial mailing to about 230; coupled with my refusal to raise the regu-

lar print run past its current distribu-
tion of 240, this means we'll shortly be
forced to send back subscriptions. Sigh--
there goes a bunch more deadwood. )

~-000-

I imagine that no matter what we say,
there will be those who!ll think we're
"quitting" because we didn't win a Hugo,
or hoping to get a sympathy vote next year.
In the first place, we knew all along we
wouldn't win and this decision is one I've
been talking over with Susan since well
before LACon. It is a bit frustrating to
have to realize that no matter how good

a fanzine someone might put out, a circu-
lation of 240 is just never going to get
you that statue. But that's reality and
you live with it. (LOCUS distributes more
than five times as many copies as we do;
GRANFALLOON has a print run twice ours;
and SFC has 200 paid subs in North America
alone. C'est la vie. All in all, we're de-
lighted to have placed second.)
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However, winning a Hugo is no fanzine's raison d'etre. The Hugo is simply one of the
wltimate forms of egoboo (although there are those who scorn it) and since it is
literally impossible for most faneds to win one, the majority of us are more than
satisfied with egoboo of a somewhat lesser sheen, though of certainly no lesser sig-
nificance. As I say in the lettercol to Grant Canfield, we'd love to win a Hugo, but
wimning one or losing one has nothing to do with the decision to stop publishing.

As for next year, well if we really wanted to win, we'd be doubling the print run
instead of trimming non-responders to keep it at its current workable level. Sympathy
votes? Our circulation is still 240, and LOCUS still has a circulation of over 1300,
and there are still likely to be well over 500 votes cast... Influence of local
voters? Let's ask Tom Digby about that... No, we're realistic about the award. We
both think this has been a2 good zine, but a hell of a lot of fanzines that were a
hell of a lot better than this one didn't win a Hugo either. (Fannish fans please
skip the next two lines.) So while we're certainly hoping for anocther nomination for .
next year, those rocket-shaped doorstops would be frosting on the cake. And that's
the truth. :

=000~

So ENERGUMEN will appear in your mailboxes
Jjust twice more, then vanish into the pages
of some future volume of fannish history.
Producing it, and guiding it, has meant a
lot of dull, boring work (to this day I
loathe pasting in electrostencils!)(and up
to this point I estimate that my work on
this fanzine has included the insertion of
150,000 slipsheets!) but has also resulted
in a great deal of satisfaction and egoboo.
It's been a source of great pleasure, and a
monstrous headache. We've been frustrated,
overjoyed, enraged, disappointed, and de-
lighted -- often all on the same night! But
above all it's been fun, and rewarding, and
that seems like a good way to remember it.

Perhaps anyone willing to put in the long
hours and to bring a perfectionist'!s eye to
the mimeo handle could have created ENERGU-
MEN...and perhaps not. I don't know, and it
doesn't really matter. We did it, and I did ‘

it, and it seems worthwhile. And if it dbirosonerz
pleased you too, what more could we ask?

% =-00o- =

WE INTERRUPT OUR PROGRAM...to give you a much-needed break from this soul-baring and
provide you with some hard and fast information. BULLFROG INFORMATION SERVICE was an
Oregon-based counter-culture magazine whose eighth and last issue featured a special
seeticn on fandom put together by the ever-lovely Alpajpuri. It included articles by
Andy Offutt, Angus Taylor, Jerry lapidus, Hank Luttrell and Grant Canfield along
with reviews, fiction and lots of good fanart. When BULLFROG folded, Paj eventually
acquired a large number of copies and he's selling them for 50¢ each from Box 69,
Ocean Park, WASH. 98640

Paj asked me if I could recommend his 'fanzine! and the answer is a definite yes. At
50¢ it's a bargain, even for the completists among you who've probably read several
of the pieces in fanzines and elsewhere. Get a copy, you'll find it well worth it.
Besides...it's the only way the contributors are ever going to get their pay!
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THE OLD CON GAME...began for me this worldcon with a convention in Albuquerque the
weekend before labour Day. By some gross miscarriage of Truth, Justice and the Ameri-
can Way, I was the Fan Guest of Honour. It was a small gathering (if one discounts
George Senda) but not even the continuously overcast skies s the periodic torrential
downpours or the remarkable displays of raw, violent lightning could dampen our en-
Joyment. My sincere thanks go out to Chairperson Pat ("Oh, it's always sunny here in
the desert") McGrew, horrible old Roy ('We always have perfect weather here in New
Mexico") Tackett, and good old Bob ("It never ever rains in Albugquerque") Vardeman.

My flight down was undistinguished only by the presence of vast numbers of squalling
children on both legs of the journsy. (Nobody flies directly to Albuquerque!) I did
experience the pleasure of phoning for a free limousine to the motel for the first
time, but their Volkswagon didn't impress me. The weekend itself was most enjoyable,
the con being very lightly programmed and thus allowing many opportunities for con-
versation with a variety of delightful people (and also George Senda.) Highlights
would have to include being turned on to snuff for the first time, a trip to Varde-
bob's palatial apartment block (decorated in early bordello), and a guided tour,
conducted by that very same gentleman, of Albuquerque's high spot. (Taco Bell, did
you say the name was, Bob?)

