





T WilTiars Aanl his RaLTiue Bditord]

I soppose Euat 15 15 about time that this
editavial was written. The powevine is
yImost corniche and T feel in 2 wrg ki,
mood. Cf course thaore still renziue e
probinom of wast I'n going o say. Ui

-

is my Tirst edztor'al cvur ard, for at

lengy three of ny contribators, their
GO e e b6 foozsine debut go 1711 iatrodace them
first.

JIV HARSHALL dxew ke
211 of which =re hihnly 4
shamed of his great ~dcira
intelligent and pighly ax
TEOK PERMAN is nnothoer young fan freom South Shellds with a grent variety
of interests ~nd ~ weir?d scenge of humour which 1s apoarent Trom one »f his
pieces in this issue.
Ritchlec Smith 1g a friend oL 7
t G
1

over andl did n number ~Ff “he 4nﬁerior illvstrations,
ive. He is ~ yrungz Sunderiand fan aed is una—
Tor comics, but,=pazv ir“r tfib wealnsaa,is

5
=
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and hos writien posi of the poetrwy
veview oi Norran Beiler'o novel. He

for HAYL., Do =lse wools i
has a Fregs salenbifor waiTinginicae.

Back cover and various c.oludon iqeludings the ore above, were done by
Harry Bell who is slowly rccaveriszg Fr.m =2 Areaded nttack of GAFIATICN ruch to

crvone's Adelight., Earry used 1o edit the well-lmown fﬂ'qiwh zire GRIMVAD
ard wag heard to mutter ia the CASNTT (Supfexlsnd's veraies of the GLOBR)
~bout 2 possibility of reviviresz It.

¥ary Lecg used to be known as Mary Reed who needs no introduction. Eat
¥rry lezs edits CRABLPPLY ~nd is o sweet and lovely Person.

Z can't say the sare about Gray Eoak who has 2 lousy trste in woren, but
is atherwise = go2d drinkine copprnion, R”n 1ntcrbsting hloak to talk %o, h=us
good %nste in 3F, ~ lot of comron sense =2nd edits CYLIC,

The Terry Jeeves Arswings and the Cy Chauvin review cape via the Certr
Contributors Poocl, with thanks. 4nd thet covers evervthing, I thirk, sxcept

Brisn Stableford whd is renti-ned elsewhsre,
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MAYLA:1 ensts 2/6 b heins sent n~ut free. Nayn:2 will cost 2/~

6/ - for three. In thc L.S° one dnllar for three.

VAVA is edited and printed by Ian Villisms, 6 Grota Terrace, Chaster Road,
SUNDFRLAND, Cn Durkam, SR4 TRD, HU.K. , to whom =2ll subsecriptions & locs shcould
bz sent. 3ut1re contents copyrigkt by I2n Williams 1970.



ELYL couldn't have hoen pradnced withont th= help of a friznl uf miue, ‘
Iazn Penran (po relation to Thon) oy is anotier copmica f2n znd is husy
producing ~ newszine on the Ronco, which we co~own, and havins » less frogn-
ent fanzine litheeéd. Lpart fror Aiscussins comics, his lithe frnzine,
AREAGTDDOW, reviews a largish amount of fantesy. If anybedy is intercsted,
his address and other Qc¢tails ~re given clsewhere. Ian gave me a lot of
advice on laycutl,; eleciro serk stenciling and scripted Jir's strip, which
should aprenr elsewhsre,

I'd ailge like to thank Gray Boazk for his advice and help.

erg Lezg for being just Mary.

Ludrey Walton for first printing ry raterial in a fancine, an important
thing for any neofan.

And Pete Weston for encouragine me to write rore critically.

Thig first dlssue s going out to a number of new fans who, I hope,would
be tempted .. write scasbhing for MAYLA:Z . and wonld prob..uly essk Themscldes

what the editorial policy ds. Iirsaniinlly. T Lops to pooduss a 2ias in
which pecople will write whatl they are ni=2 T“Sb(d caoand woite 1t wells

T

1 an =4 in & recent BSFA bulletin, I wro e: Mf{n M8 TEY FANZINS WHERE
PEOPLE D0 PHLIR OFN TEING, 4£And that sans 46 ups.  T'm dnderasted n nny-
thing tihat is good, S

This izcue was mpostly writtenbby Eoarall

know ond hence ¥BATA 1z scmewhat thinue.s .han
MAYA:2 Yo be hall as b g again. But thi= depends on your reacticns. I
er th = s only af good a8 the iuterest
dl
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i nf astplke that T

L' have Jiced. I owsawn

know Bt sounds rath e, butbt o fanaiane 1
it gets. So, for a higger aad bstdew BAYA ~ wrile
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convention. So I'm #cing to Gu ny bec now for plugsing HASTERCON 22.
Ln B conmvention 18 o very unlgne expoerience a3 I Tourd out this
year at S0VC0N 7O whichk : | 1% ig = marvellous pliace for
Peeting pesple, Too geis.oag dluvd ¢ oue'y, Tor talking endlicssly, seeing
0ld fims, henrias ! J

a. for prtt*op very little sleen.
The imprssczlon I get cowants pade for next gearis is o
it is goliag to be sery 1 » ipnd Gomti worss aboul Lov
knowiag anyvody. lnui’.: ereome by inteoducing yourself o a
faned with whom jyou -2 veen \L*m ng or py raking use o7 the BSFa

hospitality tooii.  So do yourself o favoar amd send 10/- registration
fee to Peter R. Wewton, 31 Pine wlll Avenue, Kings ] erton, DYRMINGHLAM 30,
U.X.
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SOME FANZINES OF INTEREST:

CYNIC Bdited by Czay Ruak, ¢/0 3 Ryde Lande, Nuthurst, CRANLTIGH,
Surrmy, E.R, Fasnish & very rood.

CRLBAFFLE frow Mary lege, 20 Woodustoek Close, Woodstock Rd., OXFORD,
0X2 8DB, U.X.

SPPCULATION frum Pcie ‘esuuxq adress above, at 3/- per copy, =nd features
the bhest G ol onassi e

VADRZINE from Ludrcy ¥nlton, ;'?_”') Yewdale Crcecent, COVENTRY, Varks, '
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CV 2FF, price 2/-.
GG from Péter Roberts, A7 7est Town Lane, BRISTCL, B34 5DZ, 2t
2/—, loc, trede, »r contribution. >
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THE EDITOR CONFESSES!

Louzing over vhe stencils llve typed 2ad printed, I've becoorme awnre
of a number of glaring errors. Ther:s are words spelt wrcagly and words
missed oui, on occasion making nonesvnse of 2 sentence. Fortunately,
most of these were on the first stencils I typed out ~nl Auplicated,
(You'll have to guess which they were, becausez I ain't sayin'.) and
T can see that I've improved au I've gone along. Of course there werc
the electro-stecuneils with the drawings on. I'm afraid I've stuck some
of those on the Roneo stencils rather badly so as 1o leave corners and
fingers nissing from some of ihe Arawings. I'm just wondering how the
above drawing by Jir is going to tura out....

Readers of SPECULATION will probably notice a resemblance between
ns criticisms of Michaek Moorcock, in rmy review of BEHCLD THE MAN, and
his own self criticisms in the latest issue of SPEC. 1In case anybody
thinks I've deone a bat pinching, I'd like to point out that y review
was written some wecks before SPECULATIJIN came out.

AND A FEE FINAL WORDS:
in editorial is most often used for the expression of opinions which

is something I haven't done in this one. However, if any reader has any
nice controversial opiaions that he can back up, I'd gladly print theg.



ALCHEL'Y: Visual ivipressions of the music of the
THRED EAR BALND:

Yeyptian Book of the Deads

L group of nsked, dancing, almost ghost-like figurcs,
spaced out in a circle; ecverything is under 2 gToy
smoke-coloured sky. It is almost twilight. There is
a central fisure; she is tall, black-haired, lithe.
I priestess?. She sways on a platform of- grey stone,
which issliké an altami -her flegh #s cream—colourcd.
" 'Her slim shape--as she dances,-éith her head threown
back--sometines hides the pale sun.
There is a thin line of soft, dull sea behind then
Far overhead, seaculls call sadly, forlornly; =zud
at the end, I hear an angry, dinosaurian frumpcting,
from the great lizards only a little out of sight.

firea Three;

There is a huge concrete square, in the searing
white sun: nothing moves. The shadows indicate
morning or late afternoon. The sky is azure, very
pale, and completely cloudless. There is an
impression of utter barreness, of a horsh, thirsty
land. 4nd, out of sight, I hear a banner flapping
in the wind. The area seems to be deserted and
abandoneds like a forpotten fortress, after the
armies have narched away. Now I see the cracks

in the conercte. The low white buildings cn the
other side are too far away to see clearly.
find then the wind increases; T hear voices,
mourning endlessly. Endlessly.



Dragon Lines;

Light is broken among the branches. It is an English
forest in late surmer: there are two young lovers,
darcing. They seer to be dressed in Elizabothan
style. & thin, bigh wind moans uueaskly in the ©
trees. The vague light that lieson the long, sun-
1it grass is palely greens and I arm the voungran.
f.s we run lightly in the sumrer grass, my fingers
tighten on hers: and then we stop, and kiss. The
cool sun is Lroken behind me. Together, we sit down
on the interwoven grass, and kiss again.

The sunlight is =2lpost gelden.

Lark Rise:

There are shadeows criss-crossing on a Adry,

parched lands millions of them. TFhony lines,

changing, rioving. There must be something incredible
in the sky, but I cannot lcok up.

Ribbons of carkness race over the jagred rocks,
forever., There is 2 senseof timelessness; and the

sun is yellow. It is noon.

