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by Jim Gilpatrick
I went to MidWestCon 31 in Cincinnati 
a couple of weeks ago. I was the only 
southern fan living south of Nashville 
present. In fact, I was one of fewer 
than 15 southern fans in attendance.
That's pretty sad.
I love southern fandom a great deal. 
I feel we can do anything we may choose 
to do. But we are not known or under
stood by non-southern fans and we will 
not be taken seriously until we are. 
There is no better way to become known 
than see and be seen. There is no better 
way to see and be seen than to go to 
conventions. MidWestCon is one of the 
most important conventions in fandom. 
Most attendees are well known midwest 
or east coast fans. For some, MidWestCon 
is the only regional they attend. I 
can think of no better way for southern 
fen to become known outside the south 
than to attend MidWestCon. We should 
feel fortunate that it's right on our 
border instead of in New York or Michigan.
Cincy is only 100 miles up the Ohio from 
Louisville, and many of us make Rivercon 
each year. We could also make MidWestCon 
if we wanted to. Fans from Illinois, 
Michigan, Pennsylvania and Massachusetts 
get there; so can those of us from 
Georgia, Alabama and Tennessee. To make 
it even easier, MidWestCon 32 will move 
to a new hotel next year in Newport 
Kentucky.

Let's get out and let people know we're 
down here! The fans I talked with at 
MidWestCon do not understand the unique 
co-operative spirit which we southern 
fans share. They don't understand the 
spirit which led the Western Kentucky 
University Club to volunteer to give 
southern fandom parties all over the 
midwest. They don't understand the ABC. 
They don't understand the very idea of 
regional fandom, which we all feel 
pretty strongly.

This is ANVIL 11, July-August 1980, Published by the Birmingham 
Science Fiction Club, P.O. Box 57031 Birmingham, AL 35259. Jim 
Gilpatrick, Editor. ANVIL is available for loc, trade, contribution, 
or 6 issues for $2.00. Next issue available September 13, 1980.



Going to cons isn't the only thing. The ABC genzine SUNCATCHER 
is a step in the right direction. So is all those people I know 
who plan to work at Boston this year. Eventually, they'll know 
we're here. They'll have to. We'll be too important to ignore.

****************************************************************
Treasurer's Report:
Balance May, 1980 $129.19

Outgo: Income:
Service charge 
Paper for ANVIL 
Postage for ANVIL 
Service charge 
Movie tickets 
Refund to Jim Cobb

$ 1.00 
$20.50 
$16.80 
$ 1.00 
$67.50 
$ 3.00

Auction 
ticket

& Movie 
sales

$93.50

Balance as of July 1, 1980 $113.34
The club book auction at the June meeting netted about $16.00, 
which went to pay Gary Fowler's dues. The movie tickets for 
the club outing to see The Empire Strikes Back were also moderately 
profitable, because we sold them for 25C more than they cost.
We still need to collect dues from Robert Offutt, Frank Love, and 
David Wood.
*****************************************************************

SOMETHING
a column by Wade Gilbreath

If you read last issue's installment of "Something", you were led 
to believe that this issue's column would concern itself with the 
rumblings of a Southern Worldcon bid for 1986. SURPRISE! It won't. 
(Hey. It's not my fault. It's just entropy.) I've decided to 
save discussion of that matter until the November or January issue 
when the speculation and rumor will either firm up or dissolve 
away completely.
In its place, I want to talk a little about the current state of 
fandom. Believe me, I can already hear the groans, "Not another 
damn article on what's wrong with fandom". Please, bear with me; 
I'll try to say something interesting, if not original.



There seems to be a lot of low profile grumbling about the lack of 
"something"in fandom today. And there is a lot of high profile 
grumbling about specifics: the semi-pro domination of the fan 
Hugos, and the apathy to the Faan awards, the dearth of excellent 
genzines, fandom's apathetic support of feminist causes, the 
ever increasing hoo-rah concerning the Worldcon (rotation plan 
feuds, bid feuds, committee feuds), and any other bone of contention 
you care to name.
But, while everyone seems to have mined the latter controversies 
for all they're worth, few, if any, have pinpointed the "something" 
that is missing from fandom today.
I think it is a combination of disparate items: l)the overall 
decline in the quality of the SF we read, 2) the quantitative 
growth of fandom, and 3) the sense of gravity that has pulled 
fandom below the heady stratosphere of humor that at one time 
pervaded our society.
Taking things in order. As Larry Mason of Atlanta recently 
inquired, when was the last time you died an impatient death 
waiting for your favorite author's next: book? For me, quite 
a while. After a string of disappointments, my expectations 
are greatly diminished. The current boom in SF has hurt the 
field. It has become flacid and overindulgent. Mediocre efforts 
are continually appearing on the stands as publishers strive to 
meet their expanded schedules. The quality of the work of SF's 
big name authors seems to be inversely proportional to the 
spectacular increase in their advance royalties. Promising 
trilogies become disappointing series. Now, while it's true 
that many fans substitute fanac for SF, science fiction is the 
bedrock of fandom. And when it suffers, we feel the reverberation, 
however unfocused.
Secondly, there was a time when being-a member of fandom was 
like being a Secret Master of the World. Fans were special and 

everyone else was
mundane. I feel, 
by and large, this 
feeling is directly 
related to the size 
of fandom. In the 
beginning there were 
probably 500 true 
blue fans. If you 
were one of those 
500, in the whole- 
for-ghod's-sake- 
world, you knew you 
were special. 
Discovering fellow
travelers was rare 
and exciting. It 
must have been a 
religious experience.



