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When I say "perpetual change," I mean Perpetual Change! Things are so
different now that I'm not even going to describe all the processes of change
that KHATRU and I have been through since last issue, I killed the magazine
repeatedly, resurrecting it only half-heartedly. There may yet be people out
there extremely surprised by the existenco of this issue, having last heard
that there would be no more....

There will be more, In fact, KHATRU is returning to its original con-~
cept, vhat it was planned to be in 1974, when i% was going to be BLIND FAITH,
BLIND FAITH was going to be edited and published by Dave Goiman and myself,
with each of us doing two isszes a year. It would have been a good fanzine.
But Dave decided it would be too much for him to handle, and gafiated soon
thereafter, I tried to keep the project going, as KHATRU, and did get four
issues out in 1975, and one more early in 1975. ZEut then I slowed, consider-
ably, Not only was the sixth issue ridiculousiy late, it is an issue I dis~-
like, despite the fact that it contained a lot of good material,

This isswe is ridiculously late, too—-but the fact that it exists can be
counted a great success, I am currently very enthusiastic about KHATRU's
potential, and fully expect four issues this year,

A1l of this is because I have a new co-editor/publisher, Jeff Frane. (I
realize how confusing this could get to be, but I don't think either of us is
about to change his name, 80 we're all stuck with the situation.) Not only
will he be able to take some of the work-load off me, but are you ready for
this? He still reads science fiction! Won't it be nice to have a KHATRU~
editor who actually knows what's going on in the field? (1'11 try to do bet-
ter myself, as well,)

This issue is primarily my work, because I had built up quite a lot of
material during KHATRU's inactivity. Jeff sent me a couple items-~a review of
Disch's GETTING INTO DEATH by Neil Kvern and a quite amusing piece by Ursula
le Guin-~that there just wasn't room for. (No rocm for Ursule Le Guin? Oh,
the ghods will strike me down for that one,) Look for them next time, along
with articles by Cy Chauvin and Micheel Caxlson that I've been sitting on for
some time ( a long time, in Cy's case),

JEFE SMITH
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The reason space was at such a premium this time is because of the leng
Tiptree sectien., & yeer az:, T was planning & v3..jal Tiptree Reveals All
issue, with a lot of wha''s -u this issue. But I never got around to it, and
all the material appeare: slsewhere. So this time I figured it might be best
te run just the Tiptree/Sheldon article itself, and leave it at th=.. (Here's
where the co-editor stuff comes in.) I presented to Jeff the different combi-
nations ~f Tip material we had pnssible, and he felt the various reprints
herein would bes mew to enough people that printing them all weould be worth-
while, Sinee that was what I wanted to believe, I set at cnce to typing it
all up,

"The Short Happy Life of James Tiptree, Jx," was written at Art Seha's
request for the SunCon Program Bock, Initially I wasn't sure about doingz 1%,
becuause I wanted to save what I had for KHATRU, As KHATRU faded more and wcie,
1housh, there seemed to be no prcblem in writing it for SunCon. (I get it ia
teo~ibly late, though,) It was pretty damn pessimistic about Tip ever writing
2gain, but that was the way I felt--she was even mcre pessimistic than me.
{Therz are indicetions that e little optimism may be in order, but at tiais
poiut it's too early to tell.) The version here is quite a bit different from
the criginal, because I wrote it much more formally than I usually write--
while teying to make 34 look inTowvmal, thus having it come out rather stilted.
As I was sloaeilling i+ for WIATRU, thongh, I gradnally found myself rewrit~
ing great gobs of it, trying v wmake it move interesting, I hope I succeeded.

"Bverything but the Signature Is Me" is the one non-reprint in the sec-
tien., I'zm not quive sure why I dnserve gelving ariicles like this, but.if
yoi ven't complain T wen't,

"The Lucky Ones™ is something unique: a "Tiptree" article from 1946,
originally pubiished in THE NEW YORKER., The similarities and differcnces
between this and Tip's current work are faseinating,

ind the Bibliocgraphy I was going to do for ile Specicl Issue, I encded um
doing for Andy Porter's Algol Press, Andy took the Introduction that Gardner
Dozols wrote for the Gregg Press reprint of the first Tiptree book, TEN THOU-
SAND LIGHT YEARS FROM HOME and packaged it into a nice little booklet with my
bibliography and a stunning wraparound cover by Judith Weiss illustrating "The
Man Who Walked Home," Gardner's introduction is excellent, covering all of
Tip's stories through "The Women Men Don't See' in 1973, I don't agree with
all of his evaluations (his dismissal of "Love Is the Plan the Plan Is Death"
seems far too callous to one who likes that story very much) and I wasn't in-
pressed with his emphasis on which stories had sex and dirty words and which
didn't, but minor differences are ovivaighed by the care Gardner took in
cegrchirg out theme-threads and literary maturation. If you'rs intc paying
$2.50 for 36-page booklets, this is a good one. (Algol Press/Lox 4175/New
York NY 10017. Even moie of a recommendation i3 subscribe to ALGOL mag.-
zine-~it used to be a f2nzine just like this onoe, folks--$4.50 for three lovge
issues, and well worth ii,)

This issue's bibliography differs frowm the Algol bibliocgraphy in a covgin
wayss 1 corrected a couple mistakes Tip herself made in sending zdditions anl
coxreections to Andy, brought it up to date, and eliminated mentior of reprinzs.
since I don't think I know all of them.

Talking about the Bibliography lets me neatly segue into another topic:
ancther project in the works, Jeff Levin, of Pendragon Fress in Portland,
cegon and I are putting together a nice-~sized volume based on the ‘Hisn-
Ficticn"” section of the Biblicgraphy: essays and letters of James Tiptree,
Jr. This staried as a small booklet: Pendragon was going to puklisn the
letters about the Mayas from KYBEN, I wasn't keen on that idea, because I
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was interested in putting everything into a book. But I didn’'t have the re-
sources, So I called Jeff ILevin, and we talked about it for a while, and
came to enough agreement that Pendragon and Phantasmicom Presses will work
together on the volume, Watch this space for developments.

I am going to have to collaborate with Jeff Clark on something.

Okay, one mnre project, Where, you ask, is the book version of the
"Women in Science Fiction" symposium, Well, I'm afraid there won't be one,
I'm very discouraged that it isn't out, but by now I feel it's too late for
it to come out. The material is no longer new enough to warrant being pub-

lished in a new format. I don't want it coming out locking like a historical
document.

50 what I'll do instead is reprint the fanzine. KHATRU 2&4 is officially
out-of-print at this time, but sometime this year that will no longer be true.
I'm not about to put myself through all that mimeography again (see KHATRU 5),
80 it'11l have to be offset, Which means ghod alone knows how much it'!'s going
to cost per copy. However, to raise capital, I will accept orders now for it
@ $2.50, the normal back-issue cost.

I'm sorry the other way didn't work ocut (I really thought I'd made a
book!), but I'11 do what I can t< come up with *he best compromise possible,
And anyway, the Tiptree book will be better, a, 10w,

At one point last year, when I was fairly positive I wasn't going to be
publishing enymore, and was gaing to have tuelve tons of back issues left
lying around, I sent copies of FHATRU 6 to six members of the so-called "New
Panzine Appreciation Society," fignring whatthehell, might as well give them
away as throw them away.

The NFAS sends a sheet of names and addresses (the latest one I got had
17 names on it) and this pavagraph:

I want to receive fanzines, VFlease send uwe your fanzine and I'll ap-—
preciate it, I promise to respond in some way, by sending a letter
of comment, contribution, trade or subscription. I have enough time
right now to pay attention to fanzines sent me,

Of these six people who prowised to respond, two did. Donald Fpanson, co-
ordinator of NFAS, sent a boring loc, one of the two-sentences-on-each-article
klnd but if you're not interested in the matorisl in a fangine it's difficult

to come up with sparking commentary. The

44qu/ one fascinating remark he had was that
[2552¢€.... ‘ he could excuse the students for failing
meart ? st the Biology test I run last issue because
44/wif IK.‘Fﬁ&L’ "they probably got a lot of their 'know-

L e ledge! from lectures—and were inatten~

vounboct 5 tive (who isn't?)." He suggested words

W WA v,xah \ like "umbilical" be written out for the
\/‘ 0l "
- students on blackboards, so they!d be
able to spell them. Thanks, Donald,

The other letter was from John Thiel, This was, I believe, the first
thing 1'd read by Thiel; I had heard, at conventions, people mentioning his
name in deprecating tones of voice, but ' never bothered asking way. Well, now
I know. I hope the guy is affecting a pose, that he has to practice to get
his mind working this way, but if so, it's a waste, Maybe someday he'll real-
ize this and do something constructive with his life, Being a professional
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antagonist can keesome rather wearing, I would imagine.

For now, hers's his “eftor, Please den't comment on it: I'm not inter~
ested, And, Mesrs, Fransun and Thiel, whilc I'm sending you copies of this
lssue as a courtesy, you are under nc obligztion to respond. Thang you,

JOHN THIEL

Pulling KHATRU out of its envelope and looking at it brings at once to
mind *“he thought that the N3F's name for its fanzine bureau, the "New Fanzine
Appreciation Dept,," is something of a misnomer, TFer one thing, the NZF hes
never apprecilated anything, being jealous of it when it's good and impzcperly
notivated toward it when it's bad., The National Fantasy Fan Federation is 20
place to gn for appreciation.

Basides, the only thing I appreciate about KHATRU is having res2ived if,
that end the fact that the layout on the cover looks nice, except for those
fingevprints, Also that one Rotsler cartoon inside about the girl is fuuny.,
Lo, aside from that, KHATRU seems like a long vacuum to me., I suppose the N3F
.xpects ne ©n be hypoeritieal and avaricious, while secretly trying to put you
out ol business, but if you want to stay in business that's all right with me,
and if I were hypoocritiaal I'd be being that to something which itself looks
generally hypocritical, in the w:dsrn rather than the older sense, thank you
kindly. KHATRU looks to me lii: a coverup, ard one of the things it covers up
is wh2t we used to call this field: science fiction, DNot detectiwve fiction
or esplonage fiction fandom, oxr comic book fandom. We used to have thase sto-
ries about spacechips, 4And the I:cgey girl onm the cover was always attrasiive,
There was a completely different girl on each cover, except for one series of
issues, and I still think Merwin was one of the best of editors, if not the
most capable, So much for rewiniscings KHATRU and the other zines is what we
have now, and I suppose there can bhe fun concealed there,

The National Fantasy Fan Federation is, aniw..y, as L'" name suggests, @
fantasy society, and you're at an even further remove from that,

Ever see a watering can full of cyanide? Just a remark on earth-fertility.
Cynaide is occasionally a ligquid, although of course it is a gas too.

That back cover you have there, with one white rat looking into the bier
of another, is in bad taste., Nobodv wants to look at the melancholic spectacle
of dead rats, I mean, here, It's not just me, it's everyone. I don't believe
I wouid need to have the statement professionally verified, by insane psychia-
trists or anyone else. Only the other day I was down at the 200 watching live
white mice being fed to snakes, and nobody even erjoyed that, even though it
was an action scene., ((1e old python wouldn't cwen look at his white mice., )

I guess our zoo scenes ~re about as arboreal as znything can get...l moy =¥
leaving ny copy of KHATEY dmwn at the zoo, as it might work even better thza
Arvopping dead fish into the pond; if I do maybe I can develop an audience for
ion that's real, OSome people might appreciate the hell out of this. It looke
lile it was designed for the public, considering the condition they're in
these days.

On the whole, I sure didn't enjoy KHATRU, nor did I think I would when T
caw your handout for it about a year back. If you don't like my reaction ard
vant to do me a favor, how about trying to get me kicked out of the N3FT Juast
let people know I didn't =zppreciate your fanzine., That's supposed to be rather
deadly, from all I hear, 4&nd if you want to use the N3F as a vehicle fcr say-
ing you don't like my loc, it will be the only action I have ever gotten cui
of that tired organization.



As a last line, if you ever want it to, I do hope that KHATRU develops
int» something, but at present it isn't anything,

jds back: I guess maybe I'm lucky I only got the two responses, (Al-
though I threw cut the list and no longer remember who the other four were,
One was Fred Jackson III, who wrote a favorable review for THE MATIONAL
FANTASY FAN which I just got, and ancther might have been Joe Napolatino,
listed in the WAHFs,)

I'd like to mention a couple of other peoples! projects. One is Bill
Rotsler's, a truly major undertaking. He "wants eriginal quotatiens for
QUCTEBOOK, a contemporary collection. No pay but immortality. Any subject,
any sort of language (but in Englishl), I use any length up to 300 werds,
but prefer the shorter 3-~L0 word length, Quotes from books, speeches, v,
too--only get it right and give the attribution. Or just send me a book or
magazine title with the page number and I'll look it vp. Let me make you
immortal{® Bill's address is Box 3126, Los Angeles CA 90028, You can also
write him for a longer prospectus if you want more information. And remember,
besides lines from your favorite books (knowing Bill, he's probably qucting
half of John D. MacDonaid's Travis McGae books), be's interested in getting
your own clever and pithy comments on life, liberty, the pursuit of happiness,
BtCe, etc,

Joyes Scrivner/Apt. AG3.:3/Hatfield Village/Hatfield PA 1SLLO is setting
vp a series of auctions for the venefit of TAFF, the Trans-Atlantic Fan Fund,
I seldom mention such fannish institutions in KHATRU, but I assume you hear
of them elsewhere., TAFF is a fund designed to send American fans to England
and Europe, and of course to bring British and European fans to America as
well. DMoney is raised by variouz means--primerily by voting to see who gets
sent where, and charging per vote, But philanthropic fans donate money, pub-
lish special feasinee the proceeds of which go into the fund, and generate
projects such as Joyce's auctions. She started (or was supposed toj I as-
sume she did) with this yoar's Boskone, and plans to continue at Disclave,
Iguanacen and Philecon~-with the pctential for more if response is goods She
needs auctionable donatiensz-~authors! manuscripts, hard-to~find books, old
fanzines, and the like. (I'm trying to arrange giving her some sort of
Symposium memorabilia-~perhaps a copy of the book manuscript.) Write her for
infermation, and check out the auctions at the cons.

Having two editors/publishers on different ccasts presents somee..prob-
lems...in logistics., Jeff Frane will be publishing the next issuve. The
question is: do you send letters/articles/art/etc. to him or me? (The ideal
would be a enpy t» us both, but we won't insist.) Frankly, we haven't figured
out thz aagwer yet., It may not matter; whoever gets it will have to send a
copy to the other anyway. If we find that any one system works better than
any other, we'll let you know how it affects you. For subscription renewals,
1t's probably best to send them to however will be the next publisher at the
time. He'll need it.

MR, TIPTREE, I PRESUME?

NEWS FLASH: Werld traveller Alice Bradley Sheldon hes found missing sclence
fiction writer James Tiptree, Jr,, in Quintana Roo, Mexico. Mr. Tiptree has
been writing, and hes a substantial sheaf of hand-written story drafts, If
Ms. Sheldon can convince him to return to suburban civilization, he may at-~
templt to work these drafts into publishable form.

Film at eleven.


fansin.ee

THE '

JAMES TIPTREE

ALICE SHELDON.
SECTION
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How does cne attempt a biography of someone who is more persona than per-
son? When was James Tintree, Jr, born? Was it 1915, when his alter-ego Alice
Sheldon (then Bradley) came in*~ the world? Was it at that childhood date
wher she discovered science fintion? Was it in 1967, when she begen writing
sf urder %he Tiptree name? Or not until March of 1968, when ANALOG publighed
YRixth ¢f a Salesaman™?

And how about his death? D3id he die in October 1976, or are reports of
his demies exegerrated? Alice Sheldon is certainly still alive and kicking.
There axe still a couple Tiptree stories waiting to be pnblished; two books
(UP 9B WALLS OF THE WORLD and STAR SONGS OF AN OLD PRIMATE) have just been
rejecsads and a collection of essays and letters is fortheoming. So Tip will
be wt Jeast illusorily active,

But Tip is not active, At best, he is dormant. At worst, he is gone.

For years, no-one even knew that "James Tiptree, Jr." was a pseudonym,
much less that "he" was Alice B, Sheldon. The reasons for using a male name?
She wanted a nondescript name, so editors would not remember rejecting earlier
gtories as each new one came in, and women writers tend teo stand out because
of their relative scarcity. Also, since she was taking a pseudonym anyway, a
mele one would remove any serist prejudice. She was primerily aiming for
ANAIOG at first, and felt that Camphell would give a male by-line a fairer
shake, (Using initials might have been better, "A.R. Tiptree, Jr." or some-
thing, but that's hindsight.) Iater she invented another wriicr-persona,
Raccoona Sheldon, so thot she could communica’s as a woman ai least paxrt of
the time, but the Racc:ona project never re~lly had time to get off the ground.
(For one thing, mnst of Raccoona's short storics were rejected, until Tip sexi
along covering letters suggesting that editors might wish to look at this
story by his friend....)

So, the name "James Tiptree, Jr." was supposed 1o be forgettable, As iz
turned out, the fact that apparently nobody is actually named "Tiptree" made
the pseudonym distinctive rather than invisible,

Oz October 25, 1976, Alli's mother, Mary Hastings Rradley, died. People
vho knew Tip knew that his mother had been ill for some time--Tip had even
written a story about it, "Mother in the Sky with Dizmonds" in CGAIAXY. Wh-n
Tip wrote his friends to tell them his mother had finally succumbeu, Alli had
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no idea that this would prove to be the first domino in an unwanted seguence,

On November 8, Tip sc=ut me the following letier, and said it could be
used in KYBEN or KHATRU:

Dear Jeff,

Whew,

Mother died last week, leaving me with a new dark strangs place in
the heart, and flashes of a lively, beautiful, intelligent, adventurous
> 2d=haired young wowan whom I had once known. We were close; even
through those godawful years at the end after Father went, when I
could barely stand to look upon the wreckage, "Close' in the sense
of empathys I respected and understood her generous heart and witty
mind, And her vulnerability....To give you an idea, she left her
instructions on the disposal of her body--cheap and fast~-in a very
funny light verse,

She left me alse with the most horrendous practical problem of
properly disposing of the 94 years of accumulated memorabilia of
Afriea, 0ld Chicago, assorted literary figures, endless treasures
rixad in with junk--letters from Carl Sandburg mixed in with grocery
lists, blank stationery, birthday-nards from ouce-emineuces, lace
panties, .38 calitrs zutometics, irreplaceable diaries of treks
through Africa, irreplacestle diaries of her life as a war-corre-~
spondent (all under her vi:ting name ), monuscripts, socks to be
rended, mementoes of the wvisit of the Frapch Navy to Douala in 1935,
corresvondence with heads ol state, unpudblished peoetry, old curtains,
2000 African noleskins each #s big as a postage stamp, unsent let-
ters to me, interminable bezuests and codicils, Javanese cloth of
2old, more socks to be mended, grocery lists, blank stationery,
saved envelopes with obsolete stamps—-three rooms full of filing cab~
‘nets, one hall and three storerooms (one "secret")--in all 26 rooms
of SUUFF, Cu, I forgot paintings, And in the middle «f 1t all
stands the flgure of the Executor, an aged ¢ ddering Tegal Eminence
vhom Mother regarded as a young man (he's 83) who has to be shown
copies of every arrangement in writing in triplicate, and raises ob-
jections such as wanting the appraiser'!s--crn2 of the appraisers’--
errriculum vitae and credentials., Needless to say, appraiser is out
of town and has to be tracked down by long-distance, In fact the
whole thing is being conducted by long-distance; I was on the phons
FOUR FOURS STRAIGHT Friday--pause for writing confirming letters in
triplicate--then another T/O FOURS dealing with financial matters,
Iuckily Mother died well, in her own home, among her things, inde~
pendent to the last, but it wac a close thing firancially. That
costs $30,000 a year, and has been going on, I figured that was
what Father had accumulated the cash for, and she ran oui just be-
fore her capital d:d. (Before Medicare i cost #50,000 a year for
two years just tn care for Father, wittoul the 'round-the-clock
nursing Mother needed.) ...Yesterday w3 easy, only two hours on
the phone, btut this time with the secretaxy whose aim 1s to break me
down by reading letters to me she has found going thru Mother's
papers., I didn't let her know she succecded. Also notifying Mother's
0ld fxriends, who have to be told it all in excruciating details moxe

reak-down..., 1 how have two museums and two Historical Archives
fighting over the spoils, all by long distance, plus innumerable
friends going in to choose mementoes Mother left nontes about, plus--
Oh, Jeff, it's 2 lesson, NEVER be the last of a line, and never
accnmulate,

And I still haven't dealt with her persongl effects,; clothes,
furniture, etec. (g§ roomsful })--all of which boti2» the hell cut of
me, They lived in that place--Father built the building and tuey
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took the whole top, and made the first roof-garden in Chicago-~for

64 years. I was born ir that fucking bed, th. books (10,000) were

my earliest companicms, < know evexry chip oi: every chairleg and every
ravel in every rug. 4ind I have to go "ack and look before the movers
roll in, because some of the fucking stuff is valuable.... S0 you
can see my head feels like the Bulgarian Tank Corps is holding ma-
neuvers in it,

If you use this, it'll help me by explsining why Tip‘mes isn't
writing anything any more for awhile.,..maybe it!'ll also be instruc-
*ive to somebody. 7You should keep in the money parts people should
inow what it costs to die in their own beds at age 94. I intend to
die alone on the VA wards, in case something overtakes me before I
can get the trigger pulled, ILeaving NOTHING.

