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one dollar each in cash. (No US stamps or checks, if
you please.) SUAMI Publication #26. December, 1972.
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A MAN'S REACH SHOULD EXCEED HIS GRASP...and it invariably does where fanzine produc-
tion is concerned. Or, as Peter Gill said about three years ago, around the time
this fanzine started, 4The art of publishing a fanzine is that of the possible ver-
sus the impossible dream.u

Back in February of 1972, in one of the rare recognizable flashes of editorial in-
sight I've ever had, I conceived the idea of an issue of ENERGUMEN centred around
Robert Silverberg. I saw the issue in its entirety: I knew what articles I wanted to
include, what graphic extravaganzas were needed, which of the on-file pieces of art
would perfectly suit the issue. It was a glorious vision of the platonic ideal of a
fanzine. What you hold in your hands is the long-delayed and far-from-perfect reali-
zation of that initial concept---and therein, as they say, lies a tale.

Much of what I thought of for this special issue has been accomplished and we're
both very pleased with the results. There are articles about Bob's fiction, and
about Bob himself, plus an excellent cross-section of his writings in the fan press.
The art folio based on his work is smaller than I'd initially planned on, but the
quality is extremely high because those artists who contributed did so because they
really wanted to be present in this tribute to Bob. (My main regret is that Comnie's
superb silkscreen must reach you in a folded state; this is one of the finest indi-
vidual pieces of art I've seen in a fanzine, and we're proud to be able to present
it here.) 30 we're proud of the issue as it stands, and we think it is a worthy tri-
bute to Bob as well as being a worthy penultimate ENERGUMEN. And yet...and yet...

. ..Somehow, in keeping with Peter Gill's adage, it falls just short of what I had
originally hoped for. When one thinks of Robert Silverberg and fandom, one cannot
help but think simultaneously of another equally well-known name. And when that in-
spiration struck me almost a year ago, I knew then that this issue would be incom-
plete without Harlan Ellison.

Harlan and Bob are surely inseparable as far as science fiction and fandom are con-
cerned. Stories about them are legion, and their friendship is of legendary propor-
tion. Who better to give us an inside view of one of the giants of our field than
his long-time friend and colleague Harlan Ellison? And yet Harlan had renounced all
contact with fandom, and had only weeks before advised us, in response to a question
we had asked, that he'd prefer not to get ENERGUMEN any more, although he hoped we
would still remain friends outside of fandom. It seemed as if my vision of that per-
fect issue was destined to failure from the start.

Nevertheless, I wrote to Harlan and told him of my idea for the issue. Knowing of
his friendship for Bob, I asked, more out of courtesy than hope, if he'd like to
contribute, thus offering him a chance to politely decline, yet ensuring that he
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would not feel slighted when the issue appeared. You can imagine our delight when

the following postcard arrived a few days later:

M PoSTCARD
To 7HS o
FANZINE .

Dear Mike & Susan: The answer is,

of course, yes. Doing a piece on

Bob is hardly the usual fannish

bullshit. I'm very glad you wrote.

Just tell me the length and the

deadline. I think I'd like to

just write at length--something \

I've never done about Bob save in Lo s ?

DV--and reminisce about the over

twenty years of our "special re-

lationship." In many ways Bob is

the brother I never had, and as

similar as the backgrounds were,

from which we came, how different

we are in temperament, life-style

and goals; yet how alike we are in the paths our lives have taken. I suspect

it will be a very emotional piece, filled with love and respect and (hope-

fully) some of the humor of our times together. RSVP. _
--Harlan

Setting a deadline of June lst, three months away, we set about with renewed enthusi-
asm to gather the rest of the material. The original plan was to put the issue out at
the beginning of the summer when I would have time free from teaching to publish it
(and the Hugo ballots would be out, did someone say...?) hot on the heels of #12.
However, while issue #12 shaped up nicely and most of the material you'll find with-
in these pages came in on time, there was no sign of the major contribution, Harlan's
article. About the end of June, I phoned Los Angeles. Harlan was out. Would he re-
turn my call, collect if need be? He would. And did, in fact. And spoke to Susan. We
should have faith in him; he would finish the article; and we'd be able to publish
it in time for the Worldcon and present it to Bob in person.

Well, history has shown that the Special Silverberg Issue of ENERGUMEN was not out
in time for LACon. A regular issue, #13, appeared shortly after the convention, and
I settled for being greeted by Harlan in the midnight darkness on the lawn of Chuck
Crayne's house with the words, UWho's that? Glicksohn? Jesus, look man, your article
is sitting in my typewriter at home.! That, and the promise of immediate completion
after the Worldcon.

