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AWRY is a fanzine devoted to the cause
of obtaining higher pay for stunt-
women in pornographic movies, Publish-
ed about as often as it comes out, AWRY
EDITOR: st Taeke is available through accepted contri-

butions, sterling and frequent letters

EDITORIAL ADDRESS: 91 Sl =011 ve g of comment, selected trades, or because
Dr. #9, Duarte, CA 91010
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% I enjoy drinking with you, One sample
EDITORIAL ASSISTANT: Phoebe Locke 4  COPY may be obtalned for "six 8¢
g stamps” (and the next reviewer who ig-
PRINTING : nores or misquotes that will be per-

OETSed %o | 1 s s s ot SICE SIS/ 2 sonally responsible for my absconding
Xerox ..... pages 3-5, 10, 24-34 with any cash, checks, or weird denom-
Gestetner ,,, Courtesy of Ed Cox inations of postage which arrive here),
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Welcome to this humble fanzine, which may be the greatest thing since piggyback sci-
ence-fiction novels,

Just to show you that I have a little class (or that I, too, can be a flasher), read-
ing THE ALIEN CRITIC has inspired me to emulate the 'diary' type of editorial., Just
this one time, So I'll try it for part of a page, and send a copy to Geis so that
the tears can roll down his eyes as he sees the sheer brilliance of my execution,

MAYGSS I, 978 Today is my 29th birthday., My first thought upon

awakening this morning was,,. well, my second thought
cast me back to that
day as a teenager
when I was getting a
physical examination
by a doctor who was
neither very good
nor very careful (he
got caught giving
beef 1injections +to
someone else's wife
and wound up with a
bad case of shell-
shock), After exam-
ining me he comment-
ed that I'd be lucky
R edE  Holdibe
thirty,

His diagnosis was
all wrong, of course,
but it scared the
crap out of my par-
ents (and it was a
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tellakid 13 or 14), % 8 ’”g’l; //{///}/:éz/{%//////’

Uy

But anyway, that's N} :/“//l/// Y - U WU
what I thought about e 2”///7/////// ///"7((;.‘
on the morning of my (& =
29th birthday,
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Yell, as the guy said after jumping out an 18th floor window- and while: falling past
the 10th floor: so far, so good,

'MAY 6th Nothing interesting happened to me on this day, I didn't get up,
MAY 7th Today was a very interesting day, Neither my wife nor I gdt up,

MAY 12th Today I didn't have anything pianned, so I fooled away the time by4
rewriting the Bible in iambic pentameter,

MAY 14th Three fanzines in the mall today, received in the usual beat-up condi-
. tion, Tomorrow I'm going to bite the mailman,

MAY 15th Today I was visited by the police and a man from the animal shelter,
MAY 16th Today was a rotten day, I didn't get layed,

MAY 17th Today my wife posted bail, Just in time, too; a sweet little old lady
was trying to make, up her mind between buying me or the french poocdle,

MAY 18th Today is the first day of the rest of my life,
What a rotten start,

With this issue I introduce two columnists to you, Dean Grennell had an article in
the last issue which he had labelled as being a "column", but I didn't take him ser-
jously, Now that he has submitted two articles in rapid succession, labelling each
of them as being "a column", it begins to dawn upon me that perhaps the man is de-
sirious of doing a column for AWRY, I therefore lay it on you that AWRY has a new
columnist: Dean A, Grennell, And now that I have recognized this fact, announced
it, and even revelled in 1t, chances are that I will never see another manuscrlpt
from him again,

But if I do, it will be the next installment of his column,

I am also much pleased to introduce Milt Stevens' first installment of his new col-
umn, I don't know whether all of his installments will be as gut-busting as the one
in this issue is (don't let the first page fool you into thinking this is a semi-
serious article), as Milt is rather versatile in his choice of subject matter and
treatment, but whatever he writes about will be well worth reading, I'm sure, If
I'm wrong let me know, and I'll throw the bum out,

Tina Hensel, that well-known connoisseur of warm, flat beer, is back with another
installment of her column (with so many columns, this fanzine should be self-support-
ing), As it turns out, she didn't help us collate the last AWRY after all, She got
back from camping-out in the mountains and discovered she'd left some of her keys up
there, Being as near-sighted as she 1is, several hikers mistook her for a snake when
she was searching through the grass and leaves for her keys, Despite her protests,
the hikers insisted on beating her with sticks because, they insisted, nothing
travels that close to the ground unless it's a snake,