Just as soon as the last essential paper is signed, I intend %o
take off--—on the urgent advice of my doctor—-for parts unreachable by
mail. You know where. What is laughingly known as my other or real-
life work can go screw it, I am not irreplaceable. 1 better not be.

If you have aging parents yon will come to bless Medicars from
the bettom of your heart. Jesus god, without it I shuddsr to think.
And so will you.

Well, this is a weird letter.

Let me know how life goes with you, Jeff old friend. Best to Ann.

As ever, yrs
Tip

I wrove Tip that I was worried there might be more information in this
than he meent to reveal, In pariicular, I thought the letter was a roadmap to
a newspaper obituary, After sending my response off, and worrying over the
problem awhile, I decided to look,for the obituary myself, If I found it, ne
harm would be doneg nho-one--not even Tip—-would have to know I'd looked, much
less that I'd found. If I couldn't find it, it would be safe to publish the
letiex,

So I went down to the library, and the very first issue of the Chicago
TRIBONE I pulled off the rack contained a little piece in the obituary section
entitled “"Explorer's last right--no rites." There were a couple discrepencies
with the letter (the article said she was 92, and had died in Rillings Hospi-
tal), but there seemed no doubt to me thet Mary Hastings Bradley was James
Tiptree's mother,

The last line read,"She is survived by one daughter, Mrs, Alice Hastings
(Mrs, Huntington) Sheldon."

This left me very confused. Sheldon was Raccoona's name, and it never
occurred to me that Tip and Raccoona were the same person--I curresponded with
Raccoona, too. But if Tzceoona was Mary Hastir;s Bradley's datghter, then why
was Tip handling the a®:airs? And on and on., 1 could make sense out of no
hypothesis,

So, despite my original intentions, I wrote Tip and told him what I had
dcre, and what I had found, and expressed my total bewilderment. I asked hic
to either tell me the truth or to stop worrying about it., I could accept fron
Tip a reply of "Patiences; all will be revealed in good time," but I couldn’t
just ignore it on my own,

So that's how I got my first letter from Alice Sheldon,
. After revealing herself to me, Alli wrote some of Tip's other friends—-

some of whom keep secrets better than others. (This is the part of the stovy
that I don't like, and I don't intend to go into it.)



So that'!s how James Tiptree'!s secret world died; and without it, could
he survive?

A11i Sheldon invited Ann and me down to her home in Virginia, Her first
invitation was swkwardly phrased; the way it came out of the typewriter, we
were all going to sit around naked and feed cookies to raccoons. She later
informed us she wasn't that kinky, but we said we'd go anyway.

She gave us divections to the gas station nearest her, from where we were
supposed to call her so she could come out and lead us back through the maze
of small vwoads 1o her place., Wnen we called, she just told us she'd be coming
in a stubby blue car. Several stubby biue cars later a woman got out of one,
obviously looking for someone. PRut, we thought, this woman couldn’t possibly
be A11i!

I didn't have any sort of fixrw mental image of ner as an individual, so I
suppose I was looking for the stereotypicel 60-year~old woman writer--and not
at all for the slim, vital, young-looking person that Alice Sheldon is. (I
became acutely aware of my flabvy belly.) After brief greetings, she hopped
back in her cer and sped oif, getting halfway down the road before T got off
the parking lot., But I managed to keep her in sight and wend on back to the
house.

She and her husband {a charming, white-bearded man) live back in the
woods near CIA headquarters. They clearad the lané by hand, and left some
trees standing to build the living room around, tbe truest jndoor garden I've
ever seen, (They got used to the snakes, lizards end insects that are always
coming in via the drainage pipe,) The place scems to be all windows, which
was great on the sunny day we were there, but must be less so during gloomy
drizzles. It also gets very cold in the winter, which is ope of the re=asons

Tiptree was always sending postcards from Mevico,

While we were there, she was Tip-
tree often, the raconteur telling sto- P
ries with little or no provocation, {é&
the speculator running with ideas to
logical, illogical and evocatiive con-
clusions. Sometimes (particulariy

when she and hexr husband clatiered ‘g ‘)53

\
around the kitchen fixing dimmexr) she 4% A7
was Raccoona, the rather dotty retired . ¥/
schoolteacher supposedly in Wisconsin. i
These were unconscious-—-whenever she {
thought about who she was, ske was
Alice Sheldon, the one who doesn't
write science fiction.

i w\

That'!s who she is most of the

St

She was a world traveller as a child

time these days.

A111i is pretty well retired now. 5 ( ?
(her mother wrote several travel i \
i

books, one of which was entitled ALICE
IN JUNGIEIAND), a painter, art editor

of the Chicago SUN, she was in the 1
Army Air Force (where she worked [ S =
variously as a designer of Christmas v J Z::;;EE_n_yk
cards and in photointelligence), she .
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was a teacher, a research psychologist, and, eventuaslly, an award-winning
science fiction writer.

But, it wes James T..uirce who was the »zieunce ficticn writer, and his
life could be over, a ten years' wonder.

Whether Alice Sheldon will be able to recreate him, only time will tell,
In Tip's stories, his characters were always searching for horz:., And the
searching was always easier than the finding.

EVERY THING
SUT TrE
SISNATYRE

1S Mg JAMES

TIPTREE, JR,

T2ah, Alice Sheldon, Five ft 8, 62 years, remains of a good-focking
gii vaguely visible, grins a lot in s depressed qJay, ver active in spurts,
Aiso, Raccoona,

How great. At last itf's out.

I live in a kxind of big wooden box in the woods like an adult play-pen,
full of slightly mangy plants, fireplace, minimal old "modern teak" furniture
strewn with papers, hobhies, unidentifiable and unfile-able objects; the tool-
room opens off the bedroom, there are six doors to the outside, and it's colder
than a brass monkey's brains in winter, except when the sun comes out and
shoots through all the glass skylichts, We've added on porches (which turned
into libreries), other excrescences—as somebody said, all it needs is a wind-
mill on top, Not so ridiculous now, Ting (short for Huntington, my VERY NICE
more aged husband of thirty years who doesn't read what I write but is happy
I'm having fun) used to raise thousands or orchids before he watired and
started travelling: he :ave them to the nation, i.e., the NWational Botanic Gar-
dens, who wanted hybri i, So now in the mifdle of the living room sticks this
big untended greennouse I am supposed to be growing things in, What I'm grow-
ing is mealy-bugs--MUST get at it. We built the place very modestly in 1959,
when it was all wonds here. Now houses, sub-divisions, are creeping toward
us. No more stags on the lawn--real ones, But lots of raccoons. Still pri-
vate enough so you can sneak out and get the mail or slip a cookie to a rac-
cocn in the bufi if you want to.

If you'd asked me any time from age 3 to 26, I'd have told you "I'a a
painter,” {(Note, nnt "artist"--painter. Snobbism there.) 4nd I was. Oh my,
did I draw, sketch, model, smear oils, build gesso, paint--paint--paint. (Age
3 1 drew pictures of our bulldog, with lollipop legs.) I worked daily, whether
I was supposed to be listening to lectures on Chateavhmiand, vhether my thoa-
huchand was shooting at me (he was a beautiful alecoholic poet), whether the
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sheriff was carrying our furniture out, whether Father was having a heari-
attack, whatever., And I weer’t too bady I illuntx.ted a couple of books in my
early teens, I had a one-—an ~show at 16, I exhibited in the All-American then
at the Corcoran--and the pzinting, which uscd me as model, sold. Somewhere ny
naked form is hanging in a bedroom in North Carolina, if it hasn'i been
junked., I bought a shotgun, a Fox C-E double-barrel 12-gauge full choke, with
the money. (Those were the three years when I was a crazy duck-hunter, before
I shot one too many cripple and gave it up never to kill anoth:r living thing,
bugs excluded,) I believe the Fox is now far more valuable than anything I
ever <id,

The trouble was, you see, I was just good enough to understand the differ-
ence between my talent and that rare thing, FEAL ability. It was as though I
had climbed the foothills high enough to see the snow-clad peaks beyond, which
I could never scale, This doesn't stop some people; it did me, What's the
ues »f adding to the world'!'s scrap—heap? The reason people thought me innova-
tive was that I was good enough to steal mannerisms and tricks they had never
climbed high enough to study. But I knew where it was coming from.

And then came the dreadful steady unstoppable rise of Hitler—-a great
spreading black loin—chop on the map~-and I found out something else. There
are paintevs who go on p3iwting when a million voices are screeming in terminal
agonies, And there are those who feel they have to Do Something about it,
however little,

So I came back to Chicago--I'd been living in Sen Angel, near Mexico
City, mucking around on the frin;zs of the Diego Rivera/Orozco/Siqueres crowd,
and took a job as the Chicago SUlI's first art editor, while waiting for the
Army to open female enlistments, (I wasn't one of the famous first group of
female potential officers; for some reason it was important to me to go in as
an ordinary G,I. with women officers.) Besides, I was having a great time
discovering that Chicago was full of artists, who had to exhibit in NYC before
ther could sell to their Chicago neighbors. Chic:zo then had two art criticsy
one was a lethal, totally politicalized Marxist (female), and the other was an
elderly gent who knew art had died with Cezanne, and whose feet hurt, So when
people sent works to Chicago shows they didn't get reviewed-~or it was worse
when they did, Anyway, I rooted out about forty producing groups, started
what was then & new thing, a New Yorker-type calendar, told people interesting
things to look for in shows. (One Art Institute guard, coping with a host of
people with my "guide" clipped out, demanding to know which was the East room,
asked me, "Did you do this?" Ncbody had asked him anything but "Where is the
toilet?" for twenty years.)

But this was all waiting, while the paper shortage cut me from a
page to a half and then to a quarter., And then the great day ceme, and I
trotted down to US Army Recruitment Station Nurner 27 in three--inch heels and
ry little chartreuse cr:pe-de-chine designer thing by Claire somebody, aad my
pale fox fur jacket, and found a drunken second lieutenant with his feet on
the desk., And when I said I wished to enlist in the Army, he caught an imagi~
nary fly and said, "Ah, hell, you don't want to go in that goddamn thing."
And T said if it was all the same to him, I did, And so~~but that's another,
five~year~long, fairly hilarious story.

People tell me I've had an exciting or glamourous or whatnot lifes it
didn't feel like much but work and a few adventures, & few, ah oui.... Al I
vrite is really from life; even that crazy duck-shooting boy breaking the ice
naked at 10° below zero on the Apache reservation was me, once ("Her Smcke
Rose Up Forever").

As to science fictions well, you see, I had all these un¢les, who are no
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relation at all, but merely stray or bereaved or otherwise unhappy bachelors
whom my parents adopted in th2 course of their wan’ -rings. (That sort of
thing happened much more in 1% old, o0ld deys, fThe fact that Father was an
intensely lovable man of c:wildering varied :aﬁabilities, and that mother was
a blazing-blue-~eyed redhead of great literac; and gayety didn't hw:t, of
courses and in thelr odd way they were both secretly lonesome-~having nothing
but peculiar me for family,) This particular uncle was what used %o be called
a Poston Brahmin, dean of a major law-~school, and author of a “zxt on torts so
densely horrible that I still meet lawyers who shudder at its name, In short,
he was dignified and respectable to an extreme--on the surface, as it turned
out.

The summer when I was 9 we were up in the woods of Wisconsin as ususl,
and Uncle Harry returned from an expedition to the metropolis of 1000 souls
thirty miles away with his usual collection of the New York TIMES, THE KENYON
RE7°W, etc, (There was a funny little hookshop-hole there that ordered
things for you.) Out of his bundle slipped a 7 by 9 magazine with & wonder-
firl ceover depicting, if I recollect, a large green octopus removing a young
lagy's golden brassiere, We are stared, The title was WEIRD TAILES.

"Ah," said Uncle Herry. "Oh., Oh yes. I, 2h, I picked this up for the
child,"

"Uncle Harry," I said, my eyes bulging, "I am the child, May I have it,
plesse?"

"Uh," s2id Uncle Harry., And, slowly, handed it over,

And so it all began. He wovid slip them to me and I would slip them back
to him. Lovecraft--ch god. And more and more and more; we soon discovered
LMATING and WONDER STCRIZS and othners that are long forgotien. We never dis-
cussad theny it was Just Our Secret. But I'1l tell you one *thing: you
hav=: 1 read fantasy of sf unless you have retira?, with o zingle candle, to
youw lenely 1little cabin in the woods, far from the gaslights of the adult
world; and set your candle-stub up in a brass basin and huddled under about
gixteen quilts—~tie nights were cold and drafty, the candle~light jumped and
gutiered, shadows everywhere, And then, just as you get to where the naneless
THING staxrts to emerge, the last shred of candle gutters out, leaving you in
the darx forest, And a screech-owl, who has silently taken up position on the
roof above, lets loose with a rerve-~curdling shriek,

That's Tales of Wender as they should be read, man,.

Well, of course I was hooked, from then on, permanently. Fy the time
World Wer II came along, I had about 1300 mags and paperbaclks cizcked in that
cabin alene, (I gave th-m all to the county lil~ary, despite the sneers of
the librerian, who doubtiless used them for dror--stops. Alas, alas; rubies,
pearls, emeralds gone itn ithe gravel erusher,)

With the war came a break, after which I started 2ll over again (having
discovered thz magic of subscriptions). I now have about 40 running feet of
them double~-stacked, plus head-high shslves bulging in all bathrocms, plus
riscellaneous deposits. In sddition, there's another 40 feet of philosophy
and politics and history, 60 feet of my old professional specialty (Experimen-
tal Psychology), 20 feet of math, astronomy and miscellaneous, 20 feet of fic~
“ion by dead authors and another 20 of same by live ones (horrible how gquickly
sne seems to have to shift them), 20 feet of Women's Studies and ralated ma-
terial, and 20 feet of mostly poetry. And SOMETHING has got to give. (Ch
well, who needs DAS KAPITAL anyway?)
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The painful part of starting like
that is that you rsad, read, read--with-
out, in most cases, noticing dull stuff
like the author's name, Until I started
to write it myself, of course; then
names become acutely important. But I
am still in the embarrassing positicn
of not knowing whe wrote some fantas—
tic scene that is forever engraved on
ny liver, And then finding out, Oh my
god, yes of course--~he or cghe 4id that!
{Worse yet, finding it out in hiz or
her presence, whether in the flesh or
in one of my Victoriamn correspondences.)

Now maybe this is the best place
to lay to rest one last ghost--the
business of the anonymitly and the male
vseudonym, First, the important part:
EVERYTHING I'VE EVER TOLD ANYONE IS
TRUE, with one excepticn, David Ger~
rold came looking for me and I told
him he was on a differvent street., If he'd waited before ringing the bell he
would have seen through the glass a solitary figure staring at a STAR TREK
rerun in the dark, and I'm sure the jig would have been up., Other than that I
have never told a lie or modulated my natural voice--I was wvery careful about
pronouns, things like "child" instead of "bey,” ete, eic, But it wasn't cal-
culated., (I'm lousy at that,) All my letters have been just first draft
typed as fast as I can go with my one finger. I can't help what people think
sounds male or female,

You sce, when I started, I was in rather a stuffy job atmosphere, A
university, And I was something of & maverick; I kept having ideas that
didn't jibe with the official academic outlook at my department. And when 1
started my own research it got worse, ("In this departuwent we do feel rather
strongly that recent PhDs do best when thelr work fits in with or amplifies
some of the ongoing lines of research here.") Well, I wasn't about to fit in
with or amplify anybody else's linej I had my own long-held desires, and I
kept citing research nobody else had read, or had read and dismissed, and with
great pain and struggle I set off on a totally independent tack, which had the
111 grace, aftexr four agonizing years, to pay off. (I 8till keep getting re-
gquests for it from obscure European universities, or hehind the Iron Curtaina)
With this background, the news that I was writing--as I said in that long~ago
interview--science fiction would have destroyed my last shreds of respecta~
bility and relegated me to the freak department, possibly even to the freak-
whose=grant-funds -~should-be~stopped divisicng those familiar with older
academe will get the pleture. Anonymity seemed highly desirable, And besides,
I had no idea the stuff wonld sell., So I just picked a name off a jar of mar-
malade, &3éing the "James" as one more bit of coverw~and my husband threw in
"Jr,!" for whimsy's sake., And then it all sold and I was stuck with it. What
started as a prark dreamed its way into reality.

You. have to 2ealize, this never was run as a real clandestine operation
with cut-outs and drops and santizing and so on, The only "assets" were cne
PO Box. a liitle lack, and the delicacy and decency of some people who decided
not tc pry.

When Jeff Smith wrote asking for that PHANTASMICCM Interview was the
first time I was apiroached personally by anyone, and I tcld myself, Dammift,
say no. ZFut then this business of really loving the sf world and wanting to
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say so welled up, end I thought I could kind of race over the bio bit without
telling lies and start waving Tello, You'll nete vat I put in there about
masks.,.. S0 that!'s how “t a.) started,

Then, from about the second year, when things began to get seri-us,
v James" started to feel more and more constrictive, It was as if there were
things I wanted to write as me, or at least a woman, (I still don't know
exactly what they are, that's the odd part,}) Meanwhile Tiptrse kept taking on
a stronger and stronger life of his ownj if I were supersti*ious I'd say Some-
thing +2s waiting for incarnation there in the Giant Foods iumport sections..
maybe I do anyway. This voice would speak up frem behind my pancreas some-
where, He insisted on the nickname, he would not be "Jim.," And as to "Uncle™
Tip--maybe I'm a natural uncle., See, I have no family, nobody ever called me
Sis or Mom or even Aunt Alice.

‘nd his persona wasn't too eccnstrictings I wrote as me, Maybe my pecu-
lig» vpbringing—-where values like Don!t-be-e—coward and Achieve! and Fight-
an—the-wnderdog's-side and Find-out-hcw-it-works were stamped in before iney
gnt %o the You're~a~young-lady stuff (which was awful)--maybe this resulted in
a lavge part of me being kind of generalized human being rather than specifi-
cally female. (I em very pro-woman, thoughj; once when dabbling in NY politics
I had the opportunity tou personally thank one of the original Sufrragettes,
then a frail but vital 80, teor “he privilege of the vote, It was a heautiful
moment,) PRut still I wanted to wvite as a womsn, By this point it became ob~
vious that killing Tipiree off, s2y by drownirz him out on the reef here,
wasn't going to be that simple, He~-~-we--had all these friends, see, So all I
did was ratihsr feebly set up Racc-oma Sheldcn with a Wisconsin PO Box and
bank, and I confess to giving her some of Tip's weaker tales to peddle, (Ex-
cept for the one called "Your Faces, 0 My Sisters! Your Faces Filled of Light!"
in the anthology AURCRA by McIntyre and Anderson. Nobody much mentions that
one, tmt I consider it as geod as I can do.) Anywsy, the upshot of all this
was trat viere I lived I wasn't, and I didn't live where I was, and things
were reaching some kind of crascendo of confusica, Frank! . I had no real
plan, So I was really relieved as well as traumatized to have Mother's ghost
do Tiptree in, Bt it left me with an extraordinary eerie eumpty feeling for
awvhiles maybe still does,

One problem caused by having a male pseudonym was that there was the de-
sire to rush (by mail) up to many female writers and give them a straight sis~
terly huz, (And to some male writers, too; especially those I knew were feel-
ing down, I guess I wrote some fairly peculiar letters here and there,) Ane-
ther problem, irat may seem 1-wvial, wasn't to me; people kept saying how
lifelike my female characters were, v"ile all the time I was perishing to find
out if the nzle characters were living!