By this time, I'd decided to cease publishing with #15, so it seemed almost a stroke
of good fortune that the "special” issue had been delayed and would hence be our ’
last regular issue. With or without the Ellison piece it looked to be easily our
best issue to date and was thus the obvious way of finishing the normal run of the
fanzine. But to ensure the "blaze of glory" that I spoke of last issue, it was more
important than ever to try and get Harlan's article, which would obviously be one of
the major fanzine contributions of the year. So shortly after LACon, -after much de-
liberation, and in response to Harlan's speech on "professionalism", I mailed Harlan |
a check to pay for the article. Not a large check, much less than I've paid for par-
ticular drawings I wanted for covers, or for folios for the magazine, and if Harlan °
had written the article he originally described to us, his word rate would have been
atrocious, but nevertheless it introduced an element of "professionalism" to the re-
lationship. (Mathematicians among you may satisfy your curiosity with the knowledge
that Harlan's postcard was hence paid for at approximately 194f a word; which isn't
bad for akfanzine contribution.)

The check was cashed, but unfortunately that's all that happened. A letter extending
the deadline to December lst went unanswered and now the issue cannot be delayed any
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longer. Much of it has been printed and stored under the bed for six months or more
and as the last days of 1972 flee by it is time to, as they say, put it all together.
As you read these poorly-worded phrases of mine, I'd like you all to know, Harlan
especially, that there is a little smile on my face. I do not write out of bitter-
ness, or resentment, nor do I wish to embarrass Harlan or "pay him back" in any way.
Harlan is a friend of mine, and you can read what Bill Rotsler has to say about that
later in this issue. The road to a great many places is paved with good intentions,
and the man who wrote us that postcard was obviously sincere in his desire to be a
part of this fanzine. I'm disappointed, naturally, but not at Harlan, simply at the
absense of his words in these pages because they would have been good words, they
would have made this a better fanzine...and besides , Bob deserves them!

I've talked about Harlan and not Bob in this introduction because I traditionally
discuss the issue itself here, to give an extra dimension to what we have done by
explaining what we wanted to do, and because far more capable writers than I talk
about Bob and his work further on in these pages. Perhaps our reach has exceeded our
grasp, but we've enjoyed the striving and we're happy with the results; the writing,
the artwork, and the overall package.

At long last, then, this is the Silverberg issue of ENERGUMEN. Eleven months in the
making, cost of hundreds, cast of ones...and our way of sayings thanks to Bob Silver-
berg for the pleasure he's given us as a writer, as a fan, and as a friend.

(-+000+-)
Part of the frustration of publishing any fanzine, but
SILVERBERG STORIES especially a 'theme' issue, is that things always come
GHOSTED BY NEPHEW up at the last minute that you'd love to include but

simply cannot for one reason or another.
Robert Silverberg, well-

known science fiction per- For examgle1 ) consider the elec‘?rostencii_Lled copy of a
sonality and winner of smgll clipping from the Cartwright's Point newspaper
33."3'3‘:"::»"::33 "":":"" which appears to the left of these comments. A regular
the fiction which has read.er sent it in quite coincidentally only r§cent2!.y .
appeared under his name in and is prObably trying to track down the continuation
recent years has in fact been of the copy at this very minute. Unfortunately, we just
authored b}' his 15-year old can't afford to wait for him any longer.
eE ¥ never couid get the hang
of typewriters,” admitted Equally unfortunate is the fact that Susan's section
S"'\:;bo':gi‘ \:dh?nk::ﬂ‘:pl:'l‘lg was one of the first written and printed and hence
s , there is now no room for the lengthy article she wants
ottt foobngiiiiad bt to write in praise of BOOK OF SKULLS, his best work -
ice cream and old coples of since NIGHTWINGS. It has people in it, she says,
Play- (cont. on p. 78) approvingly. As well as ideas. And style.

+00=00+

Speaking of BOCK OF SKULLS leads one to thoughts of Hugos (although there has been
some question as to whether that novel has enough stfnal or fantasy content to make
it eligible for the award: this is a problem we can leave to the concom, however...
er...wait a minute!...we're the concom!!...ULP!) The observant among you will have
noticed a Hugo ballot included with this issue and we hope you'll also note that you
may nominate up to three nominees in each category (if you are eligible to nominate
at all, that is.) You do not have to give three choices, of course, and as usual I
urge you all to nominate and vote in those categories in which you consider yourself
knowledgeable.

S~

It's traditional for faneds, knowledgeable or otherwise, to offer suggestions for
worthy Hugo nominees, and as all fandom knows, I'm fully in favour of fannish trad-

by
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ition. However, I'll reserve my comments for the fan categories since these are of
more interest to me personally.

