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CHARLOTTE'S WEB

Well, 1t's been a long time, hasn't it, since the previous ANVIL came out? But
that's fannish. I mean, HYPHEN 37 recently came out. The inside front cover was
devoted to the usual apology for the issue being late... moving house, car wreck,
small war, etc., and the first thing Walt (Will's) knew, 22 years had elapsed.

- This sort of thing really takes the pressure off me!l

So what have I been doing while not publiishing? A Thanksgiving trip to Arkansas;
Christmas at home (everyone was over), Chattacon just past, and a re-reading of the
-entire Hormblower saga, in order, from Mr. Midshipman Hornblower through Hornblower
During The Crisis, C.S. Forester's last, unfinished book. "Crisis" also included

a couple of short stories set in Hornblower's retirement. It is interesting to
pick up on the influences Forester had on Roddenmberry -~ did you know that old
sailing ships would warp in and out of harbor?

Penny (Frierson), P.L. (Caruthers-Montgomery) and I roomed together at Chattacon,

We each went our separate ways and seldom saw each other, but for Saturday morning
.when I saw the GOH, Ron Goulart, by himself and looking hungry, and asked him to
join us for breakfast., After a few awkward moments while we got acquainted, Ron
began to tell jokes and stories -- the bitter~sweet kind like how just when his
books really begin to sell they are taken off the shelf. About that time the super-~
friendly waitress came over and asked each of us in turn if everything was all right
and if we needed anything. Ron tried to ignore her but she was insistent. He
turned ¢éd to her: "You just stepped on my anecdote.” "What!" she cried, looking

at the bottom of her shoe... "Oh, sorry."

_Penny went to my panzls and I went to hers... the "Living Fanzine" that Dick and
Nicki Lynch produced was fun. I don't know how well the sound recording turned
out, but the material was great... each contributor, without prior comsultation,
talked on a different subject: a long-gone slan shack; video in fandom; a tribute
to a favorite author; adventures in eating; and my favorite: Neutering Your Pet
At Home. The script will be published as an issue of MIMOSA, and copies of the

edited tape may be available from the Lynchi, 4207 David Lane, Chattanooga, TN
37416. Recommended.

About this ish: Pat Gibbs promises a best-of-the~year book column to me realsoon-
mow--in time for inclusion in this issue, one hopes. Taral sent some great art-
work; Brad Foster, who always sends me more cartoons when I am down to the last of
his wants to know why it is always the same last one I am down to. When Cindy
Riley told us about having her trailer delivered, we just had to have the story for
ANVIL. Alsc, by the time you read this, Cindy and Sonny Jones (Andrea's brother)
will be married and living in that seif-same trailer! Ycu read it first in ANVIL!!

Bruno Ogorelec ("How I Lost My Future", ANVIL 42) sent a three-part article on
Communism, which I am printing with this disclaimer: The publication of this
article is not meant to start arguments in the loccol about the relative merits of
Communism, Capitalism and Socialism. I solicited this article because I feel we
(Americans) hear only other American's views of Communism, and felt it would be
edifying to hear about it from One Who Knows. I want feedback, not lashback.



We've . a couple of zine rewviews courtesy of Andy Gilbreath, as
well as reviews of two foreign {English language) magazines. The Mafisettes
collaborate to tell the story of their latest adwenture — Where Fo Woman Has Gone
Before! Buck Coulson defends editors (thank you, Buck), and picks his favorites,
while Marc Ortlieb rounds out this issue with a bit of fannish lunacy. Enjoy!
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And now for a little personal natter... Speaking of Capitalism, as we were a few
paragraphs ago... I, persomally, try my best to be a Capitalist, but I work hard
for a living, and live in modest circumstances. I don't FEEL like a Capitalist.

Now, my employer is a Capitalist. I'm secretary to a family whose members live on
the income frow their investments. Great-grandaddy made the fortune and it's ,
getting pretty diffused in the fourth generation, but it still makes me look like
a poor excuse for a Capitalist. One thing worthy of note, however, is the
penchance for public service to be found in wealthy families. There are always
the idle rich, of course, just as there are the idle poor, but there are also
those who know the importance of their city's (or state's, or country's) well-
being and who either overtly (holding public office, for example) or covertly

(by anonymous grants) work for the public good.