Through the years, our numbers have swelled; until you are one 
of millions that have stood in line to see the latest SF block
buster, until you are one of the thousand registered at the 
latest con instead of the intimate 100 that once made con going 
so special. Again, while trufen consider themselves still a 
breed apart, the mundanes are taking our sense of wonder and 
running with it. Fandom seems less special.
Lastly, fandom's propensity for humor, crazy antics and legend 
making seems to be slipping away. From my viewpoint, this is 
the greatest loss. There may be a couple of reasons for fandom's 
move towards the sercon side. As Cliff Biggers pointed out in 
a recent conversation, there are too many sacred cows in fandom 
today. Who would dare satirize the intensity of fandom's 
feminist element? "Not I," said the cringing chauvinist. It 
is precisely because feminism is such an emotionally charged, 
serious issue that it brooks no light hearted musings. The 

same rule applies to fan politics.
Perhaps a second reason for the decline in craziness is the 
rise m the median age of fans. When fandom began, its BNFs 
were.teenagers and now they are in their forties, fifties, and 
sixties. The wild happiness of youth is much less apparent in 
andom today. No more Staple Wars. No more Roscoe or Ghuism

No more tempests in teapots. That's all just silly, but I wish it were still around.

When 90% of the books I read now are mystery or historical 
adventure instead of SF, when I rarely, if ever, go into con 
withdrawal anymore, when the latest fanzine to arrive in the 
mailbox contains only say-nothing editorials, no-depth author 
overviews,and turgid book reviews, Something is rotten in -Fenmark?-' •
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MidSouthCon
By Charlotte Proctor

MidSouthCon Report or Spaced Out in Spacetown.................... Page 1

Friday evening after work, Beth, Calvin and Jim picked me 
up and we were off to Huntsville. We went the old Huntsville 
route, up 79 and 231, instead of 1-65. We got there before 
dark, and in time for the opening ceremonies. Kelley Freas 
introduced everyone who was anyone, including "the chairman of 
next year’s DSC, Jim Gilpatrick". We didn't know we had won 
the bid already. I said Jim wouldn't be fit to live with after 
being introduced by the illustrous Freas, and Beth wondered why 
I had thought he had been fit to live with before. John Camb- 
bell brought me his copy of RINGWORLD ENGINEERS, which Valerie 
grabbed the minute I got home, and read before I could.

After the con was officially underway, I looked around for 
some place to stay. I heard Guy Lillian arranging for a roll
away bed in someone's room, so I knew space was at a premium. 
Jim and I had planned to share expenses, but there were no rooms 
to share. But everything has a way of working out.

The rest of my party was staying at a friend's apartment, 
but I didn't want to leave. Nicki said sure, I could sleep on 
their floor, and Dick gave me the key to deposit my bag, and I 
was all set.

Went to the poolside gathering, talking to Jeff Hull and Jerry 
Page, when loud cries of "Charlotte, Charlotte, come here" arose. 
Nicki and Bob Tucker were calling. Bob said he had heard I was 
sleeping on the floor, and if I would rather have a bed than the 
floor, there was an extra one in his room. I immediately accepted— 
having no great love of trying to sleep on a floor. He
went on to lay out the ground rules. I like that—people are 
much more likely to get along if they know the rules. Bob said 
"Now, if I get a date, I'll give you the high sign and you stay 
away for 2 or 3 hours, 0.K.?" Sure, I replied, that's fine with 
me..................does that work both ways? Bob answered me seriously,
assuring me that it did, but I noticed out of the corner of my 
eye, that Nicki was rolling on the ground in hysterical laughter.

Well, I moved in, and set out to socialize. Bob said he was 
tired and would be going to bed early, about 2 or 3, and would 
give me the key if I was still up and around.

I went to the Bowling Green party, and sure enough, after 
awhile, someone wanted his cards read. Dave Shockley and I 
started out and I said, anyone who wants a reading, come on. 
Going down the hall, I looked back, and there was a mob following 
us.



MidSouthCon Report or My Weekend with Bob Tucker........... Page 2

I led them up the stairs and down another hall to the wrong 
room. (That numbering system was crazy.) Finally found 
Bob, got the key, and took my faithful following to the right 
room. I read, and it was good. The readings all came easy, and 
made sense to me and to the querents, and were pretty much all 
positive. I felt good about it. Most people left after their 
readings, and there were just four or five of us left talking. 
Bob called to ask if it was alright to come home now, Mom. It 
was and he did. We left so he could sleep.

