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Maintaining a quarterly fanzine is not the world!s easiest task, (Nor is
it the hardests there are, for example, bi-monthly fanzines..ss) Basically,
more than anything else, the one phrase that best describes a fanzine, what a
fanzine really is, ls time-consuming., I am not really a fast typist (I did hit
LO wpm on my last test, but thatfs not my average speed), and it takes me bew
half an hour and forty-five mimites to stencil one page. Call it 3Ps for our
purposes here, and 60 pages (some of which, like page 11, are v easy to
type), and that's 37z hours just stencilling, (Did you do tha%t the easy way, or
did you have to get out paper and pencil?) Thatis only a day and a half
straight time, but it works out to a lot of evenings and weekends. 4nd I do
have other things to do. =-

There is also the question of motivation. KHATRU Rk wiped me out, Totale
ly. That was a lot of work, And the finished product didn't seem to be worth
all IVd put into 1ft. I was Discouraged, DMore on this in a minute,

PHANTASMICOM 11 had been 100 pages, in May 197h. I swore then that I wase
ntt going to do anything like that again. (I had every intention of putting out
a 100=page PHANTASMICOM 12, but I had in mind publishing it in sections over a
months~long period and then collating, stapling and mailing the sections togethe
ere,) Alas, how quickly we forget. When it came time for KHATRU 3, I could see
no reason why I shouldn!t do 2 150-page combined issue, The pain of PhCOM 11
was gone=~only the accomplistment was left, The accomplishment had been nomie-
nated for a FAAn Awardj what problems?

(Incidentelly, I appreciate=~oh, do I appreciate=-=all the mentions of Hugos
and FAAn Awards you people are tossing my way. I have no chance at either, be~
cause not enough people see KHATRU, but to know that the people who do get this
do think it¥s wurtlwhile..sthat?s good enough, Tharks, Bunches,)

The rext time I say I want to do something like this, I want you, as my
friends, to valk me out of ite It would be the only humane thing te do.

What happened? you aslk,

It began when I first went down into the basement to run off the first
batch of completed stencils, Thoughtfully deciding to ink the machine for
starters (I have a clunky but serviceable Speed=O-Print Liberator 600, mimeo
fans), I ran into my first problem: the ink cap was jammed, For hours I
struggled with it, to no avail, I could not add ink to the machine, By calling
around I found a vepair place, DBring it over, said they. I took time off from
werk, dreve home, picked vp the mimeo, and carted it ¢ffs When I got thers they
told me theytd have their (cne) repairman lock at it the next day. (Let me roe
set the stage a little, (Yes, Cr, first draft on stencils,) As uswal, I was way
behind schedule, Every day I was not running cff stencils killed me 2 little,
because I had a serious, no so-what=if-you-miss-it deadline,) The next day, he
looked at it. That!s all, Thanks a heap, buddy. The next morning, I drove
over determined to pick up the machine, fixed or not., People at work had agreed
to look at it when I brought it in, I got there Just as he was phoning me to
tell me it was ready. Bubt I haq lost two very valuable days.

My next mistake: I put a new ink pad on it, assuming it would improve the
appearance of the copy. To state things politely, it didnit, It worsened it.
Other culprits:s the correction fluid had aged 2 bit too much on me, so that
corrections were less visable; and the stencils themselves were a motley group
of good and lessethanegood. (This issue 1s all on ABDick 1160s, my favorite,)

But the circumstances surrounding the artwork were what nearly sent me
arovnd the bend,..not so much getting it from the artists (who all missed their
deadlines, but since I was way bshind schedule it didnti matter) (much), but
printing ite. This is the part my subconscious is trying to conceal, pushing it



way back into some really obscure little
memory cells, hopefully there to whither
and dies Iy subconscious is very good
0 me.

First off, the electrostencils were
bad, Jack Chalker makes them for me,
and he generally does a very fine job,
This time, however, he made them with a
broken needle, There was Just enough
needle to make it look like the stencils
were all right, but (as you saw) they
were note A1l the artwork and headings
printed grey, (And, I reiterate, I did
not have the time to redo them. It was
NOW OF NEVer,) il

S0, I glued all my electrostencils
into place an the regular stencils,
With Speed-O-Print stencil cements DO
NOT, EVER, PURCIASF SPERD=O-PRINT STEN=
CIL CEMENT., It did not hold, and the
stencils came apart on the drum, tearing
and wrinkling whereter they wente Page
5 was totally destroyed, and the only
way 1 was able to have a page 5 at all
was to take one of the first few coples
that came through, and xerox 300 copies
of ite

I went starkers down in my base-
ment, screaming and kicking and crying,
A regular tantyrume Thenk ghod I did not
kick the mimeograph off its table onto
the floors I did hurl the jar of cement
into the trash can with 211 the forece I
could muster, but that force was too
mild by about & magnitude of ten to sa=
tisfy my rage.

avatVentually,.ceventuallyesel
calmed down, I nmursed all the other
steneils through. A bottle of ABDick
stenecil cement helped, but it had iis
problems sticking to the other shit,
But I made it, and a gratifyingly large
number of friends showed up to help
collate. (Thank yous)

So, you seey, it wiped me outs I
had nothing left in the way of fannish
energy. 1 delayed things and delayed
thingse I delayed the mamuscripit of
the book based on the Symposium to
Mirage Presse (I hope to have the pub-
lication date next issue,) I delayed
work on this issue, which should have
been dated February instead of April,

But the Press is rolling again,
A few good things this issue, a few
more next time, See you then,




One beautiful moonlit night when soft clouds chased their shadows over the
balmy Caribbean and iguanas rustled in the coco palms, something went wrong with
my heart.

This was not its fault, as will appear below; for some days I had had a
high fever and found myself unable to hold down food or water and ultimately
unable to breathe,

At this point a gringo friend alerted the coco-ranch ewner, who had a small
plane parked on a rough strip some miles away and a brother~in~law who is a
Mexicana pilot with an instrument license. So, by some process which was never
very clear to me, I found myself bundled in a truck, and subsequently we all set
sall through the moenlight night across the Yucaton chamnel %o the island of
Cozumel, Mexicans are pariticularly wonderful at organizing eleventh-~hour rescue
misgions, which always save everything except when they dontt, In this case, it
all worked greata

I4 was very beautiful, the flight, Between gasps I verified that blind
flying is indeed tricky. While we were in one cloud I became positive that we
were banking 180° and about to turn upside~down. Fortunately, the pilot was
flying by his instruments rather than my hunches, We came out of the cloud true
and level and proceeded to sit down on the huge blue-~lit Cozumel International
Alrport at midnight. The tower was supposed to be closed but somebody--perhaps
the jenitor--had been persuaded to turn it on,

At one otclock we found the Clinico National open for business; I recall
chiefly the continuous barking of three small invisible dogse The doctor was
out on housecalls, it being betler to have an emergency 2% one AM in tropical
countries than at one PH whon everybody disappears. Presently he arriveds-Doc-
tor Negren, a thvec=foot fashion~plate with mustacnicos and a sharp white suitb
over a besutiful embroidered shirt, He had a fine old-fashioned authoritative
nanners 1 got my lanky self onto a table for pregnant midgets, and experienced
sonetiding you dontt find in the USA--the extraordinary diagnostis skills of a
geed coshor with almost no instruments, He touched with firm listening hands,
lool:ed intently for unknoun signs, asked strange questions. Under his hands T
realized how great the old skills of Galen and Ostler were; here they had never
dicd, It was impressive,

HOW JO (cagmoL€?/)
HAUE AN < :
ARSOLUTELY
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Above the incessant barking, he told.my friends what was wrong, I had, it
seems, a tyrhoid-type saimonella infecticn, I had pneumonia, and I was in cone
gestive heart-failure due to severe dehydration, the heart not being adapted to
pump a thin trickle of sludge. Beyond that, I had a peculiar murmur and total
errhythmia of unknown origin--and that is all I®m going to say about my illness,
because I want to tell you a couple of things that may be useful to you if you
happen to get sick in a foreign lands

The first you know already: HAVE A FRIEWD, A devoted friend who speaks
the language, This point will get even clearer as we go oOn,

Now for the hospital and the next lesson: Bring your oun drugs] The hos-
pital may have none, So0, with me playing the role of Frankenstein!s monster be=
fore animation, we taxied about the darkened town collecting bottles of I,V
fivid, syringes of antibiotic, flasks of electrolytes, heart stimulants, etce
(Could I have done that alone? Dontt laugh.,) And then we arrived at The Hospiw=
tal, The new, beautiful beautiful hospital, an architectural delight of glass
and toopical plantings, quietly but swiftly corroding in the s2lty air, The di-
rector met us, a young, fussy-chinned man, not ons of ycur handsome Latinos but
the charming type with sad, gay, all=knowing orangutan eyes,

He led us, lader with bottles and boxes, down great glassy moonlit ccryrie
dors. We passed an impressive toilet and turned suddenly into a small ccncrete
cubicle with a green terrezo floor which was a work of art, Inlaid with sliced
pink conch shells: The Private Rocms, (There were two,) The Private Room was .
about 8 by 8, mostly filled with one rustling bed and one enormous baby~cot
stuffed with plastic pillows sheowing dressed~up pigs and chipmunks, OCne bare
lizht bulb shone on the foot of the bed, I tottered to the lovely windew: Air}
Pzt alas, the wirdows do not openg it would spoil the architectural effect.
Ccmewhere a fan creaked; bringing in stale corridor miasmas, I collapsed on the
bed; and the direstor and the night-mirse went to work on what became known as
the great vein gems, (The problem was that while I pride myself on having as
pany veins as anybody, they are all too crooked to put needles ing over the next
three doys it became very evelting to hunt for a2 rew ore when the L.V, needle
fell oute) The night nurse was a severe, stylish young lady called Rosario, who
wore a wiite turban on ker head in increasingly chic folds as the night were one
By morning she had added gold glasses and looked like something out of a Bonwit
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Teller ad, But she was all brains and
hearte.

Rosario and Doctor Jose took turns
puncturing me until they hit one that
hurt like hell but worked, Then my
friends left, Rosario showed me the
call-bell, which didn't work, turned off
the light-bulb, and left too.

As the door closed, the most appal=
ling noise I have ever heard broke loose
and grew in volume until the walls rat~
tled, It was the yelling of infants,
about ten feet away, amplified to mad-
ness by the great glassy walls, It be-
came apparent that I was in the only
functioning wardy; the one for materni-
ties and sick bables, of which there
are; alasy too many by far, Now an oce
casional infant cry is bearable, but
this was not occasionalj it lasted, that first time, twelve hours, 4And it
was not ordinarys I quickly identified the leader as an infant vocal genim
us, Never do' I expect to hear again such erescendo rage, such pure pecls
of aggression, varied with eerie train-whistle hoots, crow-chuckles, tie
velps of slaughtered swine, the ravings of totel paranoia, As the hours
wore on I comforted myself with thisg at least T was being subjected to
what must be near the best of its kind. (I afterwards discevered tthat the
poor little devil had had a hernia operation and was, like me, on intrs-
venous support. Bub unlike me he didn't appreciate it. By the tnixd day,
when thay let him off the needle, his version of the affair must have been,
Jesud, I had to yell like hell to get them to stop thats terrible job, al=
nost didntt make ite)

Now I'm not going to bore you with a ploy=by=-play account, but only
give you a few items from my bloode-soaked notebook whiecn might be of use to
you semediay.

First, the thing %o remember is that hospitals in small foreign towns
are for treating your disease, not for frivolous purposes like keeping you
clean, comfortable, or even ied, For ingtances

There is no foods &s in jails, your family or friends are expected to
feed you, This is hard on the nurses and doctors too==they go downtoun for
long lunches, As one doctor sighed to me, "We have a kitchen with an ice-
box and stove, but we have no cocke" Luckily, in my case, the I,V, con=
tained glucose and my friend brought me some juices and scur milk,

Bedding is a lwxury. I had ome (1) sheet, under me, When it got
soaked with water and blood, I still got to keep it, Along zbcut the end
of Day 2 a lady called Esperanza offered to change it, but by that time I
was attached to itw=in more ways than one, There was, however, a blanket
for one cold night, and a kind of bed cover made of something like dimity,
which I wore like a ponecho.

You get plenty of long, compassionate, doe~eyed gazes, soft touches of
delicate hands to your fevered brow, but no nursing care as we know it,
You are not, for example, washed. (In my case that meant lying in an in=
ereasing incrustation of sweat, leaked blood, etc, etcs, not uncomfortiablo
but somewhat hazardous as the exudates were still pretiy infectiouss)
There was of course no way of brushing my teeth, no toothbrush, toothpaste,
razor, etce There was no soap, until on Day 3 Rosario stole me a cake from



somewhere, There was, however, one (1) towel, which I became quite adept
at washing with my teeth, my hands being cccupied holding up the I.V.

Plumbing is a proud luxury. You get a toilet, but you de not get a
toilet seat, and there is no guaraniee that the waser will flow ocut of any-
thing, as I discovered while trying to repair a sanitary accident,

There are no hospital gowns, Somewhen in the madness I had latched
onto an extra pair of shorts, but on account of the unremitting dysentery
both soon became easualtles, While waiting for them to dry (I finally gave
this up) I managed te surround myself with the dimity thing, it being my
strong feeling that beautiful young ladies, or young ladies beautiful or
otherwise, should not be subjected to my grizzled, uh, nudity, The result
was gomething like thoge bad copies of Michelangelo where Saint Somebody is
surrounded by a limp billow of cloud, the ultimate corner of which floats
across his crotche 4s I became wilder and bloodier-looking, the resem-
blence to the walking dead out of a medieval pest-~house increased, About
Day 3 a tiny girl names Carmita took pity on me, and brought me a blue rny-
lon nurse!s dress for size 13 I got one arm inbto it and it came nicely dowm
to my navel, Increasing the general hilarity, re which see below,

Selfw~help 18 encouraged, In additlon to being hooked into the I,Ve, I
was sternly forbidden to get up; in short, I was to use the bedpan, which
was pointed out to me, (It was a teautiful turquoise,) I used it--once,
No one, you see, took it away or cleaned it. So as the dysentery bore down
I got pretty expert at unhoocking the I.V, bottle, carrying it over my head
on a dead run into the bathroom, where I held it up with one hand, held the
other hand dovn 8o it wouldn!t clot, supported my improvised raiment with
the third hand and attended to the necessaries with the fourths This was
stimulating and prevented apathy.

Certain problems are beneath the medical staff, During the first
night, it was discovered that the bed was wrong-way-round in the room, and
broksn beside, so that my legs were on the raised head ends Every doctor
who ceie in pointed out that heart patients! heads should be higher, not
their feets They then investigated the bed, ascertained that it was wrong
end to, and stood back, concluding triumphantly, "That can be moved," No
one, hcwever, moved ite=until I nalled the last of the procession, leapt
ups unhooked my I.V, bottle, and sald, "You pull that end,® Nothing
loathe, young Doctor Reyes grabbed his end, and told me to pull my ende I
let the cloud go, and gasping and panting, managed to twist the rusted mone
ster arcunds Dre. Reyes solicitously re~
hooked me, warning me that it was ex-
trenely dangerous to molester nyself.

We all regarded the new arrangement with
great satisfaction, he cranking up my
head, several times, It also had the
great advantage of placing the lightw
bulb over my head, and the unbeareble
sunlight from the closed window cn my
feet instead of my eyes, I felt tre=
mendous Jjoy, and sometime later led an
expedition to bring the night~table out
of the hallway and place it by my bed,
so my watereglass wouldn!t be on the
floor. (I was told to drink fluid con-
tinuously but given no water~bottle.)

It was in fact much more comfortable be-
ing able to breathe, and I date my ro=-
newed health to the successful Battle
of the Bed,
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It is essential to learn names, Learn everybodyts name, and faste I
used my trusty little notebook, You see, ycu cannot Gount on any means of
summening help beyond the human voice, and it mekes a great deal of differ=
ence if you can call by name, I still start drowsily from sleep, howling
YROSARIOI" MCONSTANTIAL® *DOCTOR MESQUITARM

Be prepared for a social experience, Sickness, even dying, is not re=
garded as terribly different or interesting, You have to contribute, to
inquire about everybody!s children, miscarriages, sad losses, marital prose-
pects and status in the Oaxaca National Dance Festival, It also helps if
you have semething of values for example, by a miracle I had grabbed my
Colling phraseebook during the departure. (English phrasebooks are much
better than American ones.) The result was that I often had as many as
three doctors roaming my tiny room at once, trylng their tongues on “ILi~ver®
RELt-neyst YEl-beo" etcs
They always scrupulously re-
turned it to me, perhaps be-
cause I never let my eyes
off it, (This may or nmay
not bve unfair; but another
word of caution is 1o keep
anything preclous attached
to youy vhether in bed or

1| by elsewhere.) Bvi sociabilin

( of cozuvMEL tyy Joys, hilarity-.it breaks
e L s cubt at every instante The

omm BRI L oy e s N T R young director, demonstrate
! A e S e o ing how badly my heart was

S 'i ’;‘, e ;7“ ¢ : doing, broke into a beaubim
i r Al ' Pl . ful dance-step to illustrate
| ~¢ﬂ ¥ the rhythm, and exited danoe

dng and singing, like & Miw
gic=hall turn. The pictures
I scribbled~~which Jelf may
or mzy ot heve heraweiiere
laviehly preised and earned
3 re scme pineaprle Jjuice,
Most hilarious of all was

e i SGE | V% the Medicsal History. On Day
Sale o TWin-matpy SPazy] oy 2, the Dirsctor desided %o
1 Locatien gtert a file ¢n me and ve-

ik fay nlorize my statuse This
Qf&“"% ?nvolved a three~hour ine
quisition, covering all ill-
nesges of all known parents,
in addition to the sixty
years of my own mishaps.
While doing it, he insisted on improving his English, and I believe to this
day that my father is eredited with a hysterectomy. By the time we got to
my scars a whole roamful of people were in delighied atitendance, roaring
like mad, "Nineteen ferty-four?t the Director shouted, pointing to my apw
pendestomy, "Nineteen sixty-six?® at the ulcer scar, FForty«fourit we all
chorussed affirmotively, "Sixtyesixi® This went on through my miscellaneous
assortment of souvenirs, me trying in vain to control my ponche, my I.V,,
and my bellows of laughter. Everyone admired the Directorts English, his
memdry, hils acumen, my scars, each other, and everything in sight, and the
whole performance finished with a triumphant dancing sashay by the line of
interns, I was left alone to chuskle until about midalght, when I was
startled by a fantastic metal monster advancing into the room,

This turned out to bewwwonder of wonders, in a hospital without an
electrocardiograph==a portable Xeray machine, on which it was proposed to



record my pneumonia, After a couple of false starts; the interns and the Q
Director got the monster and 1ts control cabinet into the tiny room, and I :
was directed to stand up facing the wall and clutch an Ie-ray plate. Each

of the doctors instructed me separately, and then the diresctor said, "When

I say Tome aire you must stand absolutely still without breathing," The

only trouble was, that all his assistants yelled "Tome airel" at intervals

in succession, leaving me turning purple ’ until with a magnificent display

the thing went off like fireworks, spraying me and everybody with a broadw
side of hard radiation., (lleedless to say, no shields or protective cloth~

ing were had,) I thanked my stars that my gonads had little future, and

the X-ray turned out to be a work of art which my dull USA doctor cherishes
with some awe,

There remain a few oddments to commnieate, such as that it is a very
good idea to learn what medi-
cines you are supposed to get

50 you can remind people, bub / ;,m

this applies also to Norde~ Ve 7 fﬂ ’r / /,V / I
americans hosritaels, Perhaps 7% V’ } = 7 /'7/4 /Z 7
more interesting was the ten /o A o, 407 / /[ /
ninutes of free strolling I Sk 4>0W ,,M;, Bcﬁ 7'7'1.«.‘.‘/ .é

was allowed on Day 2, when my
muscles cramped up from con-
finement, I resurrected my
pants and toured the lmposing
wards, all clearly visible
from the glass corridcrs.
tittle knots of i'ami_ly SUL
roundsd every oesupied bed,
{That was when I lear'led
about wy nosirnal virtuoso,
tlie l2«inch redro Domingo
Camal, h2 of the volce and
the hernia,) On the side ; ;
vhsre the examinabtion rooms . % / Gy T
were I saw a door~sign “Rehyw i '/ /,:F}%z
dration," I asked aboub s J =t \ X
thigy wes it for alccholies? e e k) |

B PP, ’/ . i/ 55 /,
e ./ / A7 7 ‘1 f /l s,
P rf 3 ik (A s
o TR 5 At d
X g

No, What it was for was for % N
what so many, many babies die b ey i

of here, the’same thing T had Yool 6f bf‘r}, ’{,ﬁ

hzd a touch o't Dessicabtion. fool of
The poor little things ave ; .
usuglly far gone when theylre Ehadow &) IN.Ytq

brought in, all fluid parched £

out of their bodies frem dys-~

entery, vemiting, sweating

and the constant heab. Thelx blood is barely liquids they are dying of
internal droughts. Se a special room iz set up to rush liguids into them.
Judging from the way they fixed me, they must succeed often, But I tend to
feer it must leave demege.

I got back to mv roem just as it was being sprayed, for the umpteenth
time, for fleas, Usually they sprayed me too,

ind now Itll leave you with a couple of tiny glimpses which may stay
with me longor then all the rest. One day while gemething medically impore
tent was happenire in my erewded room, the 1.V, acted vp again and probably
the most beautiful girl Ilve seen in years stepped forward to fix it, Her
eyes were upraised, timing the drops by a tiny watch on her immaculate

{centirued on page 22)



Samuel R. Delany and
the pArts of Fiction

In this paper, I wish to explore some of the parameters of Samuel R, Dela-
nyl!s craftsmanship in his continuing apprenticeship to his art. It is my belief
that Delany is a specifically modern writer whose artistic vision is solidly
connected to the most important art of our ceptury, that associated, in English-
speaking countries, with the Poundian Vortexe™ Moreover, although he has come
up Ywithin® sfy he has always written consciously for the larger world of all
literature, which is why his recent work engages the reader on so many levels at
once: far more than one would expect from mere Pescape" fictione But then,
that is what it!s not.