The head of the family I work for is active in civic works, following in his
father's footsteps. Working here has given me the opportunity to see how much
the "private sector" contributes, and how varied those econtributions are. Sure,
I know, charitable donations of money are tax-deductible, dbut not so the dona-
tions of heart and soul. I respect them a lot.

hkhid

Today is February 10, 1988, and I think this 1is my last stencil to type. It seems,
sometimes, that the Fates conspire to keep me from publishing this ANVIL. This
weekend is Continuity, here in Birmingham, and I must be there. Last weekend was
spent in helping my daughter and son-in~law move to Georgia. Wext weekend, who
knows? Inbetween weekends are regular things like work, laundry and changing the
cat box. But I promise you, the very next time I have a couple of uninterrupted
days to concentrate on fanac, I'11l print this and before you know it, you'll be
holding it in your hands, wondering what all the fuss was about.

I'm not the only one who has had an eventful new year: Cindy got married, D.L.
Burden had an operation (she's doing well), Penny's kids came back on her, and the
Browns-got a divorce. Dan Calvert moved, his cat came to live with us, Richard
Hyde took ovir D.L.'s Continuity job (Registration), Andrea quit her teaching job,
and, on the brighter side, I'm getting an IBM Personal Typing System at work.

For the most part, though, it's been like that old Chinese curse: May you live 1in
Interesting Times. Linda quite agrees with Merlin, and 1s grateful that all these
interesting times are happening to other people.

Look for the next issue of ANVIL... oh, say about, uh,.. July. til then,

Stay Happy...

£



FANZINE REVIEWS

by Andraa Gilbreath

‘I feel that anyomne who actually publishes a zine has done a marvelous work and a
wonder, and deserves a pat on the back. BSome backs deserve more patting than
others and a few merit a full massage. But even editors of trashy, dreadful
zines deserve a certain amount of credit for their effort and the only way for
them to get better--if they want to--is for them to keep on trying, guided by
criticism couched in palat4ble terms. Tact is not my forte so I'll leave the
gentle guidance to more skillful pens (keyboards?) and opt to review zines I
really like.

What do I 1ike? I like fun and frivolity, informative articles which are
accessible (I've had my fill of intentionally intimidating, pedantic obscurity
in education classes), and fannish natter which makes sense to me. My favorite
fan article is “BoSh Goes Loco." Does that help?

MIMOSA #3. Dick and Nicki Lynch. 4207 Davis Lane, Chattanooga, Teunessee
37416. Free for the asking, the usual, or $1.50 to help send it your way, For
those of you who live somewhere else, like Mars, and who may nct be acquainted
with the Lynches, they are long-time fans and were editors of the lzte lamented
Chattanccoga clubzine CHAT. The first two issues of MIMOSA were five years
apart, but the Lynchi have tightened their production scheduie and you can
expect #4& to hit the fanzine stands RealSoonNow. Mimosa is my persomal favorite
of all the fanzines Charlotte carted over for me to wallow around in.

All the articles were delightful. In most zines, you find one real snapper and
the rest are okay but not earth-shaking. MIMOSA's articles are belly shaking.
Besides their own (good) stuff, the Lynches printed Eob Shaw's Rivercon GOH
speech, articles from veteran fanwriters Arthur Hlavaty and Roger Sims, aad
some wonderful articles they found in their APA. "The Untimely Mrs. Jones" was
hilarious! And my ninth grade Spanish classes loved the excerpt from "Night-
mares of a Quesadilla Fiend" that I read to them in a moment of grammar-
~loathing. A few kids actually sat up in their desks and looked toward the
front of the room... quite a compliment of Weinstein's humor.

Charlle Williams' fanart is wonderful. He does a great job illustrating Bob
Shaw's speech and Ronald Lee's zany cat yarn. My hubby (Wade) did the cover.