Many fanzines that were publishing strongly in 1971 almost faded from the scene in
1972. ALGOL published two good issues, OUTWORLDS appeared in several attractive and
imaginative forms, ENERGUMEN appeared four times and RICHARD E GEIS will be eligible
if a fourth issue appears before the nominations close. Geis himself will be a con-
tender for Best Fan Writer, as should Terry Carr be, and could justifiably be joined
by Susan, Sandra Miesel or Rosemary. In the Best Fan Artist category there is again
a large number of worthy nominees headed up by Bill Rotsler and Grant Canfield. Less
well known, perhaps, but deserving of a nomination in recognition of their skills
would be Jim Shull, Jim McLeod and C Lee Healy, whose recent work has become superb.
Of course, for every name mentioned here there are several others who are just as
highly thought of by other fans with tastes slightly different from my own. This is
exactly as it should be, and these are only meant to be some of my own preferences.
The important thing is still to nominate and vote as thoughtfully as possible, in
the fan and the pro categories, to give the Hugo awards as much significance as we

can.
-t ((6 0)) 4=
((=))

Seriously for a moment, this is the next-to-last issue of ENERGUMEN and it does rep-
resent quite a bit of effort on our part which we hope will be apparent to you. Next
issue, not unsurprisingly, will be the last issue of ENERGUMEN and will contain some
editorial summations, the letters generated by this issue, and some surprises which
we think will make it an issue worth having. ENERGUMEN #15 will go to all paid sub-
scribers and to those who make a satisfactory response to this issue and/or indicate
a desire to receive it. Otherwise it will sell for one dollar a copy, and the print
run will be limited. The standard "satisfactory response", of course, is the letter
of comment and we'll naturally accept this with delight but for this occasion only,
an additional option is available. BE IT HEREBY NOTED that the following be deemed
"satisfactory response to ENERGUMEN #14"; to wit, the receipt by the editors of
ENERGUMEN of a duly notarized promissory note committing the sender to the convey-
ance to TORCON 2 and subsequent delivery to said editors of two (2) or more bottles
of Ballantine's India Pale Ale (IPA) -- which, he added helpfully, may be carried
across the border duty-free if declared as '"gifts." And that's the truth. '

Our thanks to all those writers and artists who have been so generous with their
talents and have helped to make this issue a success. And to Bob Silverberg, for
being Bob Silverberg.




My 2¢ Worth

SUSAN GLICRSOHN

It's time to put in my 2¢ worth again, or maybe 3¢, thanks to inflation. Remember
when popsicles only cost a nickle and THE EINSTEIN INTERSECTION was 4LO¢? Enough of
these nostalgic maunderings, Susan, anyone would think you were a First Fandomite or
a doddering FAPA member (John Berry is doddering?) Now get on with putting the
words on paper.

I was, before a heat wave and a massive inertis wave struck, going to chat about all
sorts of things. About sf and academia, for example; but I don't need to. Recently
many other people have discussed it -- in the May F&SF, for instance. Alexei Pan-
shin made my main point, better than I could, in his column in the December 1971
FANTASTIC, when he pointed out that academic interest in sf probably won't be an un-
mitigated disaster because "to a very real extent, they are already us." Or I would
be they, if only a PhD job market existed in Canada.

More precisely, the vision of slavering hordes of noxious critics, waiting to pounce
on our beloved little secret field, to rend, tear, analyse, dessicate and destroy,
doesn't correspond to the reality of my experience, at least. That list of universi-
ties and colleges offering sf courses looks impressive or appalling only until you
consider how many such institutions there are in North America -- and how many of
those listed employ people like First Fandomite Tom Clareson, and Jack Williamson,
and Joanna Russ and Virginia Carew, who proved their academic respectibility in
other areas before being allowed to experiment around with that sci-fi stuff. The
University of Toronto course, for example, is taught by Father Gibson, a long-time
sf nut who decided that the concepts of God/religion in various sf novels (like LORD
OF LIGHT) might give people a new perspective on religion as a whole. Since he just
happened to be the head of the department, the course was approved. It was also
quite popular, mostly with non-science-fiction readers, a point corroborated by
other course-givers, which tends to invalidate my experience. "My" course, however,
was non-credit since I didn't have the right academic clout (although the associate
professor who's been trying for several years to establish a credit sf course at the
same university hasn't had any luck either) so it tended to attract only die-hard sf
nuts. At any rate, Father Gibson's 250+ students, who all handed in surprisingly-
good sf stories instead of essays, haven't come tromping all over local fandom, and
I don't think the fact that they all discussed DUNE has spoiled sf for the rest of
us.