Saturday morning, I was amazed and confounded, watching Bob 
get ready for the day. First, he did loosening up exercizes 
that no one else at the con could do. It involved sitting cross
legged and bending double to put your forehead on the floor. I 
dubbed him The Man Who Folded Himself. Then, before brushing his 
teeth or anything...he took a swig of Jim Beam!

The real Bob Tucker, and Maureen from Nashville, came by and 
we all went to the Waffle House for breakfast. By this time, I 
was getting mighty quiet, and taking my glasses off a lot. I 
didn’t know it at the time, but it was the beginning of a lousy, 
rotten, #&%$$*! migrain headache. (No, it was not a hangover.)

So the rest of the morning and most of the afternoon were 
spent in bed, or in the bathroom. Won’t bore you with the de
tails. About 4 I felt ’’all better now”, and went with Bob to 
the Real Bob’s room, just to relax for awhile before banquet 
time. Maureen was there, and I brought Guy in, and Chanda 
from Tuscaloosa. (She is a 17 year old girl who looks every 
bit of 14.) She wanted her picture made with Bob, and Guy had 
a camera. They stayed to talk.

I bought a couple of tee shirts....a blue one with a lady 
dragon holding a can opener and an armoured knight.... and a 
brown one with a Jeannie Corbin woman warrior in a chain mail 
bikini. Valerie says she's not very well protected.

That evening, eleven of us went out to eat. Guy, Jim, Beth, 
Calvin, Frank, me, Sandra Paris , Paul Flores, Steve Hodges, and 
Janice Williams. There was the usual hoorah in the lobby trying 
to decide where to go. (No, Jim, we're not going to eat Chinese.) 
Finally we picked Steak & Ale—it was a good choice. Lovely 
atmosphere, good food. The salad bar even included french onion 
soup.

We got back in time for the last of Fred Pohl's speech, and 
then I carried Bob's gifts to the room, and got a closeup view 
of the, uh, whatimacallit, that Tola Varnell gave him.

Cliff Amos came by. He and Bob smoffeki and smoothed, and 
I got to hear the inside story of the Northamericon movie pro
jector snafu.
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a group of fen.
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strong, but spoiled a litt e fang. They rewarded his
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had rather suck eggs than smooth.

Next morning, breakfast with Adrian^Washburn^Jim, 
Guy look calm, cool and collecte . Center Tour. That was 
and Mike and Sue. looked a^all^he exhibits, played
nice. I watched *J^^t^ake any of the rides, not wanting 
a computer game, but did t taKe any u 
to stir things up again. .

i -ner<s since I was there last, includingThey had several new things sine Qnl with one person
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disastrous, but how true, reading of a couple o y g
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slide Show, and the masquerade. And wished I ^/went ’
But, all in all, it was a good con, and I m glad I went.



Club £Notes
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(QI a 1361 DSC bid. In case you're wondering, the motion to bid

tell



And so endeth two more months of meetings for the Birmingham 
Science Fiction Club. It looks like we’re actually beginning 
to accomplish something. Look out, world, we're forging our 
way ahead!

STARS AND DUST...

Beyond the Seven Sisters' fiery veils 
and Andromedean chains, 
Home lay far behind, 
too long ago, 
as new vikings, 
left Earthly fjords 
for an endless heritage 
of stars and dust.
Flying the teeth of galactic winds,
threading a long-ship through 
the fabric of spaces and times 
we came Home. 
Tomorrow's dreams called. 
We answered. 
Other worlds, other suns 
were ours, were home... 
for a time.
Starshadows claimed some of us. 
We didn't mind... 
we were coming home. 
The future's roots 
lie in the past, 
so we came home 
to planet a few more 
trees in Eden.

—Merlin Odom
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SUNDIVER
By David Brin, 1980, Bantam, $1.95

Do you ever buy a book because of its cover? I like to think 
that I am sufficiently sophisticated to not give in to immature 
urges such as spending my hard earned American currency for a book 
just because its cover catches my eye. Unfortunately, that is pre
cisely what I did with the book Sundiver, the first novel by David 
Brin. Fortunately, however, my instincts for quality were finely 
tuned that day because the inside of the book is just as intriguing 
as the outside.

In Sundiver, we are not alone in the universe. Or rather, we 
are. Throughout the universe, hundreds of pre-sentient Client species 
have been "uplifted" by already sentient Patron species. Chimpanzees 
and Dolphins have been uplifted by Humans. However, no one has yet 
found who uplifted us (Humans, that is). Humanity is a wolfling 
race, ignorant of who caused it to become the intelligent, man-as- 
toolmaker species that it is.

When the people with project Sundiver, stationed on Mercury 
to do Solar research, start seeing "ghosts" in the chromosphere of 
the Sun, the cavalry is called in. Rather, several of the Patron 
Extra-Terrestrials stationed on Earth (to help us figure out where we 
came from, and to help us catch up with the rest of the universe in 
technology) and some Humans are sent to investigate what is going on.