Coming up, as they say, in future issues - which probably means in #6: Ed.Cox promises
to return with another installment of DRINKIN' THRU THE RYE, He missed a couple of

~ issues because he's been drinking bourbon lately, Also, Cy Condra, Charles Burbee,

and Dave Hulan have indicated that yes indeed they will be writing articles for
AVRY, If they, and the columnists, all come through in time for the next issue I'll
print everything even if it runs as many as 10 pages, The sky's the limit, ES



Based on AWRY's frequency to-date, the next issue should be out in Névember, That
would make the deadline the first of October, This information is for those of you
who like deadlines; or just in case you wanted to know,

As announced elsewhere (including in AWRY i), with issue #6 we shall journey into
the twilight zone of letter-column formatting as I experiment with a different way
of doing it, T am certain that everyone will be sufficiently thrilled, and will
promptly jot me a missive saying that the whole thing is a bit awry, As with groan-
ing over a bad pun, I will thank themn,

Herewith consider yourselves reminded that guest reviewers are sought for VIEW FROM
UNDER A 60-WATT LAMP, as an earlier such announcement drew only one guest reviewer,
So I must remind you again, Go and read a book, and send me a review of it, If you
cannot read, have someone read the book to you and you or your reader can then send
me a review of it, Even if you cannot read I presume that you can follow this in-
struction, as I am phrasing it very simply,

~ And now for the serious part of my editorial,

Today I was taking a shower when I heard someone knocking quite insistantly upon our
apartment door, As I am a very apathetic individual while in the shower, I found it
the task of but a moment to soap my ears and wash away my otherwise ingrained sense
of curiosity, Humming contentedly, I gave my body a preparatory rinse and then cov-
ered myself with the good lather of Irish Spring. As I reached up to swivvel the
shower-head my way again, the water-pipes started vibrating and thudding and the .
water started coming out of the nozzle in short machine-gun bursts, This lasted all
of perhaps five seconds, during which the 5'8" pile of lather stared in wet-eyed
amazement at the whole occurrence, Then it was over, and there wasn't any water at
all coming from the shower-head except an occasional drop or two, With an additional
25 pounds of lather encumbering my movements, I leapt from the shower to the bathroom
sink and twisted the hot and cold handles with my foamy hands, The faucet coughed at
me, and spit up one rusty drop of water,

I then sloshed to the bathroom window and peered out., The window faces North, but
with some effort I peered East anyway, A city truck was parked out front, and two
men were busily working with something (I presumed water pipes) just underneath
vhere I knew one of those square sidewalk-covers to be, So much for curiosity,

By this time I was no longer covered wifh foam, I was covered with dried lather,
I briefly considered shaving my body, but dismissed the idea as I didn't know how
safely I could do it without a sufficient number of mirrors,

Thankful for the fact that we drink instant coffee, I used the half-pot of water

to rinse off my face and hands, That fixed-up my face and hands, but the rest of
my body was white with dried socap, And it was cracking, I tried to peel it off,
and got my hands all soapy again,

I was now in a minor state of panic, I went back into the bathroom with a dim idea
at the back of my mind, but upon lifting the toilet seat I observed that our 5-year-
old had neglected to flush the john again, I made a mental note to talk to him
about that, and went back to pacing up and down the hallway,

Then another inspiration hit me, and I went to the kitchen to .get a pan, Taking it
into the bathroom I lifted the 1id from the toilet tank and peered inside, It was
full, Joyfully, I scooped out a panful and hopped into the shower, Carefully,-
savoring every drop because the tank doesn't hold all that much water, I rubbed
the dried lather back into foam on a selected part of my body and then rinsed it
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off, Leaving the shower door open, I hopped back to the tank for another panful

of water and repeated the act on another section of my body. The water was ghastly
cold, contained rust, and was blue in color, but one cannot be too choosey when he
has been encased in soap, ‘

I was making my fourth or fifth trip between the tank and the shower when I noticed
that my wife had returned from shopping and was standing at the bathroom doorway,
watching me in strained silence, I dipped another panful of water,.said hi, and
Jjumped back. in the shower,

"Would you mind rinsing my back?" I asked, "Be careful, though, There's not too
much water left in the toilet,”

"I can't right now," she told me, her lip quivvering, "I have to make a phone call,"

"Can't it wait?" I pleaded, leaning out of the shower with the panful of blue water
in my hand, "This is important,"

"My phoné call is important, too,” shé informed me, staring at my pan of water, “i  :3
“I'm going to call some people to come and get you, And take you and your pan of N
toilet water into a padded room somewhere, Honestly, Dave, this is too much," <~

"I don't think you understand,"” I said indignantly, I was about to illuminate the
entire sordid story when our son came rushing into the bathroom, stopping next to
his mother. He, too, stared at my pan of blué water,

FWhat's;that for, Daddy?" he inquired, in an irritating tone of voice,
"I'm going to boil some vegetables, What else?"