Ritchie Smith



DANGEROUS VISIONS AND VISIONARIES by
Brian Stableford

DLNGEROUS VISIONS is a very larre originmal antholegy, and hence, some—
thing new. But there is more than that - DAKGEROUS VISIOHS has a characier,
which is something no anthology has ever had before (themes, yes, but not cha-
racter). Said character is due solely to the apllication of Harlan Ellison,
its editor.

In his brilliant collection I HAVE HOMOUTH AXND I MUST SCREAM, Harlan wrote
a foreword to every story, sometimes explanatory, sometimes just for the zake
of shooting off his capacious mouth. These forewords - lineally descended
frorm similar ramblings in earlier collections ~ served the purposc of unify-
ing the book, of raking every story not just 2 few thousand words by Harlan
Tllison, but a part of Harlan Elligsons.

In DANGEROUS VIBIONS, he does something sirilar. There are thirty-two
forewords, one introduction, one story znd one afterword,in this book, by

arlan Ekl on - over twenty per cent of the text is occupied hy the outnpou-
rings of his pen. He explains how the anthology came aboub, he escorts us
lovingly through iis assembly, and boasts about its outcorme. HFHe introduces
his authors and talks about his stories. And he creates a unigque phenomenon
called DAVGEROUS VISION5. There is nothing else like it. Probably nobody
else would have rade anything else like it. Possibly ncuody else can.

This collection represents Harlan's view of the new wave,
and hasg a particular glant on breaking editorial taboos. Thus the € 2re stor-
ies abeoat sex, horosexuwality, incest, sambling, violence and disease, and,
as a coup de prace Samuel R. Delany invents a iotally new perversion o round
the volume. off. All {that's missing is Bokononism.

Harlan states that his new wave is not the same as Moorcock's new wave,
or Merril's new wave. (I see¢ the difference as follows: Wosorcock's is come-
to-sunny--inner-space-let's—for-gakes~be..sophisticated new wave, iMerril's is
let's-p .y-mainstrear~and-levingly-hug-to-our-bospm-any-SF-we-find-there new
wave). Harlan ¥llison’s new wave is not narrow rinded, but that's as ruch as
I can gather.

There are anoralies int eh collcetion with respect to the de ared aim,

I can't inmggine what Jarmes Cross's THE DOLL HOUSE or Eenry Slesar's ERSATZ

are doing here. They are both and out of place. There are olthexr poor gtories,
and others which are sirply out of place. Harlan claims that each of his
cstories is filled with daring new ideas. %ither his cnthusiasm carried bin
away a little or he wrote the introduction befere collecting the stories. Even
scme of the genuine, downright taboo breakers ars a little tired and frayed

at the edges — Darmn Knight's Jehovah joke, Howzrd Rodman's sickly whimsy and
Jonathan Brand's padded punchline, for instance.

But, happily, the collection does present a surprising numher of zood
storiecs which might have never seen the light otherwise, and one or two really
supert stories.

The ereat triurph of the volume is Philip Jose Parrmer's RIDERS QF TH®
PIRPLE WAGY. ™ritten in the present tense, with a weird Adecoration of puns
and satire, it is concerned with what Farmer calls the Triple Revolution (of
Cybernation, “eaponry, and Human Rights). It deals with Chib Tinnegan, a
brilliant young artist with 2 strange and spectacular grandfather who is on
the run from the IKB. The first chapter is incorprehensible, but gets the
reader into the swing of things so he can follow the rest. The them and carr-
iage of the story are excellent. It is the longest story in thke book and apply
justifies Ell on's extravagant claims about it.

iy own personal favourite in the collection is Fritz Leiber's GONI'A ROLL



THE EONES. Tha author describes it as
a tall story, the editor says it is
uncategnriaable., Tt is extrermely app-
ealing and showing in f¢ll splendour a
groterrmigrie Leflo has 1 ozely Trawn
upon in the past. It contazins some of
the magic of Bradbury, tut btuilt on a
much stwonger framework than Bradbury
has ever used, and apllies Leiber's
own irony and delicate touch of fear.
It is an entirely originzl rendering
of the story of the ran who gambled
with the de¥il and was cheated.

A most welcome contribution is
Theocore Sturgeon's story, not only
because of its own merits, but becausse
Sturgecn clained it started him writ-
ing again. Its title is IF ALL MEN
WERE BROTHERS, WOULD YOU LBT OFE WARRY
YOUR SISTTR? Incest is its theme,
which figures if you look closely at
the title. I would quarrsl with Stur-
geon's crunch - ihat loathing for inc-
est would prove stronger than greed
in a conflict of motivations - but his
noral is sound.

This story is intercsting when
compared to Poul fAnderson's EUTOPIA -
whicli h:-s precizaly the s-me moral (it
deals with homosexuality instenrd of
incest) but is built on an Andersonian
structur -nd not » Star-e nic ones. The two stories offer a chance to com-
pare directly the meill iz % two widely differing authors on the same crusade,
and it's the one thing Hzrlsu Bllisun seems to have overlooked in his exhau-
stive meanderings.

I was disappointed by the twe parables presented by two of Britain's
leading writers - Ballard and Brunner. Thexr former deals with humanity,
the latter with deity. I have cone to expect better from these authors.

T was suitably emused, however, by Brian Aldissds tale of piped time.

In FAITH OF OUR FATHERS, Philip K. Dick returns to the drugs
whose influence is manifest in THE THEREE STIGLATA OF PALEER ELDRITCH, with
an impressive tale of unmistakably nightmare orign. 4 less intense sort
of horror is presented by two of David Bunch's excelaent brief bldck cor-
edies. The . . lynch-pin of Bunch's stolies is the same as that of Lick's
but their obligue approach gives them slightly more effect.

Larry Niven's JIGSAW MAN has a good theme but a peoor punchline - =
fault that is exactly counterbalanced by Larry Eisenbers, who's story has
several good punchlines but no therme.

The irony of Roger Zelazny 1is similarly balanced by that of Nomman
Spinrad - the former carries off his tale of the car ring with the calnm
flourish of & matader, while Spinrad's CARCINOHA ANGELS has a goulish
verve about it

I've alrecady mentioned Delany's AYE AND GOMORRAH as concerning a new
perversion. It was Delany's first short story, and suffers from lack of
neatness — hig favlts show up far too sharply in a2 work of this length.

The author's afterword hag a fine punchline, which might have heen hetter




off where it helongs -- in the obbr-

Yow I'd like to return to Harisa Fllison. Taz editor's own story
fits the collection benutifully, which is onlv really to be expected.
L. Sprague de Camp once said that ke felt inecludings his own stories in
his anthologies was somehow unsporiing, like shooting fish in a bathtub,
but Harlan's story totally binds up theeditor with his work, and honce
becones an integral part of the collection. It is = secuecl to Roheri
Block's story, which is in turr a scquel to Bloch's YOUR TRULY, JACK
THS RIPPER. 3Block's story is mtnor, Ellison's is not. THE PROWIER 1N
THE CITY AT THE END OF TEE WORLD is =n e¢xcellent picture of Jack adrift
in a city of the future, like a rat in its walls of metnl, pushed and
watched by its inhabitants like a helpless vortured toy. It exhibits
the power of the image which has made Harlan's recent shert stories so
cutgtanding.

It is this involverent with a wntral rotif which characéerises
his storics, and this very same involvement which indelibly stamps
the entirety of this anthology, making 1t Lody and soul a crention of
Aarlan ®Elldson. A4 montage, if you like, of other people's work is
employed by the éditor to express kis own ideas, This is the ippression
which energes frorm this collection, an impression which no editor has
ackieved beforc.

One e¢an ignore the fact that sore of the stories do not live up
to the editor's clainms, and ome ean ignore the editorfs pomposity and
narcissism. What he hes accomplished is the unificmtion of the
work of many suthors ianto a whole, and, for the first ftime, nade =n
anthology into an entity. Perhaps, ‘oo, he has added a 1little rore
neaning to thatv nebulous phrase 'new wave' by showing us a wave, anc
not a series of discrete Tipples.
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] AFTERWORD BY TERL EDITOR:

It seers to e that I smell a disgraceful situation around here.,
That being that no Eanglish publishcr has yet put out DANCEROUS VISIOINS
over here. Without doubt this is the fiwest antholey ever crdnted and
we Briti:h have 1o do without or buy the BMRKLEY editign which is in
threc volumes at 95 ceuts ench. o matter, it i3 worth the szhorbitant
price.

Danserouns Visions is so big and so brilli-~nt that two people cal
like it for entircly different reasons. I haven't yet hzen able to
get into Leiber's GOHRKA ROLL THE BOFRES after three atteupits. On the
other hand, I've rezd RIBERS OF TEE PURPLE WACGE four tines now, ansd
like it better with each reading - it's very likely that I'll be
writing a longe article on this nevella for VAYAL:2.

The Bllgion story 1s gocdi: it is nlso incredibly viclent, savage
and sexual and it has o valld moral. In that it differs from 4 BOY
AND BIS DOG which, " puch to my disgust, neaily won 2 Hugo this
year — that story is violent and sexunl but witheout any aprarent moral
makln? it just so ruch pernography.

Ls yet, at the time of writine :; I haven't corresponded with Brian
Stnbleford. {This review was kindly sent to me hy Pete Weston.) T do
know, however, that he has had published two rovels - by Ace, as halwves
of fce Doubles, and by Sidgewick & Jackson. The hooks are CRADLE OF THD
SUN (the Ace worsion has a superb Gaughan cover) and BLINDBCRY: both
are very unusual and very good and shoul!! not be misgsed =and when is
your third coming out Brian?