MIMOSA is a slice of fandom at its best: polite, but not stuffy; articulate,
intelligent; fannishly chatty, but not obscure. Highly recommended. '

YHOS #411 the cu§tomized fanzine, published for the Fantasy Amateur Press
Association and any other interested parties. Art Widner, 231 Courtney Lane,
Orinda, CA 94563, Available for the usual. s

Those Who Know have told me that YHOS is an old-time fanzine. It certainly has
respectably deep roots. The first article in #41, "Homo Futurus” by Chandler
Davis, is a reprint from YHOS #5, winter 1942, It is the second of a reprint
series ("Fantiquitiles") that Art is running. "Homo Futurus" is Chandler's
speculations on ''what superhuman qualities will show up, and when" in the course
of natural human evolution., It was an interesting read, but even more interest



ing is the fact that Art button-holed Dzvis and got him to write "Homo Futurus
Revisited." Together they form a seriocus and thought-provoking set.

The tone of 5 of the 6 articles in YHGS is scrious, I was amazed to read the
comics reviews, "Batman as Bernhard Goetz:; a dissident perspective on Frank
Miller®s "The Dark Knight" aud "Watchmen." I wish Art had included a bio of the’
reviewers as he did for Chandler Davis. These guys could pubiish articles in
the journal of the Modern Language Association! David Murphy and Ron Engstrom
present an in-depth discussion of the sociological and psychological implica-
tions of the existence cf "The Dark Kaight" and the behavior of those who dwell
therein. Honestly, it was 2 fascinating piece of comics reference material.
Danny Low takes a different approach to "Watchmen," more structural than the~
matic and much shorter, but competent and interesting.

With such serious, professional-quality articles in the traces, this issue of
YHOS could be a straight-forward, informational vehicle. Never fear, Art
handles his team with a mad, fannish fervor which gallops over any lurking
prozine leanings. YHOS looks different... In respomse to Charlotte's query, Art
says that he does it on a Canon PC-25 copier. He usaes different color
cartridges for different pages. What won't they think of next! He writes with
ARTistic panache, disdaining to use apostrophes and leaving unnecessary
letters-~vowels and such--out of words. The lettercol is distinctive in
appearance: Art reduces and prints the actual correspondence he receives,

be it on picture postcard, business stationary, or notebook paper, be it neatly
typed or scrawled in crayon. I like it. You get the more individual flavor
from each LOC. t's almost as good as getting the mail yourself. You might
think twice about including DNQ information when you write him. I don't know if
he cuts it out and re-pastes the letter or prints it and damn the torpedoes...

TAE FEAST OF FRIENDS. Pekka Supinen. Ulvilantie 29/5 D 442, SF-00350 Helsinki,
Finland. "Feast of Friends" is the second English language "fanzine" published
in Finland. The first was published in 1983. Feast seems to have been compiled
for distribution at Conspiracy but it is available for trade or a loc. Like all
fannish publications from Finland, Feast of Friends looks like a professional
publication, but don't be intimidated by appearances, peoples of the world.

Even though Harri Haarikko refers to the fact that they have a group "uncommer-
cial science fiction magazines of good quality, which have been brought forth by
the enthusiasts," these guys receive public grant monies through their
"officially registered science fictional societies.” Also, Haarikko bemoans the
fact that "the resources allocated to other activities, such as conventions are
nminuscule balanced by the monies used on publications." If you have seen any of
the "fanzines" which come from Finland (and, boy, do they make us look grubby),
that knowledge should make you feel better about the zines we'uns put out in the
rest of the SF-loving world. This gem of information alone would have justified
the investment of my time in FEAST, but there is much more to be gleaned in the
38 interesting pages of this magazine. It features articles on Finnish SF, the
history of Fimmnish fandom, the Finnish SF magazines, SF comics (with excerpts),
and two short stories. My favorite article was Juhani Hinkkanen's article which
chronicles the development of fandom in Finland. Thelr adventures and carousing
sound awfully familiar... Maybe it's about time we invite some Finns to this
side of the Atlantic. It sounds as if they would fit right in.

Oh, yeah, I forgot to mention the artwork and Wade insists I remedy the
omission. The art is excellent throughout. Wade loved the cover illo by Anssi



Rauhala. It reminded him somewhat of Tim Kirk's work. To sum up, FEAST OF
FRIENDS is a pretty zine and is nicely written -- especially considering that
these people are working in a foreign lemguage!

PANORAMA OF CZECH LITERATURE 38. Compiled by Dr. Joseph Nesvadba. Halkova
ulice 1, 120 72 Prague Z, Czechoslovakis.