As for the vultures waiting to exploit sf, with no interest in it, but a greed for
thesis topics and publish-or-perish articles in a newly-respectable field -- well, I
think they'll still choose other carcasses. Believe me, a thesis is hard work, gen-
erally unrewarding work, work you have to have some interest in. Given the job mar-
ket, and the tenuous nature of sf's "respectability" I think candidates will stick
with analysing analyses of analyses of HAMLET (seriously, I had to do that in a
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theory-of-lit.-crit course once) unless they are really interested in sf, and excit-
ed at the thought of getting credit for doing what they enjoy anyway (which is my
angle on the matter. Imagine, getting paid to chat about sf! I should be so lucky. I
should get a job...) My field, Canadian literature, has several parallels with sf:
its respectability is comparatively new, therefore it's interesting/rewarding in
that 1little work has been done, not even the basic bibliographies and separation of
crud from gems; students are interested in it, there's a popular demand; and, thanks
to nationalism and newness, it's about the only field in which there is any chance
of getting hired, much less making a name for ' ‘
yourself, With all these reasons to tempt people,
of seven students who started Can-1lit. Master's
work together at Carleton University, only two
completed MAs in it -- and the other girl has
since switched onto Whitman. The gafiations (and
Can-lit. reminds me strongly of fandom, all little
mags and feuds and mutual-publishing-friendships
and in-groupiness) came from simple lack of inter-
est.

I predict that sf will survive respectability
(just as the movies have) and fandom will survive
the scholars (most of whom won't bother it any-
way.) Fandom has survived lots of things, inclu-
ding a fringe-fan who discovered fandom when he
read about the Tricon in FAMOUS MONSTERS OF FILM-
LAND. Thank you for Mike, and ENERGUMEN, Forry.

Besides, Academia and Literature can be fun. Take
my favourite line from Canto IX, by that master of
the obscure, Ezra Pound: "grnnh! rrnnh, pthg."

" Or the understatement of the millenium, in the
fourteenth century York play of Christ harrowing
Hell. The dialogue, very-roughly-translated, goes:
Christ, loudly announcing his intention of freeing
Adam, Eve and an assorted rabble of souls, knocks
on the gate of Hell. Satan calls '"Who's there?" ‘
"It's me, Jesus Christ, come to free the souls." It ') il
"Jesus? Oh, yeah, I knew your father." Well, I ; _ J]E '
enjoyed it! flILLA ("', 4

I!le -‘

Or the following marvellous Literary Reference,
from the fabulous Walt Willis, called SHAW'S .
o ",‘lf"
. 1 ’ *4HW§
The other day Peggy White at one of her ) . ﬁmmﬁm%ﬂi
parties served sausages on sticks, the 1 g &
sort of longish thin ones called "bang-
ers" in English slang. I was twiddling
my second one round on its stick with
the stick left over from the first one
when Bob Shaw asked me what I was doing.

"I'm knitting myself a pig," I said on
the spur of the moment.

"Oh," said Bob Shaw.

"He doesn't appreciate it," said James.
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"You're casting purls before
swine."

D’D Yod n‘ou) "That," said Bob, "comes very

: close to The Ultimate Pun. But it
ED) 70 ﬁ H& should have been a hamburger, not

a—— a sausage.'
m /N ﬂ/tf Why?" we asked fearfully.

’ EGWME 9 "Because," said Bob, "that's the

way the world ends...not with a

% banger but a Wimpy."

~~LIGHTHOUSE 14--

e

I also wanted to chat about SON OF MAN. I've tried, on and off for nearly four months
now, to express what, for me, went wrong with the book. For four months the words
not only wouldn't come, they were positively blocked out. Part of the problenm is
knowing Robert Silverberg will read my comments, in an issue of a fanzine devoted to
him, yet! -- on what he considers his most significant work to date. "If there's one
book of mine that I want the whole world to read, it's that one," he said in a loc
in E8. So I read it, wanting to like it. This all sounds fantastically pro-worship-
ping, I know, though it isn't meant to be. It's just that it's hard to maintain any
sort of a critical distance from a work when it's by an author whose other work you
have, in many cases, admired and respected, someone who is, obviously, a "good wri-
- ter"; when you know the writer is concerned with developing as an artist, and pre-
sents this work as an experiment, part of that growth; and when you know that the
writer is frustrated by his public's reactions to his experiments. How did Shake-
speare feel, do you think, when he was moving from THE TAMING OF THE SHREW, nice
popular average stuff, up to HAMLET -- and was told by her Majesty Queen Elizabeth
to hold it right there, she wanted another play about the funny fat knight and to
hell with this literature nonsense?

"Robert Silverberg is an intelligent, perceptive, critically aware sort of person,”
I said to myself, re-reading SON OF MAN, and encountering the same feeling of frus-
tration at what seemed to be a moving experience not shared, a revelation shown but
not communicated. "Is it my fault as a reader/critic that it isn't getting through
to me?" The fact that reactions I encountered ranged all the way from "reviews"
stating the reviewer gave up after thirty pages to UWell, it was ok, but I liked the
Urban Monad stories better -- they had people in themi only confused me further. The
only enthusiastic response I got was from a friend who read SoM on a train that was
derailed during a Quebec labour dispute and thus took eighteen hours to go from
Quebec City to Montreal; it was his only diversion on board, so he was bound to en-
Joy it! Fandom has never been known for its literary and critical perceptiveness,
but is the flaw in the readers? In me? Or in the book? Thus I mused, with the same
angry frustration I feel when the cat knocks over his kittylitter for the thirtieth
time, and I'm angry because he knows better and yet angry with myself for being an-
gry. I didn't know whether to pick the book, or my brain, up and shake it for being
so bad.