TR
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BAY .t 2 few words on the people of the sarmc nane

Théir culture was higkly adwnncsd and they lorrulated the rost exact cnl-
endar of all tirne. 'They knoew the Venusinm yoar of 584 days and estirnated the
duraticn of tho terrestrial year at 26%.242 days. The exnct caleulstiom today
365.2422 days. They left .bechind calculations to last for 64 million yecars.
Leter inscriptions deal in units whish probably approach 400 rillicn. year
Andl how about. this for subt ty: "the Tzolkin hrs 260 dnys, the terrestrlal
yoar 305 and tho Vemisian 584. 365 is divisible by T3 five times, 584 eirht
tines. 8o the indfiedinle (Vcnua1wn) forrmln trkes this forms

(¥oon) 20 X313 ¥ 2 2 T3 = 260 2 2 x T3 = 37,960
(sun) 8 x13 5% %3 = 104 x5 x 73 = 37,960
(Venus) 5 x 13 x8x73= 65x8x73= 37,960

In otker words, a2ll the cyeles coincide ofter 37,960 dnys. Laoynm niythol-
oy clained thated.then the goc Kukulkanm would cone frorm the stars, take poss-
GEsion ST the buildings and from then on live avong ramkind'. Accerdingly; a

'aut “werddule of construction was organised. The people waited for Kukulkan

until thke day of reburning csre...and wnited., We rust assune the gods did not
Corie .

How will the Jehovah's Witnesses face un to the showdown, I womder? I will
return to Erick von Daniken's CHARIOLS OF THE GODS asain: '-An alisolutely incre—
Aible thing happemed about 600 4.D. Sudlenly...a whole people left their labo-
ricysly and solifly built cities with tleir rich terples, artistic pyramids,
squares lingd witlr statues, and grandicse stadiurs. vakstlg tionas of arckaec-
dorical sitss have not produced one proof that even z siprle Mayan rerained
behind, The jungle ate dts way throarh buildings and streets, broke up rasonry
and turncd ceverything intc a vast landscaope of ruins. Ho inkhnbitant ever retuc~

ned there.!

Tkor: Denrrads
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THEMES O A VARIATTON by Thor Penrman

I hear Athens and Chicago are battling againm, ond 2 river czlled Styx
flows througll Harlem. Odysseus is going By Pan-Arnericag next year. The Vanmir
are Yroakire down uhe walls of the Peataron or joining the crwsadu to Vietaa-
palre Borer is writing True~Love kormances nowadays. Buddha Fas beem picked
ap for leoafinmg under a tmwee. The city fire-ckief's going crazy but Daley koeeps
playing that fiddle. Gilgaresh’s cxpedition has heen sponsored by the Untiomal
Geographieal Sociely. As a resiure of good-will the people of Russgia hewe pres—
ented the city of Washington with a larpe wooden statue of a horse. Socrates
Has joined Kahn's think-tank. Woden's rerven's have becn Hired by UPI. Thre
ncw DEW-lince designer is called Heirmdsll. In future, all ﬁ}otOfr pks, plclures,
etc., of the Ruseian prericr rust show the horns. The saferuard ABM syster has
been rejected in favour ¢f an idea by sorcone nared Zeus Agonides. The Slst
state will Be known asg Elysiun. The mayer of New York denied, ycstor’ﬂyy that-
anyone nared Godfrey of Boullon was arrestéd for disturbing the peace iw the
Ay—ral quater. Here endeth the roddar news.
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Therc are only forty pcople in the world and five of ther are harhorgerss
~ Crptain Beefhoart.

Let Saigons be Saigons: - Rogor MeGouph.

ir have fairics living -~ he bottorm of our street: - Adriasn Hepri.
Wr have fair livinmg ~t the bHott f t 1 FiXil Henr



TEE LOLIG AND WINDING ROAD: AND THERE WAS A DBRKNESS ONTHE GF

v Loy t

Fiv-ers -~re the broiches, Tlere lies Pomeldor: .id woves,
suntehin, like Do hbeq vire, Fi }: and stror. , tvrn ~Il1 white

like fishlooks ns we ru nodly ard die.

throwu 'k the 1-rrow country Ercro~chin s delicate 2s Tirst kieses,
1nres. yes, and solter tL*r

Terr dronped are the twi; s the misty tley ccome.

rumnine down with silver, Lona-hip~ dist-ntly, the wovess like
copturin’ Ro and mirrorir - us, memories of time, risin~, comin-

with ice, nund 1ire, ~ixd time, oncs conversin  with tre ski.

And blueness. A soft bluensss.

The surf-sound ~ megsae: - proud
~rd 0ld Adre-oms and spe-kinc, il only
I coirld hear. OQuiet 2s de~tl,

the roveyard: a2nd soyibe,

I m~de thoee.

Trerblin. is the skysy re-ped
of its cloud towers,
archin, owerhend ~nd printed,
. 1111 it rreets the 1lnnrd,
And ns the sun ed es Liher
morinins turng to roons and
prle ngure is di-egted by Qr,; wvou gsens slish ~crogs the sky,
a softened, .‘entle sky. mirror the clouds, caopture the sun
and moke him sleep. Sleep,
nhd drecm.
Trke me too.
Erdleszly the w-ves..
Foomin © and le~pin ..

Ard 2t my feet lie =ztones:
rrinnin. by the rosdside,
smilin &t orim desth and
ot the skulls lLe mckes,
And then ?heir humour spurnsg S i Aty
me: urensily I 7o.. To die on this be~ch.

Under crocked nriis qu crocked le’'s TatanEc BT e
and crooked spires of crooked trees.
Ar2 cloudss like scuttered tissuos,
from~ metil- rey mount=in r-n e.
Or like snils, hu.e nd spre-i.
And fromenta drift, somewhere: ns rained
glopes and battlements, ~g broken spires
znd derd moctings,
perb-ops foces..
Tey ‘comamsndl ¥o.
Endlessly the clouds..
like trec sc ttered white bones of » ~innt.

by And on the se~ shore, cold: wind

RITCHIE SEITH clrwg ~t my bones, and I shiver.
The ot ro rs its son~ of nutumn
endlcosly, like musgies rusic softer
thn spr-y srokc.
Ard from the other gide of time
comes yegtordny: tle srme woves
~“nd 2¢l..
Algo =n anthems nd o sky,
cooly bluc.
ind zeattored white bonesm
crun®le forever into form.
Endlessly..
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IN SEARCH OF THE WIND: A look at the epic of Gilgamesh by Thom Penmah.

It's a damned funny book, this; I don't think I've seen a paperback
quite like it. It's like coming across the myth of Orpheus or the Book
of Job seriazlised alongside the comic-stripfScarth'. (And maybe this
is a darmed funny review., It must be the first in fandom to appear four
thousand years after its subjects publication.)

The style is curious, archaic, somewhat 1ike Biblical, or a philo~
sophical fairy-tale in mythological setting. The stort was originally
conceived as a cycle of twelve songs, a verbal tradtion that comes over
very clearly, more so than the epic poems of Homer, for instance, which
it predates by at least fifteen centuries.

It must be read as one reads mytholkzy, for enjoyment on that same
simplistic, archetype-ridden level: bul, peopled by gods, heroes and ogres
though it is, mythology it is not, no more than the Odyssey or %he Iliad
are. The gods cast larger shadows than the Olympians, with their dilet-
tante musings over the fates of men from somewhere off in the unknowable,
but that's in the nature of the epic and of its %imes.

This is the literature of the first civilisation of man - %he Sume-
rians - and in Gilgamesh we find the first identifiable human protagoni-
st, albelt two thirds god, and his wildman friend Enkidu, born of ®lay
and water, created by the godess Aruru.

The friendship between the two, Enkidu's incwrred decat¥h, and Gilga-
meBh's subsequent flight fo the ends of the universe in an attempt to
escape his own eventual doom, his own mortality, is the story. The skel-
eton is padded, of course, with the usual stage settings of the myth and
wonderstory, the strange and wonderful backdrdps against which fantastic
inhuman, human, and superhuman figures appear. (Letfs face it, it does-
n't really matter if the wonderstory!'s told by an old blind Greek singer,
some skald in a longhall, or somebody with an SFWA badgeeess)

After Enkidu's -death, which devastates Gilgamesh, bringing to focus
the overladen prescence of Fate, he becomes obsessed with his own impen-
ding doom. He undertakes a strange odyssey to the earthly paradise
Dilmun, on the other side of the waters of death, where his forefather,
Utnapishtim, the Faraway, dwells, the only mortal to be granted everlasting
life.




Many syraenge beiugs amd sights pass him by bn his stramee, half-worl-
dly, half-figurative, journey (Highway TEI Revisited??). There are the
Man-Scorpions, half man, ¥alf dregon, whose glory ig terrifying, whose
stare srtikes death into wen, and whkose shimmering halo sweeps the moun-
tains thateuard the setting sun. There 1s a claustrophobic journey thro-
ugh twelve leagues of eternal dawkmess to reach the gods, where there are
vines tearing fruit of jewels, and bushes with leaves of lapis lazuli.
Here, Gilfaresh reets, as he walks by the edge of the sea, Shamash, the
benevolent sun~god who advises Bim of the futility of hls quest. There
is also Siduri, mistress of wines, and Urshanabi the boatman who ferries
bim across the dark waters of death to Dilrun at the mouth of the rivers,
where he finally encounters Utnapishtim who turns out to be Noak by ame
other name (or, more prokabily, vice-versa), who was, with Wis wife, gran-
ted immprtality as survivors of thie Deluge.

Earlier in the story, there is Humaba, "whose mare is Hugmmess",
guardiar of the forests of the land of cedars. This archetype ogre, amd
also archetype forest deity, guardian of woodland amd glem, is overcome
by Gilgamesht and Enkidu with the ald of ihe winds lemt by by Shamash. It
is By refusing the pleas of mercy of Humbaba and, om their retumm
from the xpedition, Gllgamesh's flouting of the ficklu and damgerous god-

dess Ishtar, of Lowe and War,

that they cause their dowmfall.

How typical 1t is that this is
— 1s a set feature of all myths,

; Yt in the Epic it is further

deliniation of the theme that
man should not outstep Bls lime
i1ts, should remember his posi-
tion in the scheme of things,
and make do with it., Anm arg-
urent of the gods, principally
betwoen Shamask and Emlil, .°
whose protege Humbaba was, has
the outcome that ome rusy dies
Frlcidu,.