Even more exciting than these touristy excursions, though, was watching Bob visibly
shrink as hour after hour passed and Guest of Honor Ted White failed to appear. Al-
most as Bob was preparing to give refunds on everybody's banquet tickets (an idea we
heartily endorsed after eating Hojo's food), Ted arrived to save the day. A virus
had delayed him (dare I say it hurt his circulation?), but certainly didn't prevent
him from holding an interesting and amusing question-and-answer session to highlight
the banquet.

For my own part, I was more than slightly nervous at the thought of addressing a
roomful of people as Fan Guest of Honour when at least half the people there deserv-
ed the honour more than I did. But thanks to the marvellous powers of IPA (a brew
unknown in Albuquerque, which seems to exist on Coors. Come to think of it, that ex-
plains a lot about Albuquerque...) and the concealing folds of the caftan Susan had
made (which kept my nervous shaking hidden from the onlookers), I managed a few
short words. Those present were kind enough to laugh in all the right places, too,
which made it a rather enjoyable experience.

I'd be remiss if I failed to mention the Sunday morning breakfast at the Speers!.
Jack kept the conversation going while Mrs Speer and Pat McGraw prepared such a
mountain of food that eventually even John Douglas threw in the towsl. It was a warm
and friendly gesture on the part of the Speers, and for me it added a new dimension
to what had previously been just a legendary fannish name.

Of the eighteen hour drive from Albuguerque to Los Angeles, through rain storms that
threatened to wash away the Rockies, the less said the better. But if you're ever
forced to take the trek, I can think of few people who could make it seem as pleas-
ant or :-;s short as Judith Brownlee did. (With the help of her groovy dog Angel, of
course,

With the traditional friendliness of the Angelinos, we'd been offered a place to
stay by the Trimbles and Walt Liebscher. Since Bjo is traditionally inundated with
visitors on these occasions, we thought it best not to burden her with two extra
bodies, so we gratefully accepted Walt's offer. ('We" is John Douglas and I, by the
way: Susan was unfortunately unable to make the trip this year.)

Judith again offered to drive us, accompanied by her room-mates Devra langsam and
Maureen Wilson, and the trip across and through Los Angeles turned out to be only
slightly less hazardous than our previous journey. With surprisingly little delay,
though, we found Walt's apartment, and squatted happily in his driveway drinking
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beer and playing cards until Walt arrived home from work. And what can I say about
Walt Liebscher? His warm, open nature has made him a man deeply loved by all who
know him, and his many kindnesses to us enriched the trip greatly. Those of you who
know Walt know what I mean; I hope the rest of you someday get to meet him -- this
is one rare human being.

Before the convention itself began, I seized the opportunity to fulfill one of my
long-time ambitions. On my fourth visit to California, I finally made it to Disney-
land. (On the day of our second anniversary, as it happens.) Despite the schlocky
parts and the corny parts and the good-clean-all-imerican parts and the kitsch parts
(like the postcards that squeak when you squeeze them), I'd recommend it to anyone
without reservation. There are rides and amusements there that are truly breath-
taking in the realism of their illusions (and damn it all, that pirate did turn and
wink at me when I said hello to him!) It's a clean attractive place filled with
people enjoying themselves and I certainly didn't find it oppressively commercial.
Maybe there's something to this good clean fun and wholesome family entertainment
after all... ~

LACon had all the advantages and the drawbacks of an enormous world convention. Des-
pite some poor planning in certain areas, the con seemed to run quite smoothly for
most attendees, and the committee received the traditional round of applause at the
banquet. For me, the chief blessing of the worldcon is that it attracts a lot of
fans that I'd otherwise not have the chance to meet. By the same token, the modern
worldcon attracts so many people that it's hard to get much of a chance to get to
know these newly acquired friends. One or the other of you is always being taken
away by other, older friends. A worldcon is a great place to be introduced to people
but for meeting people I'll take a small regional anytime.

Nevertheless, it was a distinect pleasure to have the chance to chat, even though
only briefly at times, with such good people as Grant and Cathy Canfield, and Jim
and Lenora Shull, and Paj, and Robin Johnson and Bill Wright from Australia, and Jim
McLeod and his wife, and many many others, among whom I'd have to include Greg Ben-
ford (who is funny when he's ‘stoned, in a vicious sort of way) and God. That's
right, I met God at the LACon in Los Angeles.

-~



God, as many of you will know, is known to his intimates as Elmer Perdue. It was a
complete surprise for me when I was introduced to this legendary fan on the Sunday
night. I had no idea he was in the hotel, but such is the curse of the worldcon. Now
that I've seen Elmer toke up while completely bombed, I'd have to agree that his
.nickname is totally deserved. (There certainly seemed to be a lot of dope at this
convention...or so I was told.)