Delany has always been concerned with the craft of fiction to a degree sel-
dom found among sf writers (until very recently: Joauna Russ, Thomas Disch, Urw
sula K, Le Guin, Robert Silverbergy James Tiptree, Jr., and a few others share
this concern), His fictions, taken in conjunction with his essays, readily de-
monctrate this fact. As a self-conseious craftsman he has congistently sought
to increase his artistic control over his materials. In the beginning he quick-~
1y learned to handle sugch ®local® effects as imagery and individual scenes,
Later, in fact with ES,2 the boock I see as the breakthrough novel for Delany and
the key to his osuvre, he learned to handle total fictional structure, and to
mslke palpable his belief that form, or style, creates content, (See MAbout
2,175 Words," Thomas D, Clareson, eds,, SF: THE OTHER SIDE OF REALISM (Bowling
Greeny 1971), pe 130.)

His basic artistic vision has remained the same: it is of “chaos caught in
order, the order defining chaos" (JA, 155); and it is basically that of the

]As deseribed by Hugh Kenner in THE POUND ERA (Berkeley & Los Angeles,
1971). Kenner sees that the central fact of the Pound era is the recognition
that art and langpage and life, the universe itself (Einstein and Buckminster
Fuller are as important to this understanding as Pound and Joyce; the central
knowledge does not recognize the so=called "two cultures®), are Mpatterned ener-
gies," He devotes a whole chapter, "Knot and Vortex," to explaining this cen-
tral fact. This new knowledge was up in the air in the 1910s and Pound had the
proper antennae to pick it up. The grand articulator of so many of the impor-
tant ideas in early 20th century art, he had realized that all art is now: all
worthwhile art is patterned encrgy, now.

311 references are to the paperback editions of Delany's novels, In orie
ginal publication order the abbreviations I use are as follows: THE JEWELS OF
APTOR (Ace, 1968) = JA3 THE FALL OF THE TOWERS (Ace, 1970) -~ FT3 THE BALLAD OF
BETA=~2 (Ace, 1955) - BB23; EMPIRE STAR (Ace, 1966) = ES; BABEL-L7 (Ace 1966) =
B17: THE EINSTEIN INTERSECTION (Ace, 1967) = EI; NOVA (Bantam, 1969)

Douglias Baruwour






Poundian Vortex: of persistent ¥patterned energies® manifested in cease=
less change, His sense of the multiplexity of both the theme and the pose
sible artistic renderings of it has continually expanded and matured, until
in ES, EI and NOVA he has created literary artifacts as ambiguous, multi-
plex, and profound as any poem,

Delany's growth as an artist can be charted in the increasingly multie
various use he makes of mythological and literary allusions over a range of
seven novels. He begins by making fairly straightforward mythical allu-
sions, as his use of Robert Gravets TEE WHITE GODDESS in JA demonstratess
He then proceeds to make obvious use of literary quotations for their ideo=
logical import (as in the quote from Audents “Horae Canonicae® which serves
as epigraph to FT, or the epigraphs to B17 and throughout EI}, as well as
including several quite obvious allusions within the novels, Later, in EI
and NOVA especially, the allusions are just as plentiful, but they are
handled with much greater subtlety (as, for example, the allusion to Thomas
Nashe!s song from "Surmer's Last Will and Testament" when Mouse first
hears/sees a syrinx performance, shows (NOVA, 9)),

In many ways, BBE2 provides the first signs of the literary self~aware~
ness that will mark all of Delany's later work, The ballad itself (BB2, 9=
11) is a good example of the geure, but Delany has his real fun in the rest
of the novel as he provides a plausible (and realistic in terms of the
world imagined for the novel) explamation for every strange image in the
poemes It is important that all of these images at first appear corpletely
unoriginal, as Joneny thinks (BB2, 9). The real target of this little book
is sloppy scholarship and criticism, and this is best brought out hy
Joneny who, as a conscien®tious siudent, discovers that his belief in the
veluelessness of the Star Folk is the resuit of pcor scholarship by ths few
investigators who have done any work on them, At the sans time as this
point is made, the various forms of documentation used in the construction
of this novel meke it a literary parody of the very kind of scholarship it
mockse As an exanple of literary self-awareness, BB2 is a promising beginm
NiNgE»

The "Destrcver! may have his analogues in any number of dangerous fige=
ures of folktales and legends, but he is also specifically an sf creation,
Judith Merrilis point (“Books," F&SF (December 1566}, pe 34), that “lhe oid
myths have not lcst their power to enchants they have simply lost the power
of myth, because their images are no lenger these in which we clothe our
archetypes® is relevant here, for Delany--~unliks Roger Zelazny, say=-~early
learned the lesson: he will often allude to known myths and mythic pat-
terns, but he will always dress them in his chosen future imagery, and spes
¢ify the differences that must exist between his imaginings and those of
the past. (On the importance of the concept “"differance® in Delanyfts work,
I refer you to Stephen Scobiets article, “"Different Mazes: Mythology in
Sammel R, Delancy!s (sic) THE EINSTEIN INTERSECTION! (RIVERSIDE QUARIIRLY,
552 (July 1971)).)

For me, ES is the breakthrough novel for Delanye. In its complete, and
carefully structured, self-consciousness as a literary artifact it takes
its place alongside the fictions of Jorge Luls Borges, to take just cue
example, and its very form creates that particular allusion. However, ES
is literally full of allusions: for example, the references to T.S.
Eliot!s FOUR QUARTETS, especially "Burnt Norton," are necessary polinters to
the nature of this fiction and its meaning. Many of the other allusions,
such as Lump's game of Cscar and Alfred, which he plays on Jo when they
first meet, are ruch more light-hearted (ES, hhL=h7).

The two epigrams to ES are also importants The Proust quotation not
only points toward the explanation of multiplexity, but suggests the ways
in which memory and fiction work, The firgt stanza of Audents “Atlantis!



is suggestive, but the whole poem is even more revealing as to why the 17
journeys of Jo =nd thz othars can have no simple completion, There are a / )
number of other spe-ific, and small, allusions, like Charona (azd Three=

Dog) (ES, 15), bui, as in all such a2llusions, since the first novels,

Charona is different from her mythic original.

Bl7 is also different, especially in the way it makes use of the poems
of Delany!s wife, Marilyn Hacker, Throughout, the poetic epigraphs superbe
ly complement the sections of the novel they preface, but when we alsc re-
member that the heroine of the novel, Rydra Wong, 1s a poet, we see that
the presence of these poems fulfills more than one purpose, The most out=
rageous allusion in the novel is the name of Rydrats ships the Rimbaud
(B17, L6), &hydrats statement that the name was Muels'! idea lays the foune
dation for ihe later revelation that she tripled with Muels Aranlyde (a
perfect anagram, this time, for Samuel R, Delany), the author ¢f EMPTRE
STAR and the Comet Jo books (Bl7, 78): This is one of those moments of
great fun in a fiction that depends upon an author's ability to get the
reader to accept completely the philosophy of that fiction (the analogue
Can be found in Berges! "Borges and Myself'e.in his collection THE ALEPH
AlD OTHER STORIES, 1939-1969-~for example, as well as in many of his other
fictions), I feel that Delany succeeds heres he does not destroy the mood
he is building at this point, for Ron's joy at discovering that Rydra knew
the author of his favorite_books is matehed by our delight in Delany's
playful personal allusion,

I have already indicated that EI is incredibly rich in mythical and
literary allusiors, Stephen Scobiets "Differant Mazes," already referred
to. is a very full examination of the many mytholegical allusions in EI,
anc reveals just how muitiplex and “clfferent® tine many mythic patterns De~
lany plays with in this novel are., As Scobie points out in his ligting of
the various concepts of myth Delany uses, he has mixed his references with
each of the major characters of his novel, Moreover, in his systematic use
of conterporary Pop myth figures as if they existed on the same level of
aliusire importance as the figures of ancient myth, Delany suggests a great
deal about present day mythic thinking, while further indicating just how
myth:legical all kumanity is to the strange race that inhebits his new
worid, In seeing thie possible redemptive value (in literary terms) of the
figures of Pop mythology, Delany joins such writers as Leonard Cchen (in
BEAUTINUL LOSERS) who have gought to redeem the time in their works,

Thus the important point about EI is this insistence throughout on
Pgifference."' In EI ncne of the mythic pattern repeats itself, rather a
miber of delightful variations on their themes are played out, in an in=
creasingly multiplex manner, as the changes which are the controlling meta=
phor ¢f the novel wreak their effect upon the narrative, By using myths in
such an idiosyncratic manner; Delany creates a whole series of new cnes,
while at the same tine creating a primer on the subject of myth itself,

The many epigraphs, taken from a wide range of writings, as well as .
Delany!s own journal, serve much the same purpose as the poems in B17g they
comment in various subtle =nd often cbligue ways upon the sections they
praface, The quotations from Delany's journal are especially interesting

34s it happens, despite the fact thet EMPIRE STAR was published first,
RABEL~17 was written first, Ielany decided to make up what he thought
would be an Ace Double by writing one of the Comet Jo novels referred to in
the scene with Ron (Letter from the author, August 3, 1973), This does not
greatly affect my argument concerning Delanyts growth as an artist, nor my
belief that ES quickly became an important exploration of fietional possi=
bilities rather than a mere game, Delany appears to agree for he adnits in
that same letter that "Ilve always seen the work, ES that is, as rather a
key to me ouvre (sic)."
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because they involve us in the very creation of the story as it takes form,
Such manipulation of a reader'!s usual literary responses (for that is what

it is) can be extremely irritating when a poor crafitsman attempts ity but a
writer of Delany's ability malkes it not just an interesting experience but

an intellectually and emotionally rewarding one,

Sandra Miesel's article on myth in NOVA ("Samuel R, Delany's Use of
Myth in NOVA," EXTRAPOLATION, 1232 (May 1971)) does for that book what Sco-
bie's article did for EI, She points out how Delany has used and thorough=-
1y mixed for his own purposes a number of basic Celtic and Indian myths;
and that the basic archetypal pattern of this novel is the Grail quest (al-
though Lorq fights to prevent his "country* (Pleiades Federation) from be=-
coming a wasteland, rather than to restore it.) But Delany has also re-
turned to the archetype of the poet/creator found in Graves! THE WHITE GOD-
DESS, the book that was so important to his first novel, Graves! thesis
that the muse of poets is the moon goddess, and that true, magical, poetry,
or art, is lunar takes on new importance when we remember that Katin was
born on the Moon, and is a lover of moons (NOVA, 14-15)., For Katin is to
be the writex of the novel we are reading, a novel that is steeped in magi-
cal and archetypal patterns,

Perhaps, in this novel, the way in which the various symbols and ale
lusions are handled is more important than their mere presence. Katin's
meny speeches on the basic archetypal patterns their adventure {the narrae
tive) follows fully explicate them for the reader, This is one aspect of
selfw~conscious flctionalizing NOVA shares with ES and EI. The ncvel eXw
plains itself so successfully that very little of that kind of explication
is left for the critic to do. As Richard Poirier suggests in his essay BA
Literature of Law and Order" (TEE PERFORMING SEIF), such internal or self-
explication is one of the hallmarks of "modern" (specifically, twentieth
century) literature. Delany is in good compeuny here, then, yet he adds his
ovm little £illip by making sure that every time he uses the patterns that
are so fully discussed in his novel, he changes them just sufficiently to
molte them slighly "different," This relates to his use of mythological
pcttorns as a kind of "meta-commnication" or "meta-language": a good poet
will, as Pound ssys, "Make it new," Delany does precisely this when he
nakas something Ynew" and original out of old and archetypal literary pate
terns, shifting their foous enough to make his fictions new artifacts (not
mere re-tellings of older stories), and yet not so far as to lose the emo=
tive power atbtached to them,

From the begirning of his career, Delany has evinced a zoncern with
language that is found in very few writers, A poet himself, and married to
one, he has always been able to create powerful imegistic and metaphoric
set-pieces within his novels. He has never lost this ability to create the
single scene or paragrapn of highly charged languages all the later novels
contain examples of such writing, Many of themy, such as Captain Leelals
deseription of what it was like to be Rloved" by the Destroyer (BB2, 88~89),
are especially interesting when considered in the light of Delanyis oun
critical thoughts on style in sf. In his discussion of Alfred Besterts THE
STARS MY DESTINATION, a book which has obviously exerted a great influence
on his writing, Delany argues that lthe stuff of mysticism" is centrai to
many sf stories, and that a piece of writing like the climactic scene of
besterts novel is Maleo a very powerful dramatizaticn of Rimbaudls theory
of the systematic derangement of the senses to achieve a higher awareness®
("about 5,175 Words"), Delany feels that the relation of mach sf to the
Symbolists could be investigated much more fruitfully than its relation to
Jules Verne for example, and I think be has a point, at least 1n his owm
case, and those of a few of the stylists I mentioned above, The essay 1
have just quoted is proof, if proof were needed, that Delany has carefully
thought out a stylistic approach to his writing. Multiplied examples of
his use of synaesthesia, complex metaphor and surrealistic description



could be pointed out in the later novels, but I want merely to refer to 1C
two. Another of the lesscns Alfred Besterts work contained was how to pre-f~)
sent violence in an imagery of extreme beauty. In EL, Lobey first comes
agross the dragons snd their herders by coming upon a dragon in trouble, A
beautifully and shecikingly poetlc imege introduees the scenes "“Attacked by
flowers, a dragon was dying" (EI, 60), To a reader, who hits this line for
the first time, the shock and delight at its rightness as the scene contine
uves to build up a full picture of a dragon under attack by carnivorous
flowers, aided by Lobey and his machete and, finally, Spider and his whip,

is surely great, EI is jam-packed with such imagery, more and more of it a

as the novel progrecses, for as Stephen Scobie points out, the steady ine-
crease of synaesthetic metaphor is an accurate linguistic reflection of the
controlling zyth ~f the novel: metamorphosis.,

NOVA is the prire exemple of how to create a "terrible beauty."h The
title, and controlling imape of the book, is perhaps the perfect symbol/ime
aze for beautiful violence, and its import strikes upon nearly every action
and emotion in ite Time and again, in a variety of situations, the image
of a "patternee..frozen in a sunburst around the glaring point!" (NOVA, 75)
recurs, until the zppearance of such an image, itself, carries an extremely
powerful emotional loade The scene where Lorqg attacks Prince with Mousels
syrinx (introduced, on page 22, as "my ax": an example of the very careful
construction of this novel), is one of the major versions of violent beauty
in NOVA:

Prince wove and stumbled down toward the glow of Gold, Lerqg
crabwalked the jagged slope.

£nd struck,

ILight whipped Prince, He must have regained some of his vie
sicn, because he clawed at his eyes again, He went down c¢n one
knez,

Loxrq staggered. His shouldsr scraped hot rock, He was al-
reedy slicked with sweat, It trickled his forehszad, banked in his
ejehrowa, pourcd through at the scar, He took six steps. With
eacn he struek lizht brizhter than Gold, socund louder than the
lavals roer, odor sharper than the sulfer fumes that rasped his
throat, His rage was real and red and brighter than Golds "Vermin
0t olCVilg ¢ oDiari IY

»inge foll just as Lorq reached him. His bare hand lesped
abovt {he scalding stcrne, His head came up. Hie arms and face had
been cut by falling glasse His mouth was opening and closing like
& Tish. His blind eyes blinked and wiinkled and opened again,

(NOVA, 187)

It is important to note here that the scene described is terrible and uglys
it is the languags znd formel qualities of the decceription that are so very
beautiful, and this, as I understand it, is the power of art.

As T have suggested, Delany had from the first a command of local efw=
fects in his fiction, What his slowly maturing talent and visicn of sf has
led him to, however, is a senss of the whole novel as a carefully struce
tured fiction, a perfectly (as perfect as the artlst can make 1t) articye
lated and beautifully multiplicated srtifact, a worid made of words, His
novels since ES are attenpis to construct such imaginative worlds, Fphilow

—

hW.B. Yeats, "Faster, 1916," THE COLLECTED PCEMS (London, 1965}, pp.
202-205, Thz reference 1o Yeats is not as far-fetched as 1t might at first
appear, As Sandra Meisel points out in a letter to RIVERSIDE QUARTERLY
(5:2 (February 1972), p. 159), the original title for EI was THE FABULOUS,
FORMLESS DARKNESS, a line from Yeat!s poem "Two Songs from a Play,"



1 ¢ sophically adequate," as William H, Gass puts it in FICTION AND THE FIGURES
J(OOF LIFE (New York, 1970), although they "are only imaginatively possible
ones,"

The early novels are traditional in form, and appear to be attempts at
what can only be called "'sf-realism," wherein everything, including char=
acters, is presented in as "realistie" a manner as possible, sc that a par=
tial effect of journalism is felt, negated only partly by the imagistic
set~piecess Yet, and this is the irony of the situation, the endings of
these early novels are to a great degzree manipulated ones, There is a deus
ex machina feeling about JA and FT that is missing in the later works.

Is The résult of the way in which the characters are manipulated within the
story so that everything works oubt. To say this is not to deny that these
novels are pleasing, nor to suggest that the manipulation of the plot is
obvious, but the open endings of the last four novels, all of which derive
organically from the narrative, seem much more natural, although it is
likely that they are the result of a much greater labor of organization on
Delanyts part,

ES is the book in which Delany first realizes his new vision of what a
novel can be, It is an exceedingly careful construction of a pure fiction,
and the readerts enjoyment of it derives in large part from a recognition
of its purity as a fictional construct, William H, Gassts discussion of
UThe Concept of Character in Fiction" provides a clear articulation of one
of the levels of construction in ESe

A cheracter, first of all, is the noise of his name, and all
the sounds and vaythms that proceed from him, We pass most things
in novels as we pass things on & train, The werds flow by like
scenerys, All is change, But there are some points in a narrative
which remain relatively fixed; we may depart from them, but soon
we retwm, as music returns to its theme, Characters are those
primary substances to which everything else is attached,

T have long tried to figure out precisely why I was so moved by the experie
ensze of such ocbviously incospleie characters as Jo, San Sevarina, and Tump
wren I read this book (considered from a traditicnal point of view, they .
are r.ot "characters® at all: they change too much). I think Gasst!s theory
poinbs toward an answer, His great insight is that "character! defines
much more then just "fictional human beings," and that what we mean by
nsharacter! refers to a function of the langnage of fiction rather than a
mere Wscmething! within The story.” It is language which creates “charace
ter," and it is language, coaxed into repeated patterrs, which affects the
reader of ESs (Or any novel, for that matter, if we take Gass's point core
rectly: my point is that in ES Delany has created a fiction in which this
criticsl insight is incarnsted in such stark simplicity we camnot miss it.)

With all this in mind, I wish to consider Cemet Jo as an example of
Delaryls ability to render engeging characters, in even such purely fic-
tionsl circumstances as &S articulates. Rydra Wong, Mouse, Katin, and
Lorq, and all the characters of his novels are as pursly made of words as
Jo iz, but the novels they inhabit are themselves rendered with much more
depth and solidity than is ES, But the narrative of ES turns on its not
being a solid construct, but a constantly changing one, in which endings
and beginnings are the same, and lacunae are more prevalent than what lies
betireen them,

SSee Gass « L9=50, especially the comment that "anything..o.which
s PP 3 v -

serves as a fixed point, like a stone in a stream or that soap in Bloom's

pocket, functions as a character," (my italics)



Unlike the other protagonists
of Delanyts novels, Jo is not dee
fined by any specific actions or -
speech and thought patterns so
mich as he is defined by the lack
of these, dJewel does tell us at
the very beginning a number of the
things he possesses, which looks
like an ordinary approach to the
creation of character, but he does
so only to immediately remove ]
nearly everything (ES, 6=7). Jo §
is not defined by what he possésses
but by what he loses, by the cone
tinual changes he goes through as ,
the story progresses, Jewel come g
ments on his first losses, and his
first gains:

And later, when he had
lost all but miraculously,
the ocarina, he thought about
all these things and what
they had meant to him, snd
how much they defined his
youth, and how poorly they
had prepared him for menhood,

Before he began to lose,
however, he gained: two
things, which, along with the
ocerina, he kept until the
ende One was a devil kitten
raved Ditk, The other was me,
Iim Jewel,

T R

The words alone are important, for ket s St ;
it is owr memory ¢f what Jewel has i
said that makes his statement to | i
the confused complex reader in the e A T L1 5 A SIS 450 80 s
final chepter (€3, 99) work so

welle we respond to the knowledgo

we have gained of all Jofs losses, and remember that Jewel did say he would
have these three things with him until the end, and therefore there is an
ende What Jo loses, in losing all these things, is his innocence, ali that
makes him "!delightfully simplex.t" (ES, 40) His transformation begins as
soon as he meets San Sevarina for the first time, when she tells him hels g
beautiful bey and gives bim the red comb he will later give her to fix wp
his hair, She also orders him to her caebin for Interling lessons, for his
speech is atrocious (ES, 2l). "I said that Jo was not defined by any specie
fic speech or thought patterns, but he has them, many of them, Delany cre=
ates dramatic scenes throughout ES in which dialogue can reveal character,
and the changes it undergoes in Jots case, As he tries to get a job on ths
starship Jo reveals by his every action and word his simplex origins, cspew
cially when he tries to get the foremanis attention at the wrong time (ES,
28~29), His response to the sadness the L1l cause in him is also very sim-
ple, but his asking San Sevarina what they are, after getting one answer to
the question from Ron, reveals, as she notes, "the seeds of complexityt ,
(ES, 35)s Her comments on his potential readers (ES, 37) indicates one
reason why he must learn to speak properlys the other reason is that he
mist be able to deliver the message he does not yet have Wigquite accurate-
iy, It would be disastrous if you were mis-heardtt (ES, 35). But Jo is
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stilly at this point, just slightly better then simplex, which ic why eve
eryone else knows more about his '"message" than he does. His exasperation
about this state of affairs is one of his endearing qualities at this
point, for the reader shsres his ignorance.