"Brian," his mother said, sternly, “your father has lost his mind and I don't think
you should see this -spectacle, Run along " . 'J

I snoke up, "Walt a minute, Brian, How many times have we told you to flusH'the
toilet after you've gone to the bathroom7"

}"I'm sorry, Daddy,"” he said, And then he reached over and flushed the, to%;ét;

"NO!" I screamed, in outraged anguish,

“‘Bdt:ii‘was too late, The water in the tank drained away in one big gurgle, and .
“ﬁ:didn't 111 ‘back up again, ' . _ . e

Wihy isn't the tank filling back upfagain?" my wife inquired.

i© . "Because they turned off the water," I sobbed

e
E

“:;She giggled.A "And’ you were right in the middle of your shower when they did it’"

"Yes," I sobbed,

. She giggled again, | . ,a,qg?‘: s o

Tyt

"Now I'1l have to stay like this until they turn the water back on again," I moaned,

"Well,"” my wife said, asshe hauled our son - out ‘of the bathroom and was -closing the
door, "if you want to cxy about it,’ maybe you can rinse yourself off that way;" ES




THaT Oup Time Relrcion

As I've mentioned elsewhere, I'm somewhat of a fan of obscure history. I'm the sort
of person who would be bothered by not knowing where the Empire of Trebizond was. In
fact, I was bothered by not knowing where the Empire of Trebizond was for about two
years., The place was slightingly referred to in a 13th century dispatch to the Doge
of Venice outlining the comparative military strength of the various Christian powers
of that day. From context, I could tell that the writer was the sort of person who
nowadays would work for the State Department and worry about the military impact of
Luxemburg, Obviously the Empire of Trebizond had no impact on history before, after,
or during its own time, so its location would most certainly arouse my curiosity.

A couple of years later I became interdsted in some of the Crusades which never managed
to find their way to the Holy Land, There was one in 1244 which managed to miss the
Holy Land entirely but did manage to conquer the Byzantine Empire, The Byzantine
Greeks took to the hills to get away from the Latin Knights and set up a number of
empirelets in adjoining territory. While I was studying a map of the resulting mess,

I noticed a strip of land along the Black Sea which was labeled "Empire of Trebizond",
That seemed like a suitable place for an utterly obscure state to exist, Of course,

it didn't exist there long, Just about as long as it took its neighbors to notice it
and consequently gobble it up,

Like fans in other fields, obscure history fans have to search out publications to
satisfy their hobbyistic urges, Some fans do it one way and some fans do it another,
but my choice is the remaindered sections of large bookstores. Certainly no obscure
history fan worthy of the name would mess around with best-selling history, Just
anybody might read that sort of stuff, But in the remaindered section, you find all
the good material like complete histories of the Second Balkan War arnd essays on the
effect of the mold-board plow on agricultural technology in the middle ages. '

One day as I was hunting amongst the dust and the clutter, I came across a book which
surpassed the run-of-the-mill in obscurity. This was THE GOD-POSSESSED by Jacques
Lacarriere, a history of the anchorites in the middle-east during the third and fourth
centuries, Since not one person in a million would want to read a book like that, I
naturally put it on the top of my must-read list.

Some of you out there may be even wondering what anchorites.were, Some of their con-
temporaries wondered the same thing, Anchorites were religious types who believed in
rejecting all things worldly including humans, Especially humans. They were a real
gang of full-bore drudges.

The founder of this Craze for Christ movement was an Egyptian named Saint Anthony.
Even in third century Egypt, Saint Anthony was a pretty odd name for a kid, It was
probably twenty years of being kidded about his name that finally drove Anthony to
religion, One day someone mentioned his name and he developed the impression that it
was God, Anthony immediately rushed off to a tomb to think about things eternal.
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Présuming you're still living yourself, that's about all you can do in a tomb under
normal circumstances, However, Anthony's ciicumstances weren't quite normal., Since
" he was seeking solitude, he was immediately attacked by a horde of evil spirits in
the forms of kangaroos, giant cockroaches and insurance salesmen, Grunewald did a
painting titled "The Temptation of Saint Anthony" even though it doesn't look the
slightest bit tempting to me, It &ort of looks like what you might see if you booked
coach on an acid trip, ’