To make the Solar research possible, Brin has come up with a 
tantalizing bit of machinery—the Sunship (that's the round shiny 
thing on the cover). The author has included diagrams and extensive 
verbal descriptions for those of us who are less adept at imagining 
spherical objects which propel themselves into the Sun.

In addition to the hard science of the Sunship, Brin has created 
some fascinating, if somewhat one-dimentional characters. Considering 
that I am a Librarian, I find it refreshing to see that the bad guy 
(at least, one of them) is the Director of the Branch of the "Library" 
on Earth. The protagonist is Jacob Alvarez Demwa, a regular, rather 
normal Human who happens to be schizophrenic. The one character I'd 
really like to meet is a Kanten named Fagin. He/she/whatever is 
your basic sentient plant that speaks by waving his/her/whoever's 
foliage.

In thinking about this book, I am amazed by how much David Brin 
has managed to include in 340 pages. In addition to the background, 
plot and characters I have already described, he has also included 
a touch of sociology and the framework of a mystery story.



The sociology comes in the description of how Human society 
has changed both through the passage of time, and also as a result 
of contact with other sentient beings. In society, two dichotomies 
exist; Citizens (normal, non-violent prone individuals), and Tempo
rary and Permanent Probationers (those who would commit crimes, if 
that were possible); overlapping those categories are Shirts (Xeno- 
philes) and Skins (Xenophobes).

The mystery story ties all of the components together. Did 
Humans have Patrons, or did we uplift ourselves? What are the 
"ghosts" in the Sun? Who really is the bad guy? What is it that 
Jacob Demwa is afraid to face from his past? I'm happy to say that 
just enough of these and other questions are answered to make the 
book satisfying. However, not all of them are answered in full.

Brin has enough material in this book to write several more 
novels related to it. I like his universe, and would like to get 
to know it better. So, get out your typerwriter, David! I want to 
know what really happened at the Vanilla Needle.

Beth Pointer

cThe cBeginning ^Place
' By Ursula K. LeGuin, 1980, Harper-Row, $8.95

A few weekends ago, I journeyed up to Knoxville to visit friends, 
who also share my interest in science fiction. While at the U.T. 
bookstore, my host bought The Beginning Place by Ursula LeGuin. 
Since I'd never heard of it, I flipped through and found a publica
tion date of 1980. I then informed my friend that I would love to 
read and review it for ANVIL.

Since it is a rather short book, he said that was fine, knowing 
I could finish it before returning home. Thus he was assured that I 
would not accidently pack it away when I left.

Having read the Left Hand of Darkness, I stretched out, all 
ready to lie back and enjoy. Instead, I encountered a trendy novella. 
No, fans, this is not a science fiction book. The beginning paragraph 
hits you with that theme we all know and love so well—The American 
Dream Gone Stale. We see through a male cashier's eyes the dulling 
numbness of his routine job.

IX



I closed the book and rechecked the name and the author. For a 
minute I thought I had picked up a Vonnegut book—you know, dreary 
circumstances breeding sad people, or people in unhappy situations 
that they find impossible to change, be it war or home.

Anyway, I thought of ANVIL, and plowed through. Ms. LeGuin 
is dealing with fantasy in her book, but the fantasy is so unbeliev
able. How many people do you know who go jogging into the woods 
and encounter "the land time almost forgot"? Sounds more like the 
sad daydream of an unloved, child-like character trying to escape 
his barely tolerable reality. Sound like Slaughterhouse 5?

In her favor (and as compared to Vonnegut, since I started 
this!) Ms. LeGuin treats her characters with compassion, and gives 
them a solution for escape from their unhappy, stagnant lives, be 
it ever so unrealistic.

The more I thought about the story line, and how contemporary 
people, even in books, don’t just walk off 21st Ave. and 11th St. 
into never-never land whenever they like, the more I realized that 
the fantasy of The Beginning Place is symbolic.

Seen from this viewpoint, the book is more admirable. It is 
more understandable now why this book got the high reviews from 
regular cirtics—here is an author who (from their viewpoint) used 
a "refreshing" way in which to present the emotional growth of her 
two characters, Hugh and Irene. These young people, both emotion
ally hampered by their respective circumstances, escaped their sit
uations by entering time warp land (remember Peter Pan never growing 
up?) and "slaying their dragon". But her characters differ from 
Mr. Pan—they grow up.

The average reader might enjoy the employment of fantasy in 
"main—stream" writing—but most fans will find it a cheap shot.

Again, like Vonnegut, it looks like Ms. LeGuin is veering away 
from us to the mundane. Maybe she feels she, too, has "outgrown" 
science fiction. Has she slain her last dragon?

Virginia Martin



TAKEOFF By Randall Garrett
Some of you out there may not be familiar with Randall Garrett. 

His previous works include solo novels, such as Too Many Magicians 
and Anything You Can Do, and a trilogy of collaborations with 
Lawrence M. Janifer under the pseudonym of Mark Phillips. The 
latter books concern the adventures of one Kenneth J. Malone appointed 
to the Queen's own FBI and are truly hilarious and also out of print 
(is anyone listening?). Takeoff, however, is not.