In addition to the many fascinating new faces, there was the traditional chance to
renew acquaintances with a great many old friends, some of whom I hadn't seen for
three years. The hours passed most pleasantly in the company of such dear friends as
Jerry Jacks, the very first person I ever saw in fandom and one of the fans I like
the most to this day, Astrid Anderson, who despite LOCUS intimations to the contrary
asked me to accompany her at the masquerade, George Barr, as gentle and as interest-
ing as ever, Tim Kirk, who gets more sardonic with each passing year, and Alicia
Austin, who never seems to change at all, and the Trimbles and the Browns and the
Silverbergs and a host of others including many friends from the east coast that we
fortunately get to see more than once every other year. I even had several chats
with Terry Carr and Bill Rotsler, my fellow second-raters 3 on people alone, LACon
was a fantastic success.

There was (or so I'm told) a full and varied program and a hell of a lot of movies.
I actually attended a few parts of the former, although the latter almost completely
escaped my notice. Having seen the movie room, however, this doesn't surprise me. As
for the program, I personally don't enjoy the three-ring circus set-up that is cur-
rently the vogue. It sets up too many conflicts and can be embarrassing at times., I
found myself on a panel addressing an audience of about 30 because many people had
not yet figured out the layout of the convention space and we were on opposite Poul
Anderson, a drawing card of not inconsiderable weight. I didn't mind, but the speak-
ers who followed us and had their panel postponed for four hours because nobody
showed up may have felt a little hurt. This was at least partly due to the poor de-
sign of the hotel,with function space scattered over a wide area. Many attendees
never did discover all of the areas being used by the convention. On the plus side,
though, the hotel provided remarkable room rates, so I suppose we had to put up with
a certain number of drawbacks.

One such drawback was the location of the auctions in the smallest room in the hotel.
Many potential bidders were simply unable to gain entrance to the overcrowded room
and this must have hurt the bidding slightly. It was a shame, too, since the organi-
zers had taken the trouble to prepare a catalogue of items on the block. This is a
basically sound idea, although displaying the items might have been better than des-
cribing them. An indication of when each item would be sold would have helped im-
measurably, too, since we wouldn't have needed to sit for hours waiting for one par-
ticular item to appear. This would have relieved the congestion problem also.

The art show was excellent, although once again the design of the room made the bid-
ding sessions difficult to run, the masquerade was smaller than some but of high
quality and very ably run, and the banquet was enjoyable despite the abysmal service,
mediocre food and the Hugo results (sigh.) (Our table was absolutely the last to be
served, long after everyone else had been cleared away. My thanks to Terry Carr and
Barbara Silverberg for the green bean and potato that kept me going until the food
did arrive. It's quite an experience to have the head table notables introduced when
youtre just .starting your dessert.)

But all these complaints are only minor and are not supposed to indicate that I had
a bad convention. It was a really good con, and if I noticed the areas where there
were difficulties, it's because I want to know what to look out for next year. Our
hotel is more efficiently designed than the LA one, so I'm confident we'll avoid
many of their difficulties...and replace them with some uniquely our own! If every-
one enjoys TORCON 2 as much as I did LACon, we'll have done a damm fine job.
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“Life And Death
In Dreadful
Conflict ‘ ' L
Strove” a0 by Sandra Miesel

Mors et vita duello
Conflixere mirando.
Dux erat mortuus
Regnant vivus.

~=-=- Victimae Paschali, 11th C Easter hymn

Between 1963 and 1969 appeared one of the most popular recent sf series, Fred Saber-
hagen's berserker stories. Although the concept of a killer robotic spaceship is not
unprecedented -- an earlier is Theodore Sturgeon's 1948 novella "There Is No Defense"
and a later Norman Spinrad's STAR TREK script "The Doomsday Machine" -- Saberhagen

explored the idea thoroughly, transforming it from a gimmick to a theological symbol.

The beserkers, millenia-old relics of war between extinct alien races, are the im-
placable foes of all 1life. These subtle, treacherous, wholly unpredictable asteroid-
sized destroyers can devastate an entire planet within days. Guided by self-program-
ming computers, they are capable of adaptation, learning, communication, and repli-
cation as in ghastly parody of their living prey. The voices of these soulless in-
telligences are the recorded sounds of captives, "bits of human emotion, sorted and
fixed like butterflies on pins."

As the series unfolds the berserkers grow from mechanical menaces to horrifying ima-
ges of Death and Absolute Evil. The earliest story, '"Without a Thought"/"Fortress
Ship", depends on an elementary application of games theory; the last, "Starsong,"
retells the myth of Orpheus and Eurydice. Other stories employing simple devices in-
clude "Patron of the Arts" (art as expression of life), "The Peacemaker"/"The Life
Hater" (a pacifist's bluff), "What T and I Did" (neurophysiology), "Mr. Jester" (a
comedian allies with an inoperative berserker), "Sign 'of the Wolf" (post-technologi-
cal barbarism forshadowing the setting of THE BROKEN LANDS and THE BLACK MOUNTAINS),
and "Berserker's Prey" (growing plants as weapons).