Things like being h-oted at in tre Symposi in rez2lly didn't bothexr me ai
ell, because I doubtles would have dcne the same mys2if, And also I am used
to being hooted at for unpopular ideas~-the stimiggle I mentioned in the univer-
gity was just one of a lifelong series. And then, too, I'm a feminist of a far
earlier wintage, where we worked through a lot of the first stages all by our
loncsomes, Trhere are stages in all revolutions of consciousnees where certain
things are unsayable, because they sound too much like the enemy's line. Then
after some years, when everybody is feeling more secure about unity on the
racts and the wrongs, those "unsayable" things can be looked at objectively
again, and rew insight gained., I reler, of ccurse, to my real interest in why
people are mothers, (I just saw an article in PSYCHOLOGY TODAY that trium-
phantly claims that Fathers Do It Tco~-~but turns out on reading the data that
what they "do" 1s quite different. They play with babv; mother takes care of
it.) There were, of course, a lot rore things I felt like saying in {he Symwe
posinm, but I thought that one was safe for Tip., As indeed it was--typical
"male' nonsense,
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I've been amazed at the warm, kind, friendly reaction I've been getting,
even frem the most unlikely people. I worried deeply about what had unwit-
tingly become a major decepticn, I wrote at once to everyone I could think of
who might feel I'd let them go out on a cracked limb, They couldn't have been
nicer, If someone does feel griped, they haven't gotten it to me. The only
problem seems to be that now I'm expected to produce something somehow grander,
more insightful, more "real," Well, if I knew how, I would--the trouble is
that Tip did all I could in that line., If there is something-~other than
"Sisters"~-which is going to burst forth from my liberated gonads it hasn't
peeped yet. In fact, I may be written out for awhile., With each story I dug
deeper and deeper into more emotional stuff, and some of it started to hurt
pretty bad, "Slaw Music" reads like a musical fade~out or coda to Tiptiree's
group of work, And the story Judy-Lynn just bought is only an old idea
finally wiitten up.

Now, I've got ene more thing to add to this terrible monolog, In a fun-
ny way, I found that as Tip I could be useful to my fellow female writers.
There were times when Tiptree (male) queried anthology editors on why nothing
from this or that female writer was being used. And as an old gent I may have
been more helpful to sisters who were fighting depression than another woman
could., They hed to brace up and respond %0 my esurily complimenis-~Tip was
quite g flivt-—and they knew somebody quite differend valued them, Whereas
just another woman coming in with sympathy and admiration tends to dissolve in
a mutnal embrace of woe,

Now adieu. Oytside the Caribbean is in roaring high tide, storms are
chaging themselves overhead, the palm-trees 1lit up olive and white by great
bursts of lightning., And the generator is, as usual, failing, May you
never be the same.

tiﬂﬁj}j et
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I went to Germany last year in late September, with several thousand
other American soldiers, including my husband, a coleonel, who moved in a high-
er sphere than mine, We all belonged to a big theatre headquarters which was
transferred from Franee to form a permanent occupational command in the Ameri-
can 4one, Before we left France, I had just enough Wac points to go home and
my husband had an astronomical total of points, but I was anxious to finish a
report I had been working on for some time and he wanted to see his section
through & reorganization crisis., BSoc we elected to go to Germany for a short
time, In view of our imminent return home, I was granted permission to live
with him in a2 small senior officers! billet in the town we were movimg to,
along with five or six other colonels from the headquarters.

The prospect intimidated me, as I was & very recent captain, with a marked
arm reflex to live colonels (I never did get used to my husband in full rega=-
lia). However, I was somewhat comforted when I learned that there would be
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z one other captain living there, as bil-
leting cfficer. This was Captain Provi-
dence, a bouncing young man who spoke
rapii~fire, emotional German, which his
war assignments had given him plenty of

W opportunity to perfect., He turned out
F4 to be invaluable, because I was unable
Mo 'Jf to wrench a German verb out of the in-
P finitive, and my husbend spoke a form of
\\\~(}$) 1 German good only for indicating desired sec-
.l \f?)b { vices and making slow, stately comments on the
‘*"?/ A scenery.
1}
;7 The headcuarters town had been a solidly prosper-—
/ i ous German spa. It contained what had been only thicd-
i b class air objectives, but it had had the misfortune to
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vilian casualties, however, had been relatively light.

tn the afterncon the Colonel and I drove in from France,

the last of the headyuarters couvoys were still rumbling into
toun. The German winter was woving in, oo, with cold, continuous rain, It
was a deovessine ccene, Thne wel streets were hung with mist and choked with
rubble in many places. Low clouds slid through the blackened holes in the
roofless siells of gutted buildings. Most of the homes could te descrihzd asz
substantial, but none of them ccld be culled gracious., They were of a somehow
monstrous cubic shape and loaded with ornaments—-plaster eagles, lion gate
posts, fake caryatids, and iron cupids relieving themselves in fountiains, The
undamaged neotices exhaled an air of sullen sculleries and apoplectic parlors,
The damaged ones were grotesque without being pathetic.

We passed a small park containing a batterec statue ~f Bismarck, climbed
the hill back of town where the officer's billet area was, and drew up at last
in front of our house, It belonged to one Herr Doktor Groenecke, whose name
plate was on the garden wall. The house was dun—~colored, square, and high,
and had two turrets.

At the top of the front steps were two doors side by side, one for the
family and one for the servants, We entered through the family's door, which
was open, and found ourselves ix a cheerless vestibule lined with gray tile.
From a bead-curtained archway on one gide camp damp~dishcloth smells and
gemutlich laughter. We walked on into the dimness of a large, high—-ceilinged
living room, illuminsted by a cold yellow light from overhead, I looked up,
and involuntarily ducked from under a menacing chandelier as U'g as a summer-—
house and set with imit:tion candles. The furniture was ponderous and uphol-
stered in green. On the walls I could make out several acres of oil paintings
in heavy gilt f{rames.

Over in a corner of the room, a2 huge chair began to move. At first, I
could not see what was behind it, then it turned and revealed a swall girl,
who was sitting on the floor and pushing with her back. She saw us, gasped,
got up, tried to curtsy and almost fell over, and then grabbed a mop and pail
and fled past us out of the room, She was blond, about the size of an Amexi--
can fourteen-~year-old, with a2 curiously misshapen little figure, Her nose and
cheeks were bright pink and her stockings were torn. As she passed me, I
smelled perspiration,

We hallooed. Captain Providence rushed in, followed by a2 pallid little
man with a face like an old jockey's, The latter, the Captain explained, was
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the German houseman furnished by the Military Government., He took'our.bags
sagerly and started with us npstairs to the two r..ms we were to live 1n.

In the upper hallway, under a vast chromo of hercic ducks in a purple
pond, a door stood open, and on each side of it crouched a small, dark-haired
girl., They were polishing the big brass knobs and softly humming a song in
unison, One was wearing a nondescript blue dress, the other a skirt and torm
black sweater. When they saw us, the humming stopped and they bent their
heads and polished faster. We continued past them into our gquarters.

The other colonels were already in the house, and we Jjoined them at din-
ner around a long table set with Dr. Groenecke's elaborate china, During the
meal, Captain Providence briefed my husband and me on the servaents, and his
observations were later amplified by my own.

Fritz, the little man who had taken our bags, had been a sergeant in a
Ferman artillery unit that had spent two winters in Russia., Then there were
Bubi, a beardless, blond table waiter, also lately of the Wehrmacht and once a
steward on the Eyropas a grim gardener, paid by Groenecke; a fat female cook,
whose soups invariably had half an inch of grease on top; a tanned, sinuocus
pantry girl, who conplained that our G.I.s were fresh; several unknown and
smelly eubilies who came in to wash dishes; and an old, thin-faced German wo-
man, who did the laundry. Sha acted very sad and mavtyred, and talked in a
sharp, obsequicus whine, compliining to anyon> who would listen that she had
never done any menial work before and that she had had six servants herself,
She did not mention that she had been quite cordial to the local Nazis,

Besides this constellation of the defeated, there were the three little
girls my husbend and I had seen, They were D,P,s~-Displaced Persons--assigned
by the Militery Government to work in the house. Their names were Tilli,
Hanni, and Sophie, They cleaned the whole house from top to bottom every day,
in the old-fashioned manner--on their knees, with big bruskzs in their small,
roush hands, They were from Poland, and only Hanai spoke German, Sophie, the
little blonde we had seen downstairs, did not speak even ordinary Polish but a
dialect known only to Tilli, They lived over our garage, in what had been a
storeroom. The Germans went home every night, because they were not allowed
to sleep in the area,

For the next few days, my husband and I were very busy at our respective
Jobs in the headquarters and were seldom at home, But we did catch occesiozal
glimpses of the small D.P,s, irooping through the dark passageways with great
stacks of bedding, swabbing down the sione steps, rolling up the vast carpets
to make an island of furniture in the middle of a room while they cleaned the
floors, or continuing the interminable polishing of the brassvare-~always hum—
ming a2 little Polish scug, I asked Captain Providence to find out more about
them, How 0ld were they? Why were they in Germany? He gave me that I-hope-
you're-not-going-to-cause~trouble look which women in the Army get to know
well, but a few evenings later he came upstairs with a full account.

The oldest, Tilli, was twenty-two, the youngest nineteen, hat was So=-
phie, who spoke only the dialect, The Germans had taken them away from their
homes shortly after the fall of Poland. Tilli came from Iwow, Hanni from some
town whose name I couldn't catch, and Sophie from the country south of Warsaw,
Sophie had seen her mother and father killed in their garden when she was tak-
en, Tilli's mother was Jewish; both her parents had been taken away and she
had not heard of them since, Hanni's mother was a widow, and very olds she
had not been molested when the Germans came, but Hanni had not heard from her
for four years, The three had met for the first time when the M.G., assigned
them to our house.
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Where had the Germans taken them first?

Captain Providence looled unessy, and I realized it was better not to
press for an answer. In the case of Tilli ind Hanni, it was fairly clear,
They both looked very wise and experienced, DBut Sophie was something differ-
ent., Looking at her face, one saw & peasant's child, out of the feudal dark-
ness of the sixteenth century. She was no more equipped to meet life than an
American child of six. T reflected that five years ago, when rshe had been
taken, she had been fourteen. She must have heen a pretty little thing.

Whatever had happened at first, the three had ended as unpaid laborers—
as slaves, to be accurate, They had been sent to farms, I remembered seeing
the German edict to the owners of foreign labor, It stated in 1ts opening
paragraph, "The Polish peasant is an animal,”" The instructions covered focd,
shelter, efficient utiligzation, and death, in the order named.

It was evident that 211 of our three had been fed less than the great
German horses or the fat swine. I suppose they spent the winters in some cold
loft or bhay bern, That was the instruction--like animals,

Were they getting ennugh to eat nuw, I asked. Captain Drovidence inti-
mated that thero had been a little Llromwble but that it had bLeen vigorously put
to rights., Was it necessary tkat they work so hard? There was, it seemed, no
way of stopping them; the work was easy, they jusisted, compared to what they
had become used to, and they were happy in tha warm house, I started looking
for spsre ckirts and sweaters.

The next weeks passed quickly. The Colonel and I were always about to
leave and always busier than ever. Our replacements did not arrive, The win-
ter closed down with forty-five consecutive days of solid fog that dripped
ice. Coal was short, and the M.G, turned the electricity off all day except
at mealtimes, We worked by candlelight., Outside the hea iuarters, the Ger-
maus dug sporadically in the rubble for firewood.

At five co'clock on a pouring black afternoon, there came & scratching on
my bedroom dcor., I called to whoever it was to come in. It was Sophie--but
scarcely recognizable, Her face was gray, her eyes and nose swollen, her
pale, silky hair hanging in strings. She was wearing a skirt which I had giv-
en her a few weeks before. It had been a pretty good fit then, but now it so
tight in the waist that she couldn't fasten it.

"Madame!" she whispered. “Madame!" It was a wail, a tiny, hopeless
wail, Suddenly, she seized my hand, pressed it to her lips, and went down in
a heap on her knees, T got her into a chair and gave her a haud«erchief. She
was shaking all over, hcr eyes streaming tears, the soot from her nose running
in the tears down her face. I put an arm around her pinched shoulders.

"Madame~-Hilf! Hilf, Madame!"

I understood the "Help!"--~she must have asked Tilli for the word--~but all
I could do was hold her and stroke her hair.

Suddenly, she sat up straight, and I saw her lips silently moving, as
though she were practicing a speech. Then she spoke again, "Madame, make
baby kaput., I die." Suddenly, she realized that she was sitting in a masters!
chair and went down on her knees again, But she had spcken. The murmured
"kaput"” from the child's face had been quite awful,

I held her and said over and over, "Hilf, ja, Sophie, ja," and when she
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was shaking enly a little, I called Tilli and the two of us got her to bed
over the garage.

When Captain Prove’ leuce came in, we held a triliagual conference around
Sophie's bed. The facts were simple. Sophie was five months presiant by an
American soldier. It didn't seem possible we hadn't noticed, but ler thin
little body was always bent and all three girls were fat in the middle from
sudden food. The soldier had gone away almost at once, sayirg he would come
back for her., Kis name, he had told her, was Smith, Sophie :ad been sick for
several days tefore coming to see me, and the day before had gone to see the
Gernan dnctor whom the M.,G. had assigned to care for sick D.,P.s. This doctor
had asked her if the father of the child was a Germen, and when she had said
it was an American, he had sent her out of the office, telling her he could
not treat Americans. She had become sicker., She had not eaten for three days.

We did what we could for her that night, and next morning the Sunday
churchgoers stared glumly at Captain Providence as he tore around town in a
jeep inquiring where a D,P. could have a baby, (He bacame a celebrity when
the joke of "his" D.P. baliy went the rounds.) The &rpy infirmary sent him to
the M.G. headquarters, and they sent him to the German town major, who gave
him the acddresses of tue local doctors, and he flew from one to the next,
looking for a kind gyrecologist. §y ten o'clock he had found one, and also a
German civilian hospital <hat catisfied him.

Captain Providence drove Scphie and me to the hospital, with her dingy
little poaressions tied up in a towal., Ghe dvew hersclf straight and became
very still whaa we came to the g, red, high-school-CGothic building., The
lower windows wexre boarded up, because the glass had been shattered by a bomb.
It was vecy gloomy inside., I felt dubious at first, whken I saw the doctor's
pince-ney znd striped trovsers, but when he looked at Sophie, his lewer lip
went out and his mouth drew down into a tired professional compassion which
rea. zurc we. (It should be noted that this man afterward refused any payment. )

Aftexr {the doctor eramined Sophie, he told Captain I.iovideace that the
bsby wes dend, There was no heartbeat. He would try to get Sophie's fever
dewn and then sce if he could force labor, to avoid operating. He would keep
vy informed. We left Scphie tucked into a large bed in a turret rcom. She
hed a nuvsa--~a min with quiet brown eyes, who by 8 miracle spolze some Polish
woris that Sophie seemed to know.

I'or the next three weeks, I kert tracl of Sophie throvgh Captain Provi-
dence'’s repoxts, First, she was n labor--that went on for fifty hours, Then
the baby wae bern, and it was dead, Sophie was very sick. Then Sophie was
improving. Til1i and Hanni, and evan Leni, the pantry siren, went to see her
at the hospital every afternoon.

Sophie returned kome the dsy of the firstw snowfall., There was snow on
her haur whken sh2 cawz into my roon, quivering like a little dog. She luelt
and kissed my hands, pouring out unintelligivie words. She was radiaut.

Chiristrmas was coming. The Germans of the household bescame very fulil of
the spirit of the season and put up paper strearers in the kitchen. The thueo
D.P.s rose to the occasion in theie quiet way. They twined lamps and vases
and various ornaments throughout toe house with evergreen and little red bers-
ries, knotted with tinsel, Every day a new object had its green wreath.

The Colonel and I were determined to get together scme sort of presentis
for the three, By squeezing our clothing ration cexrds and ccaving our ward-—
robes, we collected shoes, galoshes, wool and rayon stockings, a sweater,
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coats, battle jackets, and o Wac dress. There wasn't enough of anything to go
areund evenly, so the Cclon=l devised a lottery. A1l the things were to be
laid out, and the girls were o write down chouces and draw lots, I heard of
it with misgivings, but i: wvas a lovely system.

Christmas afternoon, we spread everything out on the floor and Captain
Providence summoned the D,P.s. They came in looking expectant but frightemned
to death. They huddled by the door, in front of the articles om the floow,
and when it was explained that these were presents for them, Hunni started to
ory, Tilli turned fiery red and seemed to get brighter every second, and Sophie
just . tood like a 1little Peolish madonna, breathing through her mouth in holy
misery., It was obvicus that there would be no writing down of choices.

So we simply distributed the stuff to them in rotation, and it went all
wrong., Tilli got the only two raincocats and Hanni all the stockings, but they
imeo2iately began, with whisperings and pettings, to redistribute the things
amo:,; them. When the last plece was allotted, we were suddenly in a shower of
hand-Fissing and curtsies, and Hanni kissed Captain Providence on the cheek.
Then they bolted.

Life went back to normal, The evergreen wreaths shed their needles and
vanished, and the brass polishing wes resumed, Our work was drawing to a
clcse, and replacements started to arrive., Two of our original colonel resi-
dents had been replaced, and Captain Providence wes packing. It continued tn
be a miserable winter, cold and raw. And in the coldest week there arnse the
question of the Ielish girls' gquitting our houschold and going to a camp.

It seemed that, technieally, all D.P,s were supposed to live in the D.P.
camp, and a round-up wa3 i progress, The culonels were grave. Too much re-
sponsibility had alresdy been assumed by Captain Providence, it was generally
felt, althougn my husband had spread a majestic wing over the Sophie affair,
L,P.s were generally recognized as a questienable guantity, and a2 rumor had
arizcen that men were visiting our garage., Get c¢id of the D.P.s was the pre-
vailing mood,

Captain Providence and I tried to tell the girls, but at the first mention
of the camp they turned white, I had never realized what the word "camp" could
mean. We tried to reason with them, We explained that we were leaving, and
that after we left, they would surely have to go there, and that if they went
now, while we were able to stand behind them, as it were, it would be better
than going wnen we had gone--tit it was no use. They got whiter and stiller,
and then Sopiis started to chcke with smothered, terrific sobs, We gave up,
but higher authority let the girls siip through its clutches for the time be-
ing. They stayed in their heatless nook over our garage,

Spertly before we finally left, Sophie cawmz to me,
"Madame," she said, smiling beatifically, "danni haff baby!"

It wasn't so bad this time, Hanni was going to have a baby, 21l right,
and it was an American baby, but the American came through. He wasg at a nearhby
station, and he declared that he loved Hanni and wented to marry her. I saw a
letter he sent her, addressed simply "For Hanni," and brought by a friend. It
encleged forms for her to sign. The Colonel and I and Captain Frovidence
breathed again.

My husband and I left suddenly and completely, in the Arpcy manner, There
remained no connection between us and the thvee D.P,s. We realized that we
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didn't even know their last names, We felt that with luck Hanni had been tak-
en care of but that probably Tilli and Sophie had in the end gone to camp, al-
though we had dene what we could to commend them to the incoming »fficers. fr
that, possibly, being so small, they had been overlooked and left to sontinue
their scrubbing and polishing. We never knew.

But this much is certain, that last winter those three had shelter and
food and, after a fashion, clothes. Someone knew them, They were not let die
~~not then, at any rate. Perhaps they are still alive and have a raincoat or
a sweater to wear, Perhaps they are being fed, or are able to exchange a coat
for food.

