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It's now six days since the postal strike ended and a trickle of post
is beginning to seewm through my letter box: a couple of letters, eonfirma-
tien of my rosm at the con, the March AMAZING containimg the first part of
the new Ursula K. Le Guin nevel, and sub feor MAYA fpum Keiih Walker.

Along with Keith's sub wese a few sheets wdvertising the propossd
BRITISH WEIRD FANTASY SOCIETY. Essentially, Keith wants it %« ke a mature
spaiety with a wide outlonkcevering all forms ef faniasy frem herror to (pr-
gsumadly) the restrained levels »f Mervyn Peake, It seems a nice idea. but
I den't think it would werk becanse, essentially, you cen't really split
fantasy off from SF. Most tep SF writers produce fantasy at one time or
another, in fact it's hard to think of one who hasn't. Alsc, mest SF fans
aleo re@d and enjoy fantasy. And there is no real dividing line between
the twe. Can anybody henestly class the works of Zelazny, Delany, Lafferty,
Cerdwainer Smith, and Dick as definitely belonging to sne and not the othe??
This keing so, I tend to doubt whether there are ensugh fantasy purists te
suppert such a society.

But there is an alternative ~-the BSFA. This erganisatien seems 1o be
in the deldrums. A lot of its members are bored with it and think it an
ineffecient organisition net: worth the mebership fee. However, an expansion
of its services ceuld help te overcome this. And this expansion could lie
in a widening of it8 kerizons to include fantasy: such as an additienal
magazine fantasy-crientated tc¢ complement VECTOR and greater inclmsion of
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fTantasy news in the bulletins, also the changing =f its rame to the British

Sclence Fiection and ¥ontacy Asseciztion (BSEP¥A), I thirk this ceuld work
and would fulfill the two functions of providinz a service to SF & fantasy
fans and rejuvenate the Association. Bogx kunows, it needs it.

Well Keith, ank cosument? For that maitter, dves anyone else?

& & & & e & & & & & 4 & & ' ) & & & ke
Anjrar at's got me nicely into my editorial. So welcome to MAYA:Z.
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Last year Alezander Solzhenitsyn was awarded the Hobel Prize for Liter-
ature but waw unable To go to Siockholm tz receive it for fear he wouldn't ¥e
allowed back ints Russia, He's slnce been expetled from the Writer's Union.
Rather a shame for a man who spent years in Stalin's labour camps and who
also spent some time in & cancer ward, fortunaiely recovering. It alsov lcads
me to suspect that his nevel CANCER VARD is partly autcbiographical.

It's also a reading experience., Up till recently I'vo always avoided

Russian authors having been dewiidered, at ihe tender age of fourteen, by
a hundred pages of WAR AND ITBACUE. BSe when 1 spent 500 cn CANCER WARD it was
with the feeling I was wasting ny money on scmething I'd never finish. T sasn
found that I khecame completely wrapped tp in the book and the vivid characters
that irbadit it. I wen't say it's a masterpiece because it isn't. The Lock
is very wmeven and very roring in parts. Solzkenitsyn states toe much, never
letting the reader draw his own cenclusions. Then again there are sections

the beok eof such power, they left fe in awe. Cne such episode is the diag-
1egue between ¥estogletov, the central character who has suffered under Stali-—
nist rule, and SBhulubin whe has survived., Kostoglastov *s naturally bitter
and accuses Shulubin {end By analcgy, most of Rnasiaun zoniaty) fee wiaeidly

ccepting all that they have been toid, HShulubla angeily rewdrts:

"hat sort of man are we talking about? Suddenly ail The proffesscrs

aud all the engineers turn out 6o be wreckers; and he believes 1t! The best
civil-war divisional csumanders turn sut to be Germen aixd Jepanese sples,
end he believes i1) The whsle ¢f Lenin's UJd Guacd are skown up as rencgades
ud he belives itl His ewn friends axd asequaintances are showa up as enceumies

the people 2nd he kelieves it! ¥Mi1liens oF Russian zoldiers turn out o
heve hetrayed their country, and he telisves it all: WHhale natiscus, old men
arnd bables;are mown daw“, and he belives in itl Then what sert of a man is
he, may I asK? He's a fosl. But can there really fe a whole natien of fools?
No, you'll have to fergive me. The poople are intelligent ehough, 3it's simply
that they wanted to live,”

R

e

This is a book worth reading, then thinking about, then re-reading.

MR BRI EDT DN DD RN ottt gl a i imua e n muernnn

1 was very pleased with the reaclicns to KAVA:;]1l and very encouraged
by them. I received a Taarly large proportion of 1lces and have seen a few
very faveurable reviews in fanzines. A1l this is very nice, but I didn't get
ruch in the way of coniributiozs (apart frem thase who contriduted to M:1)
with the exceptien of Rojo Gilberi. I°m rot ceunting the pcems vy D.T.
Rippen and R. Marshall as they were given to me by Tom Permar and Ritchie
Smith, similarly Brian Pringle's article was sent to me Ly Pete Weston. Ey
*hanks te those three., Rey Xettle and Jehn Hall alse sent me material wh?oh

was unable te use ——thanks anyway. wn the art side, there was snly Kevin
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Cullen with bils eveallent drawivngs.