PANORAMA is a professional anthology 'published in the Panorama Publishing House
by the Union of Czech Writers, the Czech Literary Fund, and the DILIA Theatrical
and Literary Agency." It is a beautifully put together paperback, printed on
slick paper with black-and-white and four-color illustrations. It consists of
commentary, bios, short stories and poetry, all nicely translated into English
for us non-Czech readers. Aside from the fact that it contains 216 pages and
that 5,000 copies were printed, I can't tell you much about PANORAMA itself.
Evidently, most of its readers know how much it costs and how often it is
published since that information is not included. I assume jt's published
annually since "1986" appears at the bottom of the front cover. It must be a
general literary anthology since the editors tell us that "this issue" is
dedicated to contemporary Czech science fiction. One of our Czech friends
assures us that PANORAMA #8 contalms a good sampling of Czech SF writers though
the stories included (he says) are not riecessarily their best works. I enjoyed
most of the selections, though some were too depressiung for my taste. My
favorites were "That Invincible Human Spirit, or the Golden Ships" by Jaroslav
Vels and "Wife by Questionnaire" by Zdenek Volny, not so much for the plots
(vhich were good) as for the tcne of the pieces. Most of the other stories had
a formal feel while these two seemed more relaxed, less stilted.

Even though poetry usually suffers more in translation than prose, the poems
included were impressive, nicely cerebrel with little emotional jolts inter-
spersed. The choice of artwork puzzled me, though. Most of the paintings
included are more surrealistic than SF crieated. Even odder is that there are
22 artistic, B&W nature photos -- bare trees, blasted stumps and stuff like
that. Worse yet, many of the 22 photos take up 1 1/2 or 2 pages! I'm familiaz
with the inclusion of such photos in the artsy-fartsy literary reviews put out
by universities and such, but they seem awfully out of place in a science
fiction anthology. Even if you could justify a couple of them, 22 seems a bit
much. All in all, the bios and photos cof the authors, and the historical
commentary dare the most interesting aspects of this anthology.

This is a dreadfully general, rather cursory review, but PANORAMA #8 merits a2
look if you can get hold of one. Geod Luck.



/987-THE YEAR INREVIEW

by Patrick Gibbs

It wvas not a particularly good year for science fiction noveis. The number of high
quality works was smaller and they came later in the year. Although I camnot claim
to have read even a small fraction of the hundreds of SF novels published in 1987,

I do try to stay current with the new fiction and I see most of the new bestselling
books. So, with great boldness, I give you an over-view of the SF novels of the
year with the idea that you can use this to catch some of the good ones that aslipped
by you, avoid a few of the bombs and possibly, upon reading some of these books,
nominate five deserving novels for the Hugo Award.

My two favoriets (so far) from 1987 are by two perennial Hugo nominees, David Brin
and Greg Bear. The Uplift War by David Brin (Phantasia/Bantam) is the long awaited
sequel to the 1984 Hugo winner Startide Rising. Brin has fashioned a universe
several centurieg from now when mankind has raised the intelligence of chimpanzees
and dolphins to human levels through genetic engineering. In Startide we had the
saga of the first Terran starship "manned”" by neo-dolphips. The Uplift War takes
‘place shortly after the earlier novel, but involves a Tarran colony on the planet
Gerth composed equally of humans and neo-champanzees. The Gubru, a hostile race of
avian creatures, invades Garth and, through sophisticated biological warfare,
_captures 21l of the humans. What follows is unconventicnal warfare and galactic
politics, waged by the neo-~chimpanzees, one free human and the ambassador of a
friendly alien race. The alien culture of the Gubru is fascinating, the action
grabs the reader's intentions, and the questions raised regarding genetic engineering
are provocative. With regard to the continuing plotline from Startide Rising, we
now see a hint of the strategy necessary for a Terran 'victory' over the alien races
allied against it. There is more promise in this series than any trilogy started in
recent years.

Greg Bear's The Forge of God (Tor) starts with the first landing on Earth by an
~alien race and ends with the most optimistic unhappy ending I have seen. Bear

~ creates a mind-riveting state of suspense as initial contact with the aliens creates
ambiguity as to the nature of their intentions. Are they here to benefit Earth's
inhabitants or to destroy it? This is one of the best alien contact stories ever
done totally from the Terran poiant of view. I highly recommend it for your reading
pleasure and as one of the best novels of the year.