THE EPIC OF GILGAMESH
gstrikes me as helimz one of the
most powerful nmyths or ryth-
like stories I've ¢Gome aqross.
It seems to be somethinmg more
tham just entertaimment. This
isn't just another expedition tio strange parts, and odyssey bBe it of
Odysseus & friends, or HAL 9000 & friends, or ewem a semi-fipgurative guent
after the umobttainable, of Lobey/Orpheuses im their espective Underworlds.
Gilgarmesh is reballing against the very nature of his umiverse. He is
the first angry young wman in hdstory raising the first questiominmg voice.
Why must ren die, He's askingm, and I thimk that's 2 pretty imporlant
questiops All he gets in reply is a fatalistio shrug. 3By a series of
dissuading vwoices amd dissppoimtments, the Universe, amd the gods whick
ave its unpredictable/hostile/benevolent/indifferent masks, show him
the error of his ways: don't buck the systerm, kids accept your lot my
gome And i the ond, when his last chamce, the plamt whiok restores yomth,
is gtolen from him Dy a =merpent in his roment of triurwph, he of course
does. What other chrice has a mortal got? The Deity dom't want no




cogsmological social revolut-
iomaries here, bubt. Amd so
1t goes. &

I hope if Zelazny, im
whatt now appears as a serlet
of rationalised mythologies,
ever gets around to the Baby-
lonian, Hte doosn't use the
Gilgamesh story. Even though
I hate to gay it, that guy
bastamdiges nythology, takimg
the leteer; rather than the
spirie of the lore. If a
modern version could be writ,
the writer could only be Sac-
uel Delany.

The sense of doorr amd
fate runs Beavy through the
Epic. His answer to Siduri,
who adwocates "dance and he
merry, feast amd rejoice” is; "How cam I Bo silemt, how cam B Testh
witen Enlkcidp, whom I lowe, is dust forever?" (CGllgmwsel's veryt relati-
onship to Enkidu, to whorr e 18 attracted "like the lowve of a svoman',
seems anbileuous: at times 1t smakks of homosexuality, but that #may be
due to viewing it throuch jaundiced 20th century eyss.)

Utnapishtim sums up the entire semse of doom-lallem passage @® time
whichk rus® have haunted the religiously imsecure Sumerlams whem G¥le-
anesh aske Him Fow he cam finmd the 1life for which He is seekimg. @t-
napisitim amswers Him: "There ie mo permamence. Do we bulld a hotgee
to astand forewer, do we meal a ocomtract to hold for all time? Do T
others divide an inkeritance to keep forewer, does the flocdtime of *the
rivdra endure? It is only the mymph of the dragomfly who sheds her
larva and seces the sum im Hes glory. Fror days of old, there i{s nf
permansnce. THe sleeping and the dead, How slike they are, they arg
like a peinmted deatl. What is there bLetween the wmaster amd the servgy
ant whesn both hawe fulfilled their doom?®

Always, Narmtay, the demom of the underworld represemiing Fate's
evil aspect, meems to look over Gilgamesh's shoulder. Ho 1s driven o}
by the prospect of what awalte him after death, as rewealed to Enkidu
in a dream, PBefore his own.

B’ tells of "... the house, whose people sit im darkmess; dus® 1s
their food, clay their meat. They are clothed like birds, with wi-ygss
for povering, they see no light, they sit in darkmess. T emtored %he
h&usge of dust and saw the kings of the earth, thelr crowns put awa®
forever." As N.K.Sandar says im her excellent irtroductiony "if tPhe
Ecyptians give us the wision of hkeaven, the Babklomlans give us tiw)d
vision of hell. Ang, indeed, only the gods inbkelit heaven in the payth-
ology of the lamd of the two riverse.

Gllganesh is the haunted hero of a haunted people, who's gods sho-
wedy as ruch as any other's, thelir eternnl perfidiousness and whose
afterlife ia an image of gloom and despondency. Nowhere, in nature ,



whose forces where comtrolled by dpposed gnds such as Eml¥l and Skamash, or
im the herafter, was there comfcrt or constarcy. This miracle play of the
firet civilisation gives thelr answer of fatalism and the uselessness of ..
striving - what good is it going teo Ao you? As Sharash says: "Why do you
corie here Gilgamcsh...in gsearch of the wind?" Gilgarmesh, himself, admits:
Where is the man who can clamber to heaven? Onlv the gods live forever."
Here it is tHen. Probably the first sccul.r literature in history,
6lder than the pyrarids, in Penguin for 4/—. It's a damn funny Book, thiss
I don't think: 1've seen a paperback quite like it.

* * * * * * * * ¥* * * * *

THE RUNNING MAN
(inspired, im part, by Leonard Cohcn's THE PATRIOT)

I ar the Running Man
though ny kiding places are nany
you can always find re

My birthplace was the gutter
and I grew up inm the alleys
running alwzys running

"

I was Hhated by py mothcer,
a I was beaten By oy BLrother
wgo ig all pem

The only sounds I kmew
were the roaring of the mobs 3
K and the screaming of the Matred

I rever knew what freelom was "
or peace of nlad and only
the inwvasion of ry privacy

I'm the nigeer and I'nm the Jew,
tHe queer andl the kike and
: I'm the cxtcified Christ

I'rr tie lonely neurotic
living in his Bedsit
weaving fantasies of lowve

) I've been whipped and heen castrated,
Pornt at the stake, raped
and Ylacklisted by kcCarthy

I'rm the sacrificial kidkg,
the scapegoat on the altar,
tortured By the Torquemnada

s I'p the outecast,
- I'm the stranger, he who was
stmnned in that mangcer

I am the Rurning Man
thourh ry hiding places are many
you have always foumnd ne.

Tanm Willlars



ZERO=-ZERO HE FLIES
a columm by
GRAY BOAK

My first column for a new fanzine: a strange sensatlon, akin to
diving into an abyss. Or so I gather - I can't say that I've ever turied
the latter. What kind of magazine will it be, this MAYA? Perpetrated
by a collection of neofans; one fears the worst. Yet they seem a talent-
ed lot, perhaps there will be sufficient in it to make worthwhile its
appearance in an overpopulated fanzine market.

Sc what to write about, when I don't know what to exzpect? Perhaps
some kind of introduction to fandom -~ but that would bore established fans
reading MAYA. Yet talking about fandom always seems to interest fans,
and fanzines don't seem to be talked about anymore, so perhaps it's time
for a new trend. Being unable to talk about MAYA, I'11 fetch up a few
points that arose from my own CYEICs points likely to be squeezed out
of my next issue by postal rates, yet of sufficient general interest %o
appesar here.
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Ritchie Smith is one of the North-East CGroup — the MAYA mob. (The
Monkwearmouth Mafia?) He liked the fanzine reviews by Jhim Linwood -
scathing they were ~ and noted that WADEZINE, produced by Audrey Walton,
came out badly.

"Fill Audrey Walton now hate Jim Lirwood?" ke asks. Note the omm-
ission &f the farnish 'h'. As in Ghod and BHeer, often omitted by neo-
fans who consider it childish. They may be right, vut it is part of the
fannish ambience. In fannish (or in the extreme faanish) works, atmos-
phere is important. The fannish 'h! is a convention, and like most
conventions seers a little silly
out of context, Bear with 1t -
it is but a little thing, Ritckie
continues: "Does that kind of
criticism lead to knife-fights at
dawn, or just reasconed replies...?"

Ah, if only.... In the Good
014 Days, or even nowadays in the
U.8. of glorious f., a fannish feud
was a wondrous thing. Such criti-
cism would breed fierce reply, whick
in turn would c¢all forth a2 response
that would turn ren's hailr white,
shake the very rafiers of fandom,
cause schims making gore run red in
the letter columnse.

Tans have built entire reput-
ations on their ability to turn a
cutting remark, to scythe-down a
fake-fan with one withering corment,
to run riot through letter columns
across the entire world., The mere
mention of names such as Ted White
and Charles Platt is forbidden in
gone quarters. Should Roje Gilbert



and Brian Stableford ever mect..c..

Panzine editors are,of neccessity, a tough breed of fan.

S0eess what did happen?

I'11l tell you. Audrey Walton did not reply. She read it — certainly
she did - but not one word did she utter. Not one morsel of self-izfence.
or excuse., (Mot that I could find such defence, but obviously she must
fedl differently.) She did not loc CYNIC. She did not say "That was
unkind, 1 shall not trade with you anyrore." She .did not ask if I ag-
reed with my reviewers comments.

she did not send me the next lssue of WADEZINE.

Oh feeble reply! Oh milk-and-water rezction?! If she does not
consider her zine worth dofending, why does she bother to publish it?

Why indeed? And when such active (for she is - very active) £
faneds have so little care for criticism even when so desperatelymweded,
can ther be any doub? why British fan-publishing is in the doldruns?

Weak editors proluce weak magazines.
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So igthis what fandom whould be? All bloodshed and hate? Of course
not - btut if a thing i worth doing, it is worth doing well. Which requ-
ires enthusiasm, time, money, and talent. Too many Britj ki fanzines lack
one or nore of the above — and it shows. Take Pete Weston's comment:
"Don't fiddle about with faney page laycuts, electrosiencilled illustrate
ions, wile margins, big gazps between paragraphs, etc. These all waste
valuable time and page space. And the latter means a waste of money."
(And how!) M....it just isn't worth it." But it is. Foom the depths
of my heart I plead - it is. British fanszinew haveé bhad repwiation abroad.
Dirty, crowded, badlydwplicated on poor paper, uninteresting, coatents
unreadable anyway.