This isa't a partieularly Lappy shata ef affuirs a3 I had hoped to gotb
COl’i’bI"_'Lb‘g@i-"_?l_’i_'sL_ from new fen. Se, with a limditred clhoelive of watresrial and my
cvn reocent Intefest in fandom and Fawrines, MAYA uppears to have done an about
face and tirned in a very different dirscieion from the first issue. For the
benefit of thise who haven't read KAYA:L I'll repsat my editorial policy.
Basically, I'1l accept matevial of znv kind provided it is interesting and at
least adéquately writken —-there are no editorial taboos en subject matter er
language (if I sound a little like Harlan Eilison, I apulegise, I simply want
to stress this point in the hopes of gelting a wide range of articles). T want
MAYA to improve in both quality and variety which it won't do if I have te keep
leaning on the same fow people for articles and poems. 3o if you have article
you want to see in a fanzine; yoeu know whare 1o send it.

And remember a coatribution’ and/sr a letter of . comment is workh
10p ~~i.8. the next issue of MAVA,

By way of explanatisn, if anybody's laffled by Barry Bell's drawings on
pages 27 & 79, the persan ¢ aricatured is Jim Marskall.

A4444484844844444A0848408804884884408A0 80004848848 4444L8848808 00484080080 44044844004844

In Newcastle, there is a discethecue/nigrt club called CEANGE IS. It
only occurred tse me recertly that that name, taken as a statement, is uti-
erly profouxnd and taetally obvious.

Change is the enly constant, the one thing that we can te sure of. Value
judgerents change; bhere are no such thirgs as awselutes and in trat I include
truth, becauss tke nature of truth itslef chunges. In tecdays soelety it is
accepted that lo™e is & gcod thing and should taks prisrity over all emetioems,
yet thai wasn't always the case, nar will it nencessaryly conitinue te be.
Cannibzalism ard incest arc loathed yet in certain seciethes in the past were
acceptuble if net nececessary to the continuatien 2f the seclety. That which
is acceptable today mey be looked upon with disgust in the uear future,

Chango is something we all live with dbut de kot z2lways like. In fact,
it isn't {00 hard to gemeraliss that people do net like change. It disturbs
them and disrupts their lives. Mest of uc want this thing called 'scourity!
which, once sttained we deo not want to lase, we do not wart to change. Orce
we are happy we do not want arny alteration in the clrcumstances that keep us
happy. Change c¢an be frightenking, it demands us t¢ make new adjusiments,

American seciety seems to be chaotic tecause of tremerndous upheavals in
the status quoj the accepted values are changing, even the basic way of life.,
And, it appears to me, thau the Americans aien't adapting very weigl. Instead

of maving with change, they are reacting against and this has caused the down-
fall of more than one country in the past.

I 1ike to think that in this country we adapt to change vehtter than
most. Perhaps that is because it has slways obeen a comparatively slew pruc~
ess here and instead of sudden, vielent waves we kave lung gentle ripples,
a conthnuing process with rather than reacting aguinst, -

Change is and SF is the literature of change which shculd prepare peo-
ple for it, but a great deal of SF simply imposes cur sceiety or that of
past societies on the future which shows a deoided lack of imaginatien.
Perhaps that is becausc the future is frighienirg and that we dan't want
things to change. At least, net very mucCh....
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nItm fast coming to the oconelnmion thuat faus don't kuow that OMI'A atif?
exists.” Rosemary Pardoc, President of OMPA.

OMPA: OQff~trails WMagazine Publishers Assoclation.

So 1f you didn't know 1% existed - you do ¥know. TIt’s a collection of
fans who produce (a minimum of) 20 pages c¢f fanz¢ in = year sending them
to an ¢tficipl editor - Ken Cheslin - who sends out a rmalling fiur times
a year to each of the members.

wor up to fifty coples of 20 papes of fanac and 1$/- (80p) membership
foes, you receive at least 20 papes from each other member of the group.
At tho present time, there are vast spaces in ONPA, but the mombership is
of a high standard: Alphabetlcally - myself, John Coombe, Terry Jeeves,
Sam Long, Darrol & Ro Pardoe, Joe Patrizlo, David Piper, Peter Roberts,
Phil Spencer, Keith Walker, Jchn Bangsund, John Foyster, Tim Collins, Dick
Enerry, Norm Metcalf, and our cld friend The Principal Kecper of the Printed
Books (who is, of course, excused activity requirements). A couple of
unknowns bat some proud fanuish names.
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The laat mailine contained 185 pagos. (200 countine the two zines
that Joe Patrizio and I sent but that were lozt by the GPO.) Even by
Sturecon's Law that giees you 20 superb pages. (They ma;r merely be your
own year§y contribution, but there's always three more muilings in the
yﬂarc ere v

"I got the feeling from reading the mzilings that CudPA 1s a rising
cirve." Jon Patrizio -~ bofore his name appeared in the meberkhip list
agaln after a gap of aix years.

Seriously, f lks —- he's right.
There are stilll plenty of spaces in the mebers®ip list,
PPERID A PAIFFINIGIN O

Terry Jeceves is an OMPA member. He also a candidate for TAFF this
years (What's TAFF?) (I'm fast coming to the conclusion that fans don't
¥now that TAFF still exiets —— or ever did.) He sirikes me as being a2n
exocllent cholces Mind you, I dissgrce with a hell of a lot of his poi-
itical/msociological/scicnoe-fictional
views, but he is a fine fanartist, a
competent fan writer, and a prolific
praducer of bothe He is well known on
both sides of the Atlantio. Whko else
qualifies so well?