In addition to these discrete adventures BERSERKER also includes a cycle of connect-
ed stories about the warrior-saint Johann Karlsen and his associates. "Goodlife" in-
troduces High Admiral Hemphill whose desire to avenge his family makes him as terri-
ble and implacable as the berserkers themselves. To him: "What else really mattered
in the universe, besides smashing the damned machines?" A more sympathetic character
is the homely poet Mitchell Spain who falls in love with Karlsen's doomed fiancee.
Charismatic and deeply Christian Karlsen has the "tremendous assurance -- not of
being right,...but of being committed to right." He leads a human armada to decisive
victory in "Stone Place." But jealous of his popularity, Karlsen's half-brother
Filipe Nogara, nihilistic ruler of the mighty Esteel Empire arranges his feigned
death. Karlsen is trapped along with a berserker vessel in orbit around a neutron
star and later rescued by Hemphill's men in "The Face of the Deep'.

Literary borrowings, from Poe for "The Masque of the Red Shift" and Chaucer's
"Knight's Tale" for "In the Temple of Mars," heighten interest in this part of the

-9-



series. Moreover it draws upon sixteenth century history. Johann Karlsen, governor
of Austeel, is Don John of Austria, "the last knight of Europe," illegitimate son of
Hapsburg Emperor Charles V, half-brother of Philip II of Spain. Under Don John's
brilliant command the allied fleets of Spain, Venice, and the Papacy broke Turkish
_seapower for all time at the Battle of Lepanto, October 7, 1571. So astonishing was
this victory, the Catholic Church has commemorated it for the past 400 years with
the feast of Our Lady of the Rosary. Even Saberhagen's battle tactics and statistics
approximate those of Lepanto.

Don John was then sent as regent to the rebellious Netherlands where he ruled intel-
ligently until felled by a combination of the plague and syphillis. (The historical
prince was not quite as virtuous as Karlsen.) Rumor insisted that Philip had had him
poisoned. Similarly, after the berserker's defeat, Nogara dispatches Karlsen to pa-
cify the planet Flamland (=Flanders). Once this mission is complete Nogara has his
brother placed in suspended animation but announces he died in an epidemic.

Saberhagen's portrait of Nogara blends legends of the Spanish king with fact. The
scene in "Stone Place" where Nogara contemplates a vial of suicide drug is taken
from Chesterton's poem "Lepanto." Nogara's cruelty, taste for sadism and perversion,
necrophilous inclinations, and paranoia are those of the legendary Philip. His meti-
culousness, calculation, impassivity, and indifference to ceremony are those of the
real Philip. With the passage of years both Esteeler and Spaniard spiral down into
ever-deepening gloom, prisoners of joyless power.

History is also the basis of BROTHER ASSASSIN, a novel fused out of three novelettes.
Here the struggle against the berserkers takes the form of a temporal war, permitted
by anomalous space-time conditions around the planet Sirgol. From a last underground
redoubt the surviving inhabitants parry berserker attacks on key events in their
past: the Neolithic roots of civilization ("The Stone Man"), the reign of a great
king equivalent to Charlemagne ("The Winged Helmet"), and the beginnings of science

. and global peace ("Brother Berserk-
er"). The enemy is duly destroyed
and men are free to rebuild their
world. The book emphasizes ethics
more than time paradoxes. The tech-
nology of time-probing is a '"given";
victory hinges on individual unself-
ish acts.

The final episode, its magazine
version exquisitely illustrated by
Jack Gaughan in the mamer of Dlirer,
is perhaps the best of the entire
series. Saberhagen's sources are
the career of Galileo and the leg-
end of St. Francis of Assisi and
the Wolf of Gubbio. Scientist Vin-
cento and friar Jovann are targets
of the most sophisticated berserker
robot ever built: the one for his
contribution to human knowledge, -
the other for his inspiration to
human conduct. The disguised robot
attempts to interfere in Vincento's
heresy trial by helping him irrefu-
tably prove the rotation of the
earth. Vincento is dissuaded from
using this proof and unable to con-
found his persecutor Nabur (Urban

-10-



VIII), continues the research essential to fu- e
ture Sirgol science.

Brother Jovann is St. Francis reverently dupli-
cated, even to the details of his grey robe and
name -- St. Francis had originally been called
John (Giovanni). His foolish disciple Saile is
of course Elias of Cortona, second General of
the Fransciscan Order who shaped it far from
its founder's intent. Instead of taming a vic-
ious wolf with love, Jovann pacifies the berser-
ker robot. He's the catalyst that draws the
subtle device from imitation to true life. Teil-
hard de Chardin's influence is evident in this
climax as it is all through BROTHER ASSASSIN.
(Evolution and evolutionary mechanisms are also
the bases of Saberhagen's first two novels, THE
GOLDEN PEOPLE and THE WATER OF THOUGHT.)