Crowded is one key word. Too much wordage packed onto a small page.
Nuarte is just too small for a duvplicated magrzine. Use of paragraph
spacings inelusion of lots of artwsrk (if you can get it) - even if id ie
pretty poor in itsclf, it Dbreaks up +the soggy mass of words; space-dev-
puring headings: all help. But you need 44 to do this well, I feel,

Dirty is another word, How rniany British fanzines use slip-sgheeta?”
(These are paper shects slipped on top of each page as it comes off the’
duplicator to prevent offset, the ink from page coming onto the back of
another.,) I can tell you one, but no other, Why not? Too expensive -
nonesense. Slip-sheets willlast for many issues. Too time-consuming.
There we have it ~ and not because it really does add 211 that much tinme,
Faneds are not prepared to spend the time and effort to produce a clear,
legible magazine., They produce dirty, ¢ rowded crud-sheets.

Why there is so little good quality work done dn . British fanzines
is another, more complex matter. I think that it is because there was no
continuity within British fandom throughout the sizxties.. The excellent
magazines at the beglnning of the decade -~ ORION, APPORHETA, HYPHEN - died
without leaving any succesors. The schism of the New Wave - hoth fannish
and professional - put the old fans on one side of a freat 2ivide, the
tyoung' neos on the other. Without guidelines, the Britssh fanzines of
late Sixties became ingrown. Too few writers appeared in the fanzines,
waich seemed 0 set out to become amateur prozines. They failed. A few
good fanzines " survived: SPECULATION and SCOTTISEE springing to
mind.




Fandom became merely a social arr-—
angepent. Fandom Is Just A Goddamn
Hobby, r.iher than Pandem Is A Way Of

Tt fo .
T used to believe FIJAGH. But
5 : FIAWOL is much rmore fun. And when

gomeone says "very good just to loock
at, and appreciate visually. That
spaciousness and freedom in the format
is really sonething, especially after
the janred madncess of most other U.K.
zines...1it wes really good." I glow.
(Despite the split infinitive.)

Quality costs. Time, money, effort.
CYNIC 1 was not the magazine 1 intended
to produce — compromise is a neccess—
ary part of existence. CYNIC 2 will
be, in part, yet furvher away fron ny
aim. I doubt whether I can chkieve
anything lasting until issue 5, at the soonestv. When I go over purely
typed headings, no artwork, no spacing between paragraphs and no slip-
sheeting, I'11 have losg.

PPV

And even the smallest death diminishes the world.

* * * 3¥* * * x * * * * * * * * * *

£ CERTATN AMOUNT OF FANNISHNESS DCOESSEEM TO BE RETURNING T0 THE UK,
Peter Roberts' EGG, for example. Yet a faraish magazine is a psculagr
animal: 1t requires a vast expenditure of energy from its editor, then
cannot thrive withont its audience. British fandoen has had the fanzines
it deserves for tco long now - the time is vipe for a fanuish rennaisence.
But this will require work from the main body of fans, not just a handful
of dedicated editors.

Someone, somewhere, is awaiting a loc from you....

* * * * * & * * * * * * * *

There is one greattermptation in fandom. Your own fanzine. Never
mind the cost, put in everyhting you can get regardless of quality, and
send it to your friends and a2 random collection of BNFs, Then sit back
and wait for the Tocs to roll in. You'll get maybe 20%. Some people
will complain because you slated their favourite fanzine/book. {You
didn't, your reviewer did, but people hever notice details.) You'll
be criticised by some people for your reproduction. "Nonesense," you'll
ery, "it's as good as WADEZINE. Or RUFFCNT." What one person thought
best, others will think worst. One pcrson will sub. A few trades
will come in.

If you are lucky, there may be a few constructive comments. If
your audience ° is even luckier, you may take notice of them. All of
thern could have forsecn by stuldying the fanzines alrcady ocut, long enough
v0 see which of them are #ood, which of them last, and who reads what,
linke contacts with other fans -~ if only to gain a little variety in your
own fanzine. Most important - there's no use in sending a poetry-oriented
fanzine to Terry Jeeves or Pete Weston, your rave article on Asimov's
FPoundation Trilogy to Dick Geis, your Vargo Statten checklist to ne.....



Thus, it is a little like dropping into an abyss, writing for a ncw
fanzine. Will these newcomers have the staying jower, bear the slings
and arrows of outrageous fandom, care euougsh to try hard enough? They
don't have to produce a fannisk fanziae to produce a £ood Tanzine, though
it helps. (Usually.) Neorfans are very difficult to help, whether you
are a BNF or, like myself, = Middle Terrace Fan. (The term originates
with Gardner Dozois. Any other erﬂnSiﬁn of the letters MTF is not re-
quested.) Envhusiasm is easy to stifle -~ it is as easy to force the
minitiated away from your desirable route, as to point them ih the right
direction, then lct ehri their own talent take them where only they, not
you,can go.

Fandom can be all things to all pcople. If I soand a 1little crmus-
ading at times, it's wmot to close all openinss but my own; rather an
attenpt to clear a blecked passage, to increase the cholce of routes.

Even if it meons belng nice to wombats.

* Lo X * * * »® * * * o * ¥
Fanzines included, cormmented orn, mentioned, and insinuated at.

APHORETA No longer being produced. The first three

HYPHEN are worth obtaining at almost any prics,

ORION the last to be sirilarly avoicded.

RUFFCUT

and, in alphagbetical onrder, so that I come first:

CYNIC L. Graham Boak, 3 Rvde Lands, MYuthurst, CRANLEIGH, Surrey.
Fannish., ¥o.2 out shorily.

EGG Peter Roberts, 87 Yest Town Lane, BRISTOL, BS4 5DZ.
FPannish. Recommended for the SF fan.

ERG Terry Jeeves, 230 Bannerdale Road, SHEFFIULD, 311 9FE.
Fazunish. Not for thosge with 1Lb0r31/8“01ﬂ118t tastes, Worth Trying.

SCIEICE FICTICE REVIBW Richerd &. Geis, California.
Bighly recommenled for the SF fan. Twice Hugo winner (69 & T0)
4/- from the Baglish agcat Bthel Lindeay

SCOTTISEE Ethel Lindsay, 6 Courage House, Langley Lvenue, SURBITON,
Surrey. Fannigh, individual, and recommended.

SEAGULL Rosemary Pardoe, 15 Selizirk Court, Whitely Road, LONDON, N17 6RF.
Lightweight. Standard British fanzine. Betier than most.

SPECULATION Peter R, Weston, 31 Pinewall Avenue, Kings Norton,

SOREINCGEAY 30. Recommend=®to the serious & ccastructive SF fan,

¥* * x #* -+ * * * * * * * *

A FEW COM¥ENTS BY YOUR FRIENDLY, NETGEZQURHCOD EDITOR:

This is one article I felt T'd like to say something, so I've cram—
ped it up a bit on this nage to make roon for me. (Pleese dont't call
the curse of Ghod down wpon me, Cray.) Gray makez 2 lot of very valid
corments in vhis pilece; the sad tnlng is they'll be ignored by most
faneds, althcugh 2 few of his sugcestions will be incorporated inte HAYL:
2 (¢.£. headings, won't they Harry?...plcasc.). DBut money and time
are potent factors., Still, we 2ll can bat try.

I don't agrec with all Gray saps (APHORETA is a not very PESEn bore},
nor will a number of people, but that doesn't affect the basic 1 & of
what he is saying and if rore foneds thought about layout the UK fanzines
2ould hold their heads up a bit higher. My excuse: I'm just learning.

(Oh, yes, and jhose two superior comice fanzines from Ian Penman,

30 Weldon AVenue, Grangetown, SURDERLAND, Co.Durham are ORACLE, o news-
z.ne at 1/6, and ARMACEDDON, a magnificent Roank-Xerox effort - in lay-
21t at least -~ costis 3/4.) Do I get a free copy now, Ian? TFuh?



BEHOLD THE MAN: Mickael Moorcock MNayflewer 57-/ Avon 75 cents.
A Teview by lan Willizms

Michuel presents a rather enigmatic amd econtradictory fisure. He looks
like a fat CHrist and, ot convertiocns, is noted for Bis flamboyamt Belaviour
amd comsumption. of alcohol. HE is also the most influemtial editor the science
fiction field Ras Had with the possible exception of John W. Campbell. Whilst
the latter insisted on a prose egual to mairstream level, Moorcock demanded,
and occasionally got, work that was as good as the best im contemporary fiction,
titat was challenging both inm concept and style. His arrogamt hoostimg of this
materisl raised a lot of hackles But, mevertheless, his comtributiom to
contemporary s.f., as an editor, is phenmomenmal.

Sadly, most of His own writimg is mediocre, or, at best, merely competent.

THe Elric stories, about which iltere Is sometbhimg of a cult, khave a certainm
witality which grips and holds the attemtion of the reader. His RUNESTAFF
guartet offsr nothing But tediugy amd the occasiomal flash of imagimatiom.

Jerry Corzelius infuriates and amnoys a lot of people becausey, I thiwmk,
that thcy are trying to Pigure out wkat Moorcock isg gettims at and cambt.
There's a simple reasom for this: ke fom't sayime enythime. Jerry Cormeliws
is as shallow as thke 'por culture! to whick ke Belomss. He is like a large
¥allonm covercd with funmy cartoondsh drawings: light, amusime amd very, very
th rea

But ian 1969, Michnel Moorcock had publisked two nowels which cam be claimed
as seriour works of speculative fiction: THE BLACK CORRIDOR which saw light of
day as an Ace Special and BEHOLD THE MAN. THE BRACK CORRIDOR finwolwes a mam
going mad on: a starship altermating with details of his previous life in anm
England on. the verge of amarchy. The picture of Emplamd givem in this book is
go extremo as to be farcical - Powellism is takem to its uliimate lim¥t wherim
the Irish amd Wolsh are the subjects of racialfism. The imsamity of the central
character is roflected im hallucinatory scenes amd a kind of comcrete poetry
which doesn't come off at all. The idea hehimd this book is good butb Moorcock
doesn't hawe the talomb #o make it succsssfully realised.