I have started several books that may end up at the top of the 1list. Interveantion
by Julian May (Houghton Mifflin) is the far future "sequel' to the Pliocene Extie
saga. It recounts the final evolution of psychogenetic powers on Earth and the
initial contact with the Galactic Milieu of alien races with such powers. The
characters are so finely realized and complex that one becomes totally involved in
the plotline, and these are not easy people to like. It is a big book and the
payoff for the reader is proportional. The Legacy of Heorot by Larry Niven and
Jerry Pournelle (Simon & Schuster) transports the story of the destruction of the
monster in Beowulf to a small Terran colony on a virgin planet. Once you get past
the larger than life heroes, which may be consistent only with the epic nature of
the story, this 1s an entertaining and stimulating speculation on man's encounter
with an alien hostile biology. Great Sky River by Gregory Benford (Bantam) came
out this past December and is likely to be overlooked because of its late arrival.
It continues the sage started in Across the Sea of Suns and In the Ocean of Night.




Humanity has explored the galaxy only\to encounter an advanced and very hostile
machine eivilization, intelligent “computers'' determined to wipe out organic intell-
igent beings as so much vermin. At the galactic ccre the few surviving humans find
a glant black hole and the home of the destructive machines. Thile 1s SF reaching
out to extrapolate on the latest imn cosmology and to tell an archetypilcal story of
survival., I only regret that I have not had time to read it.

Only the less ambitious goals of Enigma Endgame by James P. Hogan (Bantam) and

Dirk Gently's Holistic Detective Agency by Douglas Adams (Simon & Schuster) prevent
them from being at the top of the list of the best of 1987. Endgame is the best
combination thriller and S¥ novel to appear in many years. In the not so distant

- future the USSR has a space station 1im orbit at L-5 and may threaten the destzuctlon
of all Western military defenses. The esplocage mission to verify the offensive
character of the space station is cnly the springboard for an intriguing novel.

Dirk Gently is a combination of ghest story, romance, time travel and murder novel.
It only succeeds at being an anusing entertainment.

Robert A. Heinlein's To Sail Beyond the Sunset (Putnam) is not science fiction in
the usual sense of tha term. It is the fictional-memoirs of the mother of Lazurus
Long, Heinlein's favorite character. Chroaologically it 1s the sequel of The Cat
Who Walks Through Walls. It is not worth the money to find out what happened at
the end of the earlier novel., The book is Hednlein’s thoughts on sex and other fm-
portant toples and it 1s a blot oan his career.

When Gravity Falls by George Alec Effinger (Arbor House) may be the sleeper of the
year. I am ashamed to say that I have not yet read it. ~From the dust jacket notes
and the reviews I can tell that it has elements of a thriller and an exotic setting:
decadent Arab ghetto. You have no excuse now that it is available in paperback.

Lincoln's Dreams by Connie Willis (Bantam) is an excellent first novel by an exper-
ienced short fiction writer. However, I doubt that 1t should be called science
fiction. It 1s a fascinating fantasy about a young woman who 18 linked in her
dreams with Robert E. Lee and his nightmares as he leads tha Confederate Army in
its losing cause. I bighly recommend 1t.

The best fantasy novels deserve separate consideration and I have rum out of space.

" Caveat: I have only been able to lock over these books. They are all in my pile of
books to read. Swordspoint by Ellen Kushrer (Arbor House) is another world similar
to Britain's Restoration period and is something of a fantasy manners comedy. John
Crowley has a well established reputation aad AEgypt (Bantam) has received good
notices. R. A. McAvoy has returned to Ircland with The Grey Horse (Bantam). I

have alwaye enjoyed her fantasy novels and sm looking forward to this one. Guardians
of the West by David Eddings (Del Rey) has a built in following from his earlier
series. I have heard good things about the author and so I am hoping for more than
the the stock Sword and Sorcery.

The Falling Woman by Pat Murphy (Tor) is high on the preliminary Nebula balloting.