Warning! If you're allergic to puns, reading this book can be 
hazardous to your health. On the other hand, if you like puns you 
will find some really bad ones,...er...good ones, er..., oh, well, 
on to next paragraph. (Pair o' graphs? No, I won't be tempted!)

Of course, there's much more than mere (!) puns. You, too, can 
thrill with terror as Gimble Ginnison takes on the zurlniks and 
"rods, cones, stilletoes, icepicks, corkscrews, knives, forks and 
spoons of energy" flare against the screens of the Dentless in 
Backstage Lensman; or strive against established Authority in Gentle
men; Please Note. Those interested in peotry may read reviews in 
verse of such classics as The Caves of Steel and The Demolished Man. 
For fantasy freaks there's Mustang, for Cthulu freaks there's The 
Horror Out of Time and for those who remember scientifiction there's 
Master of the Metropolis. In short, there's something here to offend 
(or delight) almost anygroup you can think of.

Most surprising is that there are two stories which are humerous 
but straight. The first is Best Policy (omitted from the table of 
contents), a loving imitation of Eric Frank Russell at his best. This
This is the old story of 
humanity, or in this case 
one man, outwitting the evil 
aliens. How does he do it 
when the aliens can infallibly 
detect when he's lying? Who 
was it that said "The slickest 
way to lie is to know when 
to stop telling the truth."?

The second story is 
Look Out! Duck! which is 
the quintessential Astounding 
problem story. First you 
take a cast of believable 
characters and give them a 
problem. When they almost 
solve that problem you give 
them another problem and 
another and another... This
is called the snowball approach 
and how in hell are they gonna
get out of this mess. Try it, you'll like it. —Frank Love



666 By Robert A. Heinlein
Let me just start out by saying that this new book by Heinlein 

is excellent. Now, to be more specific, the plot revolves around 
four characters: Zebediah John Carter, a young college teacher; 
Hilda Corners, an older lady who often donates money to the college; 
Deety Burroughs, a computer programmer; and her father, Jake 
Burroughs, an inventor.

Jake has invented a machine that will travel to other dimen
sions. When the group is attacked by an unknown assailant, they 
flee in Zeb's duo, an airplane-car, to Burroughs' hidden house. 
They decide that it isn't safe to stay, so they install the dimen
sion transfer machine in Zeb's duo, and begin travelling to other 
dimensions.

This is where the fun really starts. They travel along other 
dimensions that are the universes of science-fiction books. They 
realize that what is fiction in one universe is reality in another. 
(Deety refuses to believe this and cries, "I'm real, I am", and 
it's hard not to believe her.) While travelling along this axis, 
they visit the Land of Oz (obviously Heinlein's favorite), E.E. "Doc" 
Smith's Lensman universe, edgar Rice Burroughs' Barsoom, and several 
others. Their stay in each is very short, but nevertheless inter
esting. Although I hadn't read any of the books they visited, this 
didn't detract from the book.

I won't give away the end of the book, but it is very interest
ing, especially if you have read much of Heinlein's other work.

In Heinlein's other "recent" books, he has done a lot of 
preaching, and compartively little story-telling. But in this 
book, he goes back to action-filled story again. Thank Goodness.

The format of this book is a trade (oversized) paperback, and 
will see for $6.95. It has 512 pages, with 53 illustrations, 
which is 53 too many for my taste. I didn't get to see the illus
trations, but if they are as good as the cover, they should be O.K.

I would suggest that you get it at Watkins Book Shop, where 
I work, but I don't get paid for plugs, so I won't.

Jim Cobb



loc loc loc loc loc loc loc loc loc loc loc loc loc loc loc loc loc
Charles Seelig On "The Ghetto". Somehow the word ghetto
1505 John Jay doesn't connect in my mind with science
Columbia University fiction fandom. When I think of the word
NY NY 10027 ghetto, several things come to mind. Burnt

out buildings with people who have no place 
else to live. Grown men from 16 to 75,standing on street corners or 
around restaurants and meetin places doing nothing. Broken windows, 
boarded up storefronts, steel grates. Trash piling up on the streets 
and sidewalks since these people don't vote and if they don't vote, 
they don't have real political power. Substandard housing, substan
dard transportation, substandard schools.
It does, however, conjure up a bit of the original word, used for the 
area that the Jews lived in Italian cities. Taking some shots in the 
dark, the Jews probably had their own social order, their own customs, 
their own way of doing things. I don't know how bad the conditions 
were inside the ghetto as opposed to outside, but probably the things 
that you described in your column had a lot to do with the reasons for 
staying there, except possibly one. If the Jews were restricted to 
that area, they wouldn't have much choice on where to live.
I have a feeling that some of the same restrictions happen for science 
fiction and science fiction fandom. How many places can you sell an 
SF story, no matter how good it is? How come the best SF books aren't 
sold up front with the other significant paperbacks in almost any store 
that I go into?
As for Star Trek and Star Wars fandom, remember what happened with each 
new wave of immigration into the cities of the Eastern seaboard.
Every time a new group came in, whether it was the Irish, the Italians, 
the Jews, the Blacks, or the Hispanics, all found themselves at the 
bottom of the ladder with few, if any, of the other groups helping 
them out.
Another reason might be the stereotypes that we form in our minds. 
Remember what the typical sf fan is to most of the world. And what 
comes to mind when you think of the typical Star Trek and/or Star Wars 
fan. Someone who w&nts to talk about Spock's love life or the philos
ophy of the Jedi for the eleventh time?