Apnd so to BEHOLD THE MAN, tho subject of this rewview.

It is this book that shows Moorcock's sights, the same sights that were
revealod by his cditorship of NEW WORLDS, and also shows his limitations as a
writer.

THo theme is challengimg cnoughe a time Hraweller who is searchimg for the
b storical Christ, finds himself taking om the role.

This is a difficult subject to tackle as, after hundreds of years of Christe
lanity, the immge of the crécified Christ tas become a Bighly potemt symbol.
This imgge is ecHoed throughout the book. As a chHild, the protagomist, Karl
Glogauer, ias crucified to a wire femce. Although athedstic amd of Jewish amce-
stry, Hhe has & mortid obeessiom with religiom that is kighly sexunl im its
neture - the Cross, to Glogauver, is am erottic symbol of his fantasies. Frequen-
tly, it is stated that Fe wants to be a martyr im am age which doeam't give him
the opportundity %o become one. The Crucifixziom is emphkasised still fmrther, in
the Avom edition, by a hrilliamb, stunnimg cower Which the Crwcifixiom is depi-
cted in. a ramer resembling the religious work of Salwador Dali.

The best sections of this novel are set im the Palestine of 29 A.B. Obvi-
ously, Moorcock Has done His Homework om this. He presents anm interestimg, if
brief, picturc of life amongst the Essemes. The character of Johm the Baptist
is credibly donec despite its rather sketchy mennere A1l im all, I got the
feeling that, yos, this id low it was.It's a shame that sex ¥s dragged imto
tese sections of the novel particularly after the marvellous feelings of
susterity and ascetlcism the author mameges to conmwmey. €logauer, im a delerium
searches for Jesus anmd cventually stumbles upow Him omly to fimd that he is



memtally defective and that Waxy iz a slut who, whon Juseph £8 <ut oI Eho way,
lets Clogauer Have hers Thils particnlar vcoms, T {nmd, ¥0 Le a picce of cheap,
distasteful sensationalism that was rore sordid tham shocking. The rest is
fairly predictable: Glogaucsr becormes knows as a teacher anmd healer, gathers

a group of disciples arcund him and acts out the Christ legend, fimally dyiwms,
in great pain, on tBe cross and ends up rotting in a physician's surcery.

0f course this isn't really a novel anyway — Jjust a blatantly padded out
version of the Nelwula-winning novellettes I have no objection o tke expansiow
of novellettes into novels - Zelazmy did a supert joh om EE WHO SHAPES (THE
DREAN KASTER), as did Dariel Keyes with FLOWERS FOR ALGERNON -~ provided they
are well, or even passably, done. But BOUOLD THE AN isn't. Insedted into
the fractured narrative are strands of thought, coversatioms, the occasional
piece of ccacrete poetry, and other gobbledyrook. Enlighteniwm: (sic) pieces
such ase

"Wampires.
We're guite a pair.!
and s
'How?
It cees
Jesus!
I necdesa i ' W P QA ALy “u =, O .
Vol !

Quite a Wi space is wasted by suck irrelevent that ald gothime to the
ook except for adding those few extra pares for Hoorcock to claim it is a
novel,

Whether Mickael loorcock had simcere artisiie imbentions Im writing this
ook, I cun'ﬁ‘ﬁay, bat the net resul® 1s a seriocusly flawed work, imecredibly
padded, and adds rothing to the original movellette. This is a trememdously
disappeinting bock bhut whlek will no doulbrt convince mawny pecple otlierwise
because of 1ts pretenszions to art.
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THE AMBERICAN DREAM BECOKES LIGHITMARE: Trke apocalyritic cauvas of Norpan Mailer.
& discussior of AN AMERICAN DRELE by kit.chkie Smith.

In this novel Mailer coruscaies and hurms through s long, harshly wiolewt,
tour-de~force, throwime loxg strings of verbal fireworks that almost suceséd
in. disguising the spare, powerful story that io the bare homes of tHds movel.
Tiat story belomps to the protagonist; a wedirotic ex-mariye mero called Stephenm
Rictards Rojack, a Dalf-Jewish maverick imtelleciual livime iz Mankattan.

Howewver, the thing tdat rears above and hoRiml thls hook is the incredible
r¥th-landscape of neon-1it Few York. And, if T cam parmllel Maller with amy omc.
writer im the s.f. field, it must be Roger Zelazny: trere arc the same near-—
. roetlc glirmeringss and tlie same casual insicght. Of course the maim differemce
1g ipr tleir end-producte: the almost insame disgust amd bitterness of lzailer,
so patnfully inwolved, so different from the acsthetic-academic detachment of
e BEltoty, is far, far away from Zelazny's concept of 1ife heims like 'the hea—
ches around Tokyo Bay'. Diatler rmakes mo overt statemeats om 1life, seriows or
not: existence, as he secs it, is o rmeaningless, relcdramatic episode set im &
cHarmcl louse., It is no accident that Fe writes extemsively about odours, par-
tieoulgrly those of decay.

0f ccurse, tke comparatively codl tradition ~f s.f., wherc the nowvels mmst
almost of neceessity be divorced from contemporary  reality, makes it a little
Koerder to attain Mailer's unstable &Sreatmess. After all, how rany famous mow-
ellists cxcercised that ultimate, bed-rock quality of science fictiom? I am

very ruch afraid that Worram Mailer ig onmly screanmimg the cold trwth iw t¥dg



Wook, It Ras a peculisr, indefinable revoltins quality that seems to come omly
with: the truths

The cpening parasraphs g¢p rickt omto 2 flashback of the killimgs %hat nade
Rojack a hero., Under conditions of extreme damger - amd in a very odd mental
State -~ he attacks two machine-cum nests =nmd ramares ¥o kill the four Germams
that ccoypy then. This killinmg soon becomes an obsession with himy, as do the
phases of the noun (it was under a full noom that he hecame a heros. He is
wounded and shipped back %0 America. There, after a deuble-date withk Jack
Kennedy, he seduces the wenman whko is tc De his future wife, Deborak Caughlim
Vamcaravidi Kelly. Ske was 'of the Caugklins first, tankers...the Mamgaravidis,
and Kelly's farmily was just Kelly, but he had rade a miliiom two hundred fines.
So there was a vision of treasure, far off blocod and fear.' He is just about

< riddle age, =md comsiders himself a failure: amd at a Party im the full silver

mosnlisht he comes near to cormifting suicide. (Unfertumately, I cannot teally
describe the wild, neurctic quality of his style. It must be read %o be appre-~
ciated)..

Hc leaves the party,drunk, to see His bitch-goddess wife, whi is 'am artist’
with the needle'. Ske is probably meant to typify the emasculating character-
istics of thHe American female. The fight that comes is the imcvitable climax
of the confrontation, and in it, Deborak more or less attempts to tear his gen~
itals out. Rojack, hiwever, gets ler in a wrestling hold, amd, im the middle
of a vision of heaver, snaps her neck.

Now what can I say? TRe restof the wovel is anm account of Rojack's attempt
to hreakvfree of his doggings past, principally the rurder of his wife: and if
you are utterly rewolted by Stephen Richards Rojack, who killed +the womam who
tortured him, I Yope you are revolied inm more thHam equal meansure by his killiwg
of the agents of a power That tortured other people. And now the rest of the
characters stride through the pages. Cherry IHelanie; a might club singer, who
1s alrost sanc. Deborah's shaow figure father, the multi-milliomaire (ond,
perhaps, effective head of the Mafia), whko tries to kill Rojnck. And Roberts,
a policeran who cares only about the hunt, and nothing agbout Fustice. And
Shago Martin, a switch-lLlade carryin: Negro simrer, hooked onm hexoina.. All
these rust be read in the criginal, only a Wailer could fully do them juctice.

AN AMDRICAN DREAN is the clarion-call of a prophet witlrout = cause: a
real voice in the wilderness. B is dialing now with the comtemporary fascist
mythclogys with all the archetypes of the American (2nd therfore also Western)
sickuesss Even the chapter hendings, A Vision im the Desert, A Yotive is Pre-
pared, At the Lion and the Serpent, are couched in ke lamngunge of the epic.

In. fact, Mailer seegis to be develcping a sermamtics of decay and dissolutiom.
There are faults, no doubt: #Hany of tHe critics disliked the Book and claimed
it was overwritten: well, I would counber-clsinm that the Book had to be writtenm
in. the way it was and that was no other choice. The protaconist, a kimd of
parcdied Mailer, still attracts ny pity anld concern: 2md the book is very good
indeed.

Here the philosophy seerms to be utder nifiilism: Ifailer seems to helieve
im literally nothing. This novel is like the trumpet~blare of notkinsmess, it
ig apocalyptic, and iv ells you that there is nothing, nothings at all: every-
thing is kideous, repulsive, and enpty of all neaning and signdficance. Host
of the insanities ¢f Arerica rust be reflected in this bock. Normeam Meiler
reads like something a wild erbittered saxophonist would scund, =onewhere far
Away in the night. Thke only shred cof hope, he seems to say, is to leawe the
sicknecss of New York and America, as docs his protagowmist, im the clapter hea-
ded Tre Barbours of the Foom Agoine, This ig, in itself, a wonmderful picce of
prose. And so, Rojack drives across the myth-londscapes of Armerica, smellipe
tHeir deeny, away from the city in the desert, Las Vegas, and downm to the jum-
gles of Yucatan.

This is Normanm Mniler. Here Pe is jugeling with the archetypes of the



modeérn world: his is a voice from Golcotlia, But I do nut know who or whab is
Being crucified..