Lnd that is the point I want to
ask: who else is ih the running? And
just who is organkslng 1t this year?
(21110t Shorter on the other side —

presumably Fddie Jonce over here, butb
I've seen ro eipu of 1t.)

when I findi out the nther candid.-
ates, then I'll say who I'1ll vote Zor ...
providing I ever ses any aldress to send
xry vote/donation to.

Ry suggestions: Pete Weston? Xen
Bulmer? Or how many people would buy a
one-way transatlaptic ticket for, say,
John Hall? Gregs Pickersglll? Charles
Platt?

CAGER PR [R Lo ik S B RE RS a kR ifh B o SR

Mentioning Greez Pickeregill.,which
T was, rewminde me *+5 inzerl comment o
the effect tnat FCULER is perhaps the
‘reshest breath of wind to hit UK fan-
dom thls season. Although freshest is
not, pherhaps, the best word to apply.
'3pirited' is somewhat better. Genuine
enthuslasr ahout fannish relationships,
crsspoken comment on peopls and attitudes
Yo vast meaningful tracts here, no
collection of othor people's research
into subjeots requiring sympathy instead




of scholarship, litsraturc rathcr
than lizts: no centy fluff or
reaningless hoappenings. (All of
which I bave been gullty S 1in &y
time.) Just a lou? veoiee, a roed-
hot typewriter, anl the persistent
clngh of the letisr hox.

B o o o S SR A N S S A A T S S S A

Regular ftemis you'll Hind,liP
you read mony zines from the Stat-
¢m, aTe Trecor? rovicws. Particud-
arly (if not surprisinely) in the
fanzines produced hy the younger
fans. Several =f thom are given
over alrost ontirely to rock (i.e.
propTegaive, underground, cvon
some conterp rary folk rnusic).
¥ t only record reviews are foa-
turcs, of course, but articles on
'hend! life, rnck concerts, a~nd such ocourences. STARLING is the most recont
one I've reat, from the Luttrells, and o fine fanzine it is too. Not oxaetly
indlisponsable tc the feannish may of lifc, bhut fun.

This eide of the nond, however, wo've becn restricted to odiments of
revicws herc and thers: BADINAGE, CRABLPPLE ané the ilk. Trore was MORFLARCH
but cven therc rusic feviews woere not the main part of the zines though a
very hcalthy proportion. It wae cbvinusly only a matter of tire before some
eager yound British fan came up with the sare idea.

Phil Spencor just did with BLACK K#IGHT, The first issue was poorly
rcproiueced eontaining record reivews with little or no fenuine critieal valuc
(to use an analeogy with hook revicws, they wore CYPHER rather than the SPEC-
ULATION kind). Therc was little or nn editorial impact, and no atterpt at
cxploring any part of the field ther than a pure liko/didn't like roview
of particular records. {Apart from an I-don't-like-Tamla generzl statement
—-- but then who, with any taste =t 211, doecy)

It was, however, ~nly =z first issue, frem a corparatively new fan. If it
comparcd 111 with annther recent first iscue I could mention - but neot in thic
colurn — then it has all the more capabilitics of improverment. Cerd¥ainly

it fills a rcouircrent in British fondonm.

Morc to ny taste werc the revicws in the latest issue of Darrel Pardoc'n
LES SPINGE, which I recéived through the 60th OMFA rmailing.. Not becaure the
aunlity of the reviews wan particularly higher, but I'n rmore interested in
Joni ¥itchell an? her contenporary folk cinrers than I am in Bycepan'c Chli-
creur and rimilar progresoive sroupc.

a Andl SPINGE ranapes to be an enjoyable fanzine at the zame time, If it
“is a 1little too interested in using reprinted artswrk and articles, it ico
bceause of the lack of oimilar w rk in present British fandom. I, personally,
;wouldn't use such reprintaz from earlier fanzines and fandons, I'4 sonner
write ther nmycelf cr yell loudly ennouch at other people to browheat them inte
loings sorething similars I consider reprinting a cop-ocut. But there may be
o place for the soft sell, te encourase an attitude of "I can 4o something
like that but belonsing to our ovm fanlom!" There's ronm for beth approaches

1y
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and perhaps they even corplement cnch othere It would be nice to zec rum-—
SR AT
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There are, of course, nany different kinds of fanzines, because rany
Aiffercnt kinls of reople produce them. Some fanzines are acceptahle 2lm—
ost anywkere-—-8PECULATION and HAVERINGS spring to nrind - hecauce they
provide a sorvice to fandor. They rrovide information:t baok reviews in
one cagse, fanzine reviews in the othcr., Othoer fanzines are acceptable to
certain ¢roups within fandon: RELATIVITY to fiction writers, BLACK KNIGHT
to pop fans. Yet others arc nmerely vehicles far the transmission of the
cditor's personality, ~nd these are tre nost difficult of all tn comment
on. CRAB/PPLE is, perhaps, the best example in recent years. Mary rman-
aged to involve a largse proportion of the younser fen, ~nd since C/A
faded away, no other similar pagazine had even lonoked like repentins such
success.

The most recen persenal aenzine is Ann Girlinge's MOON LEOPARD, but
it is no reflgetion on Anne's zine to point out that it shows no sign of
being another CRABAPPLE. Surh corrent as I have seen on it seurms -t be
in the "let'ssay something nice as it wasn't had, and we wouldn't wont
to hart the editor anvway" catescry. It wasn't bad., It wasn't much
oot cither. 1In fact, 1t wasn't rcally anything. It wasn't cspecislly
well written, and it didn't particularly 82y anythinF. Now there is
nn reason why 2 fanzine should have content; but surely, if nat, then
it nust have style. CRABAPPLE 2idn't say ruch and not very well, but
by Christ it ka? stylc. K t so KOON LEQPLED.