Struggle between the forces of Life and Death is
such an elemental theme Saberhagen has continued
to dramatize it in his newer, non-berserker
novels THE BROKEN LANDS and THE BLACK MOUNTAINS.
Both series follow the traditional scenario of
cosmic conflict and trace the polarization of
the universe. Aliens and men, even animals and
plants unite to serve Life while Death threat-
ens. Yet there are crossovers between the two
camps. Death-serving orientations existed in mankind from the begimning. A few men
collaborate with the enemy willingly ("What T and I Did") or can be conditioned to
do so ("Goodlife"). The berserkers incorporate human tissue into their cybernetic
devices ("Starsong"); men depend upon computers. ..."The fight would be computer
against computer, faithful slave of life against outlaw, neither caring, neither
knowing." A robot achieves living awareness to respond to love; men worship the ber-
serkers to wallow in hate ("In the Temple of Mars"). Karlsen's brother and dark an-
tithesis Nogara feels kinship with the hosts of Death. Whatever the outcome of the
war, he muses, '"What did it all matter? Was it not a berserker universe already,
everything determined by the random swirls of condensing gas, before the stars were
born?" Whatever the reason the saga of Karlsen was left incomplete, it was unneces-
sary to show a climactic duel between the brothers. Like the grisly High Lord Som in
THE BLACK MOUNTAINS, Nogara is death-in-life. He must’ inevitably destroy himself.

There is nothing especially remarkable about affirming the primacy of goodness or
observing that "eyes see more than lenses do." Yet at a time when humen aggressive-
ness is loudly deplored in sf (STAND ON ZANZIBAR, etc.), Saberhagen accepts it as a
fact of our nature and demonstrates its survival value. Humans are the backbone of
the resistance; non-violent elder races are unable to defend themselves.

Suffering and tragedy punctuate the series. The author often depicts sorrow, loss,
and regret (also in a non-series short story, "Young Girl at an Open Half-Door").
Yet his confidence never wavers. Virtue must ultimately triumph no matter how power-
ful the Adversary appears.

The great frustration in fighting evil is that it can never be totally eradicated.
Men emulate berserkers whether as worshippers or as crusading fanatics like Hemp-
hill. Despite their defeat at Stone Place, the berserkers are never quite extermina-
ted. A few always escape to rebuild and attack anew. LORD OF THE RINGS and Chester-
ton's BALLAD OF THE WHITE HORSE end on this same note: no earthly victory is lasting.
The laurels of Lepanto and Ethandune are as faded as those of Middle-earth. New
threats inexorably arise.
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What explains the berserker series' popularity? For one thing there is the attrac-
tion of Saberhagen's sound technical imagination which can see a story in a Foucault
pendulum or a squash seed. Then there is his skill in plotting old verities on new
coordinates. The author's views are wholesome and hopeful. His sincerity and concern
for the issues he raises are clearly evident. Life against Death is the duellum
mirandum, the wonder-war. As we flounder in contemporary ambiguities, apocalyptic
tales are a welcome diversion. It might also be argued that these infermal automata
Seem more gruesome to today's reader than the wraiths and monsters of conventional
fantasy.

Glittering style is not one of Saberhagen's strengths. His plain functional prose
falters in "Starsong" but nevertheless improves -- compare BERSERKER with BROTHER
ASSASSIN. His characterizations are generally rudimentary yet Karlsen is an amazing-
ly convincing figure. (Draffut the Beast-Lord in THE BLACK MOUNTAINS is another "im-
possible" character excellently portrayed.)

Saberhagen may be more artisan then artist but he is above all an effective story-
teller. With deceptively simple tools he shapes fiction as staunch as a megalithic
wall and as appealing as a fresh redaction of some beloved fairy tale. Through his
tales we watch the Dance of Life.
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Now, isn't that a nice sexy title. But, back off, brothers and sisters, this here is
going to be an article as clean as the driven snow before the advent of smog.

I am in love with the English language. I am an inveterate Scrabble player. My fav-
orite book is the Random House Dictionary of the English Language. Every time I
touch it I almost cream my jeans. Such a wealth of knowledge, and fun, between the
pages of one book.

Ordinary words I like, but unusual words turn me on. Following are a few that will
be mentioned in this piece. It might be fun for you to guess what they mean before
you look them up. And if you don't look up every word you don't understand, then
shame on you. You are missing one-of life's greatest pleasures.

ZORILLA TIGLON LIGER CONCUPISCIBLE CRAPULOUS

IRREFRAGABLE SUQ SCUPPERNONG LUBRICIOUS LUCIFERQUS

SATURNISM SATRAP PSEUDIPIGRAPHY FOOZLE FUNGIVOROUS

GLORIOLE GLUNCH FIZGIG FIRKIN FRUSTULE KLABERJASS

GLABROUS CRWTH ZEBRULA  ZIGGARAT ~ ZEBRASS SWINK

SWONK SWONKEN SWEESE SNASH KOGAI KODOGU WAKIZASHI

KATANA KO-KATANA  TSUBA KOZUKA DOGGAI SEPPA DAI
If you know the meaning of ten of the above you win a gaggle of swooses.

-0 -

If you tell someone that they are concupiscible, you are not implyimg that they are
very wet, but very desirable.

Someone who is crapulous is not stinking from what you may think, but is stinking
drunk. '

Irrefragable does not mean incapable of being fragged, but merely undeniable.