I tried for almost four months to articulate what I felt, or didn't feel, about SoM,
in the light of whatever insight and judgement I may possess. I still couldn't come
up with anything better than the reaction I offered the author himself last PgHLANGE:
"Intellectually I found parts of it interesting, but I couldn't get emotionally in-
volved." The aforementioned author raised an eyebrow and pointedly switched the
topic -- to the emotional involvingness of Faulkner, as I recall. It wasn't a copout,
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though, no matter what it sounds like. SoM seems to me the perfect example of book-
as-emotional-experience. Either you live the process of saviourhood with Clay, or
you watch it, analysing the clever images and tricks of style, while Clay's experi-
ence flickers somewhere on a dim screen.

The problem wasn't, I don't think, not understanding SoM. I had a thoroughly Sunday-
schooled childhood, with prizes for Bible study (which I enjoyed.) While Sandra's
article helped me appreciate the book's construction more, I think I followed the
process of Man-made-from-Clay to godhood from the start. Followed it intellectually,
that is. \

There lies the problem. I could only analyse SoM, and be irritated by its intrusive
stylistic tricks; whereas, reading NIGHTWINGS which dealt with a similar process,
that of an individual passing through emotional experiences and physical transfor-
mations to become saved, though not Saviour, I cared. I shared the Watcher's experi-
ences, and was interested in him. Whereas in SoM a voice talks at me. A voice which,
while obviously a center of consciousness, seems attached to no intelligence or emo-
tion or being, but merely records the actions of and actions upon a being, Clay,
somewhere on a strange landscape. Far away from me, on this strange remote land-
scape that a blizzard of adjectives and nouns makes no clearer. The language of this
voice is clever, drawing attention to its cleverness, and present tense without be-
ing immediate. The voice becomes, eventually, monotonous; the events it recounts
have Significance (such as the episode in the robot city which mocks the uselessness
of human technology while it fills in background and finally leads to the experience
of love even for the Eaters, and is thus a symbolic descent into Hell); but they
lack substance beyond the symbolism, impact or, ultimately, meaning. They simply
happen, with the logic of a dream and the unreality of someone else's dream. It's
all rather anticlimactic, like the Shaping of the Sky. "I am Clay. I am love," the
voice repeats, describing how he dies for all life, the Son of Man at last; and I
listen without particularly caring about or sharing the significance of that death
-- or the life that preceded it. I still don't know if the problem lies with the
book, or me, or my faulty language that won't come to grips with my dissatisfaction.
And I'm sorry. .







"

'I will pour out my spirit on all mankind.
.+ .your young men shall see visions,
your old men shall dream dreams.'

~--- Acts 2:17, q. Joel 3:1

That venerable literary genre the dream fantasy is stretched to the breaking point
in Robert Silverberg's SN OF MAN (Ballantine; 212 pp.; $1.25). Once again the author
infuses classic sf themes with a freshness all his own, the fruit of years of appren-
ticeship manipulating his prose to match market demands. Although not packaged as

-categorical "science fiction", SON OF MAN is a speculation of Stapledonian grandeur,

a panorama of metaphysics and evolution.

The plot is minimal. A modern man named Clay awakens in the unimaginably far future.
His translation is unexplained except for some murmurs about "time-flux'. He tours
the planet, meets various human successor races, participates in novel rituals, en-
dures ordeals, and attains Saviourhood. His symbol-fraught adventures in bizarre
settings resemble those of Maskull in David Lindsay's VOYAGE TO ARCTURES, one real
but remote source of inspiration for SON OF MAN.

This sensuous, didactic, and witty novel avoids both melodrama and most ordinary
dramatic tension. At times it reads like a fictionalization of Joseph Campbell's
mythology treatise THE HERO WITH A THOUSAND FACES. Once the protagonist has survived
his first few perils, there is scant need to worry over the outcome of his subse-
quent adventures. But one keeps reading to:see what will happen next as poor Clay
careens from one metamorphosis or illumination to the next.

Clay's primary function is to be the Viewpoint. The novel unfolds only through his
eyes but on closer inspection his eyes prove to be eyeslits. Clay is a mask for the
role of Everyman, modern American style. At times the author himself dons this mask.
The accents of his voice echo in chapter six while his personal interest in past
civilizations underlies the phantom museum scene in chapter eight. He even speaks
through supporting characters as in this interchange with Quoi the Breather (p.43):

'"What do you do?! Clay asks.
'I examine.' ,

'Everything?!

'Lately I explore the nature of communications.
I study the interchanges of love and travel
its chamnels.'