The nlncs far this fanzine is in an apa. It is unlikely that it
would ever be the best of its mailing, bt sueh a homely, choorful
Tanzine i wecl suited %o the chatty surrsuniings of a rood apa. Gen-
zines are fanzines such as SPR, SPECULATION, RIVFRSIDENQUATERLY, ODD,
EGG, and FOULER, arrivins individually in cnvelopes, thus buildins up
tro reader's expoctation. MOON LECPARD 18 tuo lirht to survive oud
in the onld with thesec renzines. Put it out through OKPA, fAnno.

I e M N I R D IR R M R R YRR R R I N N M LN RN AR A Ay

NGATION:

Let us speak in words of silence
of Nnthing.

Or see in the dark

Blindness.

Or teuch in agony the finger's
Armputation, ;

Or think as atheiste

of Death.

T~m Penran



DOOMWATCH REVISITED: Rojc Gilbert

These rays, science is coring in for 22 bit of a hamrering because
of its innocence. Knowledge itself is an innocent, but its apnlication
can cause suffering and disruption. So Dasmwnatch, the Socicty for the
Application of Research, and Social Responsibilty in Science have ~risen,
and I think they are nceded. Howevery these controls are getting teo
strong and are beginning to use the methods of the sutter press to over-
sensationalise and recreate the nad scientist idea.

As an exanple, we ha ve™uist, who wallows in self pity at inventing
the hydrogen bomb, and mahy poorly inforred neople have sugeested that
the workers on the Los Almrmos project should have objected to its Foal,
blithely ifnoring the charge of treason. The atoric bomb would have
been made anyway, and from onc viewpoiyt, it had to be used. Many have
said that Truman should have only deronstrated the bomb to the Japanese,
but its really harrifyines etflect on humnns would not then have been
known, & horror which tolay prevents the two superpowers melting ong
ancther into slag, 2% years later. Obthors have sugrosted that it
should not have been dropped at all. Then T doubt if I would be
writing this now. The policy of balanced fear has worked only becauss
that fear has been twice realised, the effects resounding up to 1271.
Secondly, Ediroshima saved life. When Truman accupied the White House,
he was still committed to Rovosevelts idiotic policy »f total and #incon-
ditional surrendcr, a policy, even adopted by so preat a soldier as
Chuvelii1l, which has left. hnlf of .Europe under the grim shadow of
ingsian Comrmnisn.. Thus, in order to win the war against the alrmost
fanatically imperial Japancse, the invasion on the Japanese Archipelago
would have becn ncceessary.. EBstinaled casualties for each side have
been given: rouphly one million American and 211ies, and nearly two
million Japanesc. Wore ppople died dpring the saturation bombing of
Dresden than in Hiroshima and Napasaki combined. W®e live today because
of these persons sacrifice, their very ncccessary sacrifice. Perenally,
I do not condone Nagasaki; Hiroshima should have been sufficient.

it the time of writing, I've scen two DOOMWATCH episodess The
first was mainly concerned with introducing new characters anl clearing
up loose ends from the previous serics, but thore was also a subplot
dealing with cell hybridisation. It was very well done as a horror
story, a form of modern day lycanthropy.

Cell hybhridisation is a fact and is being used as a2 toel for the
study of hurmaw genetics, cell developement and cancer. Essentially,
fully differentiated cells are placed in =2 culture redium and stable
cell lines are established., Phis zis extremcly Aifficult and only
certain cclls will form stable lines, notably cancerous tissue. Chrom-
osome nurbers in these lines are not the sare as in differentiated cclls.
In fact, the cells in the culture have diffeorent chromosome numbers, so
that a modal chromosome number has to be quoted, It is possible to
take stable cell lines from diffcrent origins (and these lines show
little similarity with their originators, they zre sirply masses of
undifferentiated tissuc, having no functinn) and hybridisc them. Man
an@ mouse cclls will fuse (inducticn of fusion ofien neccessitates
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the use of a virue, such as sarcoma) to produce a hybrid cell. This cell
haa a very large number of chromosomes, and some of these arc lost
until a modal number only a little .different from the modal number of
the line which contributced mosy of the chromosomes is reached. Pont-
ecprvo hes sugrested (using cell lines in which the chromosomes arc
radically ciffercnt in shape and size, such As chicken and nan) that
the cell ° o linc which contributes the most chromosomes dominates
and the lessecx chromosomes are ejected. The hybrid does rctain chromo-
somes of both cell lines, but one group always vastly cxcecds the oth-
er. A particularly interesting experiment was reported recently.

Mice suffereing from a cancer were injected with cells from a stable
rat linc. They naturally produccd antibordies against the rat cells,
i.e. they were immunised against rat. Cancer cells were removed from
these mice and hybridieed with the rat line cells. The hybrids were
reinjected into the mice, and their cancer receded. The apnlication

to human cancer has not escaped my notice. I would prefer to think

nf this use of hybrids than the angle taken by DOONMWATCH., Henry
Horris, who has done most of the work on ccll hybridisation, started
work in Norwich before moving to (xford. DOOMWATCH's rescarch insti-
tute was in Norwich. I'd sucseas

Seludlede oo Sy irdrde s Sediedodin Sl o el Se nodiededte B fe oot Moo e v S Sledeeln edndo v e e o ool e ledele Soleloie Sh A
GULLS: D. T. Rippon

3ifght without eyes, plastering the sky
As prostrate thoughtls cmbark on their joumney
in the blank minds moods?