Michael Bishop Thank you for sending along ANVIL #10 containing
Box 646 Beth Pointer's review of EYES OF FIRE (as mea-
Pine Mountain, GA sured against its earlier incarnation, A FUNERAL
31822 FOR THE EYES OF FIRE) in her review "Double ’

Vision." The review is obviously her attempt 
to come to grips with both the subject matter of the novel and the 
changes manifest in the rewrite, and I appreciate her concluding 
observation that, although the book is sometimes excruciatingly detailed, 
it is also "worth your patience." I think so,too, but I am hardly a
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disinterested party when it comes to making such an observation 
for others.
One other comment on her comments: Beth Pointer wonders if it is 
heresy to wonder if I could have used the basic thematic element of 
EYES OF FIRE as the "central idea...in a mainstream novel." No, 
it is not heresy. (I have wondered the same thing publicly, i.e., 
in print, about at least one of Philip K. Dick's intense novels, 
A SCANNER DARKLY, whose futuristic setting struck me as altogether 
superfluous to his purpose.) And, yes, I suppose I could have. 
However, it would not have been the same book (that goes without 
saying, but I've gone and said it anyway). And it still seems to 
me that the anthopological bias and extraterrestrial setting of the 
novel are essential — or at least extraordinarily helpful — to 
providing perspective on a continuing problem, one to which we may 
be too close to see quite as clearly as we would like.
Further, since my original impetus for the first novel was a vision 
of a species of alien humanoids with crystalline eyes, it would have 
been very, very hard to convert that powerful mental image into the 
basis for a "mainstream" novel. (I think.) So Beth Pointer's question 
is interesting, but finally altogether moot, not to say wholly unre- 
solvable. But I am glad she raised it anyhow, and I'm grateful to 
her for taking the time to articulate her doubts, perplexities, and 
judgements in print. And grateful to ANVIL for giving her a forum.
My best to all the good people in 
Birmingham, for many of whom -
the ones I've met (even when I 
don't remember all the names, God 
forgive me) -- I have a special 
fondness. Hope I see at least 
some of you at DeepSouthCon in 
Atlanta this August. That's the 
only convention I am likely to 
make this year.

Robert A. Bloch 
2111 Sunset Crest Dr. 
Los Angeles, Ca.
Thanks for sending ANVIL! I found 
your article extremely interesting, 
and agree with everything except 
what you say about the elevators. 
As a veteran of thirty-odd conven
tions—some of them very odd indeed— 
I can attest that the elevation 
are slow.



Sometimes the smartass hotel shuts down an elevator, to save money; 
other times a smartass fan presses buttons for stops on all floors. 
But the result is real, not imaginary.

Lee Pelton 
2726 Girard Ave. S. 
#101
Mpls., MN 55408 

Can't say I agree too much with your edi
torial, Jim, because it only covers the 
surface, and not the causes. It is all too 
easy after the first flush of joining fandom