Those simple things were not true of all D.P.8 in Germany in 1945y.despite
all efforts official and unofficial. They may be even less true this winter,
These were the lucky ones.

10 Dec 76: "The Lucky Ones" was written at a time when ocur treatment of the
DPs~-the hordes of miserable people wrenched from their homelands by the Nazis
~-was a Cause, you know, like Help the Biafrans--only it was 2 USA problem,
what we were doing or not doing. (They cut out the part about the girls hav-
ing been used as 10-year-old "service facilities" for the German troops.) I
didn't write it because I thought I was a writer, but to try to tell people
what "DP" really meant, Jesus, it was awful, 4nd one could do so little., We
ended by forcibly shipping loads of them back to the Soviets, who promptly
shot thewm,.,.after extracting all possible work. (Because they had been con-
taminated by seeing the free world, namely us, see.)
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FROM THE MOMENT

| RERLHED OUT
TO HOLD

May and June 1976 were months of Heavy Occurrences, I got mar-
ried three times (in three different stiates), survived a murdex at-
tempt, moved to the barbaric lands of southeast Alabama, started a
major cross-country business {rip—and met Yes,

There was lots to think about, in those two months....

Why I got the opportunity to do the latter is easy enough to ex-
plain., I nigged it. For over a year I'd been freelance hacking for
CELEERTTY magawine, one of the imitetors of PEOPLE, usiang the link to
nake money by meeting neat pecple, Getiing pald to eat dinner ai
Carl Sagan's nouse, for exampls, is such a surfeit of fertune that
you expect the Gods to exact a nasly revensge. So it finally came
around that I convinced my editor that a piece on Yes would be good,
a few phone calls to people at Atlantic and Fremier Talent set things
up, and we discovered that my best shet was Huntsville. wihers they
played the Von Eraun Civic Center on the first Sunday in June,

I was there early, five-hour drive or nn. I waited in the
Hilton's lobby, which is three stories tall and swndrenched, feeling
an odd mix of nervous anticipation and smug pleasure as I watched tho
tour perscmmel start te arrive, Gear was wheeled in, and wheeled
out, YES stickers on everything. I recognized a few roadies from
tourtook photos. 4 group of young women passed by carrying plexi-
glass bowls of salad and hesalth foods.

The band was scheduled to arrive later on a separate plane, It
was just pazt one whken they got in, It was quite a spectazle.

an inferview with
JON ANUEKS0ON
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Steve Howe was first, carrying two guitars in heavy traveling cases. He
was dressed for the heat: sunglasses, shorts, a v-shirt a size ton small, and
slightly silly-looking black zhoes and sccks. Alan White was next, and except

for the fact that his JeXsey it and his shoes were track-style, there was
nething to distinguish these two from any towist wandering the place.

Nnt so the rest, Chris Squire glided by, tall and lanky and outfitted
from toe tn seck in a white suit that was so elaborately "casual" it almost

hurt to look at him, Jon Anderson ceme in almeat demmvely, nedding to people
and greeting them in French, wearing white cotton pants and a purple Indian-
print shirt. There was a formality to his walk, as though he were an sfficer
sn review, And then there was Moraz.

Who gets a paragraph all his own. He wore ridiculeusly small, tight
denim shorts, high~heeled clogs, a glaring orange Jamaican-style shirt lmothed
at the chest s0 that it really covered only a little of his back. Rings on
all his fingers. Over his shoulder a leather bag that was 98% fringe. And as
he walked in he nonchalantly nudged a gelfball ahead of him with idle swings
cf a putter.

Now that's an entrance., He was a tourist, tce, but he looked like he had
been bodily transplanted from the Riviera., Net only that, but he had pretiy
good legs,
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(S(This seems a fairly useless explanaticn: Yesfans already know it, and
non—yesfans are skipping this nterview. Eut [vet 'n case: PEick Wakeman had
been Yes's keyboardist since 1971/72, bet quit ih:z band in 1974. DPatrick
Moraz replaced him, but L. cad the rest of ™e »aud had a parting of the ways
late in 1976, Eis replacement was,..Rick Waleman,)S)

I nade my contact with Alex Scott, the group's road manager, while the
band settled into the2ir rooms and descended on the organic mur--igs, Poor
4lex looked exhausted, but calmly listened as I explained myrgelif and tcck the
copy -7 KHATEU 5 I had brought with me, thinking the band (> say nothing of
Jef® iwiith) might appreciate it, He said he'd get Jon down to see me as soon
8s possible,

I managed a handshake with Steve Howe and a short talk with Patrick, who
was pleased that I liked his shoulderbag. In ansuer to my question about the
way e ended the 1 album, he said, "I wanted it abrupi, because it was the end
of 7.2 dream.” He alsn tnld me that none of his film scores had ever been ra-
leased con record in Europe, a great disappointment to me.

Mcre time passed, and at last Jon ceme down, He was tired, too, and
betwean that (Me hzd to regularly clear his throat) and the noise in the lobby,
eur first atteuplt to get en interview goinug was a flasco. Only the quiet of a
room would do, 80 we repaired urstairs, This is when I discovered that all
that serious music had only siovn a side of the man. That afternoon I meu Jon
Anderson, the clown. At his roor's door he siwuggled with the key for a time
end then gavz up, locked closely at it, and soid, "No, that's from Mswphis.”
Pooket-rummaging produced another key, but he didn't even try it. "Wo, Last
nightts,"

"Re rignt back, he added, and bounded—-~literally bounded-—down the hall,
Thirty seccuds later be cawue buck arvound the cornsr, dragging a bewildered
blach: maid by the wrist end doing a fair imitation of Groucho Marx!'s walk,

Cnce inside the room he showed off a few things before we started the
tape roiling. There was the cover artwork for OLIAS OF SUNHILLOW (whizh
hadn'!t been relsaced yet, and since his tape wlaver had stepped fusecticaing I
couldn't hear the cassette ha had with him) and a mini-easel that was set up
on %he room!s table. Every morning on this ftour he had been relaxing by doing
watercolors of whatever was outside his window. The Iinal kick was when I
noticed a copy of ORIGINS OF MARVEL SUPER--HEROES in his suitcase, ("I used to
be real big 3nto Marvel,") Ircnic, because CELEERITY and Marvel are sister
owifits,

Anvhady who bounds down hallways i'm at home with. There wasn't much
tize, so we got started. Here it is,

FRETF: FRACGIIE was the “irst album of yours I ever heard, but I was oo yoing
for 4%, It just didn't strilke home., Taan somezone in Fanuas fooced me
o listen to CLOSE TO THE LDGE over headphcnes and the thing just
nailed me to the floor., I've been a fanatic sineco. How the hell did
you start? How did you get into the nmusic game?

JON: A long time agao, about fowsteen years ago, I started in a band ard
gonerally just got into the idea ¢f bsing in a berd., It was fua, it
wes something to be involved in. The horoes of the iime were the
Feutles so it was always a guestion of being able to sing like the
Beatles, Top Tyenty, you know,.

FRIFF: You just sang, then?
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I just sang frr about four ¢r five years. 1 tour?d Englang, went t?
Germany, and various things like that. Got very involved in traveling
around, not caring so wuch as to what I was doing, more &s ta must?f—
ing the most experienmce one could a* that time. The group I was wilth
for five years I decided to leave because I started to realize about
that time it takes more than luck to be a good band. You've got fo
work, and you've gnt to rehearse and practice, At the time the guys
in the band, except for a couple of them, were not very interested in
developing, We were a good band—actually I think we wers a very good
band--but I didn't think we were good enough tn go to London., So 1
left and came back to London about six months latexr, having goue
through my changes. I started ts look around for a band to work with,
any band really, just to work., Then I met up with Chris at a bar he-
cavse I was working there and had some friends there, and they helped
to get the band together finaneially, Because in them days it only
tonk about a thousand dollers to get a bard on the rcad, whereas these
days 1t takes about ten or twenty thousand dollars before a band can
even set foot anywhere, So a thousand dollars got us on the road and
basically we wore a well-rehearsed band, and that's how Yes started,
really,

That scems like a long time ago. You've gone through some pretty vio-~
lent persomuel chaunpes siuce ther.

Yeah, well, it's a kind of very intense situation, all around. I'm
not one to rest on laurelas.

In America they'd call you a workaholiec.
Yes, prcbably. "Energy is eternal delight," as William Blake said,

How are you following up the electyrnic aspeet now? VWhern Wakeman
joined you the boom started, and the gear the show is carrying is
rretty incredible,

At the moment we are kind of,,.monsterized, We are traveling around
with a kind of big, physically deranding monster, in terms of staging
and equipment. I think we are seeing it as a kind of ocmen for later
experiences, Spesking of eleectronics and music: our ears are accus—
tomed to certein sounds and vibrations of sounds, and electronics have
been with us for such a short periond of time in lifespan that it's
still in its birth ctate., Embrysnic. The socunds that are pessille
via electronics become more and more exciting, more and more,..plausi-
ble, and more and more acceptable to a lot more people. Electronic
music has always been sort of a hidden, avant-garde expression, and
only in the last twenty years has it become strong in terms of reck
and roll, and stronger in terms of futuwse music, Because electrcnice
music is nnly just beginning.

How d9 you handle that kind of choice?

It's a response to being involved., If you want to be involved in any-
thing then you are in contrcl,

You never feel overwhelmed by the sheer amount of possible choices?

Not really. I can listen to other music and be overwhelmed by that,
yeah, but not by what I'wm myself involved in because~~well, if I were
overwhelmed by it I wouldn't be deing it. You are a receptacle for
whatever is going to happen, and if it's a sound you like, and you
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touch on it and like it and work on it, then that is you as a person
at that point of time., That is your ear.

{{a phone call interrupts))
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Where were we?
The hardware:; the electronics you are working with in the show.

It's very exciting to us to be able to get down to putting a show to-
gether., I've always enjoyed the idea of theatre, of fantasy, so
that's where we are heading, what I am moving towards.

A tangent, You've all gone off to do solo albums and are now playing
together again on tour. What is it like now? Different than before?

Well, we realize a lot more of why we are a band, and what a band can
do., This is why it's a good situation. I think that if ever there's
a time that we decide to split for awhile I'm sure we'd get back to-
gether again. I don't foresee zny kind of big breakup for the band
because we've shown that we can go away and then come back. At the
moment we are going through a kind of trial situwation where we are on
tour without a new album. We've got this idea of a new album,...

And what is i% going tc be 1like?

Well, it's going to be a very open, kind of exciting album., We all
have a very strong feeling towards it. But because we have set our
situation to come on the road this summer, to reintroduce ourselves to
ourselves, and ourselves to the ardience, via Yes music, we are play-
ing older Yes music and getting off on it., I think it's the culmina-
tion of a lot of work over the las* few years,

Last summer I caught two shows, and there was an incredible difference
between them. Both good~-but the approach varied., Patrick seemed a
greater spark than Rick had been.

Patrick is for the band, and that's important. It's when everybody
together forms a circle—n((makes a ring with his two hands))--that's
why they call them bands,

What are some of the ideas you are planning for the next album?

Well, we're very excited about some of the new instruments that have
come along. Patrick's polymoog, I'm playing harp...

Celtic harp?

Yeah, I'm playing it on stage tonight, just for a couple minutes.
You'll see it.

That's going to surprise the audience, like when Chris started doing a
harmonica break in "And You and I1,”

Chris has always played harmonica, and he enjoys that soxt of thing....
Then there is Steve with his synthezar and Alan is getting very in-
volved in electronic percussion. Again, it is a new expression, There
is a certain amount of thing, and feel, and tightness you can gel with
a percussion player playing a wider range of scund than with just a
drumkit, It's very exciting to be able to open up 2 new sound, Step-
ping stones,
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Chinese string instrument, and it was obviously very well~presented
music, but it was alco very blues-criented., I mean, you read weli-
known critics or writers of mwodern music saying there is so much dif-
ference between Chinese, Indian and western musiws, but basically
there isn't,

Bxcept on the obvious tonal surface., I know what you mean ahbout the
surprise: I heard a samisen trio once that sounded like they were
picking bluegrass, but it was actually Japanese classical,

It's these people who create a slight frustration that musicians al~
ways have. The musiclans want to reach out and touch as many people
es possible...and then they can be stopped by these people who don't
listen.

Cexrtainly Yes has always had problems with the established critics.

Ve have had our fair share of battles, I suppose I probably alweys
will have, because although I have a regard for some critics, when you
see garbage written about music that has really been worked on,..it
would be better if that guy hadn't written at all, rather than write
nonsense, If he wants to write nonsense he should go to a nonsense
paper, There should be a little more concern for the artist, Say a
young guy wants to make music: he goes inic a studio and gets a lot
of money given to him to make an album, and makes one that isn‘t guite
acceptabie, llaybe to about 20,000 peopie it would be, btut beeause i%
isn't a hit million-seller people call it garbage. Do you know wrat I
wean? And then fthat guy might say, "Oh, I'1l go and become a mechanic
then," because he hasn't been given that bit of help or guidance.

They are not knowledgable people, most critics, so I suppose I've al-
ways had this internal want to rewrimand,
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I feel the same about srt critics, book critics, movie criticR.s..
It's the same game,
You collect instruments?

I'm playing & lot of instruments these days, and anything which comes
along and takes my fancy I will get and try to learn, I'm playing
koto now, not too difficult to play once you learn how {o get it in
tune—~actually I should say not too difficult to play because I'm not
playing anything too difficult., And I'm learning the bamboo flute.
It's good for your breathing. It took me a year to be able to pley a
flute, And finally I picked one up one day and it made a sound aui I
wes stunned,

{(We start passing flutes and recorders and such back and forth, doing little

runs,

At this point I couldn't make a flute play--something I've lesarned

since, in exactly the same way as Jon--and irn the middle of it all Alan .
White came in: "I was attracted by the flute," We talk instruments and
instrument collecting and KHATRU 5, which apparently everyone has looked at
and even liked, Gratitying,))
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There are lots of miscellaneous gquestions I wanted to get into., Small
ones. For example, it has been reported that you all made films re~
cently?

Well, not quite. Ever-one did make short movics to promote their al-

bums, woildwide, jus® s.ttle ten-minute things. But I've always been

very intcrested in movies and I know I am going to maske some-~but when
It11l get the time, that's anoth~: *hing.

How about that incomprehensible chaat at the end of "To Be Over!"?
It's just sounds.
Not words?

It isn't words. It was never meant to be any kind of mysterious
thing., I did went a sound, like a lot of people doing a little song,
but T didn't sant any words, It goes "New som du lay sah du rah san
du lay tu sai rah, du sah du lay, sah du rah, tey tu santeh," It can
be interpreted anyway you want, Have you got an interpretation?

Well, not really, Using a graphic equalizer to try and pull it out

the best I could get was a batch of scmmds thet might have been
"someday, SOMEONEC.."

Really?

It was yvery annoying, 4 conundrum,

It was never meant to be., I think I wrote it down, didn't I?

Nope.

That's where it went wrong. I should have done that., It was very
simple, really, but instead of going lalala I went du ssh du ray, <ic,.

I didn't reslly want to write any more lyrics at that point.

RELAYER had certainly the sparsest set of lyrics yet,
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JON: I would think that the lyrical content was strong.
FREFP: "Sound Chaser" is particularly so,

JON: That's basically talking about the band and music, and what the band
is up to.

FREFF: The critics slagged your lyrics, as usual.
JON: I don't know. I haven't read any reviews on it.

FREFF: They were quite intelligent--ha! ROLLING STONE even typeset thenm in~
correctly, to make them seem even more confused than the reviewer
clained, In ths same review department he said something to the ef-
feet that there was more musical invention on 10 CC's THE ORIGINAL
SOUNDTRACK than on any dozen Yes albums,

JON: Well, that's because he likes 10 CC.

FREFF: Certainly, but 10 CC is just a rock version of Broadway show music,
not any kind of real inventionm.

JON: That critic's argument is like saying cheddar cheese is better than
lancaster cheese, or California grapes are better than Mexican grapes.,
They are all grapes, a ~rape is a grape. Music is music, His opinion
doesn't bother me becaunce T kaow a lot of peopie enjoy and get off on
the band,

FREFF': You wouv:dn't pack relatively obscure arenas like this one in Hmtsville
if that weren't so. But getting hack to your lyrics—-they are uncon-
ventional., No "moon/spoon/June" stuff.

JON: That's basically because I never felt myself to be a good poet. It
has taken me a long time to accept that, and now I can write moon,
Jure,..loon...and I've written a few little songs that way, IL've get
an idea I'm going to do, a children’s fantasy, maybe a ten—-to-fifteen
minute song, and I'm going to use that very-eay-to-latch-onto kind of
lyrie. When you have been brought up with such good lyric songs—-and
I've always admired Rodgers and Hammerstein, Lerner and Loewe, Hoagy
Carmichael, ="1 those characters who had a really strong talent fox
relodic wri%ting with words—-I felt I wasa't very good at it, and I
would leave it alone and venture off on another way of expressing what
I was thinking, It started te come out on THE YES ALEM, but it be-
came very strong on TOPOGRAPHIC OCEANS, I found a certain way of writ-
ing that just came out. I didn't pre-organize any of my writing; I
never have. I just wrote what came at that point.

FREFF: Did the writing come before the music?

JON: Generally the musiec first; with the writiing of the lyrics afterward,
or sometimes at the same time, I never sit down and think "I'm going
to mesmerize them with this one.” I just write what comes, If it's
"Cause its time is time in time with your time and his news is cap-
tured for the Queen to use,™ well, that's what came out at that point
in time.

FREFF: Whether it makes literal sense or not, it sounds delighiful.

JON: TYeah. Good rhythms, good tempo. And obviously in this sort of thing
vou have to go through a lot of self-developmeat before you can actu-
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ally state...umm,.."the fist
will run/grasp metal to gun."
And so on. To me the want to
say something strong came &t
that moment, I started to
write about what I felt about
the heaviness of the future of
war, and the past of war, and
it btecams "The Gates of
Delerium,"

That's a very visuval piece of
misic, A very vivid cavalry
charge you composed,

Yeah, a cavalry charge and the
rise of the victors at the end.

That music swaggers so much it
is painful, When I hear it I
feel uncomfortable,

A lot of people didn?t like
that, Of late I've found a lot
of people who have saild it was
a very violernt album, and T was
pleased because that's what I
was tryilng to get out. The
subject matbter isn't light.
Having not been inwvolwved in war
and probably not being involved
in war, ever-~-this +ime, any-
way~~it's my son, ovr soms,
that'll be involved in these
thirgs, They'll come and go
and come and go., That's your
light and shade, T wanted to
express something that vivid,

I put on records by this guy
naned Ilhan Mimaroglu, who is
exitremely heavy, In this case
"Wings of the Delerious Demon"
~~hence "Gatez of Delerium,"

T4 instilled in me some kind of
heavy, revolutionary feeling,
Mimaroglu's music is extracrdi-
nary to the ear, It is differ-
ent, It hasa't been heard be~
fore and won't be heard zgain
and is very enlightening, I
feel, It filled mes with this
want to express something on
record and on stage, '"Gates®
is a wvery good stage number, If
we could actually put on a mock
battle in visuals at the same
time,..I world like to fry it.
I wouid like to frighten an
audience, Not to frighten then
for that alone, but for the

e,

PLIEECS:

a,*_..
o2

R
e

NS ey el o Y05,
S,
S



FREFY:

JON 2

FREFF s

JON

FREFF s

JON's

JON &

FREFF :

JON ¢

-6

theatrical part of it. TYou can go to a good play or film and be
frightened, but there just isn't much music like that, Cne of the
most frightening musical experiences I used to go through was Holst's
"Mars," because Holst always seemed to capture the incredible thrust-
ing of Mars, the bringer of wars. It really scared the hell out of me,

What inspired "Roundabout"? There are some very science~fictional
things about it, particularly in connection with the Roger Dean paint-
ings for YESGSONGS,

"Roundabout" was and is a song about coming to play for people. We
were travelling through Scotland at the time, and we were writing the
scng, me and Steve, thinking about ths amount of time that we play ard
our days spent totally around the people coming to see the show. It
was a way of expressing that we were here, the music was here, The
roundabout is us: a sort of central pivot for an idea. You can look
around us, in one sense., We play outwards, in anecther.