False fancics which fly away, scattering those
that flco:s .

Sceking the folds of the craniunm

L cross glides over the imaginatlion; crucifixtion
or scablrd?

A transept inage.



BLACK, BLACK SAILS
A prose-poem by

TOM PENNAN
There is a numb-
ness, deep insides I have n¢ speech; other peowle enter my head and use
my % g8 And T am a weoden man lest on an iren plain. The sun
hes died, died..

But the sun shines.

It 1a 2 giden red, like some golds; the sky 1s a fairest dlue, but a
rren,  “iue. Bifrost streams overhead in  slender streaks ef a cloud-
su'y but toaay ne gods are adroad, they have Ileft fer a funeral

SenawieTs Aad 0din whispers the word of Hope 1inte dkad Baldur's
ear, ul ne lies, for the Word was Rebirth. Although there will
cowe  a time of rebuilding, of settlers 1n a strange land that 1s yeid
wid, 4 %o the sound of children's voiloces, the o0ld will mnever
ve  again, and the new will never be the same as 1t.

Censider and see.
One Adav, all Europa may be 7reseeded and yet fer sll time the
entiiy +that was France died +this daw

Things will cen-
tirve, .kare will be births, and people, and homes md struggles
ang *i vies, and, I am ® wooden man.

The deadness,
deey _nside~—

We have leost,

leg®  sad the loss 3is too Plg te fit inside any human skull.
I o> aegre 1like a store glant and my heart is a muscular
fror » shombarsd pump, my eyes as dry as the nete the Navy some-

timer sonix out at Christmasses.

We 1rTegret te
1:fem  you that your werld Manhomwe, Terra Earth, has Ween lest
in aotinn..

Christmas came
ear.y this year.

Phe tiredness,
Let thers e the  lene skirl eof plpes en dackening hillsides,
le+ t49s orrtzin  baefore the Temple's Altar ke rent in twain,
tke st w coumpling of printed netes in c¢lenched fists, facsas
leck'» g  trwards the haze of distance and =xnat seelnge. - All
843 w'll te dirges, old =ongs oeaturles 0ld, and the werld
will  1¢se ite galety and coleur. No, den't agpoak. Don'i
fpeake let there e silences. No werds, mouth
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noises. But the keening of the winds at dusk, and a setbing of many
suns socattered far among the starlarkrnesres, withtheir soarlet
battle streamers slaing past so slows, over them, where the sky
rects the sea. Then attor the blcod colour has drained out of

the sky, the d=rkness. The nothingness. Like a billion deaths,

+he “zminess.

The wind grows,
vv tiz. but T sit here. No, don't digturb either, no harm could
possibly come ta me this night. I am listening to what the lost
wodace of the wind have to tell me. No words, mouth-noises, but
liatca.. That anciont tongue, long forgntten, the scho of s0lit-
titee. Like the thoughts of forgotten dragons.

There are soreams
wre o1 on the wind, somewhere,

To slay a world,
‘ dov.’$ take a sun's substance and cast it into a doomed sky.
o wed for a burning of continents, of cracking of eges by power-
heprews.  Sgeh is the stuff of nonsense. Instead takes a thing of
molenculesy fashion, these moleeuies, engineer them to a fine toler-

by Y

And the mole-
onieg came down like a wolf on the the fold..

Othexr people
tie pYy tgnoue.

No defence agai-
nst acts of God, and we, the
Cancanltes, have been mistnken
in thinking we worshipped
the one true god. This is
His Jjustlce; know then, the
meaning of the term Chosen
Peoples In this sign conquer
»e+0r perishe I keep think-
ing of the thirty-seven cities
put to the sword.

Someday there
will be a reckonlng, a retur-
ning, that must be omr hope.
But I know the fight to re-
galn soreone else's blasted
home and hearth will ~mow
wearisome to Mother Earth's
wayward@ children. And...the
Justios of history???? A
revenging?? A curse on your
children, and your children's
children, unto the seventh
generations, Is that what
tempered viral particles to
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» fine hardncss??

("hecre are you,
nld gods? Thor, Shiva, Set, ¥nlil, Mars, Indr~ --arc you hapny
this hour?

Now is the time
for all lords of destruction...)

The taste of mhes.

Everything is
overturned, all is crazy andl lost and rean, meaning, meaningless..
There was a rmessare, to the nineteen worlds, when the last star-
ship was told not tn £2ll down out of the sky, not %o lift, for
foar of the pestilence that had beeore unchecked, uncheckable.

Was it unbelievable; 2 quict maldness had overiaken ther, that to
those of us listening, the bang of the world's e¢nding had not
heen accompanied by a lou?! whinmper.

What happened,
on Doomsday? What werc those last hours like?

I'11 never knowe.
Never know.

There had conme
at last the voice of Earth-Central, closing down. A gooibye. A
goofluck. Then two lpast rendings, The Book of the Dead, the
Holy Bidle.

. "I know tha field
nf Re..the heipght of its barley.. the dwellers »f the horizon
regp it beside the Boastern Sculs. Millions of rillions.. there
is not one who fails t¢ reach that place. "As for the duration
of 1life upon carth, it is a sort of dream, they say, 'Welcore,
safe -~n? sound', Yo hir who reachecs the Yest."

: Ani:s "Forgive
ther: Lord, for they know not what they do."