to get overcynical about what fandom is not and place all the blame 
on fandom.
Fandom is what you make of it. It can nurture the insecure, pro
tect the hurt, glorify the talented, and villify the cruel and 
stupid. It can also destroy self-esteen, scratch the psyche, be 
unreasomable and crude in its dislikes, and elevate those who talk 
loudest. In other words, it is just like "real-life”. Everybody 
wants to be somebody's peer. For many fandom provides that emotional 
need. Some need to be stomped on to verify self-doubt and fandom 
does that, too. It ain't perfeckt, but it beats the hell out of 
most of the alternatives. If that weren't true, there would be no 
Birmingham Science Fiction Club, no Minn-STF, no NESFA, no nuttin'. 
It is a very human trait to gain self-value through the words and 
actions of others. Those in any walk of life without such a need 
are few and far apart, and often considered snobbish or stuck up. 
What we really mean is that we are jealous of their lack of what we 
have too much of.
The main point is, I think, you find things "fannish" a waste because 
you don't do them yourself. If so, that's so much bullshit. No one 
person or group of persons can set a standard of behavior for others 
without screwing up somewhere. In your editorial I see you do the 
same thing you condemn fandom for doing. Condemn fans for not acting 
like "mundanes", if you accept the fannish concept of mundane. I 
don't, but it is convenient. Just remember, that fandom is as fucked 
up as the rest of the world, and you can't expect fans to be any 
different in their reactions or actions. Jim, fans are not the only 
people who think they are the creem of the crop, intelligence-wise. 
In fact, fans are the closest thing to a new order of Masons I've 
seen yet. And trufen are not Trekkies who observe the rules, but 
rather those who realize the rules don't mean shit. But common sense 
does!
I have an answer for Merlin Odom. Science fiction/fantasy is a 
mythology of things not yet happened, or things that have happened 
somewhere else. And mundanes are not a Bad Thing. In my case, I 
spent my first 26 years as one, and have a fondness and an under
standing of what it was and what it means to live the programmed 
life straight out of high school.
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But I know that I prefer to know why I'm unhappy, rather than 
living the seemingly good life, making good money, having the place 
in the suburbs, and being confused as to why I felt trapped and 
miserable. I want to know why I'm miserable, and at least fandom 
gives me that. I am aware I create most of it myself and that 
helps, if not cures, the problem.
My only complaint with con reps is that they are so uniformly 
hookless. Or perhaps only to me. I stopped running them in RUNE 
a while ago for less subjective writing.
Guy Lillian is wrong about Deb's lack of knowledge concerning the 
word "epitome". It means a large hardcover of BEOWULF, doesn't it??
Well, not much positive here, was there? But button pushing can 
be lethal, or so my observance in a few apas has told me. Whether 
I discerned your position aright isn't a moot point, but what I 
said about fandom holds true, in my history at least. Take it for 
it's own merits, and don't ascribe to it duties and responsibilities 
it has never assumed.

Harry Warner, Jr. I apparently failed to write a loc about
423 Summit Avenue the ninth ANVIL. So permit me to do my
Hagerstown, Md. 21740 duty about the tenth issue before I get into

complete disgrace.
A few years ago, I wouldn't have agreed as much with what you wrote 
in The Ghetto as I do today. You exaggerate to some extent, but 
maybe fandom has tended to come closer to your exaggerations that 
it did in the past.
But I feel a trifle superior after reading your specific descrip
tions of how fans behave. While I can't prove it, I'm pretty sure 
I've never complained about the elevators in a con hotel. I cheat 
in this respect a little, because I don't go to cons often enough 
to have the opportunities to gripe that the all-out congoers possess. 
And as far as I can remember, I've never put the h in beer when 
typing it. Once I did something even more heretical involving beer. 
I wrote in a fanzine that I was bored with reading so much about 
beer and I really wasn't interested in which brand each fan preferred 
or how much beer he'd drunk at a party. Lightening did not strike 
me dead, Claude Degler didn't reach a long arm out and yank me into 
whatever mysterious limbo he now inhabits, and neither Lenny nor 
Squiggy appeared at my door with a giant can of Shotz beer which I 
must immediately drink. It's true that I didn't get any fan visi
tors for the next four months, eight fanzine editors cut me off their 
mailing list, and I wasn't nominated for the FAAN loc award for the 
next two years.
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Maybe that was just conicidence rather than the unified expression 
of fannish outrage.
Wade Gilbreath's column is informative, if a trifle alarming. I 
get hot flashes and shortness of breath at the very thought of any 
fan group deciding to seek a worldcon bid in some future year. To 

» a fan of my placid and peace-loving nature, it seems like adopting 
* as a club project the creation of an atomic bomb. Success is always
‘ possible, but so many bad things might happen in the course of the
* efforts.

But obviously, there are lots of bold and energetic fans running 
around loose all over the continent, to judge by the decided and 
tentative bids for the years ahead. Who knows what conditions will 
be like for the 1986 worldcon? Inflation so bad that hotel rooms 
will run to more than a hundred bucks a day, or dirt cheap accomo
dations because tight rationing of gasoline has ruined hotel business? 
Ten thousand fans attending a worldcon, or fewer than a thousand, 
depending on whether the science fiction boom continues or busts? 
Fandom either more fragmented then at present into subgroups center
ing around the works of favorite authors, or so media-centered that 
only the older fans will recognize the pro writers and all the younger 
fans will be totally concerned with science fiction in movies and on 
television? If you decided to bid for the 1986 worldcon, I advise 
waiting a while before you finalize your program schedule.
P.L. Caruthers' con reports held my interest very well, despite 
occasional moments of mystification when she refers to matters which 
Birminghamsters are well aware of but I'm not. Some of the cryptic 
passages explain themselves eventually, I was happy to find. The 
first mention of Othello addiction in a bus terminal worried me 
until I came across the line that said "Othello game" and then I 
remembered those television commercials last Advent for a home ver
sion of the game. Maybe I'll live long enough to decipher the sig
nificance of the Hangmasters, too.
Charlotte Proctor also made the ABC con seem vivid to a non-attender, 
although I would have been even happier if she'd used full names of 
all the people mentioned in it. I realize that this would have seemed 
a waste of space and ink to club members who are familiar with all 
the people mentioned, and I was able to fit tenative last names to 
some of the given names from my own memory. But just think of pos
terity when second or third generation fans of Birmingham fandom will 
be leafing through yellowed copies of ANVIL and they will want to 

’ know if that was mama and papa who are mentioned in this paragraph
’ of that page and they won't be sure and mama and papa will be so old
, they will no longer be able to remember, either.