The dramatic scenes provide a number of various patterns of speech,
depending on who plays in them with Jo, which by their reappearance at
other places in the novel, create a number of language bridges within it
San Sevarinals continual references to Jo as a “obeauvtiful boy" provides an
authentic shock of recognition when the young princess uses the phrase near
the end of the novel, Similarly, Iump, whether he is the huge mechine Jo
first meets; or the very small cne ("until a few weeks ago.eehe was called
Lusp" (ES, 96)) accompanying the princess, is given to making literary al-
Jusions, As a rssult of spending some time with Lump, while still maturing
into mulviplexity, Jo starts making them, too, Thus, one way of speaking
of Jo's many transformations is to say that he changes by taking unto hime
self new and different ways of speaking and thinking,

The most emotional of these exchanges is the one involving Ni Ty ILee,
the poet who has stolen Jo's life just as he has stolen so many others.
This scene is a fascinating example of Delany!s self-conscious playing with
the materials of fiction in this novel, for a good portion of the discus~
sion within it concerns writing and its effects, even as Jots feeling Yas
if something in him had been raped and outraged® (ES, 70) demonstrates
these effects within the novel, After he has read Ni Ty's poems, Jo has
become a multiplex person, but he can still learn a few things from Lump:

"The thing you were saying about rmltiplexity and under-
standing points of view, Ii2 completely touk over my point of
view, and you were rights it was uncanny."

Tt takes a multiplex consciousness to perceive the rultiw
plexity of another consciousness, you know,m

%I can see why,® Jo said, "He was using all his experiences
to understaand mine. It mede me feel funny.t

"You kancw he wrote those poems before he even knew you
exisied.

Wihatts right. But that just meskes it stranger !

BIfm afraid," Lump said, “youfve set vp your syllogism backe
wards. You were using your experiences to understand himg"

T was??

"Youlve had a lot of experiences recently. Order them multi-
plexmally and they will be much clearer, And when they are clear
erouzh, enough confusion will remain so that you ask the proper
questionse!

Jo was silent for a mement, orderings Then he said, “What
was the nams of the il yrour mind is based cay®

Upuels Aronlyde,® the Lump saide

Jo turned back to the windcw. "Then this has all heppened
before

(ES, 737k}

Jots final comment is most importent in terms of the devclopment of the -
navrative, but it also refars to everything he has learned from, and zbout,
NL Ty {and his earlier association with the older writer, Muels), reinforce
irg the earlier discugsion sbout Ni Tyt!'s poems? effech upon their recadsrs,
The last view we have of Ni Ty is of him diving his spaceship into a sun,
levehing ond scbbing as he does scj Jewel tells us, in the last chapter,
that Norn {(wno is one of the Mother bodies, other names" Jo uszd after his
bedy was turnad by Prince Nactor) is "standing at the front /of their
crashing ship/, staring out at the glittering sun at which we hurtled, He
had begun to lzugh' (2S, 101), Such are the connections, purely linguistic
in their nature, this novel insists upon in every facet of its construction,



Everything we have learned about Jo, the sum of his gains and 105388,'}{)
1s brought to bear upon ths penultimete chapter, in which he finds the
princess and tiny Iump, and realizes sadly that he will not even deliver

his message to Empire Star, or at least not for a long tiwz2, for his real
message is for San Sevarina, to prepdare her for hor orceal to come, an or-
deal that wiil include the training of a young simplex boy to carry a mes-
sage to Empire Stals The chapter concludes:

WJo, do you know whether weill win or not?"

NI only know that win or lose, it will take longer than we
think,"

Her hand slipped dewn his arm and seized his, "But you will
help mel You will helpi"

He raised his hands and placed both of them cn her shoulders,
Her hand came up with his, ®Itil help you," he said, Empive Star
drew newrer. "Of course 111 help you, San Severina. How could I
refuse after what youlve dene for me?®

"What have T done®™ she acked, puzzled againa

"Shhy" he said and touched her lips with a finger. "If you
ask questions that nobody can angwer, you just have to wait and
see !l

Di'k hiccuped in his sleep and Lump coughed discreetliy, They
turned to lock at Espire Star again, and from the protective
socket of bone and fiesh, I too locked, and saw much further,
Iim Jewel.

(ES, 98)

Jewell The other protagonist, almosty; for he has been with Jo from the bee
ginning, and his are the words that have renderad it all for uses In Jewel,

o’*wy _maalned a most intriguing narrative voice, for Jewel is a character
withoub charaster, a perfect example of what Cass means when he says '"Char=
acters ape those pirimary substances to which everything else is attached.W
Ey his wurds shall you know hin, And he has carefully and chjectively
shown us Jo'3 acvelorment to the point where he is so changed from the sime
plox child we met at the beginning that he is ready to undergo even greater
changes @s he sarves the great messape he was chosen to bear, dJawsl; how=
ever, has ths list chapler to himsel?; and he proce=ds to provide a number
of tiles Lfor the mesaic of which Jols story is but one parte What is intere
esting a»out this finel chanter is ils tcne, Jewells persoral voice has
not been heard too often throughout vhe nurrative, for he has wsalously
seérved the requirements of the story, and remsined, except for a few inter-
polations, a geod cmnissient chserver, But in those interpolations, espe-
cially in the remembered scenss of kis 1life belore h2 ecrystallized, he ap~
psars as an emotional apprentice novelist who tends towsrd overstatement
and rhetoric in speech, In the final chapter, frced from serving Jofs
small tale to invoke the grand story of whlch it was tut a paru, Jewel be-
gins {0 wax rhetorical againg but it works ncw, because it is supported by
all that has gone before., When Jewel says, "Oh., T could tell you good news
and bad, of sueccesses and defeats® or when he °moloys orymorons like Blirae
gie vietory" and "joyous defezi," they are fitding and proper, not purple
prose st all. At this volnt in the revel, the various sources of verbal
energy have generated enough emoticn to convince us that Jewel is spezking
honestly about it all: the story, in all its implications, 13 that grando
Delany‘s deep understanding of the stresses his narrative can . sunp“rd is
shown in his rendering of Jewel!s narrative voice at every point in the
novels

In ES Delany first attempted a work that would clearly be, in every
word, its own flctional self, On every page he places clues, words, phrage
es, the reaprearance of which are carefully orchestrated throughout the
whole, so that ES rost definitely returns the reader ever and again "o the
clear anG hrilliant world of concept, to the realm of order, proportion,



2r\and dazzling constructione..sto fiction, where characters, unlike curselves,

(Jfreed from existence, can shine like essence, and purely Be" (Gass), The
novels sinee ES have also achieved Gass's ideal: in EX and NOVA the care-
ful organization of the words througheut is rendered with such stark clari-
ty that we are forced te conclude that Delany wants us to be aware of, and
te respend, in proper literary fashion, to this organization, For he dis~
cevered, in the writing ef ES, that if a writer can use language to create
a pure and absolutely fictional "secendary world," he will move his readers
purly by organizing his words properly. This knowledge, a knewledge which
is central to the most exploratory modern fiction, has been a central part
of, and theme in, all his fictions since ES,

This explains the use of the many epigrams, ef the author!s journal,
and, most audaeious of all, ef an apprentice nevelist, whose theughts on
form and pattern, and everything else, are not only arganic parts of the
novel in which he appears, but are alse explanations ef how that novel
works. Now that Delany understands precisely what a fiction is, a world ef
words which he creates out of the basie material of language itself, he can
use all the werds at his dispesal to ocutrage and delight his readers! imag-
inations by creating werlds of such profeund order they dazzle the mind: I
am referring to the extraordinary multiplexity of the varieus pattern sys-
tems within ES, Bl7, EI and NOVA, where any number f phrases, images, and
metaphers recur so often they practically take on a life of their ewn,
functioning as Gasgian "characters" within the work,

If Richard Poirier is correct in seeing what
he calls "performance® as another particularly
modern trait, in Delanyts performances in these
later works we can discover anether literary
characteristic he shares with some of the majer
writers of our time, writers who have helped to
make modern literature all that it is.

By performance I mean, in part,
any self-~discovering, sclfiwatching,
finally self-pleasuring response to the
pressures and difficulties /of being an
artist in our time, subject to an over-
weaning eriticism and an artistically
debilitating public life, and much else
besides/seeolhien a writer is most
strengly engaged by what he is daing, as if struggling for his
identity within the materials at hand, he can show us, in the
mere turning of a sentence this way or that, how to keep frocm bee
ing smothered by the inherited structuring of things, how to keep
within and yet in command of the accumulations of culture that
have becctne a part of what he is, Much eof cultural inheritance
is waste; it always has been. But only those who are both vul-
nerable and brave are in a positien to kmew what ls waste and
what is not.

I can think of few contemporary novels which exemplify Poirierts
statement as well as EI and NOVA, TFor in them Delany continually uses his
sf precepts to create fictions im which the problems that Poirier sees as
central to artistic expression today can be approach, broached, and perhaps
even usefully left unresolveds "Endings to be useful must he inccnelusive?
(BEI, 125)., Although Poirier appears gquite unaware of sf, or Delany, when
he refers to “"the writers I'm discussing" he could be referring to Delany,
for he belongs to their companyt

In their struggle with language =nd with literary shape, the
writers I!m discussing become aware, and then turn this awareness



into forms of expression, that what are supposed to be instru~
nents of knowledge do not offer clarification at ally they are
part of what needs to be clarifieds, The kind of writer or personw
ality or group I most admire displays an unusual and even arduous
energy of performance, And my adriration for cuch effortfulness
is the result of thinking that there is a good chance that every-
thing more easily available for expression is cant or destined to
become gibberish. One must fight through the glitter and rubbich
to express anything wortlwhile, o express even the rubbish, A
writer or anyone else can be called "great! cr "noble" in my
sense who sees the perpetual need for such fighting, whe is fore
ever unaccomodated, determinately Munfinished!a..un example of
cadenced and self-measuring performance, Continually tensed with-
in any use of language, such a writer!s best acts are always per-
formances of some darirng, the very success of which bransports
bim beyond the resulis of such acts, producing the dissatisface
tions which prompt the next, and perhaps even better, ones.

Delany's novels, if read in order, reveal precisely this kind of
struggles and I would argue that they also represent his continued growth
as en axtists The terms in which he saw this growth do not really matters
I see it in terms of his slowly blosseming awarveness ¢f what the novel
could be (Quss®s Ma monnmental metaphor"), and of literary creaticn as
tperformance;" and I think these critical ideas help to clarify our suder-
standing of his achievemente From ES on, Delany not only produces "deter-
minately 'unfinished!® fictions, he continually builds on his past performe
ances to create even grc.nder ones the next time out. BL7 (previous to, but

rarging from the same lwpetus to greater fictional complex:.ty as ES) enw
ga> os the concept that lenguages are means oi pecrceiving the world, and
rrecents Dalanyts first deeply realized galactic soc:.ety as a method of exe
rloring that concent in concrete fictlonal terms, EI uses a first person
narrat: VTaess and a series of mind=bosgling games with mythology, including
the boic myth of man (a truly Bergesian conception, I feel), NOVA coatine
ues to ploy games with myth, while at the same time it pushes the innova-
tions of BE17 much further, and in ivs use of a triple center of consciouse
ness and percephticn, each character. of which fulfilils a specifically novel-
istic, or fictiomai, function, it caerries the selfeawaroness of his fic-
tional coeations Lo a new level of muitiplexity. Algis Dudryst?! review of
NOVA (in GALAXY, Jarvary 1969) is rclevant here, for when he szys

I dontt see how a science«~fiction writer can do more than wring
your heart while explaining how it works, No writer can, The spe=-
cial tling that secience fiction does is to firs3 credibly place
the heart in an unconventional envirerment

he not only points outbt the special ficticnal propertie% of this novel, but
he suggssts why sf ie a valid form of literary creation, "riction," ac-
cording to William (Gass,

is 1ife in terms of the toenail, or in terms of the ferris wheal,
in terms of the tequilaj it is incurably figurative, and the
world the novelist makes is always a metaphorical model of cur own,

If this is true, and if Delany's suggestion that some kind of ligk exists
between the Symbolists and modern American speculative fiction®© is also
**“.1‘A (ard I believe it is), then huge metaphors which are in fact also
images of mystical illumination can best be presented in terms of worde-
worlds which are, like so many Synubolist poems, new, and ¥different," 4nd

6Delany, “ibout 5,175 Words," p. 1hL. Note his insistence that many

of the best sf novels are "ihe stuff of mysticisme"

“>
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the "reality" they present is as clearly there (in the best works, such as Dela-
ny's best works) as it is in any other work of art: the good novel, the artig=-
tic novel, represents itself,

William Gass thinks works of art are socially important

Not for the messages they may contain.,..but because they insist move
than most on their own reality; because of the absolute way in which
they exist., Certainly, images exist, shadows and reflections, fakes
exist and hypocrites, there are counterfeits (quite real) and grand
illusions=~but it simply is not true that the copies are as real as
their originalse.ssefeality is not a matter of fact, it is an achieve-
ment3 and it is rares...ie live, most of us, amidst lies, deceits, and
confusions, & work of art may not utter the truth, but it must be hon-
est. It may champion a cause we deplore, but like Milton!s Satan, it
must in itself be nobles it must be all there, Works of art confront
us in the way few people dare to: completely, openly, at once, They
construct, they comprise, our experience; they do not deny it or des-
troy its; and they shame us, we fall so short of the quality of their
Being.

Tt may appear I am making far too large a claim for Delany's best work when I
say that for me it achieves the objectives Gass outlines above (and, of course,
such judgments are personal, at the last), but that is the ¢laim I do make for
them; and I suggest that, in his case, the success of that achievement is bound
up in the speculative nature of his fiction-making, In comstructing word-worlds
that differ so radically from ocur own, he makes sure that their ®being" will be
complete, they will exist entirely in the shape the words talte on the page, If
there is a much greater potential for sf than has yet besn realized by more than
a few writers, either within or without the field, it rests upon that fact, and
it will be writers with the sense of craft and dedication of Delany, wno sharz
his avareness of the ultimately linmistlc nature of literary creation, who will
eveniuzlly create a body of fictions that will demand the atteniion of all who
care aboub literature and art.

|l

"How to Have an Absolutely Hilarious Heart Attack," continued from page 9

white~clad arm, I heard a whisper, coming from a young doctor leaning on my pile
lows Dector Aurelio Tlacuac Flores, the post, was whispering Just loud enough for
her to hear. "Maria?' Fer lips never moved, nor her leng eyelashes, but she
breathed back with infinite distance, "Merie." Teasingly, almost too faint to
hear, he tried again, !"Mariamne?" The arops fell, he gazs never wavered; bub
there floated back the firm correction: WMarie," #Maria," he echoed tenderiy,
and thern in a voise so quiet I could barely make it out inches from my ear, he
sang a little Spenish tune, MMarie, Ch I wonder what you are, I wonder what
passes With you," g

Tater, much later, I shared my orange~juice with Marie, the darling of his
leve~whispers, She told me of the six children she had borne, four of whom had
died, She was twenty-three and she gave me an exact elinical description of the
cause of death of each one, inesluding the twins,

My last memory of the National Health Hospital of Cozumel s also of a wo=
man, a middle-aged lady of great efficacy named Isobel, On the thousand-yecar
old walls of Bonampak in Southern Yucatan is a mural depicting a group of vica
torious noble Mayas watching the losers being tortured by having, among other
things, their fingernails torn out with pliers, The painting is fresh and bril-
liant, and among the noble group is a lady ef high rank, wearing a folded white
robe and many ornaments. She gazes down impassively, satisfied, her beaked face
and slant eyes a mask of alien antiquity, But that face lives today. With just
those features and just that expression did Nurse Isobella Constantia fold her
hands upon her snowy stomach and survey my saved life and my dirity bed,

-



Seven are the dread=-filled towers
where dwells the druid sisterhoods;
Surrendered to the salt sea marsgh
and sundered from the solid land
surrounded by the drowning woed
Glastobury silent stands,

The birches rustle beaded boughs
and rushes shush their reedy sough
the fen brume sweeps
around the keep
and floodwrings Glastonburyts towers

Rings of pouer grace my fingers
Imnes of power guard my door

The poetess picks the road her Rover wends
winds the twining plots to weave the rhymes
wields tnhe wild and roaring winter winds
that send his ship through storming seas of time
Yet not to Glastonburyt!s weixrd
is given sight to see all ends

Rings of power weight my fingers
Runes of power warp my door

The sonzstress trades in tragedy in jest

in tangled tales of joust and chivalry

in tricd lays of legendexyr qouast

she lezds her lord to challenge devilty
Yet Clastonburyt!s ancient spell
grants his death as her request

Rings of power twist my fingers
Runes of power entwine my door

Bitter is the victory of faith betrayed
end spilling blood the price of pardic pride
0 fair and valiant is the brandished bliude
but raven robes of mourning drape the bride
and hereforth Glacbtonbury's where
sksll live resigned to die a maid

Rings of power scathe my fingers
Runes of powar scar my door

The curlew ecalls as doy is spent

and fog crawls over the feslering land
and spectral lies
below the spires

of Glastonbury of the fens

Rings of power still my fingers
Runes of power seal my door.

reprinted from PHANTASMICOM 7
Copyright (¢} 1571 by Donald G. Keller

ISHTI

L 2

|f¢) -
:’: , ‘:' {::
W

IR BIRRd ~ XY

¢|



PAULA MARWMOR
AND DONAID G. KELLERt
SOME INFORMAL REMARKS TOWARD A
REVIENY OF TRITON

1) The first thing one notices about
Samuel R, Delany's new novel TRITON
(Bantam, February 1976, $1.95, 369
PPe) is that it is a conventional
science fiction novel, at which
point a large portion of his audi=-
ence heaves a collective sigh of
relief, It is, indeed, a space
opera of sorts, resembling the
Katin passeges of NOVA and "Time
Considered as a Helix of Semi~Pre~
cious Stones® in feel, as much as
it renembles anything previous of
his,

2) In a Heinleinian sense, TRITON is
an immensely impressive achieve«
ment. Delany has created a truly
futuristic society of staggering
complexity which he brings across
to the reader bit by bit with his
usual subtlety, He will throw in
some fact about the world in pass-
ing and it will suddenly strike the
reader how diffcrent this future is
--and then Bhere will be no more
explanation, It is a good example
of wp2t Damon Knight calls the Pole
Two solution to transmitiing backe
grovnd material: write from the
point of view of a member of the
society and let the reader glean
what he may,

3) As in THE EINSTEIN INTERSECTION,
Telany prefaces each chapter (ond
the whole book) with quotes from
various philosophical/theoretical
gsourrces, all very interesting in
themselves, which become much more
intensely interesting, thought=
provoking, and multiprlex when cone
sidered in light of how he imple=
ments them in the novel,

L) Teward definitions, ones The
phrase fambiguocus heterotopial is
capable of varieu interpretations.
tAnbiguous? could almost be the
catchword of metalogics, with ite
central theory that human dise
course, like science fiction, is
structurally indefinables it can
be categorized by simile and meta=
phor, by describing certain preva=-




5)

6)

7)

lent aspects, by delineating what it is not, 'Heterotopia! can mean !het-
erogenccus place,! that is, a multiplex of dissimilir culturess equally it
can be tanother place,? parallcl to utopials 'no plezes? A utopia is postu=
lated as not existing: it is an ideslization, an abgiract construct. A
heterotopia, in contrast, is a place that does exist, but separated in
space (or time) from theret: an extrapolation, a tdifferent! place, (Most
science~fictional societies are heterom~ rather than utopias,) The Yambigu=
ous utopiat! of Le Guints THE DISPOSSESSED is torn by a clash between two
political ideologics rorified to philosophies: Delunyts tambiguous hetero-
topiatl is shattered by a war sterming from non-acceptence of social differe
enoSH,.

Tre eni-matic DFALCREN is put into perspective by the publication of TRI-
TON., Delany is committed to science fiction ard will continue to write it,
he makes cicar, In this light it scems that DIALGREN is rothing more than
8 giznt copybook exercise, in which Delany deliberately used minimal sete
ting and piot {the two sirongest elements of conventional science fiction)
in crder to concentrate on characterizaltion and style, and taught himself
to write (cven better than ke know already), If this evaluation io core
ract, it is a moot point whether DHALGREN should ever have bzsen publisheds
bui then, there are some people who are interested in reading copybook
exercises,

Delauyts brief fivsh period culwiuated in THE FALL OF THE TOWERS; he then
took a quantum jump into a mere refined style which produced his Nebulae
winning novels and nearly all of his short fiction, culminating in NOVA,

He then went into a fallow period, producing cnly the finger-exsrcises THE
TIDES CF LUST and DHALGREN. TRITON S5 a new guentum jump of refinement,
but feeis like a first step rather than a culminstiony it resembles THE
JE4ELS OF APTCR and THE BALLAD OFf BETA=Z in tnat respect. Delany is at the
botbom rung of a level of writing far beyond the caraocilities cf the vast
major_ty of the wriizrs in the science fietion field.