I got news for you: it's not SF. It is not even fantasy. There are a few elements
that might be fantasy but they can be just as easily explaimed in psychological terms.
Let the reader beware with this one. It may be an excellent book, but it doesn't
belong in our genre.

And there you have it: a brash summing up of a year's worth of novels. If I could
have the year over again, I would only wish that the good ones had been evenly dis-
tributed throughout 1987. But that would be too easy.

-8-



MAFIAET TES RAID SEX
OPCRRIIES B A A A

((Bditor's note: I started to change the names to protect the guilty, but decided
that we 21l know who we are and what we did, and 902 of the readership wouldn't
know a Fafiaette if one came up and bit them on the knee, so what the heck? To-
night's episode includes Linda Riley, P.L. Caiuthers-Montgomery, Lydia Gillpatrick,
b.L. Burden, Andrea (4ndy) Gilbreath, Charlotte Proctor and Pemny Frierson.))

It started innocently enough. The Mafisettes and assorted male members of B'ham
fandom were having a party at Charlotte's house in honor of Jim and lydia G1l-
patrick’s visit. Duzing a lull i{n the conversatiom, P.L. spoke up:

"How do I get to be a real Mafisette? 1I'm tired of being an Honorary Mafiaette.
I want to be a real Mafisette and get written up in the pages of AMVIL."

"Well, P.L.," Charlotte replicd, "...you have te DO something... preferably with
other Mafisettes. 1Tt's usually spontaneous,” she added. -

"I know! I lmow!" D.L. and Linda excleimed spontaneously. "Let's go on a Fleld
Trip! Andy suggested it and said it would be educational and we think we ehould
so it... as soon as Andy gets here."

"And what about Lydia?" Charlotte wanted to know. "We could initiate Lydia at the
game time., Do you want to go with us, Lydia?"

Lydia wasn't toc sure about the whole thing, having just recently married imto
fandom, and here were Jim's avowed friends inviting her to go on an adventure with
them. The Mafiaettes weren't too sure about Lydia, either. She wae so young...
ghe seemed so, well... inexperienced... they didn't want to shock her. But Lydia
i{s nothing if not game. "Sure, I'll go,” she replied.

Aside from Lydia: %hen the subject of the Mafiaettes' field trip came up I thought,
"0.K." Ta the back of wy mind I was wondering... hmmmm... should I let om to the
way I really am? I bet everyone thinks I'n this sweet, little innocent thing...
little do they know. Even though I'm from a small town, it was known as "Sin
city." There are several porno shops, X-rated drive-~ins... 80 I am not totally
unfamiliar with these thinge. This "field trip" reminds me of the time my girl-
friend and T were driving around in my Monte Carlo, looking for something to do.
She suggested we buy something called "Rush”, a legal substance that supposedly
produces a five-minute "high", causing laughter. The local headshop was closed,
go we decided to try a pornmo shop. We drove there and parked in the back. It was
dark out. I got cold feet and refused to go in. My girlfriend, who was made of
sterner stuff, went in alone. I was a nervous wreck waiting for her, afraid
someone would see me. I locked the car doors. Finally, she came out and said
that they didan't have "Rush" so she looked at all the other stuff. She was the
only female in the store, with men watching peep-shows and staring at her. In my
panic to get away, I drove over a concrete divider that caught on the bottom of
the car. For one awful moment, I was afraid we would have to be towed, and the
world would know where I had been. But this will be different... there'll be a
bunch of us...



“"Sure, I'11l go," said Lydia.

So we made our plang: First, find Andy... next, leave our ID at home.... Penny
will drive (Penny was not consulted). Anidy arrived, and we were off.

Andrea's story: Penny's Caddy was slmost big enough for all of us to squeeze in,
The men aetayed behind to keep the home fires burning while we famned our own
flames. Over the months of planning, the dirty book store field trip concept had
taken on a 1life of 1its own and we were carried will-nilly along 4in the mad rush of
of enfasnt terrible. As we stashed our purses and pushed each other out to the car,
I had a vague glimmering of the feeling a person must have as s/he charges along
in the midst of a lynch mob. I wondered where it all had begum, how I got involved
and how we would feel ... after.