And thHat is AN AFFERICAN DREAM. It is a book that reflects all the tragzedy
of its titlc.

published by MAYFLOWER 5/-.
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Thom Penman said a recent report showed that 4/5ths of the population of Mamba-

ttan: suffer from mental ahberations.
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THE SCIENCE FICTION HALIL OF FAME, (Vol. l), edited by Rohert Silverberg;
Doubleday, £7.953 558 pases. Reviewed by Cy Chauvin.

This massive anthology comtains classic short stories by all of sf's great
writers. The stories conlbained here wersn't seleccted as the best by Rohert
Silverberg, the bock's bditor, but by a vote of the Science Fiction Writers
of America {SFWA)., During Silverberg's terr as president of this organisation’
(1967 - 68), it was decided that a special 'showcase' anthology of the hest
sf published before 1965 - when the first Nebula awards were given out -~ should
be put out. Nominations for the best §tories of that period wore then held
open for g year. EacHh SIWA member was limited to one story by ome author, and
were aske® to keep M historical perspective' im minl, so that some of si's
ecarlier stories were not left out, It was inmtcnded that this 'showcase! anth-
ology trace sf from its beginning, and sort of skhow ite *evolution' into the
nodern form. TFinally, a vote was taken, and the top fifteen stories are as
followss

1. Nightfall by Issac Asimov

2., A Martiam Odyssey by Stanley G. Weinbaurm

3. Flowers for Alsernon by Daniel Keyes

4. Microcosmic God by Theodors Sturgmon

(tie) First Contact by ¥urray Leinster

6. A Rose for Beelesiastes by Roger Zelazny

T« The Roads must Roll by Robert Hewlein

(tig) Ifimsy Were The Borogroves by Lewis Padgett (Henry Kuttner)

(tie) cComing Atiraction by Fritz Leiber

(t2g) The Cold Equations by Tom Godwil

11. The Mine Billion Names Of God by &thur C. Clarke
12. Surface Tension by James Blish
13, The Weapon. Skop by A.F.van Vogt

(tie) Twilight by Jokn W. Campbell
15. Arena by Frederic Brown

If nothing e¢lse, you can argue with your friends “whkch stories should
have been nearcr the top of the list, or not included in it 2t all!

Actuall¥, it's really very hard to criticise a book like this -~ all the
stories in it are classics, and if you keep im mind thistorical perspectiwve!
while you read the thfirst few, and your perscnal likes and dislikes when.
you read the rest, why I'm sure you'll all asgree that it's n fine collection.
Tt's o good way of catching up on all the classics you might have missed
reading, though there!s a good chance that you've already read a number of
the books stories. Thatt's the bock's only fault (if you comsider it a fault)
besides its steep price. Itta a nlice convenient collection of classics that:
every fan should want.

Tlitorts notes I believe this beck is beins published in England fairly soon,
biethy whom I'rm not certain - probably Gollancz &,I weuld ipngine, cost about
5 £2.25.


Gollan.cz

SOME JOTTINGS FROM A DREAMING SPTIRE

«+.Regilding the halo of the statue at the enirance of Greyfriars
(a private hall for Franciscan ronks), someone drapes a spotless hanky
over the head of — I presume — St. Francls and then goes to lunch!

+»esT.E.Lawrence had a schere to claim Magdalen's deer were, in
fact,All Soul's, which had been pastured at N.gdalen' since time imme-
morial.

Mum says she'll come to dinner on Saturday. In true Herts fandom
tradition ( 2 days early or 24 hours late), she arrives the following
Wednesday...

eesDuring original visit, Churl suggests a short cut from Magda-
len to Science Ares via a footpath, shown on the map, which turns out
to be the Cherwell!l

...There are still a great number of Narnia type (usually, though,
one—-armed) gaslights here, including the lighting for Woodstock Close
—— Jack the Ripper would feel at homes.e.

A lecturer in Churl's dept. turns out to be Pam Bulmer's double.

-++1 track up and down thrce stories of stairs 1n the Clarendon
Building umpteen times before discovering a 1ift, approzimately the slge
of a small airing cupboard ( without shelves ) but which takes, it says,
five peopl€...

fou cannot observe certaln colleges with an unjaundiced eye after
you learn they contain the work of Mr. Grinling Gibbons...

The graffiti here is highly amusine and erudite; very few lewd
exanples seem to be on show. We would particularly reccomend the area
around Merton Street; in general, the mosst popular subjects are the
Road Plan and a mysterious collection designated "Albatross",...

Would you like to send me some for MAYA:2, Mary?)
If you'll excuse this &nwarranted editorial interruption, that Es.)

.0 9xford is possibly the only city in the world vhich boasts a
shop where you can get your fountain pen serviced while you waits for
those who would like to avzil themselves of this unique offer, it's by
the Magdalen College traffic lights....

There are (bring your own shovel) half a million books &nder the
lavm around Radecliffe Camera. For bookworms, perhapSe...?

»».0xford is full of statueless niches, although the only place
I've seen any is at the entrance to the Botanic Gardens (which rather
gruesomely occupied the site of "a Medieval Jews burying ground).

Queen's college has two mather quaint customs. One is at Xnmas,
to usher in the Boar's head with a carol which is said to commemorate
a student who was attacked by a wild boar and escaped by ramming a copy
of Aristotle down its throat. (Do they sing a Greek carol?) The other
is that on New Year's Day, the Bursar presents the people with a needle
and thread saying:s "Take this and be thrifty." It is said to be a pun
on the founder's name - Eglesfield - i,e. aiguille et fil - needle and
thread...
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e s o3t Peter—In-The%xEast churchyard has the grave of the first English
zeronaut — James Szdler, balloonist...

erehll Souls has the only chapel .. Oxford without zn oszgan...

Port Meadow ( quite near to Woodstock Close) is an area predating the
Domesday Bodk, which Las nevcr becn ploughed. Orford freemen have grazing
rights there...

e»sDespite the city's antiquity, I have so far only found one c¢laimed
haunting - Meeton's 'Dead Man's Walk'...

There are at least two pieces of unicorn horns in Oxford, at Ashmolean
and New College...

seeh titled undergrad, following his fnther's example, shot cne of the
deer in ¥agdalen Parkx:s *to add insult to injury, he then had the carcase
haomg in his TroOCriS.c.s

MARY LEGG

VIEWPOINT: Ts Science Tlction Az Good As We Think It Ts?

I've been tusing over this point for some time now and have
sadly come to the conclusion that it isn'%. Oh, yes I've heard the
argurnent that most mainstream is cruvd ard this disparaging position we
are pat in by the critics is unfair. But this isn't an argurent, this
is a load of maudlin crap.

For SF %0 gain recognised status in the literary world, it will
have to produce writers thal are as good as the hest of mainstreem. I
cannot think of one SF writer that has the talent of pecople such as Janes
Baldwin, labokov, Grahane Greeuns, J.I'. Donleavy, Joyce, Steibeck, etc.
Beside them, Zelazry is a dabbler in mulii-coloured prose and little else,
Delany, who has yet %o find his volce, has ppoduced rildly interesting
minor pleeces, Dick is 2n introspecciive, irrelevant bore, Leiber 1s a2 none-
entity, and Harlan BElliscn 2 joke. Ouly Brian Aldiss shows the slightest
hint of producing SF on a par with the best work cf those writers mentioned.

You ray think TI'm unfair by comparing writers when a great number
of mainstreaer novels were simply oune--shots by their authors such as CATCH-22
by Joseph Heller and FROM HERE TO ETERNITY by James Jones. Alright then,
let's lock honestly at some individual novels and see if they are vaiild
works of art. Therc are only two novels to have won both FUGO and BEBULA
awvards so we'll look at them first. DURE is a very flawed work and irpresses
purely by its size and well workcd oui ecology - the plot is melodramatic
drivel. THE LEFT HAFND OF DARKNESS is a unity with fairly wvalid
clains 1o being a work of genuine artistic merit. It concerns hunan beings
and their relationships. But it isn't a great novel, one with many merits,
perkaps, but a great one, no.. THE DREAK MASTER could, conceivakly, rate
as a goed novel, but only of middle rank. Then there are such books as
CETHON, THE MASKS OF TIME, and FOURTH MANSIONS - three of the finest novels
in SF which I would be proud to show any none-SF reader, but compared to
CATCH-22, ANOTHER COUNTRY, and A SINGULAR MAN, are rather laughable.

I love Science Fiction, but the standard is too damned low att
nresent. Only BAREFOOT IN THE HEAD and CAMP CCNCENTRATION left me with
+he feclings that the finest in mainstream leave me. This is the sad
situgtion and only the writers can do something about it.
Ian Williams.
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AN ATTENPT, IN POETIC FORM, TO GET AT THE ESSEwriil FEELINGS OF A PERSON
REJECTED BY HIS NISTRFSS AND WHD IS EXFRBSSING HIS FECLINGS OF DEEP ANGUISH
AND REMORSE by David Barry

logt poems by contemporary writers

externalise their feelings of rantal pain,

this poem ig ap attempt to internalise such a thing
in terms of the body at war with itself.

If you leave me
ny penis will perish
and -
my gonads will gos
If you leave me
ny kldneys will make love to sach other
and
allenate the lonely pancreas.
If you leave me
my ribs will have a fencing match
with
a lung as prize to be devoured,
If you leave me,
My spine will kill my sternun

n
e

s

-
ny toes will stand on each oth
If you leave re
my fingers will fellate my nose

and
ny teeth will commit sodemy with ny ears.
If you leave me
ny stomach will eat ry intestines

with

Ha

k

my liver ior a dainty desert.
If you leave me
ry tongue will comsort with my craniur
and
be unfaithful to my throat,
If you leave me
TN ICTS
and
RINTS S
andss..
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That, necdless to say, was 2 micky-
take which ny friend vavid, a none-
fan, never thought I would print.x
However, myself and the rest cf the
group found it extrermely funny, so
there it is., This also seemed a

yery appropriate place for Jinm
ifarshall's drawing.