Being treated like a hockey puck can get to be a little bit wearing even for a saint,
Besides, Anthony caught a lot of colds down there in that tomb, So centuries before
Palm Springs became popular, Anthony decided to leave his infernal roomies and his

post-nasal drip with a move to the desert, Thus he became the first of the desert
ancherites, - '

Theré is tremendous egoboo to being the first anything, This usually encourages. the
second through the 3,928,317th members of the species, As all fans should know, people
will do anything for egoboo, Soon after Anthony's time there were all sorts of people
out there in the desert fasting and praying, Suffering a lot was also a popular past-
time, TIt'wasn't long before some anchorites realized that they could suffer more than
their neighbors, If one anchorite could live on a dry bread crust a day, another
anchorite could live on a dry bread crust every other day. Undoubtedly some anchor-
ites found that they couldn't live on the amount of food they weére eating and starved
to death, but every enterprise has its risks, Starving wasn't really considered a .
risk in the anchorite philosophy but pride was, So it was necessary tc put limits on
such things as fasting in order to avoid having individual anchorites develop a more
ascetic than thou attitude, At one point it was decided that six olives a day was the

&



.. .correct amount to eat, Therefore, five olives a day became pride and seven olives a
day became gluttony,

Any activity can continue only so long before specialization sets in, So after a
period of time there were groups of anchorites who split off and practiced special-
ized forms of asceticism, These groups included the Browsers, Statics, Dendrites,
and Stylites, Each of these groups kept the basic objective of rejecting all things
human, but they each did it in their own way, The Browsers, for instance, emulated
animals and could often be seen in nearby fields grazing, After trying to live on
six olives a day,; this might not seem like such a bad idea., The most eminent member
of this group was a fellow named Aphu the Buffalo., Aphu spent over thirty years
living with a herd of buffalo, According to contemporary stories, Aphu was bothered
by evil spirits less than any other anchorite. People didn't come around him too
often, either,

The Statics specialized in staying in the same place but leaving. A Static would find
some remote location like the main street of a small town and stand absolutely motion-
less while contemplating God., The Static might stay that way for days or even weeks,
If it got much beyond a few weeks and the Static gave the appearance of having given
up breathing, he had to be presumed dead, Then it was a choice between burying him
or gilting him over and declaring him a national monument,

As the name might imply, Damdrites lived in trees, Sometimes they lived in the
branches of trees and sometimes they lived inside hollow trees, In either case, they
were a great nuisance to the local squirrels,

The following is the description of one Dendrite: "In the village called Ir'enin,
there was an old cypress in which lived a man of Ged. The devil, who always hates
good actions, did not cease from attacking him openly and in secret, and often he
knocked him down from his tree, At last, the saint made provision against such a
happening by obtaining an iron chain and fastening himself to the tree by his foot,
so ‘that when his enemy Satan threw him down he remained hanging by the chain and
people from the village would come and put him back in his place,"” Being fumble-
footed could be a gréeat liability if you were a Dendrite,

Thinking about the Dendrites, I can envision a scene of two travellers passing a
tree, R o ' '

"Come let us seek a blessing from the holy man in yonder cypress,"
"That's no holy man; that's'a:qhimpanzée,“ A
"How strange, the hair shirt certainly makes him look like a holy man,"

From the Dendrites it was only a short climb to the Stylites, A fellow named Simeon
was the first Stylite. Which accounts for him being called Simeon Stylites., Simeon
was one of the more literal minded ascetics and he took the injunction that men -
should come ¢loser to heaven gquite seriously, He spent thirty years on the tops of
various: pillars, He started out on only a sixteen foot pillar but later worked him-
self up to pillars that were 20 then 36 then finally 80 feet tall, Unlike our Den-
drite, Simeon did not make falling a habit, I'd heard of Simeon Stylites before,
since Gibbon devotes a fairly long section to him in DECLINE AND FALL OF THE ROMAN
EMPIRE, ® Gibbon considéred Simeon a prime example of the sort of decadence that:
Christianity-had caused, U . .

~ To make an obvioﬁs commeﬁt;~$im§qn,didn'£istéit;aijfhéﬂtop in his line:of work,
Simeon started his career at a monastery; however, he was eventually thrown out for
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excessive austerity, Upon leaving the monastery, he crawled down a dry well and stayed
there for five days singing the praises of God, Monks from the monastery which had
ejected him eventually rescued him from the well and may have advised him to be across
the county line before nightfall, Next, Simeon had himself walled up in a hut and tried
fasting entirely through Lent, Forty days later he was revived in extremis and appar-
ently even he felt that he'd better find a slightly less wearing form of asceticism.