Penny parked right in front of ome of the two sleazy storee on the block. The
block also boaste a dirty movie house, a country music honky-tonk and a mental
health clinic (no, I'm not kidding. In fact, I wes relieved to see it in case the
wonders awaiting me inside were too much for my feeble fntellect).

We went in. I can't remember who led the pack but I kuow somebody was behind,
pushing. My first impression was surprise at the asparsity of the place. No Macy's
or Riches was this. There were no manniking modeling the lingerie, no statues,

not even nude ones, or ferns or scarfs taastefully draped around stuff. This was
not a wonen's store. I felt 1like Alice 4n Phallus Lend.

Aside from P.L.: The first place we entered was surprisingly clean, spacious and
well-11t, despite some construction work in ome cormer of the large, rectangular
room. The one or two customers and a like number of staff present seemed to be
stunned into silence by the giggling gaggle of fems. WNo salesperson materialized
to ask 1f we needed assistance. We were left to roam at will among a veritable
supermarket of sex toys, all nicely plastic-packaged and priced like so many blow
dryers, curling irons, or such-like brightly-colored consumer products. The long
right wall was ranked with orderly rows of peg-boarded merchandise, filled with a
variety of multi-colored... er, 'appliances'. Some were large, some small. Some
were battery operated, some had cranks. Some were plain, some were ribbed and

bumpy.
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The back wall was racked withk magazines. Very odd magazines, most of them, You
men reading this may kaow what I mean; you women -~—- you need to band together and
investigate for yourmelves. You'll laugh -- g lot, believe me! Who said that sex
wasn't funmy? The photos and drawings on the various video-cagsette packages,
racked on the long left wall of the rectangle, wcre za emusing as the covers of
the sealed magazines.

As well ae 'crotchless' lingerfe and 'candy pants', the central gondolas bore
oumerous rankeé of paperbacked books, which upon cursory sampling proved to be
filled with unlikely atatomical juxtapositions, as well a2g a multitude of rather
vulgar terms for the human sexual apparstus more cormonly termed the 'penis' and
the 'vagina'. (The average Jacqueline Susan best-seller bears much tamer varia-
tions-on~the-theme abundantly and repeatedly represented in these books.)

The other store was more like what we had been told to expect of such places.
Furtive male customers edged past us into the peep-ahow enclosure while others
looked at us askance as we invaded the cramped, over-hested aisles. The black
coumtermsan was eeen to smile. Perhaps he had expericnce of curious female packs,
Bere various appliances were displayed in several ceiling-high glass cases, bare
of any concealing plastic packaging. The assorted sizes and colors of thrusting,
tapered cylinders were almost science-~fictienal in their congregated masses.

D.L. emplified: The étmosphere of the store(s) was a lot like the shops on the
Strip {n Tuscaloosa in '73 and '74. 1lo decor, just utilitarian shelves anrd/or
racks to hold the merchandise.

Andy was right — {t was educational. %he variety of photo books was astonishing.
Whoever heard of pregnant lesbians? I never knew "appliances" came in colors --
passionate purple, shocking pink, lime green, sky blue and... natural.

Andy continues: The shelving was plain, ugly wood without any sparkley stuff or
lictle stenciled hearts. There wes no romance. (Well, I associate romance with
sex.) There was so much potentiel and nonme of it was realized. Fow if I had a
store like that... Ch well, after I recovered from the shock of the Spartan decor
and started examining the werchandise, I realized that "spartan" was a good word
for the toys, too. They were functional (I guess) but not visually appealing.
The gadget rack was fascinatimg though. I didn't think hair on—-uhh, things--
would be appealing to men. But the “Pocket Pussy" was certainly fringed with
scraggly brown, ersatz pubic hair. Rather appalling! My personal favorite among
the, um, insertion devices was the Squirmy Rooter. (I wonder if I'm supposed to
put a trademark sign after these names?) It was a manually operated toy which
appealted to the left-over-sixties-back-to-earth-child in me. MNo battery operated
wonder the Squirmy Rooter. HNo, it boasted a simple hand crank which was supposed
to make it do amazing things beyond the capabilitiles of flesh-and-blood man.