TRITON can be viswed as a fiction2l essay-novel extrapolating from a cone
nzebed eceries of coneepts coancerning social, igse. interpersonal and sociste
al, categ>iusation,

¥, ../ his/ made it depressingly easy to define the pzople who did not
uce thom, il caly by their prejudices, as a tyne. He hated being a type'
(e 6)s DMuch is made, ttroughout TRITCN, of types: "!Describe the pre-
ferred, physical type you feel nost asvured of your pezfcrmance with!" (p,
53). YYes, you are my typs, which is wiy we gob as far as we aide Itve
only met one other person in my life even vaguelyr like you dash not my type
sen' (De 229). Although the convenient social gherthand of pizeonholing
people as a means of notedealiug with them is a comparatively minor vice,
it is sympiomstic of a greater intellectual and emotional lassitude. Such
categorizmataion is implicit in the strveture of fomaul Zogic and has its
cuimination in fus or them¥ dichcioniizss one cannot be both conservative
and liberal, black and white, a sateilite~dweller and a world-iweller, male
and Temnale,

Delany!s metalogics is a constrvet agoainst wihich to examine the !logie
calt component of typology, The tescay’? (p. O78L) in which Cron Helstrom
exolaing the fallaeies of the premige Whe dovy P dis true is to affim P is
false" is equally gpplicanle to social stigmatizeticn end to semaniics.
ifot=liberal? is not an equivalent phrase to ftcondervalive'; nor, as metae
logics points out, is not-male! egual to ifemale.! Delany has emphasized
this point by exaggerations ha exirapolates a society whsrein geonder is a
matter of choice; where men may bear and suckie childreng where feminine
role~titics may as often apply to men as the reverse (cf, te-girlst),

Wihat makes $logical’ bounding so risky is that the acsertion of the
formal logician that a boundzary can be placed avound an area of significance
space gives you1, in such a clendy situation, no way to say where to set the
boundary, how to set it, or if, once set, it will turn out in the least
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8)
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10)

11)

useful” (p. 59). The divergence of metalogics from formal Jogic may
be sumarized as a substitution of flexible paremeters for rigid pee
rimeters, This also has ids soclial corcllary. In her letter 1o Bron,
the Spike sayss U,..you do italics adhere to scme kind of code of
good manners, proper behavior, or the rizht thing to do, and yet you
are so emotionally lazy that ycu are incapable of implemeniting the
only valid reascn that any such ccde ever came about: +to put people
at easey; to make them feel better, to promote social communion® (p.
228)s As an idea, social codes are metalogical parameters by which
relationships can be approacheds When they become rigid perimeters
they create logical categories: ‘taggressive! and (passivet; fchivale-
rous! and Vhelpless,! Thus Bron is caught within a logical paradox
which is the direct result of an acceptance of social perimsterss
"eoethe doiug, as /Bron/ had once suspected and now Knew, was proomis
nen’ly a macter of beings and being had turned out to be, more and
more, specifically @ matier of not doing? (p. 312),

Quick, There are three Brians in this book, Which of them is female?
¥Which of tThem is male?

In his essay in QUARK/1, "Critical Methods: Speculative Fiction," De=
lany malkes significent meniion of a literary techniqus called exper—
tises ¥*that m=thod by whish an author, deploying a handful of esober-
ic facts, creates the impressicn that he, or more often a character in
the story, is an expert in some given field," Thomas Pynchen; perhaps
the finest writer in America, has brought expertise $o a high level of
achievement: Delany, who believes that the technitiue “practically
alone svpports science ficticn,® has finally succseded in his attermt
to really use it in TRITON, and manages to do s¢ on or near Pynchcnis
level,

Anachroricm with anachrenicsms Pron Helstrom 1s a pathetic and dislike-
able craabion, a Tweatieth Certury Man advift in a werld he never
maics a8 woeld that never could have made him, Were he a man from his
world wntinsly rirpid, there would be soms validity in his behavior.
In his abtempt bo eresxts his idsal woman in order to “save the humen
roce.! hc develops a persomality which is a mid-Twentieth Century
stereotyee with which he should be totally unfamiliar: he doss nob
read ancient literature, clastical theater is simply not performed, no
guch character exists in Ice Operas, Where does he fird ths perimeters
within which she must perfoxrm? The supposition is that they come from
his oun needz, yot Bron is conpletely incapcile of emotional extrapte
1ations He ecanrot see the P for which he unerringly creates the riow
totype not-P, born full-~blova from his brow cemplete with prepackaged
neuroses., One gels the feeling that Delany got to this stage of the
stery and led it run deun, in enticipation of ths appendicss which are
indeed sene of the moct imporitont statements TRITON maxes. S0 there
is a serious flaw in Bron's wonsn--and most pecple wont't see it, Op
meybe that is rrecisely the point,

Toward definiticns, twos: IThe Moduler Calenluz.! "When a man who
Inows the game watches a gawe of chess, the experience ke his whea a
move is made usually differs from that of someone else watciing withe
out understanding the gamss But this experience is not the knowledge
of the rules" (quetsd, p. 220), The Tknowledge of the rules! is a
modular algebra, The texperience’ 40 which the quoie refirs is a mod-
ular caleculus. IFf, as Delany suggests (Appendix B, note IV), modular
alpchras ere the grasmers and synbaxes of thought patterns while modue
lar czleuli are sementics and idiem, then the development of the modue
lar calculus ilg another of Delanyls attompts to dafine fstyle,! and
TRITCY his attampi to test that definitions It is also a parvial pa=
rametal definition of science fiction.



12) Delany’s style, always his finest assebt, has been honed by his DHAL~- ) 7

13)

)

15)

16)

GREN experience into an even more effective instrument, He has e |
learned to use it with subtlety and restraints in fact, his fans will
miss his usual verbal pyrotechnics, He has also learned how to cone
dense and compress, to make his words work as economically as possi=-
ble, (He did this in THE EINSTEIN INTERSECTION, but there he was ale
most t00 compresseds) For example, in Chapter Two, which is twenty=
seven pages long, he does the following: characterizes two important
characters, continues the characterization of his protagonist, de-
seribes in (suggestive, alas) detail a game called vlet (the same one
that is in one of Joanna Russ®s Alyx stories, which there seemed rathe
er like a chess variationy but here is the Ultimate Game in that it
containg all possible ways of playing games, much as the sensory-syrinx
in NOVA contains 21l possible ways of Playing an Instrument}, works in
a long, complicated technical lecture, evokes a strong picture of the
environment the protagonist lives inss..2ll in a short spaces At one
point, the protagonist is playing vlet, thinking about his problems,
ard conversing on love and sex with his opponent: Delany presents all
this as it hoppens, weaving the three threads together inextriecably,
and giving the reader no real signposts as to how to follow it, It
needs close, attentive reading, but it is worth the troubles This is
an exceptional example that is nevertheless characteristic of the
whole book,

Who the hell proofread this book? (The errors aren’t all typos,
ei'bhere}

The fozi of TRITON's orbit are Bron's essay on metalogics (pes 57f%)
and the Spikets letter to Bron (p. 228£f), The reader may find much
of the former passing by partizlly understood; if so, it must be re-
read until it is all understocd, because the concept of metalogics is
essential to understanding the rest of the novel,

TRITON does not have the majestic sweep and mythic depths generally
associated with Delanyts novels, NOVA in particular, The archetypes
have merely become typese

When NOVA first appeared, Algis Budrys said, UAs of this novel, Samuel
R, Delany is the greatest science fiction writer alive; but NOVA ig
not necessarily the greatest sf novel ever written,¥ This should be
repeated in reference to TRIICN: it represents a quantum~jucp of
technique over any of his previous science fictiong in fact, it may be
the most sophisticated scisnce fiction ncvel ever written. But it
facls like an aversge novel, like a step towards a still-greater ncval
To cimea

DONAID G. KELLER:
THE (AN OF A THOUSAND VOICES KEEPING PERFECTLY STILL

How good a writer is Richard Lupoff? How good is he cepable of being?

This is a thorny question which has been the subject of much discussion
herein, mostly between Lupoff himself and our editor. Being a Lupoff

watcher of long standing, I feel compelled to insert my two cents! worth,

The first fact to note is that I can hardly remember a single Lupoff
piece that I did not likes he is definitely skilled at putting a novel or
story together, and I seem to have an affinity for what he writes. His
first book, ONE MILLION CENTURIES, whatever he may think of it, is a very
fine ERBurroughs-style novel (obviously growing out of the voluminous read=
ing for his excellent study of Burroughs)s perhaps a bit too long, but it
has a depth of background and extrapolation that is far superior to the
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usual novel of this type, and could only be done at some length. His secw
ond novel, SACRED LOCOMOTIVE FLIES, is a nice little Brumnerian satire,
notable particularly for the “Music in the Air® opening chapters he and
Brunner and Spinrad are remarkably good ait bringing over the experience of
rock music, INTO THE AETHER is simply a lark: an incredibly faithful pase
tiche of turn-of=the~century juvenile fiction, done (like Spinradts IRON
DREAM) so perfectly it becomes almost unbearable to read., And the forthe
coming NEW ALABAMA BLUES is, from the pleces that have appeared so far (esw
pecially "With the Bentfin Boomer Boys..s" in AGAIN, DANGEROUS VISIONS), a
faseinating set of experiments in prose style,

It seems to me that Lupoffts major failing (one that continues to bs
true of his two novels considered here) is that he doesn't do much a priori
thinkiugs he takes story types originated by others and thinks them through
to a point far beyond or in a direction totally different from the area the
original author explored, His work shows much skill and imagination, but
very iittle original thought.

Most of the forms Lupoff takes off from are pulp fiction (the Bur-
roughs novel, the boys? book, the space opera)., The major exception to
this is the peculiarly Brunner=sityle disaster novel, epitomized in STAND ON
ZANZIBAR: he did a fairly direct pastiche of style and content in SACRED
LOCOMOTIVE FLIES; and in the juste-released CRACK IN THE SXY he does a simie
lar kind of novel in a more conventional straightenarrative form,

The major problem with THE CRACK IN THE SKY (besides the stupid title;
the original title was FOCL'S HILL, which is much more appropriate to the
book) is that it is too short, ILupoff has set up a society and web of sube
plots nearly as complicated as one of the Brunner behemoths, and tries to
tackle it within the standard 80,000~word sf novel fermat, It simply can't
be done, This problem leads Iupoff to compress things beyond the polint of
workability: legicel links are left out and neither the background nor any
of tie several subplots have space to develop properly, so that the catage
trovhle ending seems almost accidental instead of the culmination of a
carefully crchestrated series of events. This is quite unfortunate and
very frustrating, beceuse the conflicts that Tupoff had set up and the way
ths society worked were quite promisinge.

Like the very similar CENTER FORCE by T.A, Waters, this is what the
averags science fiction novel should be like, The state of the field today
malktes it a quite above average novel, but it could have bsen pernaps a
great one,

I have to comment on the cover drawing of this Dell paperback, I
dontt know the artist's nsme, but he did the cover for CENTER FORCE and the
Jefferson Starship!s DRAGONFLY album cover, and several otherst the ma=-
chine~like sheen and starry highlighits of the fipgures are ummistakable,

The central image of this one is an ecclesiastical heraldic device known as
tthe pelican in her pietyt!s it shows the bird piercing her breast with her
beak to feed her children with her blood, In the cover, the body is an Obe
vious stylized representation of the domes city of the bock; cormbined with
the title and the concept of a religious culit which destreoys the dome in
the pame of love, it makes a brilliant metaphorical complexs,

The major problem with TEE TRIUNE MAN (Herper & Row) is a little bit
different, and slightly more complicated. The concept and plot are consid=
erably more original than anything Impoff has attempted heretofores it is
quite an ambiticus book. But he makes the mistake of using stereotvyped
characters: the book is about 2 comic-strip artist in obvicusly roughly
contemporary time, and parts of the book are deliberate and hilarious pase
tiche ¢f comic=bock cuntinuity., For some reason, the characters in the
book are straight out of thirties and forties comic and pulp fictions the



unscrupulous Mafia~type boss, the secretary with a heart of gold, the fatu- ;?g;
ous head of an asylum, etce ad nauseum, Lupoff has a fine ear for the pulp
version of realistic dialogue, and reproduces it in excruciating detail, I
cantt decide if this is deliberate or something he just inadvertently

slipped into. In amy case, in the !serious! sectionz of the book it makes

the writing seem much worse than it is,

The story: Buddy Satvan is the author of a superhero strip, and one
persona of a multiple personality, another of which has killed a mang
therefore, he is in an asylum, The head of the syndicate he works for
wants to squeeze him off the strip because his notoreity may kill a pending
TV deal., The multiple personality was apparently caused by childhood ex=
periences during World Wax II in Holland and Nazi concentration camps.
There is also the spaceburn, an amorphous blackness which is gobbling whole
galaxies and which has to be stoppedsess

Thatts without the complications., From the standpoint of pure plot,
Iupoff has wrought quite a book: he manages to juggle an extracrdinarvy
maze of subplots and weave them together dexterously.

What I can't figure out is whether it is a serious or farcical novel,
The careful realisn and genuine feeling of the war sections plus the genere
al setup of the book make it seem very serious: an exploration of the ef-
fects of war, and one ments search for identity, (And a very sharp and be-
lievable sketch of the comic and tv industries,) But so much of the bock
is written in a superhero mode (sometimes when it is supposed to be more or
less realistie), or, as I said, in a pulpish realistic mode, that it seems
almost as multiminded as its protagonist. (Perhaps that is the point?)

It is also difficult to figure out what is suppnsed to be real and
what lmeginzrys There is one long thread that
is the continuity of Buddyts stirip, but it
ties i%self into ths science=fic-
tion plot of Sravasti, the space
station at the center of the
universe, and the spacsbuing It
seems to be imaginary still, but
I'm not surea The whole sf plot
is very space-operaish, so it
seems to be unreal, but its
reality is central to the Way
the book cnds.

And the ending is even more problem- il
atic than the rest of the bock, The cli- 074
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mex is a long Ellisonian surrealistic scene O e et e /)
that resolves all the conflicts of the book A ARG R ¢
with one big bang, ond everything is all right /; Aol 408 P
again, The novel does not end as it logically ' AT e O
should have, but in a facile thappy ending.t bt /f

TEE TRIUNE MAN is a very perplexing book, I have ‘\ \
read it twice recently, but I still dontt know quite
what to do with it., I do know this: the pulpishness
that permeates every aspect of the book detracts from
it heavily, whether it is deliberate or inad-

vertente 1 thought I had it pegged, but the P oS

more I think about it, the less I know how to b, Ui iz :
judge ite It seems like an increasingly more dazzling S ; g'é,
trick of prestidigitation, but never amy better a booke (/[ ~y 7 \Zogito

(In kis afterword in AGAIN, DANGEROUS VISIONS, ILupoff . B



Tyrelates how when he first encountered *New Wave,! it seemed to him to be

') just "playing a few tricks." I think perhaps he still thinks so, Trickse=
even tricks that work=-are not enough: the tricks have to be an integral
part of the bock. His are more surface than they should be,)

Cne aspect of the Lupoff Prcblem is that he is too tied to the here
and now, both literarily and thematically., (As one trivial example, every
novel uatil TEE TRIUNE MAN had an important black character, ofiten the pro-
tagonist,) It is not necessarily a fault %o be concerned with the problems
of today and near-yestercay, but it seems to me thal Lupoeffts formidable
formal talents are not wellesuited to contemporary and futurse-contemporary
fiction: 1it's too eacy for him to fall into stale formulas, He is cupable
¢t writing sensitive contemporory=typs fietion, but it needs the talent of
a Le Guin or Silverberg to bring it off as sirongly as he wanis to.

It is rather presumptucus to advise authors, but if T were to make a
suggestion of what soi't of thing I think Lupoff should attempt, I would
say: somcthing new and original, as divorced as possible from the prcblems
of todsy, ({(Fvery sinzle oiz of his novels expressly addresses today, whew
ther direstly in TID TRIUNZ MAN, as utoplan allegory in CNE MILLION CIENTU-
RIEZ, historical cllegory in INTO THE AETHER, or futuristic ellegory in his

70 Brum:srian novels, This is not necessarily tad, but iivts too easy to
overdo thz parallels and make tham narrowly relevant rather then univerw
sal.) And something bigs at least a hundired thousand words., He has' shoun
a great deal of facility at the standard-formet science fiction novel, and
anything that comes that easily breeds laziness,

I weuld like to see Luncff tackle scmething r2ally complex, rather:
than the nerely recemplicated things he has done up to nowe After that, it
may bz easler to figure out how good he is capabie of belngw=right now itts
difficult to tell,

CY CHAUVIN:
TEE MOTE IN THE CRITIC'S EYE

¥EY WCRIDS FCR 01D
Davld Ketterer
Avchor Press/Doubleday  197h 347 ppe  $2095

This is an unusual new work of sf criticismy one I'm not sure how to
appivaches Ius author says that NEW WORLLS FOR OLD is intended to fill in
for Wihe lack of a relatively sophisticated critical appreciation and
theorevicsl undersianding of sclence fiction, partlicularly Its contempcrary
manifestationst and he relates sf to the Yapocalypilc" in literature (the
bookls subtitle 3s WThe Apocalyptic Imaginaticn, Science Ficticn, and Amsre
jcen Iiteraturev), One thing ig certeinly cbvicuss Ketterer has done wide
reading in bota science ficticn and literature, No one can conplain that
he does not knew Lis subjecta-though many will dlsagree on how Le intere
prets it,

Ketborerts basic premise is that science fictien should be considered
a branch of apocalyptic literature, Ketterer says, #Unliks mimetic ¢ fan-
tastic literature, apocalyptic literature is concerned with the creation of
radically different and often visionaiy new worlds wiich, because of their
erecidvle relavionsuip to the world of the reader.o.destrey and tette the
place of that treall world, at least for the duration of the reading ex-
perience,"

A number of sf works strike me as having no more "erediable!" a relaw
tionship with the re2l world than most fantasy, bul Kettereris defiaition
has the advantage that it attempts to point out what sf does, rather than



deseribe what it is, This is not only easier to achieve, but 1s more
worttwhile doing Than the latter; it is a "dynamic® definition rather than
a "passive" one, If we can discover sfts (inherent) function, then we can
more easily improve it

Ketterer mentions nearly every importan‘- sf writer at least in pass=
ing, though it is impossible to summerize all he covers., He devotes a full
chapter to a number of importent sf and non-sf works, such as Ursula K, Le
Guints THE LEFT HAND CF DARKNESS, Mark Tweints A CONMETICUT YANKEE IN KING
ARTHURYS COURT and Kurt Vonnegut?s THE SIRENS OF TITAN, These tend to be
overlcng in my opinion, and occasionally seem devoted to trivialities~-e.ge
he discusses biue and yellow color symbolism at one point in his chapter cn
THE SIEINS OF TITAN, Nor 1s his style particularly engaging: "An explanze
tion as to why Twain excluded from his satire a nurmative and inteliigent
eonsolousness wuich night have provided a convincing source for imaglstic
significance, in faver of a philistine who is a most unconvineing source,
gt awailt the further development of my avgumente." More clarity and a
dash of witw-e.g, Brian Aldiss or James Blish or even Sheryl Swmithewcould
go a long way here, Ketterer is best in shorter lengths~-his secticns
dealing with Dick:s THE MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE and Sturgeonis VERJS PLUS X
are supsrb, He does not wear down his subject into boredom, and provides
insight on these relatively contemporary sf novels that is lacking in other
sf studies, T think most readers will sppreociale lils contenporary focuzem
one gets tired of discussions of BRAVE NiW WORLD, 196L, Verne and Welis.,

Of course, as Itve indicated, many will argue with his interpreta-
tlons. They can be both outragecus and perceptives Ketierer is not afraid
to make ths most biting criticisma, For instance: WThat an tindelligent?
summary of the often arbitra Ty acuion of Le Cuinfs ncvel is possible withe
out any menlion of whkat it is that mekes the Geihenlans especially distince
tivecesargues ageinst the boskis structural integzrityeesoliziing sense of
the novel, and th.s is ivs es;entz.aﬂ weaknass, depends upCleeesSeeing the
way in wilch the mythic struciure rigorously, almost mechanically, deteres
mines the vavious twns of ploiM (a'll emphacis mine), I think wmeny readers
would disagree with thiz, and his interpretation c¢f the ncvells “mythic
structare™ that fellews,

i dlscussion of Staniclaw Lem's SCLARTS is a bilt more agreeable,
"For Iem, there ere no new worlds that zn o8N x'}arl.m:% Wharever man
gees, he will encounter only extencions or nlmseif, As 4 thousand or more
science ficticn writers heve demonstrated, cur moon or the plunets, Mars,
Verus, Dune cr Winter, are all envisaged as aspecis8 of Farthee.Whalever
ney be ebsciubely unigus about these varlous worldsy; man is unsble O Ccome
preaand,®  The last sentence remiuds me of a remerk that Artkur C, Clarke
made: that a sufficiently advanced technology will seem lilte Mmagic® o
those in a cociety in a lowsr stage of developmente Our ancestors would
never be able to compiehend cur preseni~dey society, if they were transpore
ted here todays how rmch worse would it be if they (or we) encountered an
alien civilizaticn?