ThHe rosaage.
(I: & graven image.) ..

With poniecs in
the stireets, to ¢o out forgivins ms Christ? Or what? All judge-
ment is fled, 1 can't say anyrore. TIs the purposc being worked
"ut below Cause anl Effect, the randorm clicking of bhilliari-
brll rolecules? Accept thnat cverythings is subjective and where
do you stani?

A star that is
a ship creeps overhead, likc a spinnins ice-chip, hkigh above tho
world amidst all thet coldness; dbut it is one of our long-serpents,
narncd as one of thnse lorls of beserk fury, nidt a hairy octopus th
th=t walks upcn the lani. I, ape, rFibber..

Other people
use ry tongsuc,.

13



"Come on you apes
—~yocu wanta live forever?"

Yes, ycs, indeed,
but we carc on anyway, and an alien anpcel of denth #o% through the
orbital defences, not cherubims this tirme round Milton, dut just
ns c¢ffective in the end, and passed o'er,

Holy God, Nirvana-
state, who cannot care or considers irrelevant, but I am crpty:

I ar crpty of all oxecpt erptiness.. Like a vacuum ballcon on the
end of a jester's wandy I no longer really know who . that Jester
cnn be.

My world is a
charnel-house, stinking of its burden of dead. My world. Three
arec the generntion of fair far Linlisfarnc, where tall ships baise
their antenna-ttees to the sun-cauldrons of the stratospshire, but
I an of the homeworld..

No, there's nothing.
A nothinfness, nn unrezlity, 2 lack of acceptance. No iragination
can hold a world, how cazn onc hoid its total death? It isn't poss-
ible to know what a world dies like, sitting on 2 hillside of dark
grass—stuff that isn't sorass, watchine the broken shards of the
cold stars appear.

An? there are mem-
ories, renorics. Of faces, ~nd volces, of places and sirhts, cities
and huildings, forests and mountains, and things of beauty, ugliness,
stranpenesss Jjust things. Many the many people, different and one,
historles and words, ideas, voices frorm Aead mouths. Fven Buddha
Christa; who sp ke the one volce in locnl dinlects. Thinps I rerchber.

Oh the land of ny
forefathers ~and of re..

History will recor?
that the home world was destroyed by the alien who haunts our stars,
our stur-paths, hefore peace was finally sipned with Differentness.
(Ain? once it was thought friend Dolphin was alien..!) Or never
sigmed, as it never has been with the Ant.

But I sit here still
on greenness, staring into blackness, still dryings to helieve Doorm-
stay has corne, somewhere far far away where I was born. They say
home 1s where the heart is. - And ny hore. g8 Acad....

Is there sorewhere
reaning? I can't say.

I am a wnoden pan,
lost on 2n irnn plain. I know only that all things rust pass.

Wooden man, behold.
The dark abyss, the Yawning Void —-Gilnnunragep.

Know thyself.

end.
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Campdbell's ISLANDS OF SPACE is a primitive classic of SF. Acc-
ording to Sam Moskowitz (his SEREKERS OF TOMOKNOY is my standard
reference work on auch matters) it was first published in AMAZING
STOLIES QUARTFRLY, Spring 1931. It cettainly bears the mnrks of its
antiquity. The protagcnists are four brilliant scientists who have
the mentality »f jolly fourteen year old schocl boys. If one of ther
wants t5 mo for a swim, he sugrests that they "indulge in a little
atavism to the fish stage of evolution."” These carefree genhases,
Arcnt, Wade, Morey, and Fuller, prnduce technologic:l rmarvels like
rabbits out of a conjurnr's hat. Within a couple of chapters, they
deaign an intergalaotic spaceship {working on a space-warp principle)
they make anit-eravity devices, invisibility mechanisms and heat-
rays, they learn telepathy --and then they set =ff for the deeps of
Snace .

In other werds, this is a pioce of optimistic, 193C-ish, engin-
cers SF. John Campbell was a 20 yearald physics situdent 2t KIT when
he wrote the story, 1In reading it, I appreclate what Brian Aldiss
meant in his essay on H.G.Wells (¥W, Jan 67) when he wrotc that "it
was Verne who was the spirit »f the magazines." Thir kind of &F,
with i1ts boyish adventurousnese, ita heavy technical Jargon, and its
utter faith in the marvellous, is reminiscent of nothing sovmuch as
the romances of Jules Verne. It is the essence of Vorne filtered
through Hugos Gernsdhack, author nf RALPH 124C41+. The belief of such
writers was that physics could solve alll mystery, phyaics could
change the world, The result is a charming and naive kind of fant-
asy. The attitudew of the Vern-Gerns  back-Campbell tradition live
on to some cxtent in the works of Heinlein, ®larke, Clemcnt, and
others. However, the exhuberance of the ©ld writers has been toned
dewn intheir successors. J.GBallard said something very similar to
this in his interview in SPECULATION:21., He aded: "then came
Hirashima and Auschwitz, =nd the image cf science complctuly chan-
ged. People became very suspicinus of scicnce, but SF didn't change.”
Y would areue with Ballard over his last point. I think that Maga—
zine EF 2id change significently Auring the 1940's, for it was then
that what I have designated the VernepGernsback-Campbell tradition
began to fuse with another SF tradition --the nere pessimistic (and
more respectable) Wells-Stapledon-Hux3ey tradition. The nishtnare,
or the stolecal acceptsnce of domm which was more characteristic of
the latter line of develspement has becnme characteristic of modern
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SF in gencral. Which isperhaps one (perverse) reason why SF has he-
come more popular in the last two Adecades!