Put what about the line "Mountains come out of the sky and they stand
there"? Roger Dean pzinted that, very literally; did it come after
the line, which must have had awother inspiration entirely?

When you travel through Scotland from one city to another you are ac~
tually besieged by these monstrous hills, mountains really, and be~
cause they ccme out from clouds there doesn't seem to be an end to
them,

How abouié the reports «f arguments during recording? I understand
that wihsa Rick Wakeman ((first)) joined you he was convinced the band
was about to fall apart.

Bvery band has its own way of beins together, That Yes's way., If the
term "argument” is the right term,..itis energy, excitement, expres-
sion, It won't come ocut in other ways, it comes out in a blurt, It's
a statement, and if that statement is shouted it isn't through lack of
love or respect but because of the want. If the band is intense as
musicians then the statements are going to be stronger and be said
stronger. What you go through when you work with someone is that you
love thems by the time that divorce was happening--when Rick was 1
leaving--it w2s horrible. Horrendous. And the press loved it,

Of course.

Pat we didn't know what to do. We were lost, a little bit frightened,
but we still felt we were doing the right thing by staying & group.
Then if a person wants to leave, he iz becoming ™"not part of the
group, "

RELAYER almost got releazed as a four-man, right?

Yes, but when we got back together as a band it needed to bhe five be-
cause we needed a Keyboard player, Patrick wanted in and we wanted
him. It became a band again, That whole thing about Rick is sort of
an old, old story. The last time I saw Rick we were great friends,
really. We see each other as much as we did when he was in the band,
which wasn't a great deal when we weren't touring. When we are work-
ing together, that's vhen we are a group, Byt it was a strange ex-
rerience to go through, just to change.

o e e e e T
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There wasn't time for more, dammit, He had to g¢ off to the zound sheck,

We wandered over together, Jon playing with his bamboo flute as if it
were a swagger stick. Some Yesfans who recognized him stopped us and asked
for seme photos, Jon graciously consented. Who they thought I might be, I
don't know, or how they expleined me when they showed their pictures of Jon to
friends, PBut I kind of wish I could have a print or three,

It was 3 memorable day.
((Postscript: I got back to Enterprise about six AM, nearly twenty-£ive
hours after I had left, to discover a message. Jon had called me, wanting to

clarify a few points end make a request, It seems he really liked the pictuxe
I had done for KHATRU's "Relayer! column, Could he have the original?

({(By all means,))

YES (1969)
Jon Andevoon (Jred voeals), Petev Banks (guiter, backing vocals), Bill
Brutord (drums, vibhes), Touy Kaye (organ, pianos, Chris Squire (bass,
backing vocals)
TIME AND A WORD (1970)
same line-up; engineered by Fidie Offord
THE YES ALEOM (1971)
Steve Howe leplaces Peter Zanks; Tony Kaye reluctantly adds electronic
keyboards; Yes and Eddie Offord now co-producers; "Your Move" first hit
FRAGILE (1972)
Rick Wakeman replaces Tony Kayej; first Roger Dean cover; "Roundabout"
CLOSE TO THE EBDGE (1972)
Rick Wakeman: THE SIX WIVES OF HENRY VIII (1973)
first solo album by any Yes member; with Bruford, Howe, Squire and White
YESSONGS (1973)
three-record live recording; Bruford on two cuts, Alan White on eight
TALES FROM TOPOGRAPHIC OCEANS (1973)
two-recerd studio set, disliked by Wakeman
Rick Wakeman: JOURNEY TO THE CENTRE OF THE EARTH (1974)
successful enourh commercially (if not artistically) for him to quit Yes
YESTERDAYS (compiled 1974, re'eazse delayed until 1975)
two cuts from YES, four from TIME AND A WORD, one left off T&AW, Paul
Simon's "America" recorded between FRAGILE and CLOSE TO THE EDGE
RELAYER (1974)
Patrick Moraz joins as Wakeman's replacement
Steve Howe: EEGINNINGS (1975)
with Bruford, Moraz and White; last Yes aibum for both Offord and Dean
Chris Squire: FISH OUT OF WATER (1975)
with Bruford and Moraz
Alan White: RAMSHACKLED (1976)
Anderson and Howe on one cut
Patrick Moraz: y (1976)
Jon Anderson: OLIAS CF SUNHILLOW (1976)
totally solo: Anderson sings all voices and plavs all instruments
0ING FOR THE ONE (1977)
Rick Wakeman now replaces Patrick Movraz
RICK WAKEMAN'S CRIMINAL RECORD (1977)
with Squire and White
--Jjds
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As all good reviewers should, I've got a Theory, and as all good theories
shomdld have a Title, I whipped up one of those, henceforth to be known as
¥rans's Theory of Subjective Raticnalization., ILike all good titles should
(and so ravely do), this one neatly sums up the content, Anytime that anyome
—cvlitic, revlewar, or casual reader~-sits down and begins to get involved in
a bock, there is an iuitial, subjective reaction. That reaction may carry
through to the end of the book, or it may change as the author tells the
story. The initial reaction is guite simply, "I like this book," or "I don't
like this book," in varying degrees ("I like this book a lot" or "It!s okay,
but...")e From this point (and this is what distinguishes the three types of
readers enumerated above), the objectivity begins 1o enter into the percep-
tions, It is at this point that the reviewer has to determine what there is
about the book that he or she liked; what worked and what didn't; what parts
grated., Are there sbvious holes in the story's logic? Has the author sacri-
ficed characterization for plot, or vice versa? How does the author's percep~
tion of the TUniverse or humen society fit into the reviewer's (and this is
something that is becoming more and more important to readers, writers and
critics; 1t is aleo something that some people d=2ny is of any real importance)?

There are a number of ways that reviewers and critics attempt to deny the
existence of this subjectivity, Many of them like t» claim that they are
judging books on a totally objective level, on the basis of "pure! literary
values. What they fail to see in themselves is the ability to rationalize
what they feel: the reviewer with a leftist bent is probably going to do some
serambling to prove that the authoritarian book just read is poorly writien
rather than getting into an outfront attack on the autkhoris politics,

Some reviewers adopt the silent majority approach. Perpetrators of this
can be quickly detected by their use of "fthe reader" rather than "I"., "The
reader finds himself at a loss to understand what is going on” rather than the
admission that "I couldn't make heads or tails than this." This is designed
partly, of course, to relieve the reviewer from the stigma of being dense,
(Anycne who then reads the book in question and understends it perfectly is
going to krniow that the reviewer is nct cnly dense but likewise afraid to ccp
1o it,) The excuse given for this scrt of writing is the old, objective~jour-
nalise line beaten into the heads of high scheol students,

I think it's extremely impcrtant for reviewers to acknowledge their
Prejudices, to explain to their audience what their tastes in fiction are,
That allcws the audience to determine whether they!re getting a Del Rey or a
Russ, a Darrell Schweitzer or a Debbie Notkin, And remember, thait audience
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in~ludes nrt anly potential readers, but the authoxs of the booka in question;
it's equally important tn them to kmow whether or not they can discount the
eriticiem 21med at their work, This heonesty is scmething I'm going te attempt
tn achieve here, Judge me by the extent tc which I succeed,

There are some books that I dislike reviewing (and for that matter, read-
irg) hesause I Asn't feel they merit the expenditure of time and effort, Scme~
times, gewever, they nesd tr be reviewed, if ~nly because they're going tn be
reneivinzg the seort ~f media hype that will succeed in feisting them off on an
ursus»eeting public., Such a beek is LUCIFER'S HAMMER (Playboy Fress, $10,00)
by Larwy Niven and Jerry Psurnelle, a novel that is destined to be one of
thase thimgs that penple will peoint to when telling you how much they love
“Bpi-fia“

LUCIFER'S HAAMMER succeeds admirably at presenting rverything that is bad
aheat seience fictimn, It's our old friend the end-of-the~world stery ard
nethipg new has besn added., It's definitely an sf disaster novel, frllowirg
in the gargantuan frntsteps nf staries about droughts, floods, plagues, cracks
in the Earth's crust, and collisions with heavenly bedies, (The British used
te mrank nut these things with amazing regularity.) There's a formula ta
writing this sert af book and Niven & Pournelle have gotten it down pat, They
spand time building up the suspense, describing the approach of an encrmous
mromet and the slow realization on the part of the world that it is geing to
smash into the planet. The stage is set by introducing a wide range ef char-
acters, all of whom can be described by their labels: Senater, Senater!s
beautitnl danghter, handsome as’ronaut, dangerous black punk, intreplid repor-
ter, whining bitch, religious fans.ic, etec, {This stems from the "ILifehozt"
approach—-1nts of stirred-up evwotions.,) Sononer or later, all these characters
are going o be cdrawn together scmehow, their lives intertwined. This is an
approach that con be dore masterfully, and enrich the tale of tragedy. (ﬂn
early example, ILeiber's THE WANDERER, s,rings to mind; it worked there, but
Leiber went on to add a further dimension--and a sense of wonder—--to this stexy
that is definitely lacking here.) TUnfortu-ately, it is a technigue (1like the
plot itself) that has been done to death, and neither Niven nox Fourrelle
possesses the stylistic abilities to pull it off.

The next, predictable stage of the novel is the disaster itself., The
comet strikes the Earth and blasts everyore back to the Stone Age. BRut wait!
The forces of @rder still exist, in the guise of clean~cut politicians and
scientists (American, of course; the Russians and Chinese have conveniently
killed each cother cff) who will struggle against Chaos to bring us all safely
back into the Nueloar Age, 2% surprisingly, the authors take the opportunity
to support the techno-paradise viewpcint, glerifying nuclear power and x. di-
culing the idea th t freon gas could destroy the ozone layer (a left-handad
shot, totally unrelated to the storyline), Much of what they have to say
about the benefits of American technolegy is valid, but an awful 1c¢%t is
highly debatable.

It is during the final portien of the book—~the post-disaster section--
that one nf the most insidious c¢f science fiction conventions is repeated.
Disaster novels are curiously Utcpian, almest sz though the authcrs believed
things would be better if the slate was wiped clean  In nevels like these,
the male characters are allcwed the oppcrtunity to indulge in all sorts of
macho caveman games, Wemen are reduced to thelr "proper" rcle in life: "The
only good thing about Hammerfall, women's 1lib was dead milliseccnds after
BEanmerstrike..." (p. 3i11). A&lthcugh women make up the majority of the world's
population, they always end up in scarce supply, and as becoty, in post-disaster
times., This allows the remaining men the opportunity to ccmpete fer and izo-
tect them., I'm reminded here of Prownmiller's theories on rape and prehisioric
role~development,
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Post-disaster steries invariably reaffirm the author'!s bhasic faith in the
evil nature of humankind, While other writers have painted a biack picture nf
the "inevitable" petty dictatorships that crop up, Niven and Pournelle provide
a rationale for authoritarianism: +the need to protect the remnants of civili-~
zation from a marauiling pack of religious fanatics that not only seeks tn des~
troy a nuclear power plant, but eats human flesh besides,

And finally, like almnst all disaster novels, the development of the new
society is cut short by the authors, I suspect that the cause iz a laek of
imaginatien, but the result is that we are never given any insight into the
long-term changes that will result from the slate-cleaning, We are left with
the impression that Mankind Will Prevail!, but there is no real indication of
how the new society will survive, whether it will rise out of the new feuldal-
ism, wheth-r it will adapt to the drastic changes in weather patterns, none of
the real human problems that arise,

The three baoks that make up the Chronicles of Thomas Covenant: Unbeliever
(LCED FCUL'S FANE, THE ILIEARTH WAR, THE FOWER THAT PRESERVES, Holt Rinehart
Winston, $10 each; SFBC) are a good source of contrast. While no new fantasy
novel of this centuvy is going to be free of compavisons to (or the influence
of ) Tolkien's work, Stephen Donaldson's secondary world is definitely his ewn.
He has succeeded where few ethers have done so, in melding the novel ef char-
acter with the tale of adventure. The adventure does not serve as a vehicle
for the characterization, but irctead each is an integral part o~f the other,

Donaldson's work is no mowe a true trilsgy than Tolikien's wasj; it is ome
novel published ia three volumcs, with suitable leads .n and out o»f each to
create the illvsion of a trilegy. (Trilogies being something ~f a marketing
recessity nowadays; only Le Guin's Farthsea books really meet the definition.)
Put it is a true novel in the way that few books of science fiction or fantasy
are; all the classic elements of plot and characler development are here,

Covenant is a leper, ostracized in our world, He is drawn into The Iand,
where he is greeted as the savior, His wedding ring of white gold is viewed
as the talisman that will protect The Land from Lerd Fnul, the Despiser, Un-
like the average fantasy hern, Covenant is unable to accept the reality of the
world he has been drawn into, and Donaldson manages to maintain that ambilguity
throughout the bock, As much as I wanted Covenant tn realize that "this is
real, you dummy; thess people love you and rely on you," I respected Donald-
scnts unwillingness o sacriiice the realism he established with his
protagonist,

I suspect that it may be difficult for some people, particularly femine~
ists, to get far into this book. Bhortly after he arrives in The Iand,
Covenant rapes a young woman who has befriended him. It is not until much,
much later that he realizes what he has done---the enormity of his crime, It
becomes, at that point, nearly the final straw in his lecad of guilt. But it
is important to realize how much this act reveals of his character, As
Donaldson makes clear, Covenant:s leprosy has Lincome an integral part of his
life. Because of it, he has had to shelter himzelf from all painful con%acts,
both emotional and physical. The Land (and the young woman), with its enor-
mcus health and physical demands, is like a slap in his face. His response is
imnediate, resentful and violent.

I dontt want to scare anyv potential veaders off by implying that this is
some breceding, depressing novel of "Realism,"” The Iand is a marvelously rich
sccondary world, and for the most part Denaldscn's language is sufficient T
the task of picturing it. The rhadhamaerl have an enormous power over stcne,
shaping it as a potter does clay, using it for light and cooking, wielding it
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as & weapon. The 1lillianrill possess the same skill with wood. And there are
wizards, cave wights, the Rloodguard, giants, and elves., And more, muvch mors,
The Tand is beautifully portrayed, and serves as a fine sounterpcint to

Covenant's bitterness.

If there is any failure here, it is that sume of the mest vivid taies
Lappen offstage. ALl too often, the ceniral characters are toid of some great
tagk, adventure or battle, rather than actuwally participating in them, This
failing seens t~ be a product of the story's emphasis con the character of
Thomas Covenanl; these incidents happen to others, and the conuentration oi
aig peint of view subgequently limitg the field of aotion. lternatively. as
in the passaga through the forest of Morinmoss, the forces that menace Cove~
nant and those arcund him are unfulfilled, There ssems to be srme signifi-
cance tn ths fact that the forest marks Covenant's clothing, but we never
learn what it might be. 4nd the passage itself is quickly achieved; the
threat is apparently imaginary.

Most of the time, Donaldson writes in a colecrful, poetis style. Gnly
rarely deoes he ruin a particularly successful filgure of speech by repetition,
or slip into cliches like "ichor.® Fe should, however, eschew his songs in
the future, and if his characters really "grind their teeth" as much as he
describes they're all going to be gumming their aliantha before long.

Thie is appaveukly Tonaldson'!s first book. If he can continue fto write
with this quality, and indeed jwprove, he will be a wajor writer in the field.
I, for one; am green with envy,

If I may be allowed to change stride here, I would like to wax enthusias-
tic about a few recent art titles, I've had a leng love affair going with the
work of Edd Cartier, probably the best artist the sf field produced during the
go—called "Golden Age." For entirely too long, his work has been almost com—
pletely ignored. Now Gerry de la Ree has published EDD CARTIER: TEE XNOWN AND
THE UNKNOWN {de la Ree, 7 Cedarwcod iane, Saddle River NJ 07458, $15.00), a
becutifully prinicd volume that reproduces snme of the artist's best work,
Drawn mostly for the pages of ASTOUNDING and UNKNOWN, these illustrations re-
veal the incredible technical skill and humor that make Cartier so endearing,
He is most successful, I think, at creating bizarre little aliens and creaturen
of fantasy, Cartier created the quintessential gnome, His style is marked by
heing impeccably elean, and his ability to delincate shape simply by varying
the thickness of a line is a marvel., While nn one could have produced a bock
that centained all my fevorites (I particularly missed the Hokas), de la Ree
and editor Dean Cartier have agsembled a wonderful beck.

Iike Cartier, Rrian Froud is most successful when creating creatuves of
fantasy, and injecte2 the same sort of wil into his grotesqueries. THE IANL OF
FROUD (Peacock Press, $7.95) is one of the new vclumes of art edited by David
Tarkin. It containa 46 color plates of Froud's work, a collection of wondern,
Tnlike Cartvier, Fnoud makes little use of white space, preferring to fill the
scene with his subtle tones and fine detail, His work is, in some ways,
reminisesnt of that of Rackham and Ivlace, and draws heavily on Celtic lsgend
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and storybnok tales, It is, quite simply, beautiful,

Foually beautiful and tetally different is the work of Nanecy Zkholm
Purkert, whose work has &lse heen collected by Larkin (TEE ART NF NANCY EKHCTN
FURKERT, Peacock Press, $7.95). She is, I thirk, the firest illustrator work-
ing in the field eof childrern's books teday. I only regret that I do nnt
possn3s the vocahulary to adeguately describe the qualities that make her werd
sn sunressful, (learly influenced by the masters of classical art, she hrings
4o the fine art ~f illustration an eye for detail and realism thet is astound~
ing, (Fer example, in her Snow White and the Seven Dwarves, the dwarves are
net just little people—ihey are dwarves,) It is this realism that makes her
fantastic visions so effective, IListen, dmn't take my word for it., Trot down
tn the nearest brokstore and pick up a enpy, thumb through if~—and buy it.

ERIFFLY NOTED:

Pohl, Frederik, GATEWAY (St. Martin's, $7.95)-—Prebably Pehl's best book, this
¢ne may get him the Nebula for best nevel two years in a row, I did a longer

review of this fer Delap's F&SF Review, part nf which was excerpted by Pohl in
an avtinle in FATAXY, {(Delpa's may even get arcund to printing it some day. )

(e of the Lesl books of the year,

Leiber, Fritz, OUR IADY OF DARKNESS (Putnam, $7.95)--I'm a hard—core Leiber
fan, but found this less accesslible than most of his books. It's worth read-
irg, though, particularly in anpnjurction with his other stories about urban
supernatura (e,g. "Smoke Ghost").

McCaffrey, Anne, TRAGONSINGER (Atheneum, $7.95)-~The weakest of the Pern
books, DMenolly is Jjust ton sweet for wemds, and nnthing bad ever seems to
heppen to her, A1l of the other little girls are, of course, jealous of her
and petty as hell., BRorrow someone's paperback when that comes out,

wilhelm, Kate, FATIT LINES (Harper & Row, $8,95)--Unquestionably Wilhelm's
best wnrk, and no, 1t's not sf, 4 rich novel of character, extremely moving
and elegantly crafted., Wilhelm succeeds in putting me inte the head of an old
women to a degree that I wouldn't have believed pesaible. You must read this
hook.

Strugatsky, Arkady & Boris, ROADSIDE PICNIC/TALE CF THE TROIKA (Macmillan,
$8,95)-—For those of you who souldn't get into EARD TO FE A GOD, this may e
the snlution. A beautifully clear and readable translation, Even Del Rey
liked the first short novel, although he made it clear that the second (a
hilarious farce) went over his head., T reviewed this for Delap's alsoc, and
they wight print this one tno, “utstanding.

Strugatsky, Arkady & Foris, PRISONERS OF POWER (Macmillan, $8.95)--Essentially
good fechnigue, but it's nnt a rouser of a story. While ROADSIDE PICNIC spar~
kles and engages, this nne slogs zalong. Wnrth reading, but prcbably only to
the persistent.

Hoyle, Fred & Geoffrey, THE INCANDESCENT ONES (Harper & Row, $7.95)--3if the
expression "stinks on ice" didn't already exist, 1'd have to invent it to des-
cribe this cne. Aveid it as you would the plague.