M OX K K K K N E ¥ X X X K X X X X ¥ X

T always wear a MAYA under my gannexg
Harsdld Wilsonee..



Ian Wiliiams; TN PRAISE OF R.A.LAFFERTY

"Raphael Aloysius Lafferty is one prodigious liar...' Alexei Panshin.

'...the madman Lafferty.' Harlan Ellison.

"R.A.Lafferty is one of the most original writers in SP.' Terry Carr.

‘R.ALafferty writes am R.A.Dafferty story.! James Cawthorn reviewing
DARK STARS edited by Robert Silverbery, in New Worlds.

Hobody writes like R.A.Lafferty and nobody ever has. He doesn't write
science fiction and he doesh't write fantasy. James Qawthorn categorises him in
the only way possible (above). Lafferty is a unique nutcase who hasn't written
a seripus word in his ten years in the field. He isn't very prolifics in al1l1
this time, he's only written four novels and a moderate corpus of short stories,
twenty one of which have now been anthologised thanks to Ace Books. In fact
we've a loy to thank Freederik Pohl and Ace for. Most of Lafferty’s stories
appeared in Galaxy and If under Pohl's eddtorship (when their logical home might
have been F&SF) and all mt one of Lafferty's five books have heen published by
Ace Books.

There's such a lot in Lafferty's
world that it's difficult do know what
to look at first. Perhapé his poetry is
a good starting point as his verees, which
dot about in his stories and novels, cull
the essence of Lafferty; his absurd, comic,
and grotesque humour a bound in them. In
THE REEFS OF EARTH, the titles of the
rhepiers, ahen coublired, form 4 sixieca
line poem which veautifully sums up the
plot of the book. The first four chapter
titles go as follows:-

To Slay the Folks and Cleanse the Land
And leave the World a Reeking Roastie
High Purpose of the Gallant Band

And 81z Were Kids, and One a Ghostie

Each chapter is SPACE CHANTEY begins with

a poem whieh, again, sum s up the tale

told therein. PFrom Cahpter One:—

The Lay of Road-Storm from the Ancient
Chronicles

We give gou here, Good Spheres and Cool-
Boy Concicals

And perils pinnacled and parts impossible®
And every word of it the sworn~on Gosipel

hypart from these wonderfully comic poems, the chapter titles in FOURTH
FANSIONS are glso absurd and' grotesque, like:-

I think I will Ajismember the World with my Hands. (1)

Helical Passion and Saintly Sexpot. (95)

The Tine of Your Throat, the Mercurial Moverent.(7)

Lafferty is a remarkably inventive writer who twists and turns the BEngliah
ranguage till 1t nearly breaks under the svrain of hls contortions. He - -
vakes what appear to be straight-forward SF plots and stands them on their
heads. In SNUFFLES, apaety land on an unusual planetoid with numerous inconsistent
features. While they are there, their numbers are whittled down by a large bear,
antil, finally, all are killed. Snuffles, the bear, is not, howeverp an alien -



~ he is God. What Lafferty does is to take the trappings of SFP - time travel,
Utopia, space ships, other worlds, aliens, invasions, robbis, supermen - and
transforms them into something utterly unique.

I'll go into more detail about that later, but first I'm going to look at
e none~3F subject Eafferty writes about a great deal -~ children. I don't think
he likes them very much because, in his stories, they are callous, savage little
animals, no matter how sophisticated they may appear to be. The Puca children,
in ¥k THE REEFS OF EARTH, are cold, murdering little fiends without any empathy
at all. Théy decide that it is neccessars to kill thelr parents and so, with
only a litt@e sadneoss, they set about it. GCinny, in the short story GINNY
WRAPPED IN SUN, is a totally selfish rutant unconcerned with PJumanity except
1o use them for her own purposes. The Camiroi race realise that children are

*animals and when educating them, treat them as such:

'Once they have kearned that they must comply to some extent, there is
little trouble. Small children are often put down into a pit.... If a child
"has not learned to accpet diseipling by the third or fourth grade, he ' = is
hanged.!

In SEVEN DAY TERROR, Clarence Willoughby builds a seven~day disappearer
and causes havoc, His sister Claris®s said:

'T was going to make a thirteen year cne but for that you need to eolour
the ends with blood from a little boy's heart, and Cyril cried every time I
tried to make a good cut.!

Lafferty's stories are like his kchildren, grotesque and callous. A number
of his stories are vdry dloody, full of gore and always blaek comedy. I <
know of no writer who could describe a wife eating her husband 1n this way:

'All T want is alittle affection,' said Regina talking with her mouth full.

'Help, help,' sa2id Homer, as Bhe ate him clear up to his head. !Shriek,
shriek!!t

These tales often seem to be charnel houses in which people are slaughtered,
maimed, and killed in a variety of ways. The earthmen Garsmask, in FROG ON THE
MOUNTAIN, embarks on a safari to kiil four beasts; his ear is severed, hils nose
torn off, an eye gouged out, as well as sundry other cuts and slashes on his
person. In PAST MASTER, millions live in squaler to be devoured by rat-p=oks,
killed by plague, and murdered by murderers. Mass slaughter is the climax of
FOURTH MANSIONS and in SPACE CHANTEY, crewmesn gob killed off 211 +}  way al-
lvv baffoxty manges to present thowse
horros in a way that is arusing and
not as the pPormography of violence.
But those who uro killed »~tf ave usaally
cannon fodder, creatures w dth whom
we don't identify. When his leading

. Players are destroyed then there is
£enuine horror.

Aa I mentioned earlier, Lafferty

. takes the trappings of S5F and uses
them to orcate something entirely
different. SPACE CHANTEY has a simple
plat; having survived a war, a group
of starships, under Cap#iain Roadstrurm,
goes home and on the way have number
of adventures. Of course, this is the
Jdyssey pure and dimpile. Laffertyts
science is the 0ld Shkokley bibble—
bibble only much funnier. The star-
saips could be ting cans =s far as
Lafferty is concerned; when he thinks




it's neccessarvy ond arusing, he'll throw in things like a communicator whi=zh
warns when voices are being imitated; this is used irbnically, as Roadstrum

and his c¢rew 2don'?! have their real tongues in »rn es2ge, having been torn out
earlier. ITun SLO™ TURZIDAY NICHT, Lafferty creates an incredibly speeded-up
world., His scicntific rationzle for this: 'When the Ab~baios Block had been
lifted from human minds, people began to make degisions faster and even better'.
I think that Lafferty's story premisgés would @rive John W. Campbell rount the
bend.

But, please don't get the impression that he ig merely = comic writer.
R.A.Lafferty is much more than that as PAST KASTER and FOURTH MANSIONS have
shown. PAST MASTER is a very tightly written which probebly doesn't contain
a single irrelevant word. It is a profound bock, at times philosophical,

- packed with ideas and detail. The plot concerng a Utopia with a problem =0
gerpous that it brings Thomas More from
the past to try and find a sclution. It

with only one ¢xception. The exception
: is FOURTH MANSIONS, a bewilderingly orig-
| inal work that aprears, on first reading,
to be totally illogical and self-contra-~
dictory. But it isn't. Hank Stine, in

do: ‘Lafferty seems to have achieved
what Sarué@l R, Delany tried in THE EIN2
STEIN INTER SECTION: the setting of a
story in a universe undergoing change,
where the characters and nature of the
story must change so much that, at the

ing different solutions.' Yet the book
is deceptively easy to read, although the
style can be a little overpowering. The
dominating theme is similar to that of
PAST MASTER - what happens to a civil-
isation when iv is at its pinnacle; it it torn down and rebuilt in a different
form, or go on to something higher?

fnd that, then, is R.Li.Lafferty: intellectual madr~n and comic genius.
Lafferty who writes like nobody else and who has had published only five bocks.
S0 there is no excuse why you shouldn't buy them all.

THE RETFS OF BARTH Berkley 60 cents/Dobson £1.05.

SPACE CHANTEY Ace 60 cents.

EA5T MASTER Ace Special 60 cents/Rapp & Whiting £1.05.

FOURTH BANSTOHS fice Special 75 cents.

NINZ dUNDR:D GRANDMOTHERS Ace Specinl 95 cents.. (All short stories
meniicned in this article arec contained in this 318 page collection.)

***k**************-*******************
How to fi&l a pame dept.

I contradict myse

: self? Very well, I econtradict myself. I am large. I
corntain multitudes:

Walt ¥hitrmone.

This is the exnd of this bit of page Tilling. See you around!

is a bitingly funny bock, but in a blacker
more sinister vein then his otherwritings,

SCIENCE FICTION REVIEY: 38, states clearly
and accurately what the book whs trying to

end, one finds oneself reading a different
book with different problems neccessitat-

.

»
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SOME LAST WCRDS: where the editor explsins some contrzdictions,

makes sone apologles as well as some predictions.

Irimarily, I'd like to aplegise for the lateness of HMAYSA,
whick, at fthe time of typimg, 1s soins on for thrse weeks past
ny deadline an’l could wery well end up as four. 9ae koldup was

Yecaus: of the artwork, scme of whlch was piached alcnge with a
few of Jir Marshall's pens. Thkis resulved in needing a script
for the strip and the only thime irrediately awailable and ewen
vafuely suitable was a children's story-poen of mime which had
previously appeared in WADEZINE.

Sore cf Glee artwork has fturncd cut poorly bhecause of crop
erectroctereils, Reproductia mext issue will be ruch better,

50 will the general layout.

Deadline for articles for the next issue ig mid-January and
MAYA 32 should appear e¢xe2lily four weeks later. Jn the other hand,
if T'rr showered with first rate material socners... MATA:2 will
also featurs (I hope) a lemgtiy letter colurn.

And just one final reminder, IIn intercsted in good articlea
of virtually any kind, anything except Tan-fiction.

Trades arc welcore and I promdise o loc every fanzine rec-—

cived.

ind to every contributor - heartfelt thanks.
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