But 1t ray be the distinctisn between optimiatic and pessimiatic
SF is %9 some extent illusory. Others profess to find almost all SF
despairing and even 'sick'. ¥or igstance, in his hn~k nn the Amer-
ican literary scene, WAITING FOR THE END, Leslie Fiodler describes
SF today ns a nmiddlcbrow form obscsaed with myths of the End of Man:
"at that level t20, men demand legends which begin with the end of
humanity, the prevision of a future in which robots, or humoids, or
nonsters from rerote planets, or our anreepgnisahly mutant children
will inherit the earth we have failed to hold." He finds thc ultinm-
ate expression »f all this in the work of Willliam Burrnughs with 1ts
recurring 'Nova'! image: "the flare-up ~f an exploding planat, which
blends into, on the one hend, the plarc and terror of the atom bomb,
and, oh the other, the spatter and release aof orpasm”. All this is
attractive to the molern sensibiliiy, Fiedler saysbecause "the nausea
of the end hes an intrknsic appeal as atrong as that of pornography
itgelf."

in obsegsion with racc-dezth —indced this insight is

supported by Burroughs himself, for in THE TICKET THAT EXPLODED

Burroughs novel with the strongest SF clerents, we find an explieit
statement of the theme. Addressing 'the peorples of the earth!,

Burroughs says that we run into 2ddiction and illusison in order "to
aveid the hopeless deade-~cnd horror of bheimg just who and wherc you
all are: Aying animals on aa doomed planet." The death of mankind
would secm fto be a recurring nightmarce ihall SF; tt 19 a theme that

irmpregnates the works of Wells and Stapledon, for instance.

In THE TIME MACHINE, the treatment is literal. We arc showm a
distant futurc where "all the sounds of man, the bleating of shecep;
the crics of birds, the hum of insects, the stir that makes the
background of our lives --all that wns aver." In short storiess like
THE EMPILE JF THE ANTS, THE SEA BAIDEKS, and THE STAR, Wells depicts
pankind threatened with extinction by natural phenomens teyond its
contrdl, Thig is done most brilliantly, »f caurse, in his novel
THE WAR OF THW WORLDS. This, the first sreat disaster story of mol-
¢rn SF, combines the themes of z future armmged’on, an invasion from
the sky, and the threat of racial extinetion. YMankind pulls through,
hut the fasclnaticn ~f the story cores from that hrush with the pros-
roct of race-lcnth, the sheer pointlessness and irrationality of it,
the factthzat "across the gulf of space, rinds that are t5 2ur rinids
as surs arc to those nf the beasts that perish, intellects vast and
cool 2nd ungyrphthetic, regnrded this carth with cnvious eycs, and
slewly and surecly drew their plans apainst us.," Wegl's novel has
#lven risc to 2 whole tradition of S storice that depiet this brush
with death, tho ncar cstinction hut nat quite, of rualizd. T am
thinking of work's like Shisl's THE PURPLE CLOUD, Stewart's EARTH
ABIDES, Wynilham's DAY OF THE TRIFFIDS, an? Aldiss! GREYBEAKD.

In THE FIRST FEN IN THE MOQN, Wclls introduccd another ronns
for dealing with the same theres the technique of mirroring the
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inevitable death of man-
kind in that of an allen
rcivilisatinn.: This has
since been used perhaps
most effectively by Ray
Bradbury, {whose THE SILVER
LCCUSTS il’a hrooding
lament on the cath of a
Martian civilisation.

' 0laf :Btaplcdon's
concern with the theme of
the ‘decline and .extinchion
of the human 'race is rev-
ealed .in the title of his
hook LAST AND FIRST MEN,.
He affects a calnm and
stoical manner, deplecting
the madnessas, the many
falsc'deaths and the ult-
imate en? of mankind with
a cool Jdstachment. Bul a
congideration of Staple-
don's work might lead us
on to a more useful gen-
eral the gy of what SF 148
about. Raee-2eath, cari-
ainly is aTmajor ohsession,
but cannot this ho subour-
ned in a larger forrula?
1 think it would be more

= el fruitful to regard SF =

2 forpm th“t ig auwseswes with the Frutability of man (an death, na t—

urally, is - r"-' A bFemt everenbtrsby.}  BF sociocly exisgited nrior

o Laewttry, and it has flourishcd in this eountry preoelsaly because,

a5 Brion Aldiss says in his introduction to Stapledoh's hock "the

rubability of mankind ant its standards has been proved by war, by
nuclenr radiation, by brain-washing, by drugs.” Our hiological
assurance has becn upset by Bvolution, our mental certainties by

Psychoanalysis, zond our social assubpbions by Marxism, to name just

a few obvious factors. BSF ig, in faet, a literaturc of biologieal

unsasc, AT It has grown ocut of a olimate of grave

doubt =25 to what man 1s, and what mon will become. 'The mytholosy

of nutonts, robots, aliens, utopias, dystopias, nuclear wars, oosmic

catastrophes, technddgical nistekes, and a0 on, springs from our

“eecpest exigtential uncase. What, indced, are we? Societies, atti-

tudes, enental stntes, and even (final terrort) the human boly have

all proved to be frighteningly rutable.

What nmakes SF more potent than, say, egothlc fantasy, is the
ironic fact that even in our age of 2ishelief we can beliecve in all
the mythical clements liste? above. ASk nny ST reader and he will
assure you that there rust be other inhabited planets in the galxy.