Linda and I had been sucked in {(metaphorically spesking) by the toy rack while
the other girls were pursuing more literate intevests. They encouraged us to come
avay from our finds and share the delights of the mind offered in the back of the
store.
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Aside from Charlotte: The literary section seemed to be divided into special
interests. There was S&M -- "Of Human Boundsge": there was the homosexual beat --
"Gur Hearts Were Young and Cey'; there was bestiality -- "Of Mice and Men."

The most diegusting section featured pregnant leshians. How did they get that way,
we wondered? ((Hote: we were g2ll relieved that child porno wae not displayed. Do
you suppose there is stuff so bad that it 1s kept under the counter, even im a
pormo shop?))

T picked up a book that seemed to be mostly text. "You don’t have to look far to
£ind the good parts," Lydia volunteered. How does SHE know?

Andy was overwhelmed dy the vision of the huge, red vacuum cleaner (with a hundred
foot cord) leering at her from a glass case. She had to be led from the store.

Getting ready to leave, we gathered in front of the Inn-Between Lounge. "We need
to buy something,"” we eaid. '"Ves," we went on, "we need to prove to the fellas
we were here." "Bhat chall we buy?" we wondered. Tihgme=Ste

Taking a deep breath and drawing hexself to her full height, the only person with
a purse among us (4n a word: Penny) sald: 'What do you mean 'YE?"

"yell, all right, what is Penny going to buy?"

“1 think Penny should get the ben-wa balls. It's the only thing she could buy
that I wouldn't be embarrassed to handle, or show to the fellas." WNot everyone
knew what ben-wa balls were, and were told to read SHOGUW; it's all explained
there. The red-headed Mafiaettes were delegated to make the purchase.

Back on the streets, we gave Penny her change and her purchase. She said she
hoped we realized that this was not the sort of thing that could be shared. P.L,
gsaid that they could be sterilized, but Penny affected mot to hear. So Penny
became the keeper of the symbol of our journey into sexual fantasy-land.

Andy concludes: While the purchase was being made, the rest of us waited outside.
Strangely, our virtue didn't seem to beam out into the sordid night because several
wobbly types with missing teeth and diverse aromas ogled us and began wandering in
circles around our little group. D.L., in possession of herself as usual,
suggested we lock ourselves in the car until the deal was consummated within.

The most shocking part of the whole affair, to my mind, is Penny's adamant
refusal to share the ben-wa balls. That high-tech look is so attractive: They
are the loveliest gold-colored metal. Reminds me of C-3PO. Maybe next trip

(and surely there will be one), we can take our van. Then I'll be the one with
the purse!
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THE OLD IRONMASTER
FETEORIARALS

by Buck Coulson

"Editors, by and large, are opinionated, prejudiced, and ariitrary. They have had
precious little ... experience ... and all are given to tampering with your copy
and garbling your meaning. They are little Caesars who exult in their position,
take every advantage of it and rub the staff man’s nose in the dirt. For 50 years
my life has been made exceedingly unpleasant by the machinations of these two-bit
sadiots." '

Sound familiar? Would you guess that the -author might perhaps be Harlan Ellison
or any of a number of science fiction authors who have expressed similar opinions
in the past? Actually, the author of the above quote was Col. Charles Askins,
commenting in the August AMERICAN RIFLEMAN on his long carecer as a firearms writer.
It would seem that writers and editors get along equally well in all fields.

Of course, the reader can only judge by the finished product. Science fiction
_readers are a little better off, as they can quite often read authors' comments on
the way their work was mangled, but very seldom do they get to read the original
work in order to make a comparison between the ideas of writers and editors. (And
in the very few comparisons l've been able to mzke, my verdict has gcne to the
editor at least as often as it has to the writer; probably more often.)

Even by looking at the finished product, 1t's hard to judge an editor's ability.
For a long time, the "Big 3" in science fiction editors were John W. Campbeil, Jr.,
of ASTOUNDING/ANALOG, Anthony Boucher of F&SF, and Horace L. Gold of GALAXY. But
Campbell and Gold were the two highest-paying editors in the field; since most
authors will try a higher-paying market first, they should have been seeing more
good stories than anyone eise. They had to recognize quality, and encourage new
authors who showed promise, but the money definitely helped.

In England, E. J. "Ted" Carnell was producing an above-average magazine, NEW WORLDS,
and the best fantasy magazine of its day, SCIENCE-FANTASY, on payments tha<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>