So he built a circular wall and chained himself to a large rock in the middle. This
was good asceticism, but not great asceticism, It was by climbing up that first pillar
that Simeon really made a name for himself in the asceticism business, Of course, he
didn't just sit on top of a pillar, One of his favorite acts was to bow down to God
and touch his forehead to his toes, Since he only ate once a week, this wasn't too
difficult., He performed so many adorations to God that people in the crowd around his -
pillar would make sport of keeping count, One observer counted one thousand two
hundred and forty-four in a day before he got tired and stopped counting,

Stylitism wasn't the sort of thing that would be practiced by a large number of people,
but it did survive as an institution of sorts as late as the 16th century. In the
tenth century, there was reputedly a colony of over a hundred stylites near Gethsemane
in Palestine, In the sixth century, there was one area which had two stylites,; one
orthodox and one monophysite, The two traded insults for over thirty years which must
have made quite a tourist attraction at the time,

Even in religious enterprises there are those times when things don't go according to
plan, For instance, there was one Stylite who stood on top of a pillar wearing a
coat of mail which shone like silver in the sun, This resulted in his being robbed
and murdered by passing brigands, There was another Stylite in Mesopotamia who was
struck by lightning, One can easily imagine the spiritual crisis this must have
caused, not to mention the economic panic among relic dealers, If there is a future
life, there's certainly at least one really pissed-off individual in it,

As I mentioned earlier, anchorites worried about creeping vanity. Even if an anchor-
ite had hidden in the desert for the past fifty years, he might be proud of having
done it, There was only one sure way to avoid that sort of pride and that was to not
show any visible signs of virtve, To go one step further, an anchorite would develop
a somplete disregard for the opinions of humans and possibly even welcome their
contempt, This line of thinking somatimes made it rather difficult for the average
cirizen to distinguish between a saint and the town idiot, One may speculate that
several idiots were probably cannonized somewhere along the line,

However, a numter of anchorites were able to engage in non-saintly conduct and still
keep people informed that they were holy men and not idiots, There was one case of
a holy man and a holy woman who demonstrated their disregard for public opinion by
walking down the main street of a town naked. Certain other anchorites were noted
for hanging around low dives and consorting with prostitutes, This begins to sound
like a form of asceticism I could live with, It certainly beats the heck out of
consorting with buffalo,

.-




TAFF 'NEWS .

THE TRANS—ATLANTIC FAN FUVD was created in 1853 for the purpose of providing

* funds to brlng well-known and popular fans across the Atlantic., Since that.
time, TAFF has regularly brought overseas fans to the USA and sent American:. -
fans' to European conventions. TAFF oxists solely thraugh the support of fandem.
The candidates are voted for by interested fans all over the world and each vote
is accompanied by a donation of no less than one dollar. These votes, and the .
continued interest of‘ fans are what makes TAFF possible. .

NOMINATIONS for the next TAFF race are now open. The closing date for nominaticns :::
is August 15%, 1973. In ocrder to néminate a candidate the following must te.
in the hands of one of the current TAFF Administrators before the closing date:

(1) 35.00 ama bond that the candidate is serious about atanding for TAFF:-
“along with'a statement that he or she will be ready, wllllng and able ~ oo
to make the’ trlp if elected. . S

(2) A brief platform (100 - 150 words)

(3 oignatures of five nominators (3 from Europe and 2 from host country, in
this case, U.S.A.)

"\r"-

Nominatlons may be sent to any one of the Administrators, whichever address
is most convenient:

Mario Bosnyak Eddie Jones : iLen & June Moffatt -
1000 Berlin 62 - 25 Mount Way, Bebington Hall Park Box 456
Merseburger Strasse 3 | Higher Bebihgton, Cheshire 163 5RA Downey CA 902#1
WEST GERMANY ENGLAND U.. S. A, i

We would like to print and dlstrlbute the ballots in time for the TORCON,
i.e. before August 31, 1973. Deadline for voting will be Easter, 1974.

The winner will attend the World Science Fiction Convention in Washington,
D.C., September 1974.

DONATIONS TO TAFF are acceptable at any time. They can be in the form of
moneg:or.items that can be_sold or auctioned to help keep TAFF solvent.