Wilhelm, Kate (ed,) TTARTION SF (Berkley, $1.25)~-a very good collection of new
writers, and I'm pleased t4 repnrt that it's been picked up for another year
at least. A vast improvement ever earlier Nlarion antholegies. Xeep an ej2
out for meore steries by Pat Hodgell and Kathleen Sidney.
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Bryant, Ed (2d.) TRICENTENNIAL (Pyremic, $1.95)—Prck this one up if you can
find it, if only fer Vonda McIntyre!s "Aztecs;" it's worth the price.

McCaffrey, Anne, GET OFF THE UNICORN (Del Rey, $1.75)~-The cnly interesting
thing about this one is the way the title was screwed up by the publishers:
it's suppesed to be "Gat of the Unicorn," but appsrenily the typesetter's
grasp nf English is slim. Net worth the money.

Gunn, James, KAMPUS ( , $1,75)~-T threw my copy away and can't remember
the publisher., Totally without redeeming value of any kind.

Herbert, Frank, THE DOSADT EXPERIMENT (Putnam, $8.95)~-If you liked CHILDREN
OF DUNE, you!ll love this nne. I didn't,

Farmer, Philip Jose, THE DARK DESIGN (Putnam, £9.95)—~I was afrald Farmer had
lost whatever writing ability he once possessed. This confirms it. ¥ot up to
the first two Riverworld books by a mile. Iats of self-confession. Fhooie.

Tolkien, J,R.R., THE SIIMARTLLION (Houghton Mifflin, $10,0C)~-I dunnn, I loved
it, but it surely is different from LOTR, 4 lot of people are going to be
disappointed, I think, mainly because they den't understand the cral tradition,

Wolfe, Gene, THE DEVIL IN A FORRST (Ace, $1.50)—-—A lot of people, including
the publisker, are calling this a fantasy, If it is, I don't see 1it, but it!s
a nice book, Quiet,

Preiss, Byron (ed.) WEIRT EERCES, VOILUME EIGHT (Jove, $1.,75)--I1 loved the two
Kamus stories by J. Michael Reaves, and the Pova story wasn't bad, Moorcock's
is a stinker rejcinted from the early 60's, and Farmer's is typically
derivative.

GARDNTR DOZ0OIS:
BEST SF APOCRYPHA

(S(This piece, which rather obviously I was supposed to have printed last year
~-~znd would have, really, had I been publishing at the time--is a section of
Gardner's introduction to his BEST SCIENCE FICTION STORIES OF THE YEAR antholo-
gy, cut from the volume for space reasons, It isn't long, but the version
printed in the book 1s just barely there,)S)

Most of the preminent novels of 1976 seemed to primarily concentrete on
professionglism and entertainment values; few of them will last the ages, but
almost all of them are worth their cover prices,

Semuel R, Delany's TRITON has hardly beer mentioned in either the fan or
the professiornal press this year, and there is something stubbern and sulky
about the silence. DTelany, I sussect, is having his hand slapped for writing
last year's enormous nchn-novel DHALGREN, a stat®c 879-~page tome that became a
paperback best seller and cult nbject (kids were weading it in laundramats,
for God's sake, along with JAWS), and aroused within the sf genre the kind of
shrill and hysterical vituperation usually asscciated with the pollution of
precious bodily fluids, Actually, TRITON is a pretty good book, as undeniably
2f as DHALGREN undeniably wasn't, and I suspect that if it weren't for DHAISREN
backlash (if, for instance, TRITON and not DHALGREN had been Delany's long-
awaited "next novel" aftexr NOVA) TRITON would be being hailed everywhere aa
one of the major events of the year. Not, you understand, that TRITEN is a
masterpiece, or even, cn points, Delany's best bockeno, parts of TRITON are
highly self-indulgent, parts are murky and inexcusably slew, end parts are
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self-parody. However, TRITCN is also that rara avis,
a valid sf novel that is alsc a irue novel ¢f charac-
tor, and the pavts of it that are good (the bulk of
the novel, happily) are very good indeerd. It is plain
that Delany's fiction has mutated in the years since
NOVA and the DRIFTGLASS ctories: gune is the fero-
cious, headlong narratiye drive that was his trade~
mark, gone is the joyocus aad quite conscilous use of

¢ pace npera sh*icks pushed pact even the limits of
"cosmic,” and the wild Besterian juxtapositicns their
use engendered--replacing these things is a strongly
heightened perception of character, cf the connecvicns
and interstices of pecple, and I think it entirely
possible that Deleny's best work is yet to come,

Arthur C. Clarke's new novel, IMPERIAL FARTH, also got a cold reception
within the field, from many of the sawme critics who raved over his 1974 novel
RENDEZVOUS WITH RAMA; interestingly, it did much better with mainstream
crities, including some who usually don't like sf. IMPERIAL EARTH has been
accused of being a travelog of the future rather than a real novel, and was
widely criticized for being tensionless and lacking in drama or real human
contact, These points are all quite valid, but despite them IMPERTAL EARTH
is thoroughly enjoyable in its own low-key Clarksian way; a travelog, yes, but
2 pleasant and well-made one, It is interesling to compare Clarke's outer-
satellite culture with that set forth by Delany in TRITON, and in fact i%
would be fun to do a lengthy comparitive analysis of both books (doctoral can-
didates take note), as much for the similarities that would emerge as for the
differences—similarities that are intriguing in books by two such vastly dis-~
similar guthors writing almost literally a world apart,

Frank Herbert's CHILDREN OF DUNE got an even colder reception from most
genre critics, but became a bestselling sf hardcover, a very rare commolity
indeed. It is interesting to note that while CHILDREN OF DUNE and TMPERIAL
FARTH reised so liitle enthuvsiasm within the field that neither of them managed
to make the Nebula Final Ballot, they were the very two beooks most admired by
mainstream critics this year, and two of the biggest sellers of all time.
what this growing dichotomy bodes for the future of sf, I don't know, but I
have the feeling that we are in for interesting times,

My guess for this year's Nebula winner is Frederik Pohl's MAN PLU3, a
jazzy and provocative book that manages to survive evea the absurdity of its
underlying premise {crea*ing the cyborgs is obviously a much harder, more pre-
carious, less effective, and tremendously mors expensive way to colonize Mars
than the metlod alrcady in use): sophisticated writing here, bleak and bitter
hunmor, sly insicghts, and a bzautifully delivered kicker at the end to turn
everything upsidedown.

Another top contender is Kate Wilhelm's WHERE IATE THE SWEET 3IRDS SANG,
a slow (sometimes too slow), thoughtful, sensitively-written study of what
happens after Things Fall Apart, the cities are reclaimed by trees and si-
lence, and clones inherit the earth from the now-sterile remnants of old-
recension humanity. Unlike many sf novels, the vision here is broad and epi-
godic, spanning generations and several sets of finely-drawn chavacters, and
has a powerful cumulative effect--mood and character are as important or more
so than concept, and the book is rich enough to repay detailed re-reading.

Larry Niven's A WORLD GUT OF TIME is in many ways en atypical Niwven nov-
el, although it is one of his mos%t thoroughly enjoyabie: with its vast time
scale, cosmic landscapirng, ruined civilizations, degenerate superbeings,
fignts, chases, and court intrigues, 4 WORLD OUT OF TIME sometimes seems more
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1ike a better-ra:ionalized and updated PIANET STORTES yarn than the type of
thing we have come to expect from Niven. Robert Silverberg's SHADRACH IN THE
FURNACE, his seli-pronounced last novel, is also dissimilar in tone. pacing,
and emphasis frem much »~f his pravious ceuvre, and strongly reinforaces my wish
that Silverberg would reconsider his retirement, Also fun 1s Joe Hgldeman's
MINDERIDGE; not the instant classic that his THE FOREVER WAR was, perhaps, but
still a good sf story stylishly and professionally told.

John Crowley and C.J. Cherryh alsn established themselves 2z writers to
watch, with, respectively, ERASTS and FROTHERS OF EARTH,

Mverlonked novels this year included Kate Wilhelm's THE CLEWISTON TEST
(which was published as a mystery, although it is at least as good an sf novel
s WHERE LATE THE SWEET BIRDS SANG, and in some respects a betfer bock: more
tight, taut, and stark); Pamela Sargert's CLONED LIVES, another thoughtful and
well-written clone novel that suffers (to a mush greater degree than the Wil-
helm) frem being ton slow and episcdici Michael Rishop's AND STRANGE AT ECPATEN
THE TREES, which was much too short to do well as a highpriced hardcover novel
(a publizher's misjudgment here——ECRATAN is a novella, nct a novel, and should
have been published as such);* and Cene Wolfe's enchanting medieval fantasy,
THE DEVIL IN A FOREST, which was so determinedly overlooked that no cne else
in tle r3eld seens ever to have even heard of it.

A1l in all, not a bad year for novels, although we have had much better
years in the past-—and 1977 may well shape up as one of those better years
tco, although speculation, unfortriaately, is nowhere near as comfortably pre-
cise as hindsight.

STEVE BROWN:
PROZINE REVIEW

TORPIL, wvnl., 1, no. 1, Pall 1977

The editorial poliey of this new prozine can be summed up in the words of a
girculer sent out by editor Axel Gautier to all sf slush-pile readers {in part):

We at TORPID firmly believe that there is a void in the sf publishing
field, There is a large market for truly bad fiction (lock at the
sales figures for Lin Carter novels); a concept piloneered some years
back by the uniiorm hidecousness of ALTERNITIES, an anthology edited
by David Gerrold which has become a hard-te-find cult classic. At
TORPID we are dedicated to publishing the worst stories available.
Dor.'t return those stinkers you xerox and pass around for the amuse-
ment of friends, send them to us,

The cover nf this first issue is an intriguing Sternbelly, depicting the
strenucus mating of two globular clusters (companions of M31) on the rumpled
sheets of a large veil nebula.

The issue opens with a long novelette, "Necropilities'" by Weldon Efflu-
ence, a story to watch in next year's Nebulous awards. It is a tale of
municipal polities in a decaying and uninhabited city of the future, full cf
intrigue and noxious vapcr-filled rooms. The story is noteworthy for 1ts

#(S(In fact, ECRATEN was sold to Harper & Row as part of a package of
three novellas (the other two magazine reprints); but just prior to publira~
tion, Hexrper & Row decided they could prcbably do better selling the one 23 a
novel than the three as a ecollectinn. It szrtainly made for a slim book.)S)
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total lack of clraracter development, A masterful job of bad writing, and on s
topic of which there is so little to say.

In "Lay Down and Swim," Sarantha Wickford turns a disturbingly unigue
story of dolphin domesticity into a monotonous and depressing narrative by
means of a skillfully impenetrable interior monologue that comprises ninety
per cent of the story. Another story showing a wonderful degree of genuinely
poor eraftsmanship.

Editor Gautier himself will write the review column, This issue he turns
in an admirably dull end rambling essay on the use of Deus Ex Machina in
Thomas Monteleone's SEEDS OF CHANGE,

"@" Lty J, Patrick Sally is yet another retelling of that not~well-worn-
enough concept: the "eddy in the flow of Time" that causes a total breakdoun
in Time's sequential aspect, causing the simultaneous occurrence of all events.
The story itself concerns & doomed love affair in which both participants ex-—
perience the bitter dissolution of thsir relationship simultenecusly with the
heady emotional giddiness of the courtship phase, The characterization is
satisfyingly shallow and superficial. The main difficulty in the reading of
the story, and the reason for its inclusion in TOKPID, is a stylistic conceit
of the author's; every word is written directly on top of every other word,
making the deciphering of the narrative flow a challenging experience,

"The Iigzard's Maw" by End~lyh PBecklunge is a standard tale of kindly,
peace~loving human colonists bain~ brutally oponressed v an indigenous reptil~
ian race. Handled with a pedeszirian style ("As I begun crossing the street, I
and my fellow peace-loving coicnists were callously thrown back to the curb by
an onrushing s’ieam of serpentine traffic"), the story is hampered by good
taste,

Another story to watch 1s "Pregeneration! by Elmer Wransid, concerning
the physiological and psychological difficulties encountered by two gay asiro-
nauts, Adam and Barl, as they return from a boring voyage to the least-known
moon of Uranus to a devastated Earth end attempt to repopulated the planet,

No issue of TORPID will be complete without a variation of this fine old
chestnut,

"Random Dispersal™ by Ruth C, Avedikian postulates a society where
(shortly after the psrfection of parthencgenesis) all male humans have beea
herded into concentration cawps and summarily disposed of--and the probleuws
encountered in the filling of such traditionally male societal roles as iheavy~
weight boxing, political corrupticn, rape, and testosterone generation, The
story begins as a satisfactorily shrill polemic, but degenerates toward the
end in a welter of compassion,

"Onto the Screen: 2:39 FM, Eastern Standaxd Time" by Samuel Robust is a
disquieting pseudo~Kafkaesque tale of forebeding. A large iridescent incsct
lands on the window-~screen of a disillusioned roung screenwriter (cleverly
naned after the author), and clings there for the remainder of the afternoon,
creating a chill air of menace that contrasts vividaly with the bright sunny
day. The author/protagonist reclines amid a pile of wadded-up paper and con-
templates this vision, slowly transforming it into a telling metaphor of the
interface between nature and human technology. I can't spoil the ending; suf=-
fice %o say that when the sun goes down, the story is transformed intc & whole
new realm of psychological terrsr, This could have been a pretty bad story,
and almost makes it {given the situation), but it is ruined by some fine, af-
fecting writing.

(S(Steve, what about the rumors that these are descriptions of all your
old stories, and the "reviews" just the criticisms you got at Clarion?)s)
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ROBERT SABELLA:
STAR SONGS OF A YOUNG PRIMATE

SONGS OF STARS AND SHADOWS
George R,R, Martin
Pocket Books $1.75 240 pages

In the space of a few years Gecrge R.R. Martin has become a very recog=-
nizable name in science fiction. He has already won a Hugo Awaxri for "A Song
for Lya" as well as nominations for "And Seven Times Never Kill Man" and "Wiilh
Morning Comes Misifall," so he deserves to have his newest collection treated
as a major book, Alas, it is only a showcase for a young writer whose poten~
tial has not yet been reached,

George Martin possesses most of the skills necessary to become a major
writer, His writing style is strong. Not only does it not intrude on the
stary but it carries the reader stoothly and interestingly. His alien worlds
are colorful enough to be appealing, While at this stege many of his charac-
ters are straw dogs displaying one-sided personalities (notably Johrny in "The
Tover of Ashes" and Keith in ",..For a Single Yesterday"), occasionally he
creates somebody with the potential to be a genuinely multi-~f{aceted person
(Winters in "...For a Single Yesterday" and tne kid in "Night Shift").

Where Martin's stories ultimately fail ig in his uge of dramatic conflict,
At this stage in his career he is still learning how to plot,

Consider "The Tower of Ashes,” This has the potential to be a fine story
but, alas, never amounts to wuch, Its protagonist, Jommny, has isolated him-
gelf from humanity hecause of the hurt felt over his lost lover, Crystal. It
is important to realize that Martin is 2z unabashed romentic, It is, he
claims, "a literary/philosophic tradition with a long and honorable history."
Mostly he seems to be a disillusioned romsntic since his protagonists never
experience growing, thriving love affairs, Either they agonize over decaying
love or yearn fer long-dead remnants, ©Such is the case with Johnny. Martin
obviously cares for him and that feeling is transmitted to the reader, but
this feeling is never used as the basis for any dramatic conflict, sther he
expects us to wallow with Johnny in self-pity for twenty pages, Crystal and
her current lover find Johnny and try to convince him fo return to civiliza-
tion with them. Instead he tries his damnedest to impress her that he is the
better man. That is @not conflict, only weakness, and it ruins a potentially
good story.

More successful is ",.,.For A Single Yesterday." It is also one of the
more recent stories in the book, which is a hopeful sign. It takes place af-
ter the Elast, during which a small group of survivors try to rebuild their
lives from the debris. The exception is Keith, whose sole concern is rellving
the love he once kmew but which he lost when Sandi died in the Blast, BHe is
another pathetic character with whom the reed r natiwrally empathizes. However,
this time Martin provides true C.amztic conflict, KXeith has a sma:l supply of
a drug called chronine which enables him to relive memories from his past, no-
tably memories of being with Sendi. Enter Winters, an ex-soldier who attempts
to organize the survivors as well as possible so as to increese their chances
of surviving, He determines that the chronine should be used o search all
the survivors! lost memories for infermation to aid their struggle, not as a
crutch for Keith's emotions. The other survivors are torn between their own
needs (for example, one woman is pregnant while another man's father was a
doctor so that he may possess knowledge which could aid in her childbirth) and
their love of Xeith,. I% is true conflict which Martin exploits logically and
satisfacterily., The story is told from the point~of-view of a narrator who
appreciates the concerns cf both Keith and Winters so that neither appears as
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a villain. This is important if the conflict is to have any gut meaning to
the eadex and not descend into a good-versus-evil plot. Martin slaims this
story is "one c¢f my first-rank top~of~his-alleged--form stcries," It is indeed.

The cther siories all fail, largely from lack of recognizable plot. The
story with the mos* wasted potential is “Men of Greywater Station" (written
with Hovrnrd Waldro,). It postulates a battle for survival of a group of sci-
entists stranded at Greywater Station, the sole humar outpost on an exotic
alien planet, They battle ageinst all the planet's lifeforms, which have
united into a communal entity whose sole geazl is to absorb gll life us paxrt of
itself, Including, of course, the scientists, The writing is smooth end the
characters behave convinecingly as real humans in a stress situation. I don't
need tc tell you how the story ends since the scientists spend most of their
time making it clear they expect the alieun lifeforms to defeat them, Sadly,
Martin and Waldrop do not disappoint them,

There is a flash of hope at the climax of "Men of Greywater Station."
The authors attempt to rationalize how expectedly events ocecurred, but they do
80 too weakly to justify a thirty-eight page novelette, It comes across as
little more than a flimsy gimmick ending, Sadly, it could have been developed
into a strong ending with some hard work and extensive re-writing. Instead,
the authors took the easy way out and we merely have another story that
could-have~been but is not. Too bad,

I should mention "And Seven Times Never Kill Man" since it was an award
nominee, but I found it the worst debacle in the book, It abounds with uncon~
viacing alien pseudo-religion, characters speaking in mock-biblical langurage,
quotations from the Book, all unfocussed and rather boring, I wonder what the
Hugo nominators saw in this story that I cannot find,

While I cannot recommend SONGS OF STARS AND SHADCWS, neditner do I condemn
it. Martin's potential is strong and, should he not receive too many unde~
served kudoes, he mey develop into a major writer indeed, The most hopeful
sign is his recent ANALOG serial APTER THE FESTIVAL (which I will not review
in its serial form; magazine editors are notorious for butchering ncvels),
(s(I% has just been published as DYING OF THE LIGHT by Simon and Schuster,)S)
Suffice it to say it contains all the basic skills Mertin has heretofore
demonstrated, and makes a solid attempt at plotting that comes close to suc~
ceeding. George Martin's future is promising indeed.

JEFF SMITH:
LOST IN TRANCE OF DANCES

NEW VOICES IN SCIENCE FICTION
edited by George R.R., Martin
Macmillan  $£,95 268 peges

I think I've finally realized why I now read mysteries rather than science
fiction-~I expect much more of sf. Too much. Every moment of insight and
Iiteracy I find in a mystery novel is a delightful bonus in a work of escapism,
I wasn't leoking for it, but it sure was nice to find it! Even Jn sf, I can
get excited over something like Marion Zimmexr Bradley's THE FOREIDDEN TOWER,
despite its pesdesirian and flabdby prose, because I'm reading it as a modern~day
Planet Story=--and thereis so much reality and humanity in it, and who looks for
such qualities in other-world adventure stories?

Bat the good stuff, the quiet, vital, competent, literate form of 70g-sf,
the child of the New Wave, the type i speculative fiction that is easily equal
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to the quiet, vital, competent. literate non-sf of modern times-—-every flaw
hurts. I've become too much of a perfectionist (which is also why I've
stopped attempting to write the stuff myself). All the stories in this book
~most wortiwhile, some exceptional--irked me for reasons large and small as
I read thenm.