Sug is the only word (invaluable in Scrabble) I have found ending in Q. It's a Mus-
1lim market place.
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Does one ride in a scuppernong? No, but you can trample them with your bare feet.
They is grapes. There is a delightful custom in the South. People go scuppernonging.
You just drive to the place where they is grown, pay the man in charge, and consume
these luscious morsels until your belly is full.

Lubricious has nothing to do with petroleum products. If you are wanton or lewd,
that's what you are.

Luciferous has nothing to do with the devil. It has something to do with fireflies
and things of that ilk. It's what they are when they light up.

Saturnism has nothing to do with planets, unless you see heavenly bodies when you
have lead poisoning.

A satrap isn't a device for catching sas, it's a Persian governof.

Pseudipigraphy has nothing to do with mapping swine, it's giving the wrong author
credit for a piece of writing.

To foozle is to bungle, so don't go foozling around.

If you are fungivorous, that doesn't mean you make people laugh, it means you exist
on mushrooms, or truffles if you are very rich.

A gloriole is not a place to have illicit sex. It's an aureole, whatever that is.
Glunch is not a titbit tasting orgy, when you glunches you grimaces. .
A fizgig is not a device to put bubbles in your drinks, but a giddy girl.

If you think a good firkin is something most humans enjoy, think again. It's a
butter tub.

Frustule is the silceous cell wall of a diatom. I never knew that before. In fact I
don't even want to know it after. :

Klaberjass is not a lot of talk about curdled milk. Would you believe a card game?

Glabrous is not a man with a severe head cold describing a beautiful woman. It
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means you has no hair on your head, or a duck that has just withstood the ravages
of a hurricane. Down is out.

Crwth (another Scrabble goodie) is the only word I have found with no vowels. A
Welsh musical instrument.

A ziggarat is not something you smoke, unless you're particularly fond of Sumerian
temples, ' ‘

The bock says swonk is a pt. of swink. I haven't the slightest idea what a pt. is.
Swonken is the past participle of swink, which of all things means labor or toil.

Snash has absolutely nothing to do with women unless they use abusive language.

Now brace yourself. Kogai, kodogu, wakizashi, katana, ko-katana, tsuba, kozuka,
doggai, and seppa dai are all part of one thing, a Japanese sword. If you think
that's a gas, look up heraldry.

A tiglon is the offspring of a male tiger and a female lion. A liger is from a male
lion and a female tiger. A zebrula comes from a female horse and a male zebra.

A zorilla is not a cross between a zoophyte and a gorilla, it's its own thing, a
skunklike African animal.

A zebrass is not the rear end of a striped animal, but the offspring of a zebra and
a jackass.

I once knew a botanist who crossed a kumquat bush with a grapefruit bush. On one
branch he had grapequats, and on the other, kumfruits.

A swoose is a cross between a swan and a goose. The plural is sweese, or, believe it
or not, swooses.

To end this sterling, educational article on a2 high note, I must tell you about a
friend of mine. He crosses pheasants with ducks. For reasons of propriety, he simply
calls them birds,

(0.0)

()
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Around a corner, past a roc's egg resting,

for some reason, in a footed Victorian

bathtub, were plaster moulds holding human
bodies. I opened the lid of a small vat and stared down. A disembodied hand grasped
the surface of the melted wax, frozen in attempted escape. My muffled scream echoed
in the deserted room.

The begimning of a horror movie? Hardly. I was in Vancouver, B.C. at a science-fic-
tion convention. One of the convention members had taken me to visit a waxworks --
that cliche of horror fiction -- and this was where they melted down cracked and
chipped parts for re-use -- a transplant bank, so to speak.

Looking around the cavernous room -- empty of workers this Sunday -- I was struck by
the preponderance of voluptuous female forms in attitudes of delight and abandon.
This was explainable: the factory was currently supplying an order for a wax museum
in Japan. One already in operation there displays, besides the traditional movie
stars, statesmen and historical figures, an X-rated section depicting the delights
of the flesh in such an explicit and animated manner that the Japanese police came
to arrest two of the figures. This museum has proved so profitable that a second is
plamed in another city. Figures for that are currently being produced. Nude pinups
decorate the walls above the workbenches, proving how dedicated the employees are to
their craft.

The wax figures -- even the conventional types -- are most realistic. Were it not
for their bloom of health and vitality one would think himself in a morgue. Each
. hair on the heads -- and stubble on the chins of the males -- is inserted by hand,
with a needle into the wax. The eyes are the same prosthetic glass eyes used after
surgury. A standing, headless torso, clad in long underwear, reveals that clothed
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figures are dressed from the "skin" out so the costumes hang
properly.