THE MOFFATT HOUSE ABROAD will be the title of the 1973 TAFF Trip Report.”v

We have finished transcribing our notes and are now working on the first . oo
draft.  We hope to illustrate the report with photographs--and. we expect:“’ﬁ'w
to publish it this year. e e
FANZINE EDITORS AND PUBLISHERS, CELUB OFFICERS, ANY AND ALL FANS WHO ARE
WILLING TO HELP: Please publish or help circulate the informationiin

this news sheet. We simply can't afford to send a copy of this to ech

and every fan all over the world so we need all the help we can get in

the distribution of TAFF news and publicity. Please treat this sheet

as a "press release" for reprinting in your fanzine, announcing at your
clubmeetings, telling your fellow-fans about... Pass the Word! TAFF is
alive and well and will stay that way if we all give it our help and support
in nominating candidates, being candidates, voting, and donating.

~ 7. We bhank you on'behalf o TAFF. Love and Best- ishes,
1O S, g (foon
C~ Len & June Moffatt
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¢ Once upon a time 'hhere Was this li'ttle tiny puppy with these great big feet,

"Are you sure he won't grow up to the feet‘?" I inquired somewhat doubtfully of the tra.—
veling Arkie. "I don't '"ea.lly want a big dog."

"No Ma am," he c,ssured ma, " "AbOu.u wha’c size "ioo' did you want""

"Oh, I don't know, Say, som\,thing about the size of a Beagle," 1 indic-a.ted about mid-
ca.lf 1eve1 with my ha,ad "No higher than my knee, certa.inly. "

"'Well he WOn't gp+ that big, ma'an, - Maybe a smidgen bigger than a beagle, but nothlng
neaxr knee size, He's a breed, you know, Way, way back, his grandmammy and grandpappy
was a Springer and a German Pointer, respectively, But the breed's runted down con-
siderable, You don‘t need to worry," the artful Arkie attested,

"Bwb wha.t abmt the feet"" I m.spected the three-inch wide paws again.
"See 'l:hem toes, ma'am, " : a : ,1-;_

I doubtfullj e'ca.mined a toe a’bout the size and shape of a qua.rter. "Yeah ,' what about
them?ﬂ - . e -

"They's webbed Tha.f 's what, Means he's a retﬁev‘er.' Dogs that swim. gotta have big
pa¥s, It don't mean nothing about how big they gonns grow," | l



*Al]l right, if you're sure." I took the puppy and i AM HONOCRAEBLE
handed over five bucks, as the son-of-a-bitch climb- Y :
ed into his truck and disappeared into the sunset.

CONFUC1US -FREAK

As Achilles grew, he ate - just about everything and
anything, And as he grew, it became painfully

(to my budget, that is) apparent that he wasn't
going to stop at midcalf level or even knee level,
Calf (yearling) was more like it, In desperation,

I began feeding him people food. As a result he
developed quite & taste for kosher pickles, tossed
green salad (undoubtedly due to the vinegar), pea-
nut butter sandwiches and grapes, It isn‘t every
dog that rolls over on his back with open maw await-
ing clustexrs of grapes, He prefers Thompson Seed-
less, since he has trouble spitting out the pips of
the other varieties.

Generally speaking, Achilles prefers prepared food,
but he isn't one to turn his nose up snobbishly at
food on hoof or claw, since he’s always hungry. He's
supposed tc be 2 bird dog, but I've never taken him
hunting, because he's gun shy., Somewhere along the
line, Achilles decided that it was incumbent on him
to0 scrounge his own snacks, and he pegan to culti- i
vate a "bring 'em back alive", or dead, as the case migﬂ%-be, attitude.

I weigh 110 pounds and Achilles is slightly less than j/h of my weight, so when we go
for a walk, it's questionatle as to who has control of the situation, I toock Achilles
down to our local perk (which has a duck pond in its center absolutely chock full of
great masses of tame ducks)., Achilles took one look and leaped into the water, As I
let go of the leash and sloshed out of the pond, I recalled the words of the artful
hounddawg man: ".,.he's a retriever", Sure enough, he was. Achilles fastened his
teeth firmly into the port wing of & domestic duck and began swimming back to shore,
He's quite a strong swimmer. Despite the duck's vociferous complaints, vicious pecking,
and beating Achilles about the head and shoulders with his free wing, he was dragged,
protesting, to my sodden feet,

After I paid the vet bills for the perforated duck, Achille's lacerations, the fine for
molesting park property, ard the fine for having an unleashed dog on the premises, I
took Achilles home and smacked him around, I foolishly supposed that he had learned
his lesson, Not so.