Ketterer (and Stanislow Lem) view sit's presentation of elien worlds
"as agpects of Earth" as “Wuypocriticalle-znd to a certain extent it is (and
to a certain extent it is unavoidable, if one is {o attempt to describe an
alien world at 2a21), I donit believe that sf writers should maite ths nis=
take of telling a story from the viewpoint of an alien, for if someining is
to remain Yalien" it must remain wnincwn and unfamiiiar, In a greet many
poor ecience fiction stories, the "aliens® are no more then hmans (card=
board ones, abt that, usually} dressed up in long green underwear, The “gbe
solutely unigue® c¢an never be described--We have no words for it writers
ean orly deal in shared experiences (which justifies Lovecraft, who never
deseribed his Elder Ghods in detail, but merely commentsd on their Mmacabre
horror®}, On the other hand, to insist too strongly on the “realistic® :
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7)) non=description of the alien too strongly is to forget the purposes, as

& well as the limitations, of fiction. Fiction is intentionally anthropomor-
phiec (or man-centered). The same Lem who complained about an£hropomorphic
sf also said that "Any path in sf which does not eventually lead back to
Man can offer us nothing except the riches of a galactle feak show ("Lost
Opportunitiss," S F COMIENTARY 24, pe 22)., In summary, then: 1) no sf
writer can describe "the absolutely unique™ (or truly alien); 2) if he
could, it would be valuable cnly as a curiosity item; 3) the problem is
that some writsrs are pretentious enough to believe that they are, in fact,
doing this,

But from Ketterer I get the impression that all sf writers have this
fault, while I believe that only some doe I think It is interesting to
note that much of the best sf deals with "aliens" that had oncs been hman
~=the Gethenians on Winter, the telepaths in AND CHAOS DIED, and Cordwainer
Smith's underpeople and Lords of the Instrumentality. In my opindlon, this
is a justifiable and satisfying way of dealing with the problem of the alie
en in sf and with the conflicting purposes of fiction (which demands that
the focus be placed on man) and sclence (which demands that "the alien" be
given realistic and logical treatment),

Ir other areas, I have absolute agreement with Ketterer, He points
cut that come "new wave! stories (such as P,A, Zolinets "The Heat Death of
the Universe!) use Pa saizuce fictlonal conception cnly for its metaphorie
¢zl appropriatencssssssThe talels reality is grounded in a housewife and
her kitchen," Science fiction'!s landscapes are not meant 40 be talien solew
ly as allegory, but are meant to have a definite reality and verisimilitude,

Ketierer also sums up Vonnegut quite well: "In his search for meane=
ing, man creates a multitude of alternate fictions, none of which can be
proved to be trucc.ceVonnegut /believes/ that, given this situation, it is
menls responcivility to distingulsh among these fictions net the more likem
i frem the less likely, but the more humane and practical from the more
inhuren and impracticale" In CATSS CRADLE, these fictions are called lies,
cr I0n8e

In any case, I'm not sure that the quality of a work of critieism
ghould be judzed on how close the autho:rts interpretations match ons's oumg
disagrecment can be stinmlating, (BErrors of fact are another matters)
Wrat kmrss NaWw WORLDS FOR OLD more is the awthorts often unapprozchavle
style, his {in my opinion) distracting numbsr ¢f footnotes, and his occa=
sicnal examinations of trivialities, In the longer chiapters, he examines
works with a microscope, aad ceems to exciaim in aelight over motes of
ductes (His totally inrelevant discussion ¢f the sexual symbolism In the
backoround of SOLARIS=-wilh such quoted examples as “"the narrew cockpit?
and "{he men arouud the shafi-=is a good example of this unfortunate tene
dancy.) I 2lso think that he negiects the short story too mich in favor of
the novel; not only have more siort stoiries been published tihan novels, but
more of the short stories are of a high quality ia comparison to sf novels,

Still, Kettorerls aims aren’t mine, and pserhaps I have critlcized him
too much for {his reascn, This book should zppeal o the academie, if not
to the average readsr, ==Though I'd prefer 2 book on contemporary sf that
was meant fer both.

JEFP SMITH:
LOST IN TRANCE OF DANCES

TEE JEWZLS OF APTOR/Samuel R, Delany/Ace == It!'s a2 lot shorter than DHAL=-
GREN, whish is one reason I decided to reread it. I looked through DHAL=
GRZN again, ard put it aside again pending a less hectic schedulej but an



interest in Delany had surfaced, and so I reread his first novel, I had -
previously read it in 1968, not 1962 T had barely even heard of the man _)
until BABEI=-17 co-wan the i!e’oula as best novel of 1966, At that point De=-
lany seemed no different to me than A, Bertram Chandler, John Rackham, anmd
all the other authors of Ace Dcubles, very few of which I ever read. Of
course, once I read Delany I never confused him with anyone else again, ##
THE JEWELS OF APTOR is a sophisticated, philosophical sword=and-sorcery
novel, elegantly written and a joy to read. It takes place in a posim
atomic world, complete with mutants, but there!s a freshness to it that
transcends cliches, The book is a very good one, with good characters, a
serviceable quest plet, and many, many any interesting incidents, snatches of
dialegue, and thoughts throughouts Definitely worth rerecading.

The Pyramid Ellisen, volumes 8-1l: THE DEADLY STREETS; NO DOORS, NO WIil
DCWSs WEB OF THE CITY; and LOVE AIN'T NOTHING BUT SEX MISSFELLED, Not much
in the way of sf or fantasy in any of these. (The hardback of LOVE AIN'T
NOTHING had a fair amount of sf in it, but those stories were dropped from
the paperback because of their availability elsewhere,) THE DEADLY STREELS
is surprisingly good. I had expected his fifties mainstream stories to be
similar to his fifties sf, but these in this book cre much better than his
sfs They are primarily worthwhlle as character studies of juvenile (and
older) delinquents, but some of them are neatly plotted as well. WKid
Killer," an examination of desperation, is my favorite of the bunch. (I
wonder if that!s because I read it while the news was on, and Baltimore had
had three viclent episodes to report on...?) NO DOORS, NO WINDOWS more
matches my preconception of what an Ellison/mainstream/fifties collection
would ve likes Itis pretty awfules Short little pieces with obvious gime
mick endings, uureal situations, and just generalliy not worth reading. The
one new story, though, Wrired Old Man,® I thought was quite good. (It may
have been Just in comparison, but I tend to think it is a good story.) WEB
OF THE CITY is rather like a very long DEADLY STREETS story, and holds up
pretty well, Still, the best long-length Ellison is "The Resurgence of
Miss Ankle=Strap Wedgie," a novella about Hollywood in LOVE ATN!T NOTHING,
There are many fine stories in this book: UNeither Your Jenny nor Mine,®
with a superb abortion sequence, and the war story "Blind Bird, Blind Bixdg,
Go Away Feom Mel' are particular favorites of mine., A gocd book.

THE STARCROSSED/Ben Bova/Chilton =~ Speaking of Ellison, he is becoming
quite a fictional character., Anne McCaffrey!s 1971 novel RING OF FEAR feaw
tured a highlywromanticized Ellison as Gothie hero, Rafe Cleary. (This was
a popular novel amcng my college friends, and I know of at least one copy
that falls open to the sex scenes,) Now, Bova has come up with a hilarious
burlesque of the man, On one level a satire of the foul-ups involved in
putting the series THE STARLOST on tv, Bova wisely used that only as a
starting point, without feeling compelled to base too "mch of his wnovel on
faets. The book is a farce, with its good moments and iIts bad mements, but
the good ones are more plentiful and the novel is a lot of fun. #F The Fl=
lisen character is always seen through other peoples! eyes (as tota.lly b
nanas, for the mast part); I can only remember one brief scene in which he
is alemne, RING OF FEAR was told in the first-person by the woman. So it is
left to fearless Isaae Asimov, in his new book MURDER AT THE ABA, to (I as-
sume) tell the story from the Ellison characterts viewpoint. (The Ellison
character is the detective. Should be interesting; I'm looking forward to
ite)

BLACK ALICE/Thom Demijohn/Doubleday ~~ Herel!s an odd one, a 196 non-sf noe
vel by Thomas M, Disch and John T, Sladek, An eleven=year-old heiress is
lidnapped, Her skin is darkened and she is held in a whorehouse (held in
an old funeral home) where she remains...of courseesso’invisible," Race
riots and Klan meetings and family fortunes, escapes and recaptures, tender
moments and vielent oness. I don't know if they knew what they wanted to do
when they started this, but it all worked out okay, somehoWw. Interesting,
P tri



(S{I really must abandon all pretense of being able to present the letters on
the last issue in any sort of orderly fashicne Rather than aggravate my case of
Editorfs Stomach over the matter, I!'m just going to dip in and present the more
interesting letters, practically at randoms I did, sham»"2ssly, choose the fol-
lowing letter to go firste Iu is basically medercte, and it is supvwortive of my
own. role in the Symposiumes As I am not printing the terribly flatiering notes
(and phone calls) about how mach the igsue was admired as a fanzine, I hereby
absolve myself of all sin in leading with:)S) -

DEBBIE NOTKIN  3/2/716
1903 Virginia #3/Berkeley CA 9L709

I think the Women in Science Fiction Symposium is one of the most impres-
sive pieces of amateunvr publication I have ever seen~-and well~decssrving of the
professional status which its book publication will give it, And, desplite a lot
of the feedback which ywu received from symposium perticipents along the way,
itts my feelirg that the strongest kudos go to you~-for several reasons, (The
next stuff is rather personal...but then so was the content of the sympesium,)
Preryone else invelved in this production was already an ardent feminist (LVhough
of course there!s a lot of variation in that spectrum) and everycne else was -
simply given a feorum to say whatever they folt needed to/should be said, TYou,
as provider of that forum, publisher of the resulits of that forum, also filled a
role as feneuyle-izeay itls very hard to stand on a soepbox and declaim against
someone wiao isntt therej personalized comments are almost alvays more persuczive
(to a large audience) thsn gensralized ones. And the only other two men in the
project (though they both came in for some criticism) are scmewhat more visible,
quite a biv more famcus/revered/notzble, and less gratifying to atteck. I'd be
curious o knzw how Uthe mess ¢f Catholic guilts and suppeced inadeguaciest felt
sbout haring that rather tncomplinentary description made public, bub it didn't
strike me a3 & partiecularly sexist remark, (And yeos, I do consider mysalf a
feminist, very much s0s) It sesms o me (and it seemz to me that so much of the
latber boll of the symposium falls into this trap) that you cen lavsl all the
ille, all th2 unlairnesses, all the inequities of thiis world as sexism, but if
you do 8o, you are making a grave mistake, Even more Important, if you (a femie
nist) will net allow coniinved sexism as an accepioble mele resporse, and will
not alluw gnilt or spclogy as an accepitable male response, and will not accept
honest it incomplete effcrts at chsnge as an acceptable male response, wiere
are you? I ilsnlt even gs clearcut as the militeny blacks who dizeovered the
game dilema~=they cen ery %Back to Afriseit but there is nowhere wcien can go
back to0 waere men do not existe. "Rack to the amosba?® Posginry, but noct for me.

Before everyone sterts jusping down my throsiesyes, all men are sexist,
(80 ave £ll women.) Yes, 21l encountsrs are sexiste-ard go are they geing to be
for 28 long as any of us live, and longer, I don't think anyone can desy that
there hove been rajor changes in the roie of womezn in our society in the last
twenty yoarse-nor do I think anyone shculd even begin to justify thew as suf’ie
ciente Bub, forivmaately or not, we are not a race that iz swift to changew.and
historically, those pecple who have demarded irmediate change have suffered
greatly=~while spurring seciety on towards faster gradial changea The mathew
nmaticzl anzlogy to this is 2 simple one to visuclize==if you move cns extreme,
it moves the centerseceand the majority of people tend to be meat comforisble in
the center, However, this doesnit make it any more comlortable or any less
fraught for the people who are in the process of forming the new extreme,

The hardest thing to do in any movement for change~-the tuing that seme
people in the symposium seem to have lost sight of-wig somehow to keep from
oversimplifying the other side., Now, I am currently working for a tunch of law-
yers for whom the phrase "male chsuvinisgt pig" would have to Le coined if it
didnt't alrecdy existe-znd I only werk for them on a temporcary basis because they
pay ne a lct of money and I dontt take any of their shit. But, even though I
keep myseif eomewhut separats, they often annoy me a great deal. What I have to
learn~=and often I catch myself having forgottenw=is that it isntt fair to go



home and yell at the man I live with be=
cause some other men have treated me
like an object., And if the man I live
with does scmething blatantly sexist or
unreasonable, and I tell him, he will do
his best to hear what I am saying, to
change his behavior, to excise more than
twenty years of universal conditioning,
and to respond to my needse=just as I
try to respond to hise If I expected
all my men friends to be entirely none
sexigt tomorrow, I wouldnlt have anye~-.
and they happen to be just about half
the valuable people I kmow, (And if any
revelutionary feminist with a gun in her
hnand aims &t anyone important to me,
ciere wontv be any guestion about sis-
terheod in my mind, you can be sure})

This really has turned into a po~
lemic instead of a letter of comment,
and I dontt know ir it's what you want
or not. As far as specific comments go,
it seems that one can either write four
lines or twenty pages, but not much in
betiwween, I do want to specifically
thank Joanna Russ for WThis Is Your
Life,® which is cne of the most poignant
and descriptive pieces I have ever read
«=] hove already passed it on to several
people and indend to continue to do so,
Chip Delany’s descriptiona of Marilyn
Hacker!s job experiences are aimost too
familiar to be painful any morz--until
it happens again, and again, and again
to yourself or people you care about.

Everything in the symposium was
fascinating-~much was annoying and just
ag mich was astoundingly right (to me,
at least), It does seem to me that this
kind of forum is really a useful one=-
perhaps this will be the start of some
kind of a trend: symposia on different
very controversial topics of general in-
terest~~feminist ones both with male
participaats and without, etc. It did-
ntt seem to me that any of the partici-
pants had come c¢lose to exhausting what
things of value they had to contribute,
nor to tiring of the subject (which is
so unfortunately close to all women, and
to all men who choose to notice it),

Anyway, kudos, polemics and some
desultory comments are all my typewriter
seems to offer at the moment~-hope at
least some of it was what you wanted in
she way of response,




L DOUGLAS .EARBOUR 1/ 28/ 76
.4l 110808 75th Avonue/Edmoniten/Alberta/Canada TEE 1X2

After giving full credit to everyone who participated, for the energy
the whole thing developed,; for the incredible wind-huzz it all exploded inw
to, what cen one poor man say? I learned so much from it, not just the
facts and figures though they were important, but the tours of minds,
hearts and souls struggling to articulate and affirm these !felt knownse?
The 1felt knowns?! elashed, they ran into each c¢ther, they began to create a
(etill inchoate, but no longer utterly chaotic) pattern. There is so much
here to rezpond tes so little one could really argue with, These stovies
contained maltitudes~~of truths, I felt that, and Itd be a silly damnead
focl if T said any more along that line except that while agreeing that
"personal guilt is the most useless emotion there is" T suspact itts also
the easy way so many of us discover to evade the real responsibility of
thinking, The value of the symposium=-to me as a biassd reader~-is that it
continually pushed me past guili to taought,

And where it all started: P“women in sfy o wow, a mistoke, excent
you took what resulted and swung with them, kept the interchange going, and
now we know (surely) and understand (perhaps) a lot more than we did before.

The personzl stuff was fascinating, not only because I admire these
writers end thexefore am always interested in knowing more aboeut them, butb
btecause in this case the personal revelation males pcssible the argument,
the necessary attack on that instibtutionalized behavicr we (yes, we) can so
ecgily a1l into even when we say (think, believe) we are helping (therels
cre ol th: giveaways), working with women for their equal rights, elc., and
then becanss ib won't help to replece one form of wolitical repressioa with
anobher (Lut I say that as a man: could I be wrong?), the ceming together
of women, their viewpoints, in cymposia like this mey just mske possivle
seme visions of future ways of life we can all ascept as !good.! Still, I
centt help but sympathize with Joanna Russ!s statement, "if the current so=-
cial uncase were to lead not to a more egalitarlian soclety tut to female
supremacy, I would choose female supremacy vecziuse I am a femzle" (the
whole leng cection by Russ, 111.118. as well as her “"This Is Your Life,"
68-73, ic cne of the centrel later statemenits of the symposium, at least
for 13 as a man wanling and trying to understend}; yet, if such a chenge
seeme to be ceming I eon’t help but feel the battles will ke awiule For
the fmen® with powsr and authority, now end into the foreseeable future,
are technologlieslecapitalict-machozs that i3 their viciom of right in the
worlld, Even if yeunger men are (apparently) more willing to allow women
the equal placs in the world they (the younger men) say they (Uomen) de=
serve, the onss with power (and authority~-even if itis only the asuthority
they have taken with power) will fight to the death to prevent chinges
whitsh thoy can only see as loas-ofepower/authority (vhus Tiplrests bleak
visien of those old men saving themselves for a desd world without wimen
(but I remember the older gencral in DR, STRANGZIICVE with bhis yorng, durb
seeretary/nistress) iz not sinply frighiening in its utter bilndness to all
lunan vaiues but possibles the horrible agese~long death of “ihe City of
ths Brd of Things'?). And they (wo?) love power/authority, even when me
begin to wender if it is really as tgood,T as Iproper,! as 'enjovablet as
we have besn taught it is. (4s a teacher I exercise authoritys I warn my
students of that, I think I would prefer an utterly egalilerian learning
situaticng yeb if some students actually complain abeout my teaching mathods
I ars hurt, I feel obssunraly threatened {ny sense of =7 authority is threatw
ened?) and it tokes me some time to think tlreugh thelr complaints dispase
sionately, Teelinzs always precede thought, it seems, always infoim it,
and can cbscure that thought we (supposedly) pay hamage to in cur frationalt
lives, Yaich is why I think I can understard Joanra Russ!s talk of the new
cessity for women to face their anger: if you donft lmow your feelings,
won!t even admit you have them, where are you? With your own selves, even?



. But she made that point clearly enoughe)

Interestingly, I was reading the ROLLING STONE issue on men just before
I plunged into two days of KHATRU, Even where they were trying to explore
the problems men face as they try to come to grips with the changes feminism
has wrought the articles often betrayed an unconsciocus sexisms Yet the re-
cognition that, today, many men--—forced, against their will, to take a new
look at sexual politics and their role therein--are no longer sure how to be
people because they cantt, guiltlessly at any rate, accept the old roles,
is impertant, {And one story, on how Dr. George A. Rekers of the UCILA
"Child Gender" Program--which works almost exclusively on male children~eis
using behavioralist techniques to make sure that young boys develop the
'propeir! masculine attitudes to life, is really terrifying in its implica-
tiong, the central one of which 1s that, however 'liberall! the ideology ex=
pressed by the experimenters, they will strive to make the child adapt to
the sick society/culture, never attempt to discover ways to change the so-
ciety.) Of course, what we need tc learn about women is more important than
rehashing already-known aspects of men. But perhsps women know us better
than we doj for if, as masters, we didn!t have to pay attention to slaves,
also we really didn't have to pay all that mueh abttention to ourselves, Bub
surely our artists, at least, did that? Yes, and Tolstoy, one of the
greatest, flunikedwfor women at least, It's funny: I loved WAR AND PFRACE,
and I loved Natasha, but I had forgotien all about the Epilogue: she does=
nft live there, she lives elsewhere where she is alive. Perhaps silly po-
litics (sexual politics in this case) tend to lead to poor art. Few crities
would attempt to show Tolstoy!s greatness on the basis of the Epilogue to
WAR AND PEACE,

Gecze I could go on, and on, and repeat much of whatls been said more
than likely, I intend to reread and think about this thing a lot, It'd
like to try and collate some things Delarny and White say with Russts feel-
ing that "I do not lhink it is within twenty years of even envislioning al-
ternatives to gexiemm and science fiction has failed signally in deing any.
thing of the sort. We have no models." Russ is very probably correccet--and
T shudder to anticipete some of the answers to that statement ycu may get
from certoin male authors~~yet she has in the past suggested that sf could
imagive possilile pew medels and sugeested that Delany, for erxample, had made
some efrorts in this direction, Well, to delend Delany as a non-sexist sf
author would be siily at this peint (especially given his own comments),
tut White jmplies that -she was atiracted to sf partly because there were
some wonen figurcs there who werenl!t complete wimna, and what was intereste
ing aboub that was that they were imagined in an economie and politieal
context, even if a severely limited one, UNow~-granbting that like ail genm
eralirations this will only be halfwtrue~~sf, with &ll its failures of art,
nerve and imagination, has, at its bescty, dealt with men and women In just
such social (cultural, econcmie, political; ete,) contexis, because, if
you look at it, contemporary straignt ficbtion tends to ignore its male
charazctera! social contexts alinost as much as its femele characters! cnes.
Now, admittedly, the authors of straight fiction can, perhaps, asawme that
their readers will provide much of the context themselves, but thabtls still
a form of cheating in so-called trealistiel fiction, (And well, yes s
Harold Robbins does tell us where his peuple work and all, but I am refere-
ring to supposedly !good! fiction, and besides, Robbinsg unlike Halleyy 10e
manticizes the hell out of his contexts; Hailey, on the other hend, ig ac-
curate, perhaps, but deadly dull.) Can I hazard a guess that ons reazon we
(all of us?) became interested in sf is because in it we could detect the
slightest attempi=-however slovenly ard inept==to write of people (mostly
men, yes) whose lives were larger than those we read in other fictions
simply because something of those contexts beyond family and home, lover,
and place to be creative (or the hunting trip: therets a big one) was at
least implied, often even showm? Sf tends to soclal generalizations and
thus it can possibly deal with economic, political and technological (un)=

L)

~.)
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realities which are beyond the ken of the straight (arty) writer, I dontt
know this, but I wonder about it, for if it is true it suggests one of the
reasons women who want to try to envision really new ways of life are drawn
to sf, The putative social/cultural as well as imaginative scope of sf ale
lows for such creation,

I suspect there are a lot of holes in the above, but It1ll throw it out
for argument!s sake anyway, Again, I think all those involved have created
an ineredibly important issue of KHATRU, one I think will be recognized as
well as an important book, Thanks, from one reader who knows he needs his
consciousness raised regularly (because that!s another thing the structure
of our culture and society make possible: the moment of awareness followed
by an easy and unconscious falling back into the 0ld ways of thought and
behavior),

I was going to say the whole issue was the symposium, but the letter-
col is good, and very interesting throughout, but especially for the Staw
bleford/Clark exchange, Stableford comes off in this letter much better, I
think, than he does in those articles I've read, Although I'm with Jeff
Clark basiecally, I agree with him that Stablefordts proposed study will
serve some very important purposes, Not those I wish to serve; but I'll be
interested to read and see if he can come up with any cogent reasons for
the readerst'! reading of poor sf. My problem; and I have written of it in
ALGCL, 1s that I, too, go along with Delany about style/form truly informe
ing content--creating it, actually, Which means that merely ffuncticnall
style tells us a lot about what it is talking about in its very stance as a
style. Moreover, to muddy the discursive waters still further, all styles,
if we may call them that, are, obviously, functional, if we take Delany!'s
statement, "Put in oppesition to tstyle?! there is no such thing as teon-
tent! seriously, A §difficultt style is simply functioning in a much more
complex menner, becguse the tceontent!? (and as Susan Sontag has pointed out,
we continue to sitrew red herrings all about us so long as we continue to
use those terms in even implied opposition) is, obviously, much more com=
plex, (I would suspect that the greater complexity lies in the fact that
the i1difficultt style is attempting to speak on several levels simultanecus-
Ly, because the author of such a work is aware that our experience is multi-
plex, inchoate, and never fully comprehended by us.) What Stableford is
attempting to do in his study is likely to te very valuable for the 'sociw
ology of literature'; it will not be of any real relevance to literature
itself, It will, I am sure, be interesting, and I, too, look forward to
ite Meanwhile, howevery I shall stand beside Jeff Clark and look at litere
ature for the experiences it can offer me, attempting, upon occasion, to
articulate something of my responses, because thaitls an enjoysble thing to
dO.