I don't reall; think I wani to become a Bitchy Critic--not even under a
pseudonym. But we'll just have to put up with me until I work my perfection~
ist tendencies into something nmore constructive.
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NEW VOICES IN SCIENCE FICTION is the first volume in a series of origi-~
nal anthologies devoted to new writers, those who have been ncmiuated For the
John W, Campbell Award presented every year at the Hugo bauquet- (Martin
started planning this book back in 197L or maybe even 1973, looking fcr a pub-
lisher and trying %o talk a writer who disagreed with the award’s concept
into participating; it took wntil 1977 to get the book with the 1973 nominzes
into print.)

Usually, one cannot tell much about a writer by just one story, no matter
how good or representative it may be, So even an anthology reprinting the
best of the authors'! work, that which earned them their nominations, would be
hard-pressed to accurately present them. An original-story anthology series,
then, must basigally serve as a marketing concept, a2 sampler designed pri-
marily to give these newer writers some welcome expesure,

I think iti!s & fine idea.

The first two stories in this first volume are oddly similar: each con-
cerns the effect of one science~fictional personage (an alien and a time-
traveller) on a very limited number of people over a long period of years.

NThe Family Monkey" by Lisa Tuttle is actually three storiles, only one
of which is totelly satisfying, A humanoid alien crashes in Texas in the
early years of this century, is taken heme and nursed by a young couple, and
lives as a member of the family until, in contemporary times, a rescue party
takes him home. All this time he just lives in the guest house, all but
vnknown to those ocutside the family. He never speaks, but he can communicate
throvgh dreams., Most of the family members, through the generaticns, like
“Pate! {they named him after his only sound, a "ppppp~tttt") without quite
knowinrg why; some are aiways distirctly ill a% ease around him,

Regardless of my nit-picking, thcugh, both cf these stories--ezsily the
kest two in the book~-are fine efforts, and I ccmmend them both {0 you.

= mmre mawrdmmat g eeewwighhl ) TAD WONES CASSUL OWIAMY as LAl as Jz o
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The best part of the story concerns the thirty~two~year-old "spinster®
sister of the woman who found Peie., She had left Texas to go to New York and
become a teacher and, as her father szid contemptously, "an intellectual."
She ran to New York to escape her father, sud back to Texas 1o escape a mar-
ried man who said he loved her, (Remember when this story is taking place.)
Her relationships with her father and with Pete sre brought to a sharp
climax and numbing conclusion,

Two-thirds ¢f the way into tha story.

The remember takes place more in contemporary times, and concer.us a
young girl who has been "adopted” by Pete, and who feels closer to him than
10 any human--and her feelings of betrayal when Pete i remcued by his oan
kind and leaves her bvenind, Neither fish nor fowl; she is t90 alian te¢ be
comfortable on Barth and toc humaiz to be takea "hume.? This, tco, is a good
story; but, having nowhere nsar the power of the bulk of the narrative, it is
distinetly anti-climactic.

The third parrative runs off and on throughout the other two, and is told
from Pete's viewpoint. While necessary to the advancement of the plcts, and
interesting in the ¢ld alien's~adjustment-to-humanity theme, it just deesn't
come across as alien enough. Tuttle triesi I'm particularly impressed by the
fact that it took him years to lesrn hew to sleep, in an attempt fo understand
why Earth life sleeps, and then needed sleep and had to contiaue with it. Bubt
there isn't enrough of this, '

I den't knew how Tuttle might have restruciured the story sc that she
wouldn®t have needed the alien viewpoint sections, ¢r have gotten the climax
near the end--but both of these aspecis marred my enjoymeni cof the pisce,

(It is only fair to say that I have read "The Family Monksy" three times
already with great pieasure, and expect to reread it in the future. When it
iz good, it is very, very good,)

"Kingmaksrs" by Robert Thurston is of equally high quality, a beautifully
concelved and fairly well evecuted story of time travel. The story is tcid
sinmultaneously forward anc backward in time, and the way it flows is excihing
to read, A futurs historian is interested in 2 contemporary politician, and
ge2ts permission to travel back in time to interview him., As time traval 1s
perfected over the ysars, he gets to travel farther and farther into the past.
Consequently, the earliest time they meet the proto-~poiitician is a tesnager
and the histcrian has talked with him thres times before. The last chrono-
logical Gims, the politician 1s an old man well familiar with the historian,
vho is a young man nervous aboui his first encounter. Alcng with this cle-~
ment, there are the well-thovght~out histories of the two principlas: the
politician's life is explicitly described ia great detail, while the historie
an’s i3 Implicit and brought out by hints and allusions.

So what's nmy cowplaint with this story? Well, therefs a small matter cf
a raoning joke abaut "an android at Checkup Center' that doesn't work; there's
a larger matter of a long moncleogue near tie end of the stery in which ths
politician describes 2 major part of his life. This halts the flow of all but
one of the ideas Thurston has going for him, whersas the beauty of "Kingmakeis"
ie that for the bulk of it everyitning iz moving at once~-each in its cwn
unigue diraction, This one saction could have £it, 17 it had been writien as
nore of a dialogue, s0 that the historian could have presented information
algos and a very good story would have been sven better.

Regardless of my wnit-picking, though, both of these stories--easily the
haot two in the book-~are fine efforts, and I ccmmend them both to you,
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¥ o impressed by George Alec Effinger's "Mom's Differentials,”
thougg ;%ila%: damﬁed if I inow whye I don't even feel like talking about it.
(I di4 start composing a mini-essay on Effinggr‘s unlque stxle of qytg- .
makings hls use of contemporary tobchstones similar to the way Iafie; ¥ use
more classic mythic material; that his stories cften seem difficult GCfUSB .
we haven't fully assimilated the materials he uses as background, even 'hﬁug
they are common, ev:ryday items like-~in this case-mhighways_and muzak,‘ e
may be familiar with his materials...but certainly nobody.thlnks about them .
the way Effinger does. At any rate, all I know fo? sure is tpat I often fee
pretty silly when trying to discuss his work, but it sure is interesting to
read, )

George R.R. Martin's "The Stene City" seems pretty typical of his better
stuff; I can see evidence of a lot of work spent on this story, and there are
soms attractive ideas premented. But I feel like a disembodied sp?ctre watch-
ing the action, with no emotional involvement at all., This is obviously n?t a
eritical reactien, and if I dug deeper into the story I might be able to dis-
cover the reason frr my laissez~faire attitude, On the other hand, since it
is laissez-fairess..

"Silent Leges" by Jerry Paurnelle is an exercise in nostalgia: 1it's as
if someone just uncovered a very early Hsinlein. The super-naive here, the
journey to the prison werld, the initiation into "soldiering," it's all so
familiar—sand friendly, oddly enough. This story isn't as good as even early
Heinlein, but it's very readable and easy to pass time with., (Here'!s an
example of a story that's not good enough to pick nits off of, not good enough
%0 bring out the critic in me, but good enough to read enjoyably: the Double
Standard, )

The one story in the bock that does not meet any acceptable standards is
Ruth Berman's "To Ceremark," This story of two writers who fall intc the fic-
tional world they created is full of humorless banter, boring intrigue (it's
not even a science~fictional world, but Graustarkian) and two of the dullest
protagonists one ceuld possibly imagine., In the only other story I remember
reading by Berman, William Shatner, leonard Nimcy and DeForrest Kelley fcound
themselves transported from Hollywood to the USS Enterprise. While that story
was better than this one, I would hope Berman has said all she needs tc say on
this subject,

Despite "To Ceremark," though, NEW VOICES IN SCIENCE FICTION is quite a
worthwhile anthology. Two of the stories are pretty close to being top qual-~
ity, the Effinger is very good, the Pournelle certainly acceptable and the
Martin indeterminate but quite likely pretty good, A very respectable record
for an eriginal anthclogy, and I look forward to the continuation of the
geries,

I wrste George Martin and asked him about the series' future. He replied:
"The hardcover, fram Macmillan, sold quite briskly, golng into a second print-
ing within a month or twe of release, and the reviews were by~ard-large excel~
lent, These two factors together helped produce a paperback sale last spring.
HBJ/Jove will be doing a softcover version this May. HBJ/Jove will also be
dcing two additional volumes in the series, probably as paperback originals.
NEW VOICES 2 will contain contributions by Spider Robinson, Lisa Tuttle, Guy
Snyder, Jesse Miller and Thomas F, Monteleone, plus an introduction by Theo~
dore Sturgeon. I expect publication in late 1978 or early 1979. NEW VOICES 3
will feature PoJ. Plauvger, John Varley, Suzy McKee Charnas, Felix Gotschalk,
Alan Brennart and Brenda Pearce, with an introduction by Isaac Asimov. If all

ces well, perhaps we!ll be able to contract for additicnal books in the

series, At the moment, though, the plans extend only as far as 3.°
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ROEERT E. BIENHEIM  7/13/77
8 Gatalpa Lane/Levittown Pa 19055

When one who has the pretenses c¢f becoming a modest writer fails to com-
municate as it seems I have in my letter in KHATRU 5 (respunding t2 the "Women
in SF" symposium), then I feel like chucking my typewriter into the trash can.
If the letters pubbed are indeed a good cross-section of readers! thoughts
about my long letter and Jeff did not suppress the more logical letters (S(I
plead innocence)3), I am~—without questisn~~in serious trouble.

To prevent this from becoming nevel-length, I'm going to re-state in more
obvious language the only real basic peint I was trying to make, which was
scmehow seemingly not cemprehended: 1 was annoyed at the lack of logic in the
sympesium which blamed men directly for the way society has turned out. My
reasons for quoting Robert Ardrey were only to point out that history shows
that our social problems have resulted from natural evolution, not from a "
bunch of men gettirg together and suppressing women. My goodness, what is all
this baleney about me saying e woman is individually incapable of artistic
creation, or calling them naturally stupid? Tue to the deliberate cerebral
level of my letter I didn't even state what I thought was the way things .. "
SHOULD bes I never articulated my own real opinion on this at all, no matter
what anyone may or may not have read between the lines. Can't anyone he
philosophic without picky readers attributing things that one is saying EXIST
with what one is saying that he'd LIKE to exist?

If yom zre interested in my opinion here it is, and it in no way is in~
consistent with what [ said in my KHATRU 5 letter: XNe (as Jeff Smith brought
up), I do NOT believe instincts to be necessarily sacresanct, Morecver, en
anthrepological study of the violence in early man shows that we are also in-
herently violent, but I would certainly expect our race to use its brains to
transcend our v1olence, as well as trying to trauscend our evolutionary “rolesh
for a greater equality, greater justice, and to eliminate all social differen—
ces belween men and women. And, furthermcre, I have always been for women in
the arts, that is: women as EQuALS and in every other respect as well. My
letter in ne way really cornflicts w1?h this. So why are people like Mr.

Fergus and Ms, Carol so anxicus to call someone an enemy or proclaim him/her
"of the other side"? I'm NCT either one, hones to Geod. My disagreements with
Ms, Carcl, for example, are mostly for the ways she attacks wviews I DON'T have,
In one way, though, she realiy hit me below the belt in unfairly echcing back
out-of-context my statements as if I had said "women sre naturally stupid.' I
would never EVER mutter such contemptible rubbish. In saying, for example,
",sotheir role, if one of slavery. might have been menumentally correet," I
was arguing against Women's Iib's OWN theory that wcmen were held down by
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their men while my contention is that they WEREN'T because they WEREN'T THAT
STUPID, Come ont, Ms, Carol, you know what I meant better than you are pre-~
tending. 4nd as for bilolegical predetermination, you know I can't be person=
ally blamed for what happened to our race, so you can't pin that rap oa me.

Another thing Ms, Carol does not seem to understand: ene can nct isolate
environment and conditicning froum the hereditary aspec’; not socially,
They're really wound together. Of course, one cculd take this to the ahsurd
level, but anycne who is "conditicning" anyone else anyway dces so because ~f
THEIR hereditary characteristics as well as their environment,

Ms, Carol is unfair te me in another way: she assumes I am saying women
are innalely incapable of artistic sreation. I merely barely rodded in <the
firection of the facts that show a Jack of women in the arts (in the sense of
there not being a female Bach) but I carefully eauvnciated that it is the ;ggi—
vidusl accomplishments that are meaningful. I wouldn't even think if a greaw
book or a great work of music is by a woman or not, I would appreciate it as
an artistic accemplishmens,

I hope this won't be construed as my own belief NECESSARILY by the read-
ers, but sinee the pubbing of KHATRU 5, Orscn Welles appeared =n the Dinah
Shore Show. I would love someone to respond with his or her thoughts nn the
show 1f anycue else happeued %o see i%, but Welles analywed the very sreaficn
of a werk of art, in fact the meaning behind every humsn endeavor, as (Ifm
putting it erudely) A MAIE'S ATUEMPT TO IMPRWSS A FYMALE whom the male be-
lieves to be his SUFFRICR, nct his inferior! This was a really interesting
philosophical idea and fits in with Ardrey's "Territorial Imperative"™ and in
no way considers women "slaves." I wish I were abla %o qucte Welles dirscetly
and expound upon his words, but I leave it to soms readexr if he oxr she has
seen the show. Undenlably, one doesn't have t¢ be a "white gupremict; zales
chauvinist cr a glorifier nf war" to admit Welles has a possible point. You
see, the mystique of Life DOES involve some kind of "Great Dance” (to borrow
from C.S. Lewis) which our piddling srguments don't xreach. Male and female
are NOT the same: evolution HAS been respoasible for where we arej it has NOI
been a "censcious cholce." Inner goals, inherent "meanings o our daily live
ing, preopel us and we aren't aware of what we are, The facts do show men o
be mocre crcative IN GENERAL artistically, and anthropology does show tioe "ter-
ritorial imperative" to be a major part of our roles, Deny all this if you
wish, but it is the TROTH you are avoiding if you COasae

~o:Which gets me around to Mr, Fergus, He i1s, I presume; g men quite
mowledgeable non the stbject, but he seems more interested in proving his
knowledge by labelling statemants bty sthers "untrue" than from any kind of
enlightenment, Half of the things he labels "untrue! secm to me o misinter-
pret the original statement Jjust so ho can call it “untrue;® how couscious
this is with him I have not the ability to even guess at. (I'm not saying,
thovgh, he doesn't have SOME points, )

I can, though, attesl 1o some real backward--thinking in his leiter conw-
gerning Raboxrt Avdray, and even more than a little leg-pulling, One zan dis-
agcee viith Ardrey (although there are less disagreeing every year) azd still
ke compeient, so I don't mean to atiack Mr. Fergus intentionally fer +his, but
bko~~at the cxpense of what he must realize to be reader lgnorance—-is building
1zp his views on many illogieal argvmentis. I plan %o delineate aome cf then.

(1) Axdrey is NAT, as Fergus says, a "white supremist" cr a "male shai-
vinist" cr a Y"glorifier of war. The smotional name--calling is low of Mr.
Fergus and is {0T FACT,

(2) Fergus says "(Ardrey) has no more training in anthrcpology thaan I do."
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T don't know the particular training of Mr, Fergus, but his 1n§1nuatloF 1E‘mt ;
that Avdrey is a lay-anthropologist, For the record, ﬂrdreyﬂmlght have g3uarte
out that way (he is very candid about this in AFRICAN GENESIS) ?ut he has be-
come without guestion a worli-wide auathority cn the subject. (s(Yes, her? I
must speak up in Ardreyis defense: regardless of what he was when he‘declded
to enter anthropology, the fact that he has spent twenty years or so in the
discipline must count for sometbing. Frauk Boorman may once have been an
astronaut, but he is now he is president of Eastern Airlines, Ete.)S) His
studies all around the world for many, many years may not have always been in
the traditional academilc sense but one can safely today label him an "anthro-
polrgist” and get no argument frsowm any kmowledgeable perscn., And Ferggs says
"he took a couple ceurses in college" as if that were ALL the anthropolegical
{raining Ardrey had,; which would be a blatant liei There is, however, some-~
thing whick needs to be undexstood here about Ardrey, Itis xot fair o crivi-
clze an orange for not being a grapefruit, so corething should be saild as @9
what Ardrey IS in the field. Contrary to what many say who wani Tc label b}m
a scientist, Ardrey did not INVENT his ideas; his books entail much collecting
and sumping up of years of study in the field by many scientists, him using
modern thinking to examine the nature of man while doing away with supersii-
tious theories, FHis books crystalize many cthers’ facts into someching oohe-
sive which sferves as a working outlook and an organized pattern for further
delving into the Origin oX Man.

(2) Fergus quotes a bunch of anthropolesistas who are under the infliuence
of the old school for the most part. The field of anthropolcgy in siudying
man has for decades been influenced by siuborn meligious views and supersti-
tions; Ardrey himself takes up this very thing in his books!

(4) Fergus quotes Ardrey's occupasion as having been a Hollywood screefni-
writer before his anthropological work in a very nasty way, attempting %o
emotlonally sway the reader inte diccrediting him, Ardrey DID write a few
gcripts, but he hardly qualifies ac mme who belongs in the "Hollywoed facterys;™
hie I'ew scripts turned cut as well as one would expect from a respscted his-
torian and "lay-anthropolegist:" they emghasigzed history and the nature of
warking and have been acclaimed by many scientists and anthropologists, as
well as Artists. (Igor Stravinsky's faverite film was a film written by
Robe1it Ardrey: KHBARTOUL, )

5) To say "Ardrey is ‘respected! only
by those who are not anthropologists" is a
generalization end a blatant lie., It may be
that many who ars not anthropologis+ts res-
pect Ardrey today fggbause his books are
eminently readable and enlightering to any
intelligent reader; contrary to the dull stuff
by non-writers who usually write scientific
books )}, but to say ONLY thcse people respect
Ardrey is something Fergus KHOWS is TUNTRUE,

(6) Fergus says Ardrey (in THE TERRI- i Moo’ %y ?
TORTAL IMPERATIVE) edmiis his earlier book MR e
had "a wrong guess or two." FRe-rcading this R %ﬁﬁ%&ﬁ ‘ »“jJ
section in his second book, I find that in %m@:”g” E;J”
no way does Ardrey retract the idees in his Y

first beok as Fergus seeus {0 imply. Fergus
is lying wnen he says, "Ardrey...is apparen*ly
being ferced, bit by bi%, to acknowledge his
interpretive erroxs." The minor corrections
Ardrey notes in TERRITORIAT IMPERATIVE en-
tail more complete datz now available sinze
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the publishing of his first beok and is almest inconseguential, Ardrey has
NNT been backing down from his views (centrary to many people too closed—
minded nver relisdous beliefs) and Fergus knows it.

(?) Fergua, true to paitern, resorts To mere illogical ccmments and false
‘nfsmmation which-~without prosi--tries to harm Ardrey's cwedibility. H» says
"(Ardrey)‘.,simply cgnores those species of babocorns and macaques whosée heha~
vior dnesn't £it his theories,” Absalute peppycock. Fergus might be able ta
~eme up with SO0ME animal Ardrey didn't happen to mention (there are many. many
apeeinz, y'knnsw) but his books are notable for taking up the excertions and
the aberratimns, In ne way 2oes Ardrey omit in order to distort {as Fergus
dees, for example) and the books ave--in a pragmatic way-—quite thorough and
definitive,

(8) Fergus attempts to show Ardrey has “fallen cver his own feet" in how
Le soncluded men had tn he an Yaggressive, predatory, even cannibalistic
nunter in order t» survive" by disprrving ONE SELECTED ARGUMENT while failing
tn nete Ardrey arrived at his cenclusion from many nther pieces of evidence as
well; Fergus picked ene he cruld attack,

9) Fergus attempts to disprove that a human baby at birth today has "all
nf the instinets complete and intact that a baby had at the very beginning of
Fan'" and he tsile migerably at this, when Ardrey fully documents this in his
books. Fergus! "exmuples" are ivwelevant., How our gills relating to our
physical form have relevunce to the subject escape me ceupletely! And his
bringing up "women differ fuom ALL other female primates in that they do nct
undergo a perlod of sexval 'heat! for a few days each menth" is ludicrous be-
cause ever if such adult behavior related to Ardrey's point (Ardrey's not say-
ing our environment doesn't affect osur REEAVIOR-~he has NOT downgraded the im-
portance of envirorment no matter what you may have heard), it could be that
the period of sexual "heat" is there in women but suppressed cr re-channeled
due to our race's sovhistication.

(10) Lastly, the whole section of Fergus! letter against Ardrey is a red
hexring as to how Ardrey is looked wnpon scientifiosally in our immedlate time
and I'd like to try to correct the false impression he has left.