Two doors down from me lived two children with their pet mallard, named Hector, Having
read about the Trojan War I should have realized what was ordained, But I didn't, You
see, the significance of the names escaped me,

Hector was a dear little duck. You'll notice, I say was.

Achilles slew Hector. This, despite the fact that two (count 'em, two) six-foot high
fences separated them, Achilles is a clever dog. Having been told that he wasn't to
dig great gaping holes in the lawn, he simply utilized the springs (where his leg mus-
cles ought to have been) in his feet and dropped from above upon the unsuspecting Hector.

The first I knew of the evil deed was when several tearful little children came pound-
ing down the street after Achilles, Since I'm rather nearsighted, I didn't immediately
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realize what the red and green bundle in Achille's mouth was. Accordingly, I cried
out "good dog!" in a jolly voice and patted Achilles approvingly, as he prouddy
deposited the coxrpse at my feet.

"But that's Hector!!!" the kiddies cried in doleful accents.

Upon bending down and inspecting the bundle, I could, indeed, see that it had once been
Hector, However, somewhere along the line he had managed to misplace his head - beak
and all, Achilles wagged his tail proudly and gave me a toothy grin. I didn't have
the heart to kick him in the slats, he was so proud and happy. Besides, I'd already
told him he was a "good dog". and didn't want to confuse him and spoil his obedience
training, So I tried to help the kids find Hector's head - the wanted to bury it along
with the rest of the body, However, it was necessary to intern Hector sans head. It
had disappeared, unaccountably, I thought at the time.

There now being a dearth of ducks in the neighborhood, Achilles turned his attention to
cats., Achilles isn't a Huge dog. just large, but he does outweigh the average cat by
about 65 pounds, Since cats don't mcke a practice of ganging up on dogs, the cat versus
Achilles contest was very one-sided, Accordingly, Achilles developed a nasty, smug
attitude and began picking on small dogs,

But all this changed drastically, when I took him camping. You see, there aren't any
really LARGE cats lurking about in a well-settled neighborhood. But there sure are in
the forest, Achilles met a bobeat,

Bobcats aren't only nasty, mean, unprincipled and vicious, they have these sharp claws
(good for gutting their opponents). After visiting the vet and having his poor, lac-
erated stomach sewn up, Achilles ceased to charge cats on sight, He seems to have lost
his elan and joi de guerre, Now, when he sees a cat Achilles sits down, cranes his neck
and counts the scars on his be11y be;ore deciding that he really didn't want to eat
that particular cat

Unfortunately, however, Achilles hasn't been completely cured of his peculiar appetite
for other people’s pets. He has a kind of mania about German Shepherds (perhaps,
because he's never managed to best on2 in a fight), In spite of lacerated ears,
gnawed paws, punctured shouldcrc, et al, he still persists in attacking,

And despite his partiéular bias, Achilles is a smart dog, Being wise enough to recog-
nize that he can't win in conventional-style dog warfare, Achilles has come up with a
new wrinkle in tactics, He has developed the surprise aerial attack.

He sneaks up.on a German Shepherd from the rear and leaps upon its back, Fastenlng all
four feet in its fur, Achilles vigorously bites it all over the back and the neck,
However, since Shepherds have thick fur, he doesn't accomplish much in the way of
wounding his enemy, Also, since his opponent invariably
goes hopping off stiff-legzed down the street (like some-
thing demented mounted on a pogdstick for four-footers),
Achilles is always dislodged from his perch,

That's when hé looses the tattle,
Every time,
I'm Beginning to give up. I doubt if he'll ever learn,

You see, Achilles turned 15 in September of lcst year, and
you know what they say about o0ld dogs and new tricks,




THE CASTLE KEEPS .
Andrew J, Offutt Berkley Science Fiction #52187 $0,75

I've always had a fondness, deep in my library, for after-the-devastation stories, To
write about people moving through .a world gone slightly awry, and make it convincing,
takes a writer of no mean ability (whatever that means You are taking the familiar
and you are warping it for your setting, but letting the familiarity remain, You are
taking people whom everyone knows and. you are showing how they act when the dross of
civilization is stripped away from their personalities, but if you are anything less
than a very good writer you will create nothing but very shallow people, When done with
ability, and with care, the after-the-devastation theme makes some of the richest :
stories in science fiction,