And he rebukes his own candor through Hanmer the Skimmer (p.54):

'You can't go spewing your secrets everywhere.
Have some discretion, man.'

Otherwise Silverberg functions as wardrobe master, costuming the reader as Clay.
Sympathetic response can win the reader a Clay's-eye view of enlightenment. If that
artform is ever invented, SON OF MAN would make an outstanding psychorama.

The author reverses the traditional dream fantasy scenario: Clay awakens at the no-
vel's opening and falls asleep at its close. Are dreams -- nocturmmal or hallucina-
tory -- more Really Real than mundane waking reality? '"The longer I'm here,"' Clay
complains, '"the less I comprehend."' (p.69) He is ensnared so often in subsidiary
dreams spun by other characters, he wonders "was his awareness of illusion merely a
delusion?" (p.98). As the confusions between subjectivity and objectivity compound,
he asks his friends: '"Am I dreaming you? Are you dreaming me?"' (p.179). After each
fabricated vision such as the feigned return to the twentieth century in chapter six,
Clay returns to the baseline dreamworld. There is no falling through infinite levels
of reality as in "Sundance." 1



According to the author, SON OF MAN incorporates elements from some of his own
dreams. Nevertheless he camnot equal Philip Dick in depicting illusion and disloca-
tion. Here technical perfection is curiously uninvolving. Silverberg's absolute --
.and obvious -- artistic control somehow inhibits SON OF MAN much as de Camp's steely
rationality handicaps his Conan pastiches. But only a sure master of technique would
dare page-long paragraphs entirely in present tense, in prose of such voluptuous
lushness as to threaten perceptual overload. Yet Silverberg's exemplary descriptive
writing is purposeful and not for mere display. For instance, the litanies of proper
names (pp.52,129,134) are more than incantation. They affirm man's special peroga-
tive as the naming creature as well as the ephemeral nature of names assigned and
entities named.

The very composition of the cast is fraught with significance. In order of appear-
ance the coterminous races Clay meets are: the Skimmers, godlike flower children;
the Breathers, solitary aquatic beings fused in mystical communion; the Awaiters,
sessile mystics; the Eaters, brutal saurian consumers; the Destroyers, lutrine dia-
lecticians; and the Interceders, priestly dinosaurs, paradoxes of degeneracy and su-
blimity. These separate aspects of composite Man represent various philosophies,
cultures, personality types. For example, the Awaiters are Oriental sages. No-one
produces artifacts any longer but some relics of the intervening millenia remain: an
idol, a subterranean city, a ruined temple. Nor is Clay the only intruder from
Earth's past. He is balanced against sf cliches of progress and regress: a friendly
pink spheroid and filthy hostile goat-men. Robots and exotic animals are added as

lagniappe.

Most of Clay's time is spent with the newest men, the Skimmers. These beautiful be-
ings have total dominion over their minds, bodies, and environment. At will they can
reshape the earth, propel themselves to the far reaches of the universe, change sex,
die and return to life. Names like Angelon and Serafice underline their sublimity.
Transcending all our notions of culture, the Skimmers simply play. This scandalizes
Clay: )

'You're the summit of human evolution.... What
do you do? How do you fill all your thousands
and millions of years? Is dancing enough?(p.55)
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You can reason like Newton, paint like El Greco,
write like Shakespeare, except you don't bother
to do it.' (p.22) .

The exquisite Skimmers in their turn are embarrassed by Clay's primitive coarseness.
It frightens them to realize his kind were their ancestors even as the loathesome
goat-men frighten Clay. At first the Skimmers conceal their distress but eventua
they seek irrevocable death rather than endure Clay's company any longer. R

Yet Clay insists: '"We must be loving. We must be close."! (p.184). He alone leams
to bridge the gulfs between species by unconditional acceptance. The redemptive love
of "inferior" Homo Sapiens saves the "superior" Skimmers. Value distinctions between
the different varieties of man are meaningless. The latest cannot claim to be the

"best: all are equally precious.

The virtual omnipotence of the Skimmers is exposed as a kind of limitation -- they
strive towards no further horizons.

'You've become gods.... You can't change once
you're a god, because you've attained every-

" thing.' (p.22)
Once attained, absolute perfection would be boring.