Ardrey, it is trme, has been surrcunded by much controversy and scme of
his detractors have been notoriously nutspoken, but the mainstream of {this
centrcversy was TEARS agu., Ngw his bocks are gemerally accepted as fact, with
the ones who disagree--the minoritv--the ones cutside the generally accepted
view, Now, I'a not going to pretend cne can!t be responsible and &isagree
with Ardrey, but his detractors have dwindled and are now almost ineffectual.
Ardrey's TERNITORIAL IMPERATIVE and AFRICAN GENESIS are even being taught in
schools, and I mean high schools, not just college (where one can read radical
reading in the meinstream of classrosm books). I know specific instances
where this is so., When somecne says "instinast jis a debatable concept! or
"Ardrey is controversial” he 1s articulating what is, for the mest part, an
out~of-date viewpoint.

If you remember Scopes {the "Menkey Trial") you can see that the kind of
thinking which would eonviet a man teaching truth is net extinet in our worid
today. OCnce in the Moruing does NOT dms it: one must fight such superctitions
and cobstacles {o who We are all aftemoor and evening. Lzt's hope welre
coming to the dawn ef a new day cof being unafraid to admit what we are, and
then do something abeut it!

(s(okay, welve all had our fun, Anyone who wishes to continue any por—
tions of this discussion must, I'm afraid, be required $o conduct him~ or her-
self in a respousibie manuner. Sad but true.)S)
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NEIL KVERN  4/16/77
Box 258/Cataldo ID 83810

Avedon Carclis letter, though singling out cne amidst the tumnlt that
you've received and the ones yculve printed, typifies the kind of thinking——
though most of it is, granted, in parocdy of what Avedon is defensive about--
that I heve cultivated a deep and unbridled hatred for, RBecause, though 1
have tes.icles and a penis (and I've always hated the words that rame sexual
members and so on: "penis," "vagina," "clitoris:" all are harsh~sounding
words. Why canit beautiful body-parts have beautiful names?), I'm not Male,
I'm Me. I don't see things through a Male's eyes, I see things through My
eyes, And the ‘My' isn’t even capitalized except on paper. So her female
superiorily, bioclogical. superiority thing (though it appeared to be all in
fun, or sc I thought), offends me not because I'm male, but because I am not
one of the people who considers himself Male, Does that make sense? lis.
Jarol tcuches on my idea once, but generally evades what she started to says
"I+ is Man's,..refusal to accept the total repraductive process as Fuman,
rather than Female, that has played the greatest role in the oppression cof
women ., "

Okay, Avedon was attacking the Blenheim kind of thinking, nol mine. Eyt
to go about things in the same manaer is ignorant, While I was in high school
my hair was quite long because I preferred it that way—TI wasn't trying to
make any kind of point. If people called me a faggot {meaning a homosexual,
not a stick), I wouldn't turn around and break their skulls (which would've
been easy, since I stand about 6'1" and used to be a lot more energetic than I
am now). Turning around and lashing out againet igaorance with ignorance is
no way to defea' ignorance, Avedon, you know that., Attacking Blenheim with
the "chicken" shit i3 as ignorant as Blenheim using the male-superiority
bullshit with the lions, Trying to say that one sex is superior for physical
or biological reasons is rather silly, or, in some cases, sickening. That's
what sexual repression is all about, That's why we have waxs,

In my experience, which is limited, I've always played games fo have fun,
not to win and noi to lose. If no ome plays the game with Blenheim, he can't
possibly win. Let’s stop competing with sexualiiy, for sexual supremacy.
Let!s just enjoy the game,

GEORGE HAY  6/13/76
38~B Compton Road/London N21/England

I'd like to ask how many of your contributors cr correspondents have read
Stan Goochiz TOTAL MaAN; which I know has been hardbacked and paperbacked in
the States as well as over here. The PUBLISHER'S WERBKLY over here seemed to
thirk he is the biggest thing since Jung, and the more I reflect on his
thesis, the more I tend to think they wece right. I won't attempt to say more
here about his thesis other than that it puts an awful lot of hoth physiolo-
gical as well as psychological research into what have been to date rather in-
tuitive views as to the feminine and masculine aspects which we all have, For
example, he posits that the cerebellum represents the feminine (I oversimplify)
and the cerebrum the masculine., What is important about all this is that his
thesis m=ets the Popperian need for testability, and he himself notes how in-
terestirg it has been that, in spite of the interest his books (there is now a
sequel, PERSONALITY AND EVOLUTION, and a thixrd one is due) have aroused, the
response in terms of testing has been almost nil, and this in spite of the
fact that tests could be run with a minimum of trouble and expense. I quote
Stan Gooch direct on this:

I have not been able to discover what experimental vpsycholcgists
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- themselves makeeof Jouvet’s findiag &Ghat
wats with the_ cerebral cortex removed
sontiane to dreaw; or at lezst oire
every sign of so doing. This finding
would argue that at least some aspects
of dreaming are connected with other
parts of the ’rain and thererore, possi-
bly, with the cercbellum. We also know
that female animals with the cerebral
cortex removed can still perform tle sex
act without much loss of fineness of
response, Male animals so treated can-~
not perforr the sex act at all, evea af-
ter massive booster doses of hormene.
What other part of the brain is then in-
volved in the case of the female?

It was after writing TOTAL MAN that
I came across FRreuil and Iautier’s com-
ment that in Asiatics the cerebellum is
not entirely covered by the cerebrum.
Already in that first book, however, 1
had drawrn attention to the experimental-
ly established fact that the cerebellum
i3 on average rvelatively larger in women
than in men, and larger in certain ethnic
groupe such as Negroes., One looks in
vain for mention of any of these items
in text-bocks on psychology-~much less
for any statement that such gross dif-
ferences in brain structure might be ac-
companied by gross 3ifferences in
general behavior,

That women dream more than men and probably sleep mcre ilian men
is a circumstance one finds grudgingly accepted in an cccasional
psychology text, I say '"grudgingly" because the matter is then never
discussed further. These facts of sleep and dreaming may, as I have
suggested, be connected with the relatively large cerebellum. {As
far as I can asceriain, possible differvences in time spent sleeping
and dreaming by different ethmic groups have never been investigated.)

Cn the question of sex differences in general, I pointed out in
the easlier Loow that anyone seeking information of this kind in
mainstream psychology is met with a virtwal wall of silence. Paper
after paper, book after book, contains no brealidown by sex of the
matters treated--even in items such as sulcide, here sex dirfer-
ences are nccasionally reported...there is no discussion of the pos-
sible ramifications of the finding and least of all feor personality
theory,

I wonld not want anyone who has not read this writer to think that he is
concerned only with physiology and statisiies. Far from it; they are used to
underpin hypotheses concerning the split self and its potential for healing
vhich cover areas as disparate as the taxonomy of ideas, the works of Schiller,
aand silk stockings as evolutionary-evelved “releasers." In passing, I would
add that they contain potential for enough sf stories o fill an antholcgy.

In fact, T fully intend to get Mr. Gooch into a story collection the first
chance I get,



GEORGE HAY  6/19/77

Concerning the Dick Frarcis section, I'm so stunned I caan't say anything.
What I will say is that what KHATRU impress~»s me with is the sheer profession-
alism that is so present in US fancines and so absent irn FRritish cnes—-I don't
know about the Continental variety, as I hardly ever see them now, I suppese
you yourself take *his element for granted. If so, I beg you not to. reople
whe take it for granted that they themselves will provide and deliver of their
best, and that others will do likewisc, can end up sadly surprised and disap-
pointed when they find that others--the next generation perhaps--will do no
such thing. An example? I was talking the other day to a publisher who is
considering taking me on as advisor on uf reprints. "We have five reps on the
road, and of ecourse they'!'ll tell the librarians what fine sf this is. Of
course, they probably won't have actuelly read the books themselves...."

I'd 1like to comment of the current letters you're carrying on the sexist
issue. One of the things about Americans that others find both admirable and
infuriating is their willingness tn hurl themselves into any new game that
presents itself, Yes, I said, geme. Not to imply thet the sexist issue is
not & real or important one, but I can't help feeling that what your corres-
pondents might need is less close involvement and more of a stepping-back to
ask: Jjust why are we arguing like this, anyway? An anthropolegical approach,
if you like, This can't be got by locking at the sex issue on its own, but by
looking 2t all the other issues which have come up in the past and with which
it could be compared, The color issue, the liberal—versus-right-wing ijssue,
the New Wave versus 014 Wave issue. They differ in detail content, of course,
but they all have in common the tendsncy to put one half of the group against
the other half. Of course, some people spot this, and certainly one result of
the sex discussion is to give members of each sex a greater feeling of empathy
for the needs of their opposites. Put also it must be said that one result of
these to-dos is the generation, to use and 0ld quip, cf mere heat than light.
Looking at many people of a certain age I know over here, I get the feeling
that, looking back over thelr lives, they must have the feeling that most of
those lives have bzen spent enlisting on one side or another of innumerable
battles, the results of which may appear to have been of dubious benefit to
them as individuals. Not that the battles were not worth fighting, not that
any responsible person expects a guarantee of victory before he takes sides—
just that one asks, what have they learned, I repeat, as individuals, about
their relationship to existence itself, as a result of all these struggles?
There is something to be learned, if one wishes, about games, that is gquite
distinet from anything that one learns about any particular game that one has
won or lost, The Zen approach is better, I can't help feeling--an approach
that keeps all the zest of battle but also retains the serenity that comes
from never .etting go of the knowledge that we are talking abcut gawes, and
not about any particular reality only.

PATRICK McGUIRE  5/27/77
4262 sshland Avenue/Cincinnati 0H 45212

Seems lately my locs get written under one of two circumstances: elther
something compels an immedizte response or the thing sits around for a long
while until I'm not in the mood for anything more serious than locecing. Ob-
viously the second condition obtains here, On the one hand it's hot and I'm
slightly 111, but on the other hand I just had two glasses of iced coffee and
I feel like doing something. Nothing "useful," mind you, but something,
KHATRU 6 is of impressive bulk,

I do get ILOCUS, but the issue revealing Tiptree must have gone astray (or
else I read it carelessly), for the news was new to me, Perhaps feminists
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could make something of the fact that in this liberated day and age a talented
author, instead cf standing up a2s a credit to her sex, hides behind a male
pseudonym. Seems there's rather less excuse for that than there is for "pass-
ing" for white (if any blacks are still into that these days). I think meybe
it deserves a tsk tsk. It's certainly been pretty thorough-—note tcuches such
as the waiter's "sir" and meniion of a flat wallet in the Tiptree travelcgue
you publish in tha’' issue. I gather from the lettercol that in the "women™
issue of KHATRU, Tiptree made scme rather sexist comments, We are now led to
asusess whether Tiptree really is an Aunt Thomasina, or whether she was putting
us on to further the masquerade. Cculd well be the former-~it's women that
have held up the ERA, after all--but if the latter, I don't like it much,
(8(Well, it was neither. Tip is a feminist and an honest person. Note that
in the travelogue, she never said the waiter called her "sir." And women keep
their money in wallets, to0o.)5)

Re the Mava codexes: As some book on lost languages I read recently
pointed out, Mayan is still spoken today by millions of people, If even with
that help we can't break the writing system (in the surviving books ), it‘g
probably not a full-fledged writing system but rather an elaborate mnemomic
system, 5o cheer up, Anyway, statistics tend easily to get inflated. The
alleped thuoe thomsaud nodexes were probably many fewer,

Took, I think the inside copy on the first Norton hook I ever read (in
maybe 1959) gave Novton's real name. When she started writing adventure sf in
the early fitties, the male pacudonym might have seemed a good idea, but itts
hardly beer a "necessity" for the past two decades. (This to Don DfAmmassa,)
Many women writers have male protagonists benanse a) they like male protagon-
ists, or b) given current social conditions, they think it more likely that
males would have the sort of adventures they're interested in., (Patricia
Highswith in WRITING SUSPHNSE FICTTON-—I think that's the title——says much the
same thing. )

Re dolls wvs, GI Joe, In general I agree that they perform similar func-—
tions, but as I think on i%, I perceive certain diftevences, I had a set of
teddy bears I used to act out stories and whatnot, but they weren't very
"girllsh" stories: I have a complete spacesuit for one teddy bear (tucked
away in a box somewhere), and others were equipped with more crude Superman
capes (handkerchiefs, or better, cowboy bandammas), flying belts, and whatnot.
Similarly, my toy soldiers killed each other in manly fashicn, Girls' dolls,
by contrast, seem usually to engage in more domestic occupations. I think it
was sort of understood that all my stuffed animals were on a more or less
brotherly focting, and that I stood in the relation of a father or guardian to
them, but I esrtainly never went through any mommy, daddy and baby routine
among the stuffed animals, Much more influence from comic bocks and adventure
tv shows. ©So maybe, cn consideration, this social-role-differentiation busi-
ness works more effectively than I had thought at first myself. (And maybe
that, demnit, is why there are so comparatively few females in fandon. )
(Thinking of the paces I put my teddy bears through, I am struck by the simi-
larity to Doc Savege——which I had not so much as heard of at the time. Could
have been irickle-down through tv and comic books, or some sort of archetypal
child fantasy, I suppcse.)

There is no dcubt that the possibility of undue sexual attraction or of
falling in love (different things, of course) does complicate friendship
across the sexes., I and another party once got badly burned for that reason,
and I'm sure that I must have been frightened away from other potential
friends (and they from me) on those grounds, so that I den't even fully know
what I've missed. DMoreover, I'm not sure whether the complete abolition of
sexism would do much about the problem-—even without sexism, you would still
have sexual attraction and situations where its fulfillment is inappropriate
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or incompatible with other desires, DPut the situation isn't bad enocugh to
deserve Don's complaint that "half the human race is effectively barred to me.”
To judge by literature, for at least several hundred years the educated strata
of the BEnglish-speaking world have accepted the possibility of "innocent"
cross-sexual friendships, It's just that complications tend to arise. Ques-~
tion: As divorces (or treakups of cohabitors who never married) become more
common, does not *he perceived threat from a cross-sexual friendship increase?
At leagt in the best of cases, a Victorian wife might know her husband was a
man of prirciple (and vice-versa) and that would be that, at least as far as
the vltimate "threat" from such a friendship might go. But now, breakups are
a more real possibility. Dces this reduce the likelihocd of cross-sexual
friendships? Seems as if it might. Same 2lso for the death of the extended
family. Incest taboos put brothers, uncles (sisters, awnts) and usually even
first cousins out of bounds, making them "safe" for friendship, Smaller fami-
lies, the geographic distance between members, and the decline of the first-
cousin taboo have cut badly into this pool.

To continue commenting on things Dor said in April 1976, just what
"Christian precept that we can 3in uwaconsciously" is he talking abouu?
Christian ethics, like American law, holds that you can be culpably negligent
(persistently ignoring something it‘s your business not to ignore), but that's
the closest instance in post-medieval Christian ethics that I can think of,

(0f course, in paganism——Ocdipusis punishment for killing his father and mar-
rying his mother, when he didn't know what he was doing--and in early Judaism,
you have the idea of "transgressions" committed without intention, and sowme of
this did slip into Christianity. Rat I don't know of any modern Christian who
would defend such a view,) I don't know precisely what species of Christianity
Don has in mind, but since he has an apparently Italian name and T have an
apparently Irish name, there may be some point in indicating that even in
pre~Vatican-II days it was drummed into my childish head that at the very least
to do anything seriously wrong you had to know perfectly well what you were
dOingo

WE AISO HEARD FROM:

DOUG BARBOUR: the really hopeful sign, if there is one, is the fact that
there are a lot of fine young writers-—~most of whom are literally aware as the
earlier writers of sf for the most part were not--who not only lock to the big
names of the sixties as to guides but who feel they belong with them, not
gomehow in another generation. all good artists, i suspect, have felt, c¢n
some level, that they belong to the same generation, if that feeling is to be
found among the better young writers in sf teday, then i take hope.

JEFF HECHT: Delany doesn't use his gifts in TRITON, It’s a dull grey novel,
and the reuder geis the impression that there are more interesting things
going on in the background than in the foreground.

SHERYL SMITH: Tiptree's "Houston, Hous*on, etc." is a fine story, but the
ending disturbed me exceedingly. Even a society of female clones, it seems,
wouldn®t be free of the sexual prejudice that men are aggressive and viclent
but women are not, Insular, self-righteous bunch~~BIEAK view of women, per—
haps unintentionally so, I don't kanow,...## Dick Francis? My, there are so
meny people I really don't care to read, but it's always encouraging to find
another one.,

AND: Robert Bloch, Michael Carlscn, Suzy McKee Charnas, Don D!Ammassa,
Brendan DuBois, Fred Jakobecic, Clay Ximball, Joe Napolitanc, A.D,
Wallace, Robert Whitaker, Laurine White and Roger Zelazny.

Now that we're going back to more frequent publication, we want to see this
letter column built back up. (KHATRU's best "Relayer" was, by far, the one in
3&4~~where it was rather obviously cvershadowed. )



JEFF FRAINE
WHAT AM | . "
DOING HERE? 4

What am I doing here? Now that 1s a good question., I distictly remem-
ber once having 2 convergation with Lesleigh Iuttrell on the virtues and draw-
backs of mou-editiung a fanzine, She and Jeanne Gomoll even conducted a sympo--
gium on the subject at Westercon last year. I also distinctly remember ex-
pressing the strong opinion that I would never co-edit a fanzine, that I have
enough problems getting along with my own ego without getting into confusions
with someone else's, Now look at me, Not only sm I co-editing and co-~-publish-~
ing a fanzine, but my co-editor lives on the opposite side of the continent.
Qutside the tip of Floride, in fact, it would be difficult to find a place in
the United States farther removed from Seattle, Washington than Baltimore,
Maryland (and not just in the matter of miles distant, either),

There are undoubtedly good, solid reasons why a self-confessed sercon fan
(we‘re all very stolid and humorless, you know) should embark on anything
quite go weird and ridiculous as a trans-continental fanzine., Give me a min-
ute, and I'11 try to come up with some.

Hmmm.,
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(While you're waiting, I would like to offer the opinion that if anyone
but Jeff Smith had made the suggestion, for anything but KHATRU, I would have
sent off a quick, probably rude, dismissal of the idea., Unfortunately for my
sanity, I was flattered enough by the idea to turn the trick. Me? You see, I
have this unnatural respect for Jeff and his fanzine-~editor and editee. Oh,
T think I'm good enough for them; I just didn't think anyone else had noticed.
(Modesty, Frane, madesty.,) If I had never seen ancther piece of Smith-edited
materiar after the double-issve symposium on feminism in sf, I would remain
convinced. As it is, his fanzines have consistently provided good, solid
criticism of sf and fantasy by some of the best people in the field, not to
mention the presence of that unique writer "James Tiptree, Jr,")

After MidimeriCon in 1976, I found myself in the possession of an inter-
view with Kate Wilhelm and the burning desire to publish a fanzine. (vhy I
would want to do that remains as much a mystery to me today as does the 1dea
of co-editing another.) After some travail, a lot of frustrations, and sup-
port from some wonderful people, the first issue of HEDGEHOG appeaered, For a
long time, it looked as though the first issue would be the last, I had re-
furned to school to take a degree in Visual Communications Technology (empha-
sis on reprographics) and had manages to accumulate an appalling number of
other obligetions., I entered what the kind-hearted like to call "a slump."
Somewhere at the nedir of this period, Jeff levin {another Jeff, you seej
you've got to pay attention) snggested to Jeff Smith, who was also in a slump,
that he get in touch with me about co~editing something., Although Levin men-
tioned this to me, I remained convinced that nothing would come of it. Well,
surprise, surprise--Smith actnally wrote. I was immensely flattered, and sat
down to list all the reasons why the whole idea was impossible. Somehow, in
my youthful enthusiasm I found myself accepting the invitation., I felt like
ingenue in a 30's film: "Oh, Jeff, this is all mad, impossible. It will kill
your wife." "Yes, yes, it's all wrong." Kiss, kiss, mad passionate embrace,
and they go ahead and run away, even though you know they'll come to a bad end.

Then there's that other line: "It's just crazy enough to work,"
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