The girls, who spend all day inserting scalp hairs, are
glad for a break in routine when asked to do nude mo- \ \\ /
delling. The closed-off artists' workroom, I was N

told, has an executive and an employees' peep-

A\

hole. \
What I wondered, do Pope Paul and the / A
Mormon family, lifelike but disem- :
bodied, think, staring across the

~
room at the bare and bountiful P {
charms of Racquel Welch? Do \ A P ' C
A ‘

they disapprove? If so,
what must they think
of the lesbian sado-
masochistic scene,
complete with whips,
belts and bondage,

that stands frozen in

weird delight off to - /
one side? They don't BY ‘ A
say what they t -

but they stare. wm :\
Out past the metal- N Vs

skeleton shop -- past

the roc's egg in its

private bath -- past

the ecstatic woman in

the bottomless basket,

past the polar bears N

Vi s/

- ,‘_// A =

in the rafters and the !

stuffed tiger -~ I had

seen it all. ,
\

But I knew, somehow, .

that beyond the next e

vat, hidden in the
darkness, lurked Vin-
cent Price and his
hunchbacked assistant
=~ waiting. I hurried
out the door. i
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PHILIP K. DICK
and

THE PSYCHOGENIC ORIGINS

of
DEATH BY METEOR-STRIKE

by Angus Taylor

Technicians of the Ordinary, Scientists of the Preposterous

It seems that editor Ben Bova of ANALOG wants "stories for the future" (sic) for his
magazine. They should be "told for scientifically trained, technically employed
adults. Usually, we like the theme to revolve around an ordinary technician involved
in an industry 50 to 50,000 years from now."

How dull., How dreary. How trivial. Of course, if there's one thing I can't stand
it's this sort of sick, New Wave garbage about ordinary technicians eking out their
ordinary existences in ordinary industries of the ordinary future. Like some neuro-
tic quantum mechanic whimpering away in the hold of some freighter on the Rigel-
Aldebaran run while making boring adjustments to the ion-phasors of the hyperwarp
converter. Ho hum. No friends, I'm afraid you won't find any of this sort of pander-
ing to the tastes of an effete elite of gloom-ridden litterateurs in the works of
one Philip K. Dick.

What alternative does Mr. Dick offer us in place of the tired anti-heroes of ANALOG?
Well, for example, he offers us lance Arbuthnot and his monumental and revolutionary
thesis on "The Psychogenic Origins of Death by Meteor-Strike". Mr. Arbuthnot, (a nom
de guerre of one of the characters in COUNTER-CLOCK WORLD) would have us believe
that if a person is killed by a meteor it's because he hated his grandmother. A pre-
posterous theory? Everything about Dick's stories is preposterous. I love it. Pre-
posterousness is the essence of good science fiction. To hell with facts. Science
fiction has little to do with facts, but much to do with truth. "Never let the facts
stand in the way of the truth" should be the motto of all sf writers. Facts are for
technicians. Facts are for hacks. Truth is for scientists like Einstein and science
fiction writers like Dick.

Plato and the Bonds of Erotic Polymorphic Experience Motel

"I have a rule," Runciter said irritably,
"about my employees sleeping with one another."
"For or against?" Zoe Wirt inquired.

This article has been inspired by the fact that I have been on a Philip Dick binge
recently. This binge may last quite some time, since it seems to be some sort of uni-
versal law that there are always more Dick books in existence than it is possible
for any one person to read. Once you get hooked there's no stopping. It's worse than
the Hardy Boys. '
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Dick's writing is very dense in the manner of French anthropologist Claude Levi-
Strauss or of Jefferson Airplane's AFTER BATHING AT BAXTER'S album -- although a lot
more fun to read than the former and considerably more unsettling than the latter. -
It is also endlessly funny and inventive.

The businessman chuckled, then picked up his
morning 'pape, opened it to the front page. "Ship
from outside the Sol system reported crash-landed
on Pluto," he said. "Team being sent to find it.
You suppose it's things? I can't stand those
things from other star systems."

(Neither can I, as a matter of fact. Yecch!) The man is wearing "the gray pith hel-
met, sleeveless shirt, and shorts of bright red popular with the businessman class."
My favorite Dick invention is the devolution of Platonic idea-objects (ah, yes!), in
which everyday objects regress in time, not into earlier, newer versions of their
particular selves or constituent materials, but into previous versions of the uni-
versal archetype of a whole class of objects. For instance, a television set may
turn into an old radio playing a pre-World War Two soap opera. In UBIK the hero finds
his whole world devolving in this mamner, reverting from 1992 to 1939. Actually,
this is happening because, though he doesn't realize it, he is in the period of
"half-life" following his death, with his body preserved in cold-pac in the Beloved
Brethren Moratorium in Switzerland. '

The disintegration of things-as-they-are is a preoccupation -- indeed, an obsession
-- of Dick's. On a television commercial a housewife says, "I came over to Ubik
after trying weak, out-of-date reality supports..."

"Yes," Runciter's dark voice resumed, '"by making

use of the most advanced techniques of present-day
science, the reversion of matter to earlier forms

can be reversed, and at a price any conapt owner

can afford. Ubik is sold by leading home-art stores
throughout Earth. Do not take internally. Keep away
from open flame. Do not deviate from printed pro-
cedural approaches as expressed on label. So look

for it, Joe. Don't just sit there; go out and buy a
can of Ubik and spray it all around you night and day."