Other nuances emerge if the Skimmers are analyzed as “angel's instead of "gods".
Even their personal names hint at this approach. Their energetic sexuality is no ob-
stacle. First, the primitive Hebrew concept of angels was surprisingly carnal (cf.
Genesis 6). Secondly, the Skimmers in their true forms are neither male or female
but assume these roles at whim -- more illusions for Clay? -- just as demons may al-
ternately play succubus and incubus. The Skimmers' shame at Clay's grossness paral-
lels one traditional explanation for the Fall of the Angels: scandal at the prospect
of the Incarnation. Scholastic theologians concluded that angelic nature was static,
incapable of growth -- the fallen angels could not repent. For all the glory of the
angels' knowledge and power, man's potential destiny is even more glorious. The
Messiah, whom the angels are to serve, is the Son of Man. (cf. Hebrews 1,2)

"Son of Man" (ben adam in Hebrew) is a title rich in connotations. Its most basic
sense simply means "human being" as:

Ah, what is man that you should spare a thought for him,
the son of man that you should care for him? (Ps. 8:4)

Analogously the Bible refers to human women as "daughters of men" and the angels as
"sons of God." Silverberg gives this usage an evolutionary twist by presenting races
who are biologically "sons of man." Likewise our contemporary version is the '"son"
of earlier species. Clay recognizes the oneness of humanity beneath the multiplicity
of forms. He suffers on behalf of all breeds of men.

By the late pre-Christian era the original "son of man" was magnified into "Son of
Man," perhaps under the remote influence of Persian mythology. In Daniel, the Son of
Man appears as a mysterious, superhuman exemplar of the entire people of Isreel. The
apocryphal Books of Enoch and Second Esdras represent the Son of Man as an archetype
who is to return at the end of time to save and judge mankind. This Messiah will
overcome the wicked, renew creation and establish an ideal order.

Clay is not only a typical representative of his time and class, his name is a pun
on "Adam" which means "man" in Hebrew, from adamah, "the soil." Prior to his climac-
tic self-sacrifice, Clay restrains zealous robots from harmming variant men besides
resisting Wrong and her servants.
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In the New Testament, Son of Man is Christ's own Messianic title -- it occurs just

once outside the Gospels. Christ calls Himself the Son of Man in contexts relating

to His humanity, glory, suffering, and return on the Last Day. All of these are re-
levant to the novel.

The world into which Clay is thrust seems to enjoy some of the blessings of the Mes-
Messianic Age: universal communication, plenty, peace (more or less). '"Death is
dead."' (p.10). The moon's disappearance is repeatedly mentioned because "...till
the moon is no more" (Ps. 72:7) is a poetic expression for the end of time and oc-
curs in a prophetic psalm. ‘

The Five Rites which Clay and the Skimmers perform abound in Biblical allusions. Two
echo specific Messianic texts. The Opening of the Earth recalls:

Let the earth open
for salvation to spring up.
(Is. 45:8)

and the Filling of the Valleys:

Let every valley be filled in,
every mountain and hill be laid low...
(Is. 40:4 q.in Matt. 3:3)

(These, Psalm 72, and the passage from Daniel mentioned above all appear in the Ro-
man Catholic Advent liturgy.)

The other three resemble images of Divine activities which flash through the pro-
phetic and sapiential books of the Old Testament. Simply for convenience they may be
linked with lines from the magnificent climax of Job: the Lifting of the Sea from
the leaping sea (38:8), the Tuning of the Darkness from the singing stars (38:7),
and the Shaping of the Sky from spreading out the vault of heaven (37:18).

Moreover, the Rites are sexual in symbol and rubric. At times SON OF MAN seems fair-
ly drenched in semen but counting orgasms is a fruitless approach since Clay is far
more than an ambulatory phallus. But localized genital preoccupation may be one rea-

14
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son Silverberg's fiction seems so incorrigibly male -- not masculine,but male. (In
the same sense many of Michaelangelo's women are female without being feminine.)
Even while "unmanned by sea-change" Clay remains an unaltered male psyche housed in
a female body. He does not acquire any of the wisdom of Tiresias. Yet it does not
necessarily follow that the author characterizes women objectionably. Anyone who has
been annoyed by the effortless pulchritude of pulp heroines will applaud Clay's en-
%huséz§m for "...a real woman, imperfect, attractive, promising reasonable delights."
p.l

SON OF MAN restates one of the propositions of NIGHTWINGS and UP.THE LINE: that sex
with love is preferable to sex without love. Although this seems self-evident, a few
Lucretians linger yet and require admonishment. Scenes such as the mercilessly clin-
ical observation of coitus on p. 51 have parallels in UP THE LINE and carnal love is
contrasted with spiritual as in NIGHIWINGS. Clay's exasperation with phantasmic wo-
men resembles that of other recent Silverberg heroes. In every case frustration --
even disgust -- with counterfeits leads to the desire to transcend eros, to experi-
ence agape and culminates in hunger for saviourhood. The Watcher and his beloved
Flyer find sublime union in the Guild of Redeemers; Clay declares '"I am love"' and
gives himself to all mankind at the Well of First Things.