The linguistics debate, so to speak, was enlightening, I think Jeff
made his point quite clearly, As for fiims, my suspicion is that Sheryl
Smith and I do not share much in our appreciation of film, and furthermore,
I think that I de share an aesthetic perspective on what film; as ari, is
with Barry Gillam and Michael Carlsoni so I tend to both understand and
lean towards agreement with those gentlemen, Chacun a son gout, right?

ROBERT E, BLENKEIN 12/24/75
8 Catalpa Lane/Levittown PA 19055

Tt appalls me that these fine sf writers, most of whom I revere as
artists, seem to fail intellectually in terms of logic when deserting their
roles of poets, artists and storytellers for the masquerading as lecturers,
I cannot believe the void of good common sense permeating most of the 120
pages in this symposium on Women in Seience Fiction, a symposium all too
regrettably one~sided, Itd better become a little more specific or it may



one=sided, I'd better become a little more specific or it may seem I am 39
writing this to malign the writers here, which I do not intend to do. Not
their writing, anywaye

Firstly you should know that I am far from the guys who customarily
write anti-Woments Lib verbiage, I am not a loudmouthed fanatic, and I do
not discriminate against women in an individual sense, But I do not deny
certain things must be admitted to, even if it may appear to cast women in
a something-less~than~desired light, A real "MMale Chauvinist Pigh would!ve
probably burned the issue, and I am not oneg I am a fairly level=headed
timid lmen being who approaches this task of criticizing your symposium
and the authors participating with great reluctance, Why am I doing it
then? Well, scmeone muste-for the sake of Common Sense~-provide balance
for what must be one of the most slanted symposiums of modern times, In so
doing, I may seem like a chauvinist perhaps to some, but in all honesty if
the symposium were against woman I would be just as quick in dashing for my
pen in their defense,

Now, how did this 120-page article strike me? As a wagonefull of
pseudo~intellectual claptrap; writers allowing their imaginations and rhete
oric mastery to run away with themselves in their own ego~boosting games,
This ¥ind of mental exercising is usually indulged in by two half-stoned
friends in a dask-~to-dawn argument for its own sake, I find it hard to be=
1izve these great writers could actually believe all they wrote here and
would like to believe that they got carried away with the squeaking of
their own pens and with their verbal pyrotechnics.

I donft mean to generzlizes theve werse moments: Charnas (ppe 7=9)
when she reveals her love for the potentiality of the field and recognizing
all~too=often voids in the fieldts fulfillment of that potentialitys Yar-
brolg information on the Stegosaurs Le Guin'!s superb points about wonen in
straight classics (WGTHERTNG HEIGHTS, PRIDE AND PREJUDICE, etc.), these in
snite of the shoddily inadequate attempts made to refute them laters Tip-
tree on Yin-and=-Yang thinking (but then he gets off the track on some
Wijother?® theory which is allw=too=cbviously strained); and=~~the most intel=

ligent writing in the entire sympo=

S giun-=-Xidd on pages L3-L46 (which
T includes a rightful chastisement of
75 ‘ Tiptreet!s "Mother" theory). But

these moments were islands of come
: mon sense in the oceans of mumbo-

; jumboe
3 : ' / For starters, I advise all of
: you to read Robert Ardrey!s three

\\ el m\ great books, AFRICAN GENESIS, TER~
At \ RITORIAL IMPERATIVE, and THE SOCIAL
S n /V P j CONTRACT. Here is a non-fanatical,
Aﬂ\j’/fub ; / mrch=respected anthropologist inad-

\ e vertently proving to most thinking

\\ / readers how instinctive indeed are
¥ the definite roles of the male and

‘ / female in their socletiess and it
/ @ is unbelievably consistent in al-
_ Y _ most every single form of animal
\ %\ life since the beginning of time.
\

Now, I have not the time or the op=
\ portunity to go into this in detail
\ in this letter, but I invite anyone
[ ‘\ who tends to throw such conclusions
aside with a snicker to read these
/ three books, Keep in mind that



" these books exist to examine Man's backe-
ﬂmmgm%y'w e ground, instincts, etc., not for any po=
; 4 = litical or causew-oriented reason as dise
proving Women's Liberation, To me, this
makes it a more valid study and what
these books say in this regard is inare
guable to my way of thinking,

Now, ore ‘thing which could be g gi=
gantic blaze of optimism to those who
are indeed against Woments Liberation in
every respect: Ardrey says that a human
baby at birth today has 2ll of the in-
stincts complete and intact that a baby
had at the very beginning of Man, It is
an optimistic thought to those totally
against Woment!s Lib because from this
one can just about see how todaytls Wow
ments Liberation is just a temporary
thing and will-~in point of factw=-ulti=
mately accomplish 1little (if anything)
and we will all revert back when the
trend peters out to the real instinctive
norme Perhaps the movement exists for
mere therapeutic reasons and its existe
ence doesnlt prove we are in the process
of change, but is a mere function of the
same thing, One must acknowledge Up if-
he acknowledges Dcwn, Light if Derkness,
Life if Death; this whole big fanatical melee might be merely acknowledging
the oppeosite as being the correct human way after all,

At any rate pur instincts probably know precisely what the norm is if
we don't seem to, And Ardrey shows us ultimately how much ocur basic ine
stincts~-which never can be erased or altered basically-~have dictated the
way men and women have been going all those many, many centvries.

Does one really think women have been "held down" all those many years
throughout all those different societies unless there really is some blolow=
gical and anthropological reasok for them to be in those roles? Oh, to
come to the conclusicn that women didii!'t evolve there neturally but were
held down by their men, is to say that femaies are actually as dumb as men
are accused of considering theme-znd, if that is so, their role, if one of
slavery, might bave been monumentally correcte

Specifically, the following were present throughout the symposiume
semantic argoing (Wilhelme-p. 9, Delany-=ps 29)3 the introducing of an il=
logical premise and then building on it hoping the initial faulty foundam
tion is forgotten (Wilhelme~ppe 10, 11, Charnas-=ppe 12, lli=-the latter
page a particular lulu=~and Russ~=pp. ﬂé-h?); intellectual muddiness (De=
Jany's "Jung" stuff); ments over-compensation (Delany, Delany, Delany),

There were faulty perceptions due to the sex of the individuals write
ings Wilhelmeep, 10 (men also have been plagued with cliched extremes in
literature and have been conventional just about as often); Yarbro~--bottom
of pe 15 (re her "Rape Is No Fun" discussion: the flaw is not a manfs flaw
but a non=restrictive one which will probably be noticed immediately if one
imagines how a woman would write about a woman!s raping of a male charace
ter)s In these cases sexism isntt the flaw,

There were incorrect facts, or the misapplication of a fact which ag
tually shows the opposite to be the case than the writer pretends, Delany



is the culprit here, and I must clarify this more specifically, L/”

Delany mentions species of rhesus monkeys wherein he insinuates the
female is dominant (p. L49).

Ardreys "The status of the female offers an excellent contrast of
freedom and oppresgiveness in primate groups. We have seen (that)eeea few
male may even be the leader, But those were the days before melancholy
fortune burdened the primate with children who take forever to grow ups the
avolutionary advance may have been of intellectual advantage to primate poe
tentiality as a whole, but it reduced the primate mother to THE STATUS OF A
SECOND=RATE CITIZEN, IN EVERY SPECIES OF MONKEY AND APE SHE IS SUBORDINATE
TO ALL MATURE MALES.! (Emphasis mine,) Even in cases when it appears the
overlords are upstaged by the female, he says (in speaking about the bg-
boon)s M,,.A female baboonee.may tazke it into her head to lead the family
towards food, towards waterso.-SUCH LEADERSHIP IS THE PREROGATIVE CF THE
OVERLORD, HE MAY ACQUIESCE, ON THE OTHER HAND, HE MAY TAKE MORTAL OFFENSE
AT SUCH AN EXHIBITION OF ARROGANCE ON THE PART OF HIS FEMALE INFERIOR, AND
DESCEXD ON HER PUNISHMENT~BENT." (Emphasis again mine,)

Delany mentions the entrusting to the male lion care of the young as
the liocness hunts,

Ardrey: W,,,the male lion, despite OVERWHELMING DOMINANCE. abdicates
certain sexual prerogatives to the females of his harem...(for) the three
natural battlements of the foroes of animal order are as essentially male
in their dominion as the fourth, THE CARE OF THE YOUNG, IS ESSENTIALLY FEw
MAIE,® (Emphasis still mine,)

Delany rehashes the old idea of "easemen in a position of totally ine
equitous political and social power," Hardiy the truthe Therefs an old
saying about the man in a household being like the President, but the woman
is the Congress. And Itm sure youive heard the one: "I™ the bosse=and I
have my wifels permission to say so." Ah, women DO have power, but it has
a more subtle appearence, Anyone who doesntt recognize this dval=leader-
ship (slheit containing a figurehead) is over-simplifying momumentally and
is nol reslly psreeiving the intricate meshing of the gears and is not be-
ing realistic,.

Off Delsny, on Charnas (pe. 15): yes, men do have "as much to gain
from this opening cut as (women) do"s that is because men, too, have heen
victinized by the hand of Mother Nature as much 2z women, Women have NOT
been victinized by men, they have not been FORCED into a role., They
EVOLVED into their role (with all of its inherent bad points), as we men
have evolved into our role (with all of its inherent bad points as well),-
Cantt the peopie in this sympcesium conceive the simple fact that meny too,
have gotten the shaft from Mother Nature? Where there is an action, there
must be an equal and opposite reaction, More so~calied “rulership" entails
the same amount of extra responsibility. The business world, for example
(if we accept it as a manis world), is not such a Catebird seat as all
that{ Can any woman really understand the sheer agony a men goes tlkrough
when he loses a job, agony due to the role given him? This squawking is a
case of Ythe other (wo)man's grass" looking greener,

And then there is the nonsensical manure that, yes, women can undere
stand men more than men can understand women whiich is total crap when one
disallows (as one should) cocrtain inherent differences in points of view
quite naturally obitained from roles being dissimilar, If women can indeed
portray in fiction an aspect of men a man can't of women (baloney when one
takes specific individual examples~-never mind the damned percentagei),
then a man can most certeinly portrsy something else that a woman canit,
It equalizes itself out necessarily,
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Now about the lack of women in the arts (a not surprising sore peint
with Women'!s Libbers): what sour grapes indeed to ery out insinvating some
ludicrous rationalization that men together totally suppressed a female
Bachi}i An absurdity, Could it actually be that the inherent and undeniaw
ble human instincts sur race was "born with" mekes men really more adept in
the creation of art? Horrors to Kate Millet! And todayis delioerate ate
tempt to mouth-feed the woments movement for pseudeoeintellectual reasons
perhaps is part of the trend and will peter out, too, when the pendulum
swings backe (Film directors like Ida Lupino and Mai Zetterling do not
prove anything at allj there are individual women with ments qualities just
as there are feminine menj thank God that specific individuals are not
bound by the majority's natural instinctsi I contend the possibility that
these two women film directors could be exceptions that prove the rule, as
are other women artists,)

As far as science fiction, I'm not saying a woman isnt't capable of
writing a great piece of sf or becoming a great sf writer; the acconplishe
ments of the women in the symposium attest to what INDIVIDUALS can do, but
blaming men for keeping mostly (I have to add "mostly": remember Leigh
Brackett?) out of the genre is laughable unless one is speaking of an indie
vidvual man like John W, Campbell, I do, though, readily admit that the
Colden Days of sf (sic) generally were a man's domain and women did have a
have a hard time getting published=--if, indeed, many trieds Well, assuming
they tried and did have trouble getting in (they might have sat and mumbled
avout sf being a man's domain and didntt bother to try), men cannot be
blamed, but the blame must go, rathsr, on the way things evolved consider-
ing our natural instincts,

By the Wayses

I know a man and his name was Sam,

And he tried to enter his recipe for Lamb

In a woments cooking contest presided by a Fran,

But they all shouted out, "You can®it} TYoufre a MANi
{I knew oll Samsespoor fellow had no organization behind him so he wound up
soeying 2t heie and feeding his speclialty to his two cocker spaniels and
his goldfishe)

Anyway, no matter, there are quite honestly no villains here at all,
in spite of Delanyts absolutely insane babbling on pp. 22«37, wherein he
demenstrates how much of a repressed chauvinist he really is; one of those
who ecme off as sympethiring a 1littles too strongly for eppearance!s sake,
Oh, I'm certain he!s quite sincere, Manlacs frequently are, a talent for
brilliant writing notwithstanding. (I do love his fiction, I must addj
+ell Chip I don't hate hims,)

One last comments all of you know the Libberst! screaming about women
being badly treated on television, both in shows and in commercials, I
just got through watching (and enjoying) a comedy on television which pore
trayed the husbard as an idiot; and yesterday evening I must have run into
about two dozen cormercials with the smart housewife and the dumb husband,
the former invariably right and the latter wronge Why aren’tt men parading
around complaining, picketing and foreing these commercials off the air?

I believe the answe lies in the definition of paranoia, and it doesntt
secm bthat the men are inflicted with ity but the women are,

I wonder why.

(S{Sometimes I have to wonder how well you read the symposiumg you
ceem to draw some of your arguments out of thin air, (For instance, the
sympnsiunls argament was not that men prevented women from publishing their
work, but that they conditioned them into not trying to publish., And your



conspicuous addition of “mostly" to no women writers in the "Goiden Age"
was a red herring--Virginia Kidd pointed out that there were proportionate=
1y almost as meny women writers then as now,) Other times you dontt seem
to think things through as well as you should, or to see things as clearly
as would be best. (Regardless of who has the "smart" role and who the
Ygurb" on tv--and that seems to be the way they find easiest to present mam
terial--neither is presented in a very desirable light,) As for your basic
point.sstinstinet? is a very debatable concepts (For that matter, so is
Ardrey.) By which I don’t mean to say youlre wrong--only that there is
reasonable doubt, There is also the question of whether instincts are sam
crosanct, or whether they are obstacles to be overcome, These are not easy
questions-~they have been debated for years, and will continue to be so,

(S{Therets a lot more to be said, but not by me at this point,)S)

ARTHUR D, HLAVATY 12/18/7%
250 Coligni Averme/New Rochelle NY 10801

The symposium was fascinating, and it wasn't as badly printed as you
saide There were relatively few words that were hard to make out, (But I
cannot resist commenting on the irony of an apology for the magazinels ile
legibility thatts harder to read than the magazine itself,)

I have one nit to pick with Tiptree, I agree that itts idiotic to
think that "men and women exist at opposite ends of an infinite number of
bipolar dimensions" (or any, for that matter), but thatts not what the
Yin/Yang means to mce To me, the concept of Yin/Yang means that the two
sides of any opposition are mutually dependemt., There would be no male
without female, any more than there would be light without darkness. We
are all in some sense male/female, as we are all good/bad, tall/short, etce
(And contrary to Sammel R, Delany, we are not all sexist; we are all seX=
ist/anti=sexist, Most of use~ineluding me~-are more sexist than we should
be, but all we can do is try to become less so. There is no such thing as
W"being an antisexiste") Suzy McKee Charnas may be right that believers in
the Yin/Yang have often interpreted it as Tiptree does, but that deesntt
invalidate the symbol, any more than the Inquisition invalidates the Sermon
on the Mount. (By the way, I loved Tipts comments on flashers, We all
know)that a club is a phallic symbol, but to some a phallus is a club syme
bol,

Charnas touches on an interesting point about the Heroic Quest: the
idea that a Real Man deals with his enemies by strength, whereas women (and
sometimes Evil Orientals who of course are not Real Men) use guile, Having
realized in kindergarten that I would probably never be particularly good
at the so«called "manly" way, I've never been able to identify with the



A A Laumer and Howard heroes who triumph by beating the crap out of everyone

“+ 4t who gets in their way, I much prefer the Asimov hereoes who believe that
Uviolence is the last resort of the incompetent,® (It isnit, of course;
itts the last resort of the competent and the first resort of the income
petent,) Of course, Asimov is an exception, Male violence by male write
ers has been the norm in sf, probably because editors have assumed that sf
readers are male and want male violence. Waybe thatls why “women writers
dontt sells They cantt be trusted to write that sort of thing. (I wonder
if the editors who think that way are rushing out to find black sf writers,

now that DHALGREN is so successful,)

Couldn't the feelings about cunnilingus with a menstruating woman be
related to the common human squeamishness about blood, rather than any fear
of female sexuality? Even licking the "clean" blood from a cut finger will
make most people feel a little queasy.

I think the part of the symposium that got through to me the most was
Charnasts comments on woman = nature = death, I've had similar thoughts,
but I would differ on male motivation, I have some of this kind of uglie
ness floating around in my own head, but I suspect that it's less envy of
the woman?ls childbearing capacity than a reaction to the equation: sexual
reproduction ™ d~ath,

Thatts true in a sense, Amoeba do not die,
& 0 You can see it in the African creation myths where
g people are offered the choice between immortality
and children, and choose children. You can see it
in Gravest! KING JESUS, where Christ propounds the
doctrine that if we all stop fucking, we will live
forevera,

§ _§

If this is true, then it!'s tempting for men to
see themselves as simply human, and to see woman as
bringing death into the world by her very differe
encee It!s a nasty and stupid thought, and I try
not to think that way, but I'm not sre I always
succeed,

I think that Don D!Ammassa misunderstands me,
I didn't say I'm against "message sfe" What I am
against is message criticism (Mwhich side are you
on" as the main factor in judging a book) and bad, heavy-handed message
writing (like the three books he mentions), I suppose every story has a
message in it, if you look hard enough, (S(Yes, an author cantt help but
write about what he believes, Fven when he is writing consciously about
something he disbelieves in, he couldntt disbelieve in that if he didnti
believe in something different, On the other end, what a reader gets out
of a story may not be what the authoer intended; it may even be something
the writer never gave a thought to in his life, But that doesn't make it
any less valid, A writer may hope that a reader may achieve something in
the reading similar to what the writer achieved in the writing~-but it is
the act of achieving that is important, more so than the need for a speci=-
fic achievement itself,)S)

ROPERT J, WHITAKER
Rox 1148/MWilmington DE 19899

Sexism, if you research it back far enough, is a direct reversal of
the ancient Welsh tradition. The Welsh, you may recall, were a matriarchy;
the Queens/High Priestesses of velsh tribes were exalted figures who kept
several studs handy. From this evolved Chivalry and its code of Courtly .



Love., Despite an overwhelming amount of nonsense spread by novels and
Robin Hood-style movies, the original rules of Chivalry had the woman in
the exalted position--for her,; there was nothing a man would not try to do,
Here, things went wrong-~several dozen factors~~the rise of Christianityy,
literacy, Kings, war, vanished traditions, et eetera~~Chivalry went from
exaltation to patronization to submission, A rise in western culture of
the belief that women were much more easily tempted by the Devil caused the
narrow views of the Christian Church to place women under a form of mental
hammerlock, (If one has the time to wade through it, THE MALLEUS MAIEFICAw-
RUM by Heinrich Kramer and James Sprenger was a pivotal work helping these
opinions to forme It was the investigation of witchcraft ordered by Pope
Innocent IIT, The finds were that women were indeed suspected of falling
under the Mspelles of ye devil,")

I am quite curious as to the ocutcome; it certainly will not be within
my own lifetime that the evils of sexist thinking will be cleared up--for
we have constant reminders all around use, Movies from the thirties, for=
ties, fifties and sixties ("Tell me about girls, Dad." "Women have minds of
their own, son, and there!s no understanding of them,") have some sexist
bias trapoed in them,

Novelse And what to do with Ernest Hemingway?--cousidered our naw
tionis greatest writer? Toss him out due to his views? Good lord{ The
world is going to have to remold itself cavefully; make new classio woviesg
and write new classic books,

Poetry=-of mant!s undying love for woman? Move it {o a person's undy-
ing love for a person?

The stigmata will remain for a long time; the situation is moving a
lot faster than it did fifty years agos I do feel that this time the women
are not going to forget and allow it %o elip away and be forgotten, as the
women!s movement during the Vteens of this century wass they got the right
to vote, and the movement petered out. (Therets a pun therej yes, I am -
awarding myself another medal for subconscious humor. I just noticed it,
myself,)

Incidently, I saw a grotesque example of patronizing the movement the
other day at the post office. A letter came into the librarian of the Wile
mington Public Library., It was addressed to “Ws, Librarian,? Why "Ms.W?
Why the assumption that the head of the bookborrowing place is a woman?