The world of human reality leads a precarious existence and persons who allow them-
selves to become separated from the society of their fellows are in that much more
danger of having their individual realities undermined: "In the absence of Batys and
Pris he found himself fading out, becoming strangely like the inert television set
which he had just unplugged. You have to be with other people, he thought. In order
to live at all." It's the fight against entropy, and Dick sees the enemy everywhere.

"Kipple is useless objects, like junk mail or match
folders after you use the last match or gum wrap-
pers or yesterday's homeopape. When nobody's around,
kipple reproduces itself. For instance, if you go
to bed leaving any kipple around your apartment,
when you wake up the next morning there's twice as
much of it. It always gets more and more...

"No one can win against kipple," he said, "except
temporarily and maybe in one spot, like in my
apartment I've sort of created a stasis between
the pressure of kipple and nonkipple, for the

time being. But eventually I'll die or go away,
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and then the kipple will again take over. It's a
universal principle operating throughout the uni-
verse; the entire universe is moving toward a fi-
nal state of total, absolute kipple-ization." He
added, "Except of course for the upward climb of
Wilbur Mercer." ‘

Toward a Theology of Dog-Pooh

But is Wilbur Mercer just a fake, a television gimmick? Or is there really hope?

I mean, after all; you have to consider we're only
made out of dust. That's admittedly not much to go
on and we shouldn't forget that. But even consider-
ing, I mean it's a sort of bad beginning, we're not
doing too bad. So I personally have faith that even
in this lousy situation we're faced with we can make
it. You get me?
--From an interoffice audio-memo cir-
culated to Pre-Fash level consultants
at Perky Pat layouts, Inc., dictated
by Leo Bulero immediately on his re-
turn from Mars.

From this passage we can see not only Dick's conversational, Holden-Caulfield-style
writing, but also the way in which theology infuses all areas of life in his stories.
There is a funny and revealing scene in THE THREE STIGMATA OF PALMER ELDRITCH invol-
ving the words "desiccation", "desecration", and "defecation" in regard to a dog and
a memorial pillar. Dick's characters discuss theological and metaphysical questions
with a casualness and intensity generally reserved by people for last weekend's
football games. Bveryone talks about entropy, but no one can do anything about it.
But if the body must disintegrate, maybe the soul is permanent, and we can all be
reborn. "Christ, I hope so. Because in that case we can all meet again. In, as in
WINNIE-THE-POOH, another part of the forest, where a boy and his bear will always be
playing...a category, he thought, imperishable. Like all of us. We will all wind up
with Pooh, in a clearer, more durable new place."

One of the endearing (if that's the word) characteristics of these stories is that
they treat serious subject matter with a humor which adds to -- not subtracts from --
the level of discussion. ("A topic of world-shaking importance, yet dealt with face-
tiously; an android trait, possibly, he thought.") Dick doés not mumble the usual




platitudes about doing good either. The hero of DO ANDROIDS DREAM OF ELECTRIC SHEEPR?
is a bounty hunter who kills escaped android slaves. Now, it's pretty obvious from
the story that android slavery is wrong, but this is not the hackneyed civil-rights
story worked into the ground by legions of sf writers -- the theme here is the hero's
coming to terms with himself: doing wrong sometimes to do right, as Mercer says.

"That was an undisguised piece of factual reality, hard as it was to face." Dick's
characters are always making very definite pronouncements about things -- especially
about what is real and what is not -- and often contradict themselves with equal-
vehemence in the next paragraph. They are forever talking themselves into believing
the most outlandish theories about what's going on -- because they are trying so
desperately to find something to believe in. The more definite their pronouncements,
the more you can be sure they don't have a clue what they're talking about. Events
will contradict them almost before the words are out of their mouths. At least no
one can accuse Dick's plots of proceeding linearly from A to B to C. Heaven forbid. -
And it usually does.

Maybe Portland Really is the Capital of the World, But I've Only Seen the Bus
Station There

Speaking of heaven, I find it impossible to discuss Philip Dick's work without men-
tioning THE LATHE OF HEAVEN by Ursula K. LeGuin. This is a gorgeous story, in the
best Dick tradition, and a real added fillip to anyone's science fiction library. As
a matter of fact (and you know what they're worth), it's so much in the Dick tradi-
tion that Le Guin's syntax begins to resemble that of Dick -- though her writing is
lacking to some extent in the mad humor that characterizes Dick. One almost wonders
if the two authors have not conspired to perpetrate some gigantic hoax on the sci-
ence fiction world. But then, why should Mr. Dick maintain a monopoly on this kind
of writing? The more the merrier, I say.

Le Guin's hero starts tripping into other realities via a somewhat more regular type
of dreaming than the drug-induced dreaming of so many of Dick's characters -- but
the results are equally strange. Le Guin's hero has "effective" dreams -- dreams
that come true, changing reality: history books, people's memories, their very ex-
istences -- the whole shebang. The hero, who is terrified by his involuntary power,
is at one point struck by the thought that since his latest dream has, as usual,
Just brought into existence a reality which always has existed, therefore his memory
of a previous reality is false, merely a bad dream; therefore he does not have the
power of effecti