The Well and the Fountain of Life erupting from it are grandiose sexual symbols: the
World Navel and the World Axis in permanent, fertile conjugation. Predictably, the
phallic image dominates the account: ‘

That single rod of brilliance in the midst of
this forlorn plain overwhelms him. It is a
scepter of power; it is a focus of change and
creation; it is an axis of might on which the
entire planet could spin. (pp. 206-207)

The Well is a bland, sanitary receptacle with its "...broad calcified rim, bone-
white, porcelain-smooth..." (p.207) unlike its infernal counterpart which repelled
Clay in the region of Fire:

There is a great pit here, hundreds of yards
across, its slopes hairy with black slag and




its bottom a fathomless crater: plainly.this
must be the mouth of hell. (p.150)

Clay's purging ordeals in Fire and the other districts of discomfort, his struggles
with the hosts of Wrong, his bloodless "dragon-combat", his subterranean and sub-
aquatic visits, his participation in the Rites, his instructions, and all his por-
tentous adventures have readied him to penetrate this singular vessel. Like many an-
other Saviour he descends into the Abyss. Baptized in the Fountain of Life, he be-
holds the pageant of creation, the templates for evry breed of beast and man that
was or is or yet shall be. He takes upon himself all their sufferings and completes
his apotheosis to Son of Man. As humanity's ‘exemplar Clay knows the salvation of the
race is realizable -- man himself can accomplish man's salvation. Unbounded glory
awaits humankind.

About him, colors wheel and spiral, and he sees
the fiery nebulae, he sees the colliding galax-
ies, he sees the golden arch of mankind curving
out of time past and disappearing, agleam, in
time yet to come. (p.212)

For a writer long specializing in the darker side of human nature, this is a stupen-
dous declaration. '

The Messiahship of the race and its representative is proclaimed but the Day of
Yaweh does not dawn for within the framework of this novel there is no Yaweh. (There
is no natural finale in view either -- a steady-state universe might be assumed.) A
world without end is implied by the outcome of the last Rite, the Shaping of the
Sky. Clay had expected it to be "something brassy and apocalyptic, as the climax of
such a cycle of transformations should properly be. Perhaps the world will be truly
changed.... Perhaps the Trump of Trumps will sound." (p.173). But the Skimmers per-
form it by themselves without dramatic consequences. The Dies Irae is never to be.

SON OF MAN is a mystical celebration of humanity. It asserts that man is greater
than his gods (the abandoned idol), greater than his works (the underground city
peopled by diligent robots), greater than his culture (the vanities of the illusion-
ary museum.) Man's grandeur is within him, in his capacity for love and potential
for change. He soars asymptotically towards perfection.

His sovereignty is an etemal sovereignty

which shall never pass away,

nor will his empire ever be destroyed.
(Dan. 7:14)
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I never had much contact with Bob Silverberg during his most active fan days; we
lived at opposite ends of the continent, I in San Francisco and he in Brooklyn. But
we were of the same fan-generation, or at least so close to one another that it made
little difference: Bob discovered science fiction in 1947, when he was twelve, and I
discovered it a year later when I was eleven. We both spent our first few years in
fandom largely in writing amateur science fiction stories, and we both got on the
FAPA waiting list early enough that neither of us had to wait more than one mailing
for admission (though Bob was nearly three years ahead of me there.) Bob's first fan-
zine, SPACESHIP #1, April 1949, was a half-sized mimeo job, and it was terrible; my
first, VULCAN #1, May 1952, was a quarter-sized mimeo job, not one whit less abomin-
able. (Though it served its purpose in establishing contact between us for the first
time, and the record is written plainly for all to see in Bob's FAPAzine for the
following mailing...among the mailing comments is his reaction to my first fan publi-
cation: "VULCAN: Noted.")

Our paths later diverged a bit, as he went on to publish literally reams of science
fiction and other forms of popular culture beginmning in 1954 while I dawdled in fan-
dom till 1962, wrote some short stories and got into the editing side of the busi-
ness. But by then I was on the east coast myself, soon moving to Brooklyn...only to
find Bob had folded his tent and gone off to Riverdale, a classy neighbourhood up
past the other end of Manhattan Island. Nevertheless we met, and over the years we
drifted together and became friends; in fact we became very good friends. Nowadays
the Silverbergs live seven minutes away from Carol and me, and when Bobbie and Carol
go off somewhere Bob and I sit around and talk about what a good editor Sam Merwin
was, or how mindblowing it was when Famous Fantastic Mysteries showed up on the news-
stands with trimmed edges. Sometimes we talk about fandom, too...fandom then and
fandom now.

When Mike wrote me asking for an Entropy Reprint for this Silverbergian issue he
added, UPlease don't mention this to Bob; we'd like it to be a complete surprise to
him.4 As it happened, Bob was standing right beside me as I read the letter. UWhat
does Mike say?U! he asked me. I folded up the letter and slipped it back in its envel-
ope. UWants me to write something for ENERGUMEN,Y I said, offhandedly inserting the
envelope in the midst of a six-inch-high stack of unanswered mail. 4Um,Y said Bob,
and turned back to reading the latest review of SON OF MAN.

I waited till the next day before I asked Bob, LIf anyone were to reprint any of