(He isn't.) Why the coy "Ms,"%

Someone, elsewhere, cited WATERSHIP DOWN as being a sexist book Tcause
Fiver; Hazel and their group were not interested in the girl bunnies as
people, but only as objects. This would be a matter of concern if you hape
pened to be a rabbit, Either the person involved was seriously concerned
that WATERSHIP DOWN was sexist, or he was making a joke. With the first,
he comes very elose to idiocy, I tend to doubt sexist motives are present
in a bock about bunny rabbits. *ith the second, he injects a little bit of
humor into the situation (not at all bad for any movement), (S(It's quite
possibie for a book about bunny rabbits to be sexist, should it advocate th
the retaining of a sexist status quo, for instance. As for the absence of
central female characters in WATERSHIP DOWN, I would say the only way to
determine whether it is sexist or not would be to read R,M, Lockleyts THE
PRIVATE LIFE OF THE RABBIT, on which Richard Adams based the culturc of his
rabbits. If the male/female relationships of Adams! rabbits are the same
as those of Lockley's, then the book is not sexist, regardless of how it
rmight appear, (Unless someone were to write a book about an animal simply
because its activities would be considered sexist in humens.) Okay?)S)

I bring up the "patronizing" bit only because I get to see it several
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times a week around me, Often it comes to a woman opening a door for a
mene I think thatls ludicrous; not that is a reversal of the old standard,
but it eould very well be a bit of patronizing-ehe might have her convinced
that opening a door for him is his bit for woman!s lib, I saw 2 man ask a
woman on a bus once to give up her seat, and upon her refusal he growled:
"I thought you was a libber," (I have given my seat on buses to women, but
only if they appear to be in their sixties and tired.)

ANGUS TAYLOR 1/17/76
1l Edburton Avenue/Brighton/Sussex/England

In order to type this letter I've had to pull out of my typewriter the
s}}eet of paper already in ity on which I was about to make notes on an ar=
ticle I!d just reads That was written at the top of that sheet was

Robert M, Young, "The Human Limits of Nature" in Jonathen Benthall (ed,),
THE LIMTTS OF HUMAN NATURE (London, Allen Laney, 1973).

Seme of your readers or contributors might want to have a look at
Young's article, or for that matier various other things Young has written.
They are germane to the discussion in KHATRU,

"I could say a lot of things about a lot of points raised in the fane
zine, but I know you will be inundated with commentse. S0 I will confine
myself to commenting on a debate carried on implicitly by several of the
contributors-wbut a debate which was not made explicit, and which I feel
gshould be made explicit.

This debate has to do with the extent to which human potential is pre-
determined by our biological natures--not simply as male or female, but as
creatures of nature, existing with a particular biologicel form in a given
physical universe,

It seems to me that two basic positions were taken in this debate by
the contributors to the issues (1) the Marxist or neo-Marxist position,
and (2) what I might call, for want of a better label at the moment, the
Yecological® or "Taoist!" position. Let me go back to Darwin for a moment.

Darwints theory of evolution by means of natural selection had almost
immediate repercussions in the field of social theory. It was welcomed
both by factions on the left and on the right as providing fuel for thelr
respective conceptions of society, Marx and Engels saw in it a parallel to
the historical materialism they had developed, Yet Darwin's biological
theory remained an analogy for them and the soclalists, for while they were
strongly attrected To 1ts evolutionary thesis, they could not accept that
the full implications of natural selection and the struggle for the means
of existence applied equally in the social realm, Egalitarian principles
meant the left could not accept the concept of a dog=eat=dog social sphere
in which the strong were destined by nature to subjugate the weak,

And while moral values might make soclalists somewhat hesitant about
adopting a Darwinian approach, there is on the theoretical plane a basic
conflict with the Marxist conception of the humaneto-nature relationship,
Social Darwinism is precisely the assertion that historical developments
can be understood in the same terms used to describe the development of
species in the biological world., Yet a fundamental tenet of Marx's inters
pretation of history is that the human essence cammot be reduced to human
biology, Human nature (as distinet from nature, the natural world) is syne
onomous with manls "species being'==that 1s, with the situation of humans
within society, (I'm afraid I have to use "man" for our species: therets
no other word in English that!s an exact equivalent. The ideal scolution,



of course,; would be to invent a new word for males~-so thaty, as a female A 7
man is a woman, a male man would be & ¥¥man,) That is, for Marxists, the -
gpecificity of human being consists in transcending the natural world, And

it follows from this that, in the Marxist view, tuman nature is not fixed

or predetermined but is being continually created-~continually inventedwein

the dialectical movement of society and nature, Fer Marxists, then, nature
nmediates man with man, but history is not naturs,

However, for those seeking justification for the maintenance of the
contemporary social order; the direct transference of a crude Darwinian ape
proach to social theory was the order of the day. Herbert Spencer is a
well=known example here, In Germany an especially virulent form of Social
Darwinism took holdweone which culminated in the Nazi view of the humanwtoe
nature relationship,

Central to Nazi Weltanschauwung was the tenet that human society must
strictly obey the laws of the natural world, and that to abuse the non=
Iuman world or attempt to cut oneself off from it was the highest folly,
But the Nazis, surprisingly enough, did not hold to an atomistic, mechanie
cal, or deterministic view of nature, They were not trying to rob the i
man world of consciousness and vitality and reduce it ti "mere" nature, On
the contrarys they demanded that human vitality and will be given pride of
place in the scheme of things. Only by returning to nature could the atome
istic and mechanical aspect of human society be done away with, for it was
nature that was the source and repository of all life and consciousness,

Thus while Nazi Social Darwinism "reduced" the human world to the nate
ural world, this was seen as a movement from mechanism and towards divine
ity. Today, when in western socicties we ave once again urged to turn from
the anomie of mechanical civilization and immerse ourselves in lifeegiving
nature, T think it is important to understand just what our eptions are, 4
glorification of the fascist view of back~to-nature can be found in the
sword-andesorcery sub=genre of sf, not only in the stories themselves but
in the related artwork of some of sfts best~known illustrators,

None of the symposiumts contributors advocates this fascist perspece
tive, of course. There is a back-to~nature strain, however, that runs from
the Taoists through Krcpotkin to Le Guin, This assumes, like the fascists,
that man cannot “iranscend" nature, but interprets nature in a very differe
ent way from the fascists=~that is, nature is seen as basically benevonent:
not a realm of dogmeatedog but of mutual aid and ccoperation,

I think it might be useful for those engagzed in debate about culture
vse bioclogy to try to orient themselves with respect to the Marxist posia-
tion on the one hand and the ecological/Taoist position on the other, (T
assume we will reject the fascist position, though it is important to une
derstand it, if only to avoid it,) 4nd it might be useful to see to what
extent these two positions are reconcilable, There is, for example, in the




;‘ Ophysical and social sciences the eoneept of "general systems theory," which
7 seems to me to embody a basically ecological position, but which sees the
emergence of new or transcendent properties at each systemic level,

My own viewpoint, I would say, is basically Marxist; but I am also ine
terested in the ecological position, and would hope to see some synthesis
emerge, However, Where a Marxist approach is vital is here: we have to
see lssues like womenls liberation not in isolation, but as part of human
liberation~=and that means in relation to the political and economic struc—
tures of our socleties, and not only in a national, but in an international
Context.

My views, therefore, ccme closest to those expressed by Kate Wilhelm,
Women's liberation is important, but feminists who fail to see the movement
in its broader context, and who ignore the oppression of men, only serve to
mystify the issue, and delay the day of human liberation,

I might quote here the last lines from a traditional British baliad
called BLittle Musgrave and Lady Barnard,® I expect g few readers will be
familiar with it as arranged by Fairport Convention under the title "Matty
Groves,! Itls about a noblewoman who has an affair with a young men while
her husband is elsewhere, In Fairport Conventionts version she seduces the
poor lad, but in the original both of them have been looking forward to
this moment for some time, However, they are betrayed by a servant, and
the husband comes back and catches them together in bed, Vhereupon he
kills his wifets lover, whom he nevertheless describes as "the bravest sir-
knight that ever rode on steed,' His wife, however, is not repentant, and,
enraged, he kills her too, The last verse of the ballad runs thmse

A grave, a grave, Lord Barnard cryd,
To put these lovers ing

But lay my lady on the upper hand,
For she came of the better kin,

Fven in the grave, class is more important than sex,

Where I must diverge from ¥ilhelm is with respect to her un-Marxist
pessimism about the future, She seems to adhere to the neo-Maltlmsian
"limits to growth" school of gloom and doom
that is so provalent in the United States at
the present time, Now, while I think it is
imperative that modern industrial societies
get away from their yarticular present~day
growth patterns, I would also say that give
ing way to despair about the world situation
is certainly counter~productive, and a posie
tion not dictated by a realistic assessment
of what can or cannot be done, For a crie
tique of the MIT "limits to growth" posi=-
tion, and the similar gloomywliberal posie
tion elaborated by Rebert Heilbroner in AN
INQUIRY INTO THE HUMAN PROSPECT (and by John
Brunner and God knows how many others in
sf), I would refer readers to two books by a
team of Sussex University researcherss
’ : hj PHINKING ABOUT THE FUTURE (published in the
(1 } i U.Se ag MODELS OF DOCM) and THE ART OF ANTI-

N ey : CIPATION¢ VALUES AND METHODS IN FORECASTING.

il e Marx and Engels were never Very sympas
thetic to Malthuss I think all of us should
at least approach neow=Malthusian forecasts
criticallye.



And I wish ¥ilhelm would not talk about Ycommunist countries.,” There 4 )
aren!t any in this world, and to use language that suggests there are only 7
leads to further despaire I dontt know of cne single country that cslls

itself Mcommunist."” Many states claim to be sccialist, though damn few

are, in my opinion. Maybe three or fours (And ISn not telking about

places like Sweden,) When Wilhelm says “commmist" she presumably means

"state capitalisti=ewhich is something quitey auite different. The only
commnist country I know about is on a world called Anarres. And thatls an
anarchist type of communism, in line with the ecological/Taoist view of
manwand=nature, I dontt know what Marx would have said about Anarres.

Maybe itfs not quite what he had in mind; but I think hetd like it a whole

lot better than state capitalism,

What has all this got to do with women and with science fiction? Abe
rolutely everything., I hope thatlts obvious,

JANTICE DICXSON  1/19/76
1015 Mailet Couvt/Menlo Park CA 94025

On the matter of women in sf, it is evident that each personts opinion
1z highly dependsnt upon personal experiences and pzeblems regarding women
in societys. Sinee this appears to be so, briefly, this is my position.

I have had the extreme good fortune to be married to one of those rare
men who treats his wife completely as an individwal, Consequently,; I have
ne hostilities toward men in general, nor feel any special need to campaign
for wcment!s right, though I am always interested. I am now a self=employed
potter, but whiie I was out in the working world in various secretarial and
administrative aide positions, I felt some protlsuse. However, I usually
was able to menipulate circunstances and saleries so thav I never had any
major personal complaints,

I do want to question one statement made by Iuise White on page Ul re=
garding Luis Alvarez, Itts a small matter, but it got me thrinking, Wwhile
working as a secretary at the Rad I2b in Berkeley putting my husband
through grad school, I cccupied an office across the hall from some of Al=-
varez! group, and though I have direct and personal reasons for greatly
disliking the man (among them that he took it upon himself to order me to
"look busy" when I had no work to do, though he had no direct authority
over mee I stood up to him and +old him it was none of his business=eand
then became cowardly and took to closing my door so he couldnt!t see what I
was doing), I seriously question the accuracy of the statement that he sat
behind the pilot of the Enola Cay while flying over Hiroghima., Alvarez was
not involved in the Manhattan Project during the Ware=he was working on iaw
dar developmente Although I can fully believe that this is something he
might have done, I doubt that he actually did it, and I would be interested
in her source for this information.

I am in complete agreement with Kate Wilhelm (pp. 123=125) re=-
gerding Womenl!s rights with respect to the existing systems T have bsen
well aware of the problems of authority in the werking world, and in many
czaces I was the ons dealiing with the problems and passing the information
and solutions upward (the old "power behind the throne" problem), In fact,
I macde a conseclous decision, as a result of my observations, to get out of
the Wworling werlde® I am now cheerfully a producing potter with no direct
link to these problems, My husband is quite envious, though supportive,
and is a continusl reminder to ms hew foriunate I am to be able to pursue
my own talents and interests almost independent of the exlsting system.

Enoughs Thank you for making the comments of these authors available,
Tt is always fascinating to learn what intelligent and articulate people



\(“'see as problem areas and what possible solutions they present. I look fore

./ ward to more sf involving these areas, either directly or indirectly,

MICHAEL, CARLSON 3/5/76
3577 Lorne Avenue #9/Montreal/Quebec/Carada H2X 24l

KHATRU 3% is a goddamn masterpiece, certainly the most interesting
thing in fmz in a long time, and a well-done physical presentation for
something so long and involved, I shudder to think what your next letter
col is going to look like, Is there a geometric progression involved? I
mean, can we expect a 150pp fmz to get 300pp of letiers, and if printed
then to get 600pp of locs, etc? I could see the UPS, whoops, CPRR truck
pull up outside the apartment, Three men lug a trunk up to the third
floor. XHATRU 9, LB0Oppe All loes. A loc in novel form by Don D!Ammasw
sae Two books of barbourpoems. Cassettes from Keller, Singing locse
Sheryls carved on stone; Barry Gillams on filme I shudder, Tive got to
respond to this?

The only things that really bothered me in the whole symposium were
failures to a) accept the realities of human existence and then adjust from
there and b) to recognize universal human malaise as such, The point was
made by others--we are dealing with human liberation; the system that en-
slaves most women also enslaves most men (even in the very simple way of
making them dominate their wives, say, they lose human virtues--just to
give a very simple example) AND WHEN ARE WE GOING TO REALIZE IT? THAT IT
IS UP TO PEOPLE TQO OVERCOME, ON THEIR LEVEL FIRST?

I dontt hold much with revolubion amymore, Not physicale Which is
why XHATRU 1s so important, it will open eyes, It will open, we hope,
minds, It is working, in a way that few things do, toward human libera-
tion, And you thought it was just a fanzine,

ALEX2NDER DONIPHAN YWALLACE
2119 W 21 Street/Gainesville FL 32605

There are, no doubt, male espers (grokers) who have the capability of
penetrating the female psyche but not being one such it seems the saner
course not to enter where angels fear to treads It is quite natural, how=
ever, that in such an emotional area certain corrigenda may be noted.
This, too, may be safely left to more competent commentators on the sf&f
scene, Since molecular biology has come into existence it has been argued
by the reductionists that the genotype has far greater influence than the
phenotypee In other terms it is nature rather than nurture that controls
life, As an example, "evidence! has been presented that blacks are genetm
ically inferior to whites in the matter of intelligence. In due course it
may be expected that there will be the claim that intelligence, or "suce
cess in life," is sex~linked (genetically), by some chauvinist boar.

UoKe Le Guin had less to say, said it better ard kept her cool longer
than any other panelist, as was to be expected of the premiere novelist
(rale or female) now writing in the sf&f categorye The quantity of her
writing is relatively small, but the quality is not exceeded by any other
anthor.

Adverting to Woments Liberation, I have seen no reference in the fanw
zines or prozines to the remarkable book by Anne Sayre, ROSALIND FRANKLIN
AND DMA, (James Watson's THE DOUBLE HELIX should be read first.)

The Jeff Clark-Brian Stableford fracas can be molded in this form:
Granting that 90% of all sf&f novels are "trash," 1t may be concluded that



90% of all readers of sf&f use good money to buy "trash.," Stablefordts £
query is "Why?" In preparing a research monograph entitled "Economics of B
1Trash! in SF&FY the first step would be decldlng what is Wtrash" and what

is not. Once "trash" has been identified there is the task of inquiring of
readers why they buy it. One step nearer to what Stableford has in mind

would be replacing "economics" by "sociology," but the research pretocol

would have the same format. I am inclined to argue that '"trash" has no

content and therefore can communicate nothing at 2ll; it is all form and no
substance, Of course one can study novels in all soris of ways-=counting

the number of Romance=based words, counting the number of split infinie

tives, identifying the characters in Freudian symbols, investigating the
cultural background of the authore.,ad nauseum, All of these are quite
legitimgte, since one doesn't go eround telling scholars what the subject

of their research ought to be, unless one is not properly trained and is

rather nalve, Clark's response contains this unfortunate and absurd sen=
tence: "Bad taste and crude people must be condemned,” Accordingly, I

must condemn Clark fer exhibiting bad taste and for expressing it in a

crude fashicn. This being a display of bad taste on my part, he must then
condemn me, and so merrily on. lNutual condemnatorialityl But is this a
lunctional phrage?

The lettercol was exciting, amusing and interestings

——— —
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JEPF HECHT 1/23/76
bi Newell Road/Auburndale MA (2166

It's obvious that the symposium became more than you had intendad it
to be and took on a life of its owns That'!s not a bad thing to hapren~-I
think it was an overall benefit that gave participants an opportunity to
expound on topies that otherwise wouldnlt have fitted into a more formatted
discussione What it did seem to need was a more thorcugh editing to wseed
out meandering discussions and bits of rhetorical overkill in conccicusnessw-
raising, (Bezr in mind, however, that I make my living in the real world
editing a trade magazine, so I apply harsh standards. Judging from your
comment that "nearly everything? was printed, 1'm anazed you were able to
pull it together as well as you did,)

Thsre was one area that was left out of the discussion that I think is
very relevant to the whole question of women in sfe~the interaction of sf
with the physizal sciences and engineering., Obviously there is the origin
of commerecial American sf magazines with Hugo Gernsbackls “radic romances"
tyve of thing in the 120s, But there still are strong influences=-twhet
John Campbell tried to make ANALOG an advertising=-supported "slick! magcaw
zine in the early 1960s, he was going after the advertisers who wanted to



r f)reach engineers and technologists. And a high proportion of engineering
£ and science students read sfe-~I went to Caltech as an undergraduzte in the
late 1960s, and T would estimate 50% to 807 of the undergrads were more or
less regular readers of sf,

The interaction of sf and the technological fields is significant for
two major reasons: it is an important factor in shaping the minds of peo=
ple marketing commercial sf and it involves sf with one of the most malew
dominated areas of our society,

Nothing is more illustrative of the perceptions of commercial publishe
ers than the notorious Laser Books ad=~"'Harlequin brought you a great ro-
mance series for women.senow theytve created a profit-packed science fice
tion adventure series for men," The
cormercial-fiction formula calls for

a hero that the reader can identify Q){AW HﬁPmED

with-=-and once youtve defined your

readsr as a teenaged mals of the {:D S g'r
goemwhiz! mentality with a longing ._H’;_ LE_‘?W
for adveniure, that requirement de= 6‘:
fines the story. (Rigidity of the ColmenT P
formula increases witnh the publishe [—\7‘—\ /
narse romances, yould need to spend ﬁ
lots of time telling yourself that
youlre superior to the readers, : :
wouldntt you?) éﬁ

Naetvrally the "formula" is k—- %
thought was gbsolutely dreadful when I read it in my mid-teens), Beycnd
that, however, scme editors seem to keep the juvenile formule in the back
of their mind all the time-~Ben Beva said something about ANALOG stories
needing to be comprehersible to teenagers when interviewed by NEWSWLEX,

erts need to feel superior to the
strengest in "juvenitle! sf novels
which may explain seme of his editorial policies,

reader, a problem that I sucpect

Harlequin mey have imposed on Roger

Elwoodse If you were publiching

(what few of them I've read), But

this creecps into the magazines as well, Itve noticed a few magazine serim
als reprinted as "juveniles," notably Heinlein!s PODKAYNE OF MARS (which I

This discussion brings to mind a question-=how many women (and men)
were introduced 1o sf through the “juveniles"? I switched directly to
tadult? sf in my early teens after becoming disgusted with the western ade
venture fiction and sporis news that I had been readingee-and I dent't think
that “adveniture! sf weuld have been interesting even then, since it was the
Radventure/action® formula that I was disgusted withe Is there an identie
fication barrier for the female confronted with male characters? Is there
a stronger identification barrier for the insecure male teensger confronted
with female characters?

The male domination of the technological fields may be less directly
relevant, but it is significant because it reflects, partly, the small pro=
portion of women interested in the physical sciences. There are reasons
for this, of course, most of them concentrated in the sexist educational
system (until 1970, for example, Caltech wouldnit admi® women undergraduw
ates, an attitude typical of engineering/science schools).

This is important because one major route to an interest in sf is an
interest in technology--and the extent that women are less interested in
technology than men mzans that they will be less interested in sfy and



henece less involved in writing it. (That sentence is a bit convoluted; but
I hope it conveys the basic idea,) During the symposium, I recall someone )0
mentioning that very few women wrote "hard" sf=~true, the only one that

comes to mind is Brenda Plerce, who's done a couple that were awful even by
ANATOG standards,.

This is also important because itl!s 2 problem that will be with us a
long time, Too many women are technologically ignorant; it's a lot easier
for most women to start a career in a "soft" field than in a "hard" one
that requires specific technical training, This is changing, but only
slowly; each year the number of women in Caltech's freshman class seems a
bit larger, but women are still a small minority. And no amount of "cone
sclousness raising” is going to get a woman an engineering job--it takes
physics, math and engineering courses, It!s as sexist for a woman to point
at a man and tell him to fix the plumbing as it is for a men to ask the wo-
man to do the dishes, (Exceptions will be recognized, of course, where de=
tailed technical knowledge is needed, which is rarely the case,)

Maybe the elimination of sex=-segregated shop and home economics classes

will he]..p the problem, but my feeling is that its roots are much deeper in
our socilety and social attitudes,

The queslion of women in sf raisss sowse volaked qnestLisnsg abouk winor—
ities and suche Alrhongh modern sf sheero comecidshly free of racinl ste-
reotypes, there are aliens to allow Lhe reader 1o exercise bhis/Ler iimate
xenophobia, when that is important. In early sf, that meant friendly &iiona
were stuck with a "colored servant' caricature, but we seem to have groun
beyond that, WNote, however, that the prevalent idea of how racial harmony
would be achieved was through homogenizationg I can't recall any stories
anticipating racial pride on the part of minority groups.