Tucker's THE LONG LOUD SILENCE, Budrys' SOME WILL NOT DIE, and Cooper's ALL FOOLS' DAY
are prime examples of how to do this kind of thing and how to do it right, and each is
an altogether different story from the others, THE CASTLE KEEPS is not an imitation

of any of these three, Neither is it of the same quality, although this is a faint

damn and is in no way to be intended as a put-down of what is a well-written and engross-
ing novel,

Offutt ‘has taken ‘the after-the-devastation theme and has played it in a low-key manner,
He has kept the pace up despite this, and despite an extra-heavy dose of remembrances
of the world as it was before-the-dévastation, The pace slows down only when he
preaches, and although he does so quite frequently he does not, thankfully, do it for
too long at one sitting, But the preaching is overdone, and flaws what mlght otherwise
have been an excellent novel,

As it is, THE CASTLE KEEPS is a very good novel, One of the best of 1972, One of the
best science fiction novels to be written so far this decade, IMHO,

In many ways, it would be more accurate to compare this execution of the theme with NO
BLADE OF GRASS, Just as the back-cover blurb has done, But this is even more low-key
than that was, and does not try to cover as much ground as Christopher's novel, It is
also much better handled, within the scope of its own presentation. Offutt concentrates
on the problems of two families, and moves his location only between the home-ground of
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each, He gets more depth than Christopher, and covers what is happening in other
locales by means other than the physical travels of the story's characters,

Definitely an "A" rated book,

THE BOOK OF PHILIP K. DICK :
Ph111p K. chk DAW Books #UQi044  $0,95

Some of Dick's longer short stories, from his early-to-mid-fifties' period., I've read
a number of these before, and I'm not altogether sure that I read them in their original
magazine appearance, If you are a Phil Dick fan, you've already gotten this by now (or
if you haven't, you will without being asked to). If you aren't acquainted with his
writing, why the hell aren't kyu° Put down this fanzine and read something great for a
change,

TOMORROW LIES IN AMBUSH
Bob Shaw  Ace Books #81656 $0.95

A collection of'Bob's short stories, They range from very good to excellent, as the
short story is Shaw's forte, This is a display of his versatility of style and story.
If Bob can turn on my sense-of-wonder, maybe he can turn on yours, Get it,

THE BLUE KNIGHT -
Joseph Wambaugh. = Dell Publishing Co,, Inc, A#H40-00607-175 $1.75

Wambaugh wrote THE NEW CENTURIONS, which was good, and he has written an even better
book here, This is a story of an L.A. policeman's last few days of duty before re-
:tiring, As Wambaugh is both an excellent writer and an L,A., policeman, he makes the

. action and the people come alive in a three-dimensional vehicle which sweeps you
“through to the end of the story, Recommended,

FIRST TERSON, PECULTAR '
T, L, Sherred Ballantine Books #02469:9:095 $0,95

A beautiful collection. I had not previously been dcquainted ‘with Tem Sherred' }
writings, although I had heard them praised whenever his name was mentioned, To me,
his name was always mentioned with reference to E FOR EFFORT, which is the lead story
in this &ollection,
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Each of the four stories in here
is as fresh as a mountain stream,
and just as invigorating, E FOR
EFFORT was first published in 1947,
Two of the others in 1953, and the
fourth in 1954,

E I'OR EFFORT is about the machine
which can give you moving pictures
of any past or present event.

CURE, GUARANTEED is about the mach-
ine which can cure the common cold,
EYE FOR INIQUITY is about the man
who makes exact duplicates of paper
money, even down to the same ser-
ial numbers. CUE FOR QUIET is
about the man who can stop any
piece of machinery with mind-power,

I would liken Sherred's writings
to those of Wyman Guin., High
praise, indeed, Sherred's novel-
ettes are among the best I have
ever read, By all means, get this
book,

THE ALIEN CONDITION
edited by Stephen Goldin Ballantipe
Books #03212:8:125 $1.25

Definitely the worst collection of
science fiction stories I've had the
displeasure to run across., There
are more stories in here that I
couldn't finish reading than I‘ve encountered in any other single anthology, original
collection (which this is), single-author compilation, or single issue of a science
fivtion magazine, But I'll quit pussyfooting around, What I mean to say is that this
book 1s bad... As a collection, On an individual-story

besis, things are sometimzc a bit brighter,

There are twelve stories in this collection, six of which I = sIfiR: S
couldn't finish because they were too dull or too screwball. S
Another story I finished reading only because I just could- s
n't believe that anything that godawful could be profession-
ally published (GER, ISN"T HE THE CUTEST LITTLE THING? by
Arthur Byron Cover), Cover's story is only superficially a
piece of fiction<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>