The reviews seem quite good, as far as I can tell from my handi
capped situation of not having read the books or seen the movie that 
are their topics.
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Your reproduction is exemplary, just right for senile eyeballs. 
And the illustrations are very good for the most part, and even 
better than that in the case of Tom Walker's little sketch on page
13 which struck my fancy inordinately for some reason I can't quite
figure out. Cliff Biggers' sketch on page 21 makes me feel quite
old, because this geezer 
days each week and I can

South tut. THrfs 
FAD? I ComD 
HAUS’ Beetf A

Deb Hammer Johnson 
2 Tyler St.
Rome, Ga. 30161

is talking about the era when mail came six 
recall the way it was when the mailman came 
twice every day to every residence except 
on Saturdays and people complained over the 
lack of a Saturday afternoon delivery almost 
as much as they are grumbling about today's 
mail service.

This one will be 
shorter than usual. 
I get the feeling 
that I've either 

or are so close to the 
Things

and I'm lucky to be 
But first things 
one of them.

missed the deadline, 
deadline that I'm just squeeking by 
have been askew lately, 
doing ANYTHING on time.
first, and an ANVILoc is
My initial impression is that #10 is the 
first one^to bear the Gilpatrick stamp 
firmly. #9 had many Gilbreathian charac
teristics. #10 is emerging Jim G. The 
layouts are still spacious, unhurried, and

relaxed. It also definitely appears that the club members are really 
putting out to supply reviews, con reports, and general articles.
Within my memory, it is the first ANVIL to have so many separate 
contributors. With this course pursued, the zine is going to set 
folks eyes and ears back in the months to come.
As for specifics: THE GHETTO is one of the Most Common themes in SF 
editorials, that of the weaknesses in the mundane/trufan dichotomy. 
If one doesn't take it seriously, then it really isn't a problem. I 
think the essence of fen character lies with PERSONALITY, not achieve
ment, though personality can influence and alter achievement. That's 
why we have a Celko, A Biggers and the Lynchi (all vastly different 
people in outlook, occupation and fannish achievement) operating 
under the nomen of fandom. It's personality that makes the link. 
All is forgiven, and roughly tolerated, if the person makes it 
interesting and worthwhile. I've reread the last paragraph several 
times, and agree with the essence of every syllable.
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Wade's column on SOMETHING prompted me to send him a separate 
letter (actually, it was a Myriad DIPLOMANCY spy coverup—Har* 
Har*) and deal with what I see as the "oppositions" point of view. 
Basically, I'll reinterate it here. The ABC as a concept seems 
more real in the minds of other sf groups in other parts of the 
country (to whit, the ABC Worldcon rumors that the NE factions 
take verbatim). I guess its partly defensive, and partly an 
outgrowth of my own enthusiasm for clubs, that I suggested and 
worked so hard to get a "federalist" structure. In my corres
pondence with various members of each club (including my own), 
I've come to the conclusion that the essences of the three are 
simply too different to make ONE, even in a setting that all 
three fannish bodies would agree upon. My perpetual worry 
(#6 in a series of 15 perpetual Worries) is that the ABC is 
most existent in the minds of the officers (or Very Busy Folk, 
as the Lynchi are with CSFA), and quite nebulous in the con
ceptions of the rest of the membership. I'd like to see it get 
beyond that—somewhere, somehow.

I have corresponded with Merlin about his worldview and poetry, 
and find it interesting. I do find his treatment of the mundane/ 
fen situation to be different than the lead editorial. I love 
contrasting points of view in a zine, and both of these were 
enjoyable.
Charlotte and P.L.'s conreports were also contrasting. Since I 
was at the ABCcon, I can har* har* over every syllable. I agree 
with the general concensus that it was a damngood party. Rome's 
VATICON has had a hangup in Cris' grad school plans, but other 
Rome oriented fans are wiggling their eyebrows. It just might 
come about as the second ABCcon.
Beth and Charlotte's book reviews are probably my favorite reading 
thish. I think that with her interest in the Tarot, Charlotte's 
perspective on the P. Anthony books is interesting. I LOVE Beth's 
reviews; it turns out that although I'm a Bishop completist, that 
the only thing I've had time to read is EYES OF FIRE.



Artistically, Charlie's cover is another one of his multi-level 
visions that is a story in itself. Wade's weird humor highlights 
the interior illoes, but the f*u*n*n*i*e*s*t* one is Cliff's on 
page 21. With first class rates rumored to be going up to 20^ 
per letter in '81, my hobby is going to be jeapordized. I may 
even have to decide between gas and stamps. I haven't been able 
to affort any food or clothes in years, and am learning to live 
without them.

********************************************************** * * *********
Next Meetings: August 9, 1980 

September 13, 1980
at the Homewood Public Library (where else?) at 7:30 P.M.
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