A similar situation occurred with women, All the way back to Gerns-
back writers could project that technology would free women from their
daily drudgery, but they couldntt take it a few steps further to ask how
women would want to fit into society afterwards.

Why such failures? I suspect because the writers were not deeply
enough involved in the situations to really understand them., They were
white, male and middleclass (by self~definition if not by birth), and in-
fused with a sense of their own self-~importance reminiscent of Mensa. The
result is a general tone of implicit elitism, that explicitly surfaces its
ugly head from time to time in stories lilie Kornbluth's "The Marching Mo~
rons.” (If you want & name-count index for measuring elitism, by the way,
try looking for Italian names. Nobody's declared them a minority group
yet, and many of the names are readily identifiable.)

In some ways, it's surprising that sf hasn!t attracted more women and
“minorities," sinee a writer can hide behind his/her name (or initials, or
pen name). Nothing in the name "Samvel R, Delany," for example, identifies
the writer to me as white, black, or whatever; without specific identifica-
tion to the contrary I would tend to assume white, being white myself, Nor
do the novels of Chipts that Itve read give him 2 racial identity, nor even
the cover blurbs that say he ceme from Harlem., (I have not read DHALGREN.)

A woman can hide (intentionally or not) behind a sexually ambiguous
name (Andre Norton) or initials (C,L. Moore), though sex is generally more
obviocus from writing than race. But in purely commercial writirg, the audi-
ence is unilikely to notime ruch of anything about the author except the
name and cover blurb. An editor, if confronted with a publisher convinced
that women authors don't sell, could abbreviate a name to initials or find
a pen name for the author.



C / Arilzistically, of course, this is not legitimate, particularly if the
' “* author is saying something about his/her status as woman, black, or whate
ever, But some of the discussion centered on the commercial side of pub=

lishing,

(A note on the commercial success of women authors: I did a quick
survey of a random sampling of 1950-vintage megazines on my shelf and found
that FANTASTIC UNIVERSE had an average of two women per issue identified by
full first names. GALAXY, F&SF and a scattering of short-lived magazines

all had many fewer, And while I liked those issues of FANTASTIC UNIVERSE,
the magazine didn't survive,)

Hrmme » eglancing through the symposium makes me want to go back and pick
up a point I dropped earlier--women and technology. One thing that bothers
me in the (admittedly few) "feminist" viewpoints I've read/heard is the cb-
sence of an understanding of the interaction of technology with the social
role of womens It is, after all, technology that made the whole thing pos-
sible~—primarily biomedical technology (medical care, birth control) and
engineering (refrigeration, washing machines), Without such technology
Yhomenaking® was a full-time 70+ hour a week job—-analogous to the working—
class work week in that era. And since the married woman was typically
pregnant or burdened with an infant (presumably breast-feeding lasted loug-
er in those days because there were few alternative sources of food edible
by infants), it was only logical that the woman would be elected to stay
home preparing food, clothing, etc. On farms, work was done at home, so
the woman played a more active role.

I will readily grant that my analysis is quick and superficial, and
that societal sexism plays an important role, Nonetheless, I think tech-
nology has its own essential role in making it possible for women to break
out of stereotyped roles, and I think an understanding of the interaction
of techrological developments with the roles of women is essential, Itls
one of the things that sf should be playing witha

Something Tiptree said puzzles me: the importance that would be ate
tached to an infant~father relationship if fathers had always raised chile
dren and the obscurity to which it (child-rearing or fathering?) is con-
signed because mothers do it, Did Tip tie his words in a knoi? The whole
business of child~rearing is given exhaustive treatment in an incredible
nunber of books. Even if hets just talking about fathering, that matter is
given lengthy treatment by psychologists; the total may be less than the
space given mothering, but itls still more than enoughe And in our culture
the psychologists are, to a disturbing degree, the oracles of the sacred.
Itm invelved in fathering, and nowhere do I see it treated as “invisible
and embarrassing." Is that some kind of generational guilt complex?

I sense in places a confusion of human issues and feelings with those
of women whieh I think is just a natural part of the questioning process
involved in ocur lives. Item~-Russ mentions that women writers start writ-
ing later, It!'s not just women, it's people like Lafferty and Tiptree who
were older than Joanna is now when they popped out of nowhere with their
wild imaginations despite being at ages where many peoplel!s minds have be-
gun to fossilize, Cull out the work of such "prodigal" hacks as Asimov and
the early hacke~mode work of people like Silverberg and you'!ll find the dif-
ferences smaller than they seem at first. But don't ask me to explain away
Chip Delany; I'm 28 and struggling with my own writing and T dontt know how
people like him do ite

Ultimately I have to agree with Wilhelm on "women's lib%--it!s not
taking us where we need to go if it just gives the middleclass female
equality with the middleclass male, I just can't accept the overwhelming
social significance of every woman with her own BankAmericard, My own view



ig, I fear, cynical-~I see the “women's movement" deenly tainted by spoiled
suburban housewives and academic radicals. Bored with thelr dishwashers,
color televisions and station wagons, the housewives want their own corner
office, secretary and private parking space, The academic radicals (there
must be a better word, but they are so often found in and about universiew
ties) are tied up in their own private game of "more radical. than thou,"
without thought of where it's leading, I didn't see elther of these types
in the symposium, fortunately, though from time to time I sensed elements
of academic radicalisme

One final speculation on the symposiume-I wonder what some defender of
the "status quo" could have added. Of course I recognize the multitude of
disagreements among the panelists, but I think something might have been
added by an occaslonal provocative gquestion or comment by someone with the
ideclogy of a John Campbell or Bob Heinlein, as long as the panelists could
have refrained from devoting all their energies to trashing him, (S(I think
that someone taking an advocacy opinion would have allied all the other
panelists against him, and I think the lack of a united front was one of the
most important reasons for the symposium's success,)S)

SUSAN WoOob  3/21/76
Department of Fngli sh/IT. R0 JVameores-/Bet L iel Godmad 2 /00 TWE ffianada

My main reaction to KHATRU 3% is: where is Ann?

I*m serious. I spent several years as the wife of a fansine editor:
I bought the stamps, he got the egoboo, It was not, I emphasize, his fanilt
--we both accepted, for a time, roles we had been socialized into living,
Yet fandom (read tsocietyl), that advanced elite of superior thinkers, ho,
ho, wouldn!t let us change the roles even when we tried. Mike in one edi-
torial, and I elsewhere, tried to pcint ocut that, even if my presence wasntt
visible in the replies in the lettercol (transletion, he was the DNF, I was
Wifey-~and that, friends, is what I, I, believed), my presence, my contri-
bution to the life~ofwthe~covple, was important: if T did the laundry, that
meant Mike had free time to type the stencilse To which intelligsnt, sensia
tive people like Terry Carr replied: you are not a coeeditor and do not de-
serve to be listed as suche

Quinnts couments on co-editing TWO
VIEWS OF WONDER seem relevant heres

DEFILE ?Z dontt do it. I responded in part, at

5 least, by going away and editing my own
fanzine, leaving the problem around for
other women co-editors to inherit,
(Suzle Tompkins of THE SPANISH IINQUIST-
TION had a sad editorial in the last ise
sue sbout how a fan made a phone=call-of-
comnent to the Bushyagers, where she was
living, to coiment on the issuew-to come-
ment not to her, but to her co~editor,
Jerry Kaufman, who was visiting at the
time, Suzle just did the typings she
wasn!t a 'real’ editoreeas)

Is KHATRU a separate part of Jeff
Smithts life, a room whose door is shut
between him and Ann? Itm not asking this
in any snide or put-dowm senge, I ag-
sume, in fact, that Ann isntt intercsted
in being a fanpublisher. Yet you have a
partnership, of some sort, and KHATRU
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would be different without Ann, because Jeff
would be different, Just wondering aloud
about things which are perhaps no business 3
of mine, or which, because I am a woman in %7‘
fandom with relationships with male fans, ARE
business of mine.

Iy main other reaction is cne of utter
exhaustion, Part of that may be empathy for
you, for vhe iimmense task of bringing this
together; most of it ereated by my task of having to
put it together, react, sort out, decide, sift, feel
through~~assimilate this issue, and The Issue,
with ny head and my emotions and my experience
(part of the male-female separation involves arbie
trary sepuration of these parts of being human),

And then go out and damn well DO something with
whatever awareness you and your writers have
given ne,

After Ilve finished marking 30 Lth-year term-
papers.,

My own paoblem Js that I am too Lusy taying to
be woman, man {that is, succeeoding in the hitherto ar- ‘M
bitrarily 'masculing realm of !eareer,' while still as
woman trying to retain certain virtues of caring and
responding and even nurturing) and integrated human being
(and a practising Presbyterian-Taoist on alternate Wednesdays) to do sometling
which really MATTERS: start the women's apa I keep talking abont, so that dis-
cussiong like this can continve,

If I didn't have strep throat all the time, I might even have written you a
proper letter of comment, Instead, once I've marked the papers, I'm going to go
to sleep.

Some of the above may be a partial response to Joanna Russts point about
women not writing until we're thirty. I'm twenty-seven, and I snly feel, just
now, that I'm sufficiently in control of my identity, my ideas, my skills, and
my pride in them to even begin to think about embarking on writings Chip De--
lany, on the other hand, knew at nineteen that he was a writer, had the ideas,
had the self-confidence, The self~eonfidence, Women have to work through so
mich more befere they ean even begin to write: a very selfish; personal act,
Taken seriously in men, regarded as 2 frivolity in women. ("A writer? How
lovely, You ean do it at home in your spare time while the children are asleep
or at schodl.") ("Yes, dear, it's lovely, but I work.")

Te develop another peint Russ made: Joanna, I think a good many of us, and
from the sound of it yau yourself, vowed--naet "not to be like my mother'--but
net te live my mether's life. The differenee is important. I, too, had an in-
telligent, sensitive, (self)squashed mother. I admired her qualities, abhorred
the situation in whieh she found herself (net guilty, and nnt apologeticewshe
fought to get an education for me=--but definitely squashed), 4&nd 0 I am who
and what I am, And I notiee, now, that the most interesting women in our so=-
ciety, by and large, seem to be the middle-aged and olc}er ones, the Formerly .
Squashed, like my Mum¢ widowed, with just enough pension to survive on, she is
now free from conforming to roles, and has one of the most open minds about,:
Ironic, that: ali these women who, having been daughter, wife, mother, lady,
pillar of strength to others, etc. etc., are mow free to be themselves., The
tightest minds, conversely, are the Newly Squashed, the women whe have accepted
certain rules and roles, feel frustrated by them perhaps, and so take out any
doubt (about their cheiee? about the role itself?) by trashing women like me who



have chosen other (and equally limiting, please note) roles. 5 7

I can only be an effective teacher, can only spend 8 to 5:30 with stu=
dents, trying one-to-one to compensate a litile for the horrors of a compute
er~run megaversity of 25,000 students, then home to put Jots and lots of
corments on paper, because I do not have a child to care for. For example,
Choose: lose, any waye. 4nd I, lord help me, am a (relatively) UnSquashed
Womalle

You know what really struck me about this issue? Freff’s casual/seri-
ous (very Freff) line: "I think we ought to start cultivating a sense of
rational and perceptive joy." I try to live that way; but first it involved
unlearning 27 years of patterns,

On the other hand, none of us would have been talking together like
this ten years ago,

(S(Abcut Ann: We fanzine fans take commnication-through~fanzines so
rach for grauted that we probably dontt realize how alien this all is %o
sume people, for different reasons, In high school I had a teacher remark
to the clase how abhorrent it was to receive a mimeographed account of a
friend’s trip to Brrope, how Supersonal it was s hefd have rather received a
posteard saying "Hi. We Just came back fram Fuvopet than a detailed yeport
no different from what everyoune else iwoeived, On Ele obther hand, a frienq
of Amls, who moved out of state and to whom we sent a couple issues of K7..
BEN, felt very uncomfortsble when reading them. She said it was like readw-
ing other peoplels mails she felt like she was eavesdroppinge These are
not irrational responses--but they are very different from curs.

(S8(So, simply, Ann is not comfortable writing for fanzines, She!s
been trying, in KVBiN--and succesding, so far as I'm concerned-~but unbil
she!s more at ease, until she feels more sure that what she puts on paper
resembles what che had in her head, shels not commitiing herself to anye -
thing major. (Even heres she's twice tried to respond to Susanis letter,
without being satisfied with the results. So I'm doing it, Is sexism
rearing its ugly head again? Noj it's just that Fanzine is my major medium
of expression, not Annls,)

(s{Annts contribution is very adequately explained by Susan above; I
couldn!t do it without her assistance and her forbearance. 4And I kncw I'd
Latter never devote too mmech time to fanzining, or she'd ask me to give it
up.. For her, I would. (~-And aren't we lucky that fanzine editors gener~
ally marry such understanding people? Itm not just talking about patient
wives, either; therels Ron Bushyager, for one.))s)

BRIAN EARL BROWN 2/20/76
5552]. Elder Road/Mishawaka II¥ L6SLL

Don DtAmnassa asks the question: UIs DYIMG INSIDE sf?" Cy Chauvin
has argued, convineingly, that it isntt. Or rather, that it's not a terrie-
bly great piece of sf, Whether or not the book is well-written is not at
isspe~—that is conceded all around, What is in question is whether the
science-fictiongl aspects of this story are of such importance to the story
and of sufficient originality to be considered as a serdous work of sf,

DYING INSIDE does read like a conventional mainsiream novel with only
a slight overlay of sf trappings.e Im technigue, approath and theme it is
mainstreame That greater comminications results in less communications is
a theme thate-~if I can trust James Gunn-~is quite typical of the darker
vision of mainstream literature.
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But DYING INSIDE is not 2bout a"middleeaged Jew ccming to grips with

/' his morality, It is'about one:mants reaction to the talent of telepathy--

and that makes it sf, for better or worse,

Historieally, esp stories have divided into two responses: the super-‘-:
man syndrome and the all-this-noise~is-driving-me-crazy syndrome, DYING
INSIDE delineates a third aliernative--that knowing people too well impairs
the ability to cope/tolerate/get along with them, This is an idea that is
as extrapolative and ideative as anything in the field,

One particular complaint Cy had against DYING INSIDE was that it used
the sterestyped telepathy-as-telephone idea. The experience of telepathy,
Cy argues, would probably resemble the experience Joanna Russ used in AND
CHAQS DIED, and any work that doesn't follow her lead is not seriously
dealing with telepathy.

I can, and will, argue that telepathy-as=telephone is a serious ap~-
proach to telepathy,

There is a distiuction between sewsing a stinulus and perceiving it
An optical illusion is a result of the meuktal processes of pevceplion, not
a distorbion caused by the seusing organs We pervceive sensations in ways
that are most familiar to us, retranslating the unfawiliar to something
familiar, If telepatly is a tobtal sensory experlience (a la Russ) itls as
1ikely to suppose that the receiver will suffer from a sensory overload,
Drowned in a sea of trivia.

The need to make sense of this mass of impressions, I will argue,
could require the tolepath to process this the same as he would process lis
total semsory impressions, and since that process is the one that results
in the continuing conscicus mind, the telepath would perceive anotherts
conscious as he perceives his ovmn--as an ongoing non-vocal voice. Thus
telepathy—as=telephone, thus Silverberg. (S(Very neat, Take a baow,
Theret!s no real problem, though, Until it is proven how (or even if) tele-
pathy worlss, all methcdr-wyea, even having the receptoris fingertips sport
mouths that speak to him as he scratches his earw~are ficticnally viable,)s)

DONAID G, KELLER 2/18/76
3912% Laurel Canyon Blvd/Studio City CA 9160k

I don't want to go into great detail on either the Stableford or
happy~ending debates, but I will meke this comment tangentially: I think
if everybody read C,S, Lewists EXPERIMENT IN CRITICISM a lot of things
would be cieared up. Jeff Clark mentioned it in passing, but didntt emphaw
size it enough. It has an incredible amount of intelligent things to say
about why we read, how we read, and why we read what we do and the way we
do. I can think eof very few books that have been more influential on my
critical thinkinge Vhat it a1l comes dowm to is that unliterary people
(like a lot of sf readers) read in completely different ways than literary
people (1ike most KHATRU readers) doe

A couple comments from Freff!s letter: THE LAST UNICORN is a high
fentasy, and has as purely Tolkienian a eucatastrophe as you are likely to
find, even in Tolkien, (This is judging from my comments on it in PHANTAS-
MICOM ki (8(1971)S)3; I haven!t read it sinee then,) As for A FINE AND FRI-
VATE PIACE, I'm not sure, It!s a conteuporary fantasy rather thon high
fantasy, but perhaps it works the same way, Haven't read it, either, in a
while, And as for where the Harlequin achieved a major victory, I can only
say mimce, mxmee, mymee, mrmee, (S(Is this an apa? Are those mailing
comments?)S)



Doug Barbourts poems
were quite interesting,
but I think they are what
Jim Taylor once termed %r;

/

some things of mine,

statements rather than ;

true poetry. Not to di- e W o
minish them thereby, I | COBF é»;igﬁ
did very much like my \;w : m,,v;jﬁ;-g: i
wordehoard is thus/en- |8 A M“E}" 7o
smalid"~but then I'm an $
unreconstructed medieval- e

iste S

Which sort of ties
in with why I like
f0melas®: T get a kick
out of allegory (also a
medieval form); itls a
neat system that you can
push things around in
and play with, Which
sounds cold and untmman,
but then allegory never
really has realistic
characters (note the ILe 2t o g
Guin story has none), I et L
wonder if Sheryl is fa-
milizr with Borges; if
she doesnt® 1like him ei~
ther, I czn understend her noly liking "Omelas,! It sbrongly resembles bhe
typical Borges piece, which is often as much essay or allegoxy as story;
not ffiction! as narrowly defined, but certainly a fiction of a sorte I
think Jeff Clark will understand what I'm saying lLeree

Sheryl, I!ve made a mental note to try VANITY FAIR, though with reserw
vationse HEMRY ESMOMND bored me to tears, and though I enjoyed what little
T read of BARRY LYNDON (which I picked up prior to seeing the movie, which
is gorgeous and well~made, but has massive problems with the two main char-
acters), I haven't felt inclined to go back to ite I am familiar with Vic-
torian and onward novels to some extent (Fielding, a touch of Dickens, Hare
dys a little Proust, lots of Joyce, most of Pyncion Hesse (particularly DAS
GLASPERLENSPIEL), and most recently I've been reading Mannts DOCTOR FAUS-
TUS), so it was just not the difficulty of THE FEMALE MAfI that threw me.

iy,

e

After reading a number of reviews, and the Symposium, I have at least
partially changed my mind about that bonke I dontt withdraw any of the
things I said, because the review represents a valid point of view on the
book at one mement in times but I have to feel now that the difficulties I
had with the ferm of the book were mostly my fault, I will have to go back
and reread it (something I haventt done yet).

As to content, let me answer Cy Chauvin: yes, it is a funny book, but
most of the humor is of the sort that it hurts so muach that you canit do
anything but laugh., (Remenmber Milke Smith in STRANGER IN A STRANGE LAND,.)
At rock bottom, it is perhaps the most serious book any of us will ever
read, because {as Judith Weiss pointed out to me in a letter) it reveals
the deepest, most secret thoughts that many women have, feelings that have
been heretofore locked away without any possibility of expression until
Joanna Russ got up the courage, I don't have to share the thoughts to ap-
preciate their power and personal truth, This kind of vitiates my cry
about wishfulfillment, because the book really falls in its oun category;



r"] it’s more a manifesto and personal catharsis than a novel (it is a novel as
well, though it rather bulges at the seams trying to hold in all its many
elements). I still dontt think it!'s a perfect work of art, but it is de=-
cidedly a wortlwhile book,

(S(Trhe following is taken from a letter written a week or so earlier,
and concerns the review of TRITON that leads of this issuetls "Nous Sommes
du Soleil.® I thought you might be interested in this, "Kateh is Paula
Marmor, obviously, but I thought I'd tell you anyway to keep you from
being confused,)S)

sscfate read the book right behind me, and was equally as intellectu-
ally excited about it as I was, and we talked it back and forth quite a
bite (I think) she read it better than I did, actually,) I told her she
should write down some of her insights, but she kept insisting she couldn't
welte reviews, Hae, I sat down and wrote a couple of the notes herein, and
got blocked=~again, At this point she decided to write dowm a couple of
the things that were bothering her, and so we had the fragments of the ree
view sitting sbout for over a week, Then, in one incredible session Satur-
dey night that lasted until 3 AM (ah, the pain and pleasure ef creativityl)
we wrove the rest of the sections, revised several of them heavily, rewrit-
ing sections of each otherts (and, with our quite umsual vapport, compos
ing part of each other's when the other one got stuck or one had a corollaw
ry idea), then put them in order and typed a final manuscript. I have nev.
er worked harder on a review in my life., I hope you like it. We are ~
pleased with it (Kate especially; she can hardly believe she actually wrote
it-=but I think her parts are better than mine), except that it is obvious-
iy a scratech of the surface. The bock has an enormous amount of depth to

itoase

WE ALSO HEARD FROM

a great rumber of people. The one other letter I really did wanit to print
was from Don DtAmmassa, and if I'd knowm I was going to run out of room I
would have put it in earlier., As I mentioned at the outset, though, this
was a very free~form lettercolumn, for the most part, with all the letters
lying on the floor next to the typewriter stand, and T just reached dowm
and grabbed, Letters on the Symposium are still welcome, particularly if
they tie in with the discussions in this "Relayer," There will be a return
to editing next issue, though, because I have a lot of material lined vp
for the next few mmbsrs. (I had other things plammed for this issue, as
well, but I wanted to let everyone have his/her (why did so few women
write? a lot of women got the issue...) on the Symposium.

LW/16/76
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