It
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that men are already building robots, that nuwe
Joam =ww 4o roek wmoxo than a possibllity, and
so one We can believe in all thesc FThiugs as
devoutly as readers of Den+eo and Milton believed
in Heaven and Hell and Angels. SF is indecd g
literature of mutability of the most basic kipnd,
#o return to HG.Tells —-we can see that in his
novel THE ISLAND OF DR.MOREAU he began a trzd-
ition of 'biological' SF that runs through such
worké as Huxley's BRAVE NEW WORLD, Wolfe's LINBO
'90, Burrough's THE SOFT' MACHINE and numerous
stories by writers such as Sturgeon, Famrer,
Dick, and Cordwainer Smithe To borrow a perfeot
phrase from J.G.Ballard, this is the SF of
'biomorphic horror's. It does not deal directly
with the death 2f mankind, but with. its coroll-
ary: the meftamorphosis’of man into something -
inhuman, whether monstrous or divire. The robot,
the andreid, the mutant, are fantasy-figures
expressive of deep anxieties about the ‘human i
- forme.  They have their predeccessors in folk loxe,
fron centaur to werewolf but the traditional
versions have lost their powers The irony is
that we can believe ia their SF alternarives.

BEven the beniem robots of Asimov's slaries
carry their undertones of fear. Much more oby-
iously are the 'prolea'’ of the typieal anti-
utepian st 'ry, the conditioned masses Shat reour
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in novels from Zanyatin's WE, through Orwell's 1984 to

FAHRENHEIT 451, THE SPACE MERCHANTS, ~nd all the rest. Such %ales
are not ostensibly about raeial extinetion, but tkhey =2re a2bout
sormethirn analeous: the reduction of mankind to a static machine-—
like masse. The 'zombies' of such tales of possessisn as Russell's
SINISTER BARLIER or Heinlein's THE PUPFET MASTERS carry a sinilar
neaning, and probably find their ulfimate inearn~tion in Burrough's
novels whero corrupted, will-less ipfividuals posture comically to
the directions of the 'Nova Moh' and other parasites,

Whon we view the mythology of SP dispassionately, the istinet-
ion between optimistic and pessimistic writers begins to appear
iwrelevant. Compare Clarke's CHILDHOOD'S END with Ballard's THE
DROWNED WOLLD. The essential theme of the two novels is identical:
we arc presented with a myth of mankin?'s rutation nnd oxtinction.
The style and attitudes of the two writers Qiffer considerbaly, but
ultimately both are making a statement rather like this: "Mankind,
llke 2ny othef speecies, is short lived when reasursd against cosric
time. Eventually, we shall dissolve hack intc the bislamical
soup that we came froms; cven the planet heneath our fe:t will frag-
nent ant revert to primal matter. We rust accept the faet »f our
inevitable rmce-teath just as we accept the fact of our individnal
Aoaths." Novele like HOTHOUSE and THE GENOCIDES are in mch the
same vein. SF ig the modern eschatelosy. On v-orying levels, in
varying ranncrs, its thermco are mutability and 2eath.

Should we egrec, thon, with Loslic Fiedler, that SF is a sick
obsession, a running-away from social realities an? responsibilitiesy
Leaving asidc the sucstion of the variety of literary quality inside
SF itself, is there something basically unhedidthy about SF as smch?

I would answer "no" --we rus% have ocur 2reams an? our nirhtrarcs

in order t» maintain comparative health an? sanity. But still that
nlgeling Aoubt rerains, that SF, fror some points of view, is a
"sick' produet of a tsick' ase.

fe e p e B LR Lt 5 Ly e A e Aefo B M AAAL Y SALALL A L LA VS L b T A M A N Lynbde - 54t

IT'S PAGE FILLING TIME:

Having a few lines to ge to the end of this steneils and net having a
short peem or piece of ariwork on hand, I may as well use tkis mpace for a
general natter about books.

mhe paperkack houses seem to be having one of their twlce yearly spasms
of SF publishing this April. NEL have gone mad over Helnlein juveniles and
thin manth's selection ia the STAR BEAST at 3Cp. Thils is aulte considerate of
them as I had been planning on rpendirng 47%—on the Ace editiorn. Pan are now
distributine Ballantine titles and have started »f with four hooks by William
Tenn. Tkey're w»icc editionn and the words between the cevers are pleasant.
There are also twe fantamy anthoelogies edited by Lin Carter, which puts me
off immediately, and the two volumes of William Morris' THE WELL AT T?E WORLD'S
END. Sphere have statted producing English editlons of the Aoe.WORLD S ?EST
peries. I'd& have bought it but for the fact I've £ of the stories alr?aay.
To try and get the March AMAZING. If you're an Andersonphlle, the Aprl} issue
of FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION is devoted %o him ~~features novella, bibliog-
vamhy, anf nilce words abou® Trom Blish and Diekson. ~—IRW.
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I arrived by the hack Aoor in faniom R years ago. 1 say back
Aoor booaunse the 'fibut dvor' generally meant secing ar al for the
B3lFA in a nmagazlne —-fenerally NEW WORLDS——and so Jolning our merry
banis. No, as ever, it was a rather involved affair,

At the technical collcge I attenled for two years in the early
60'sm there was 2 tutor named Archic Potts. Like me,he was a Georiic
in exilo, an?, as such, we naturally got 1nto conversation the minute
we met. When he founl out I Qidn't know about the BSFA, he lent
re some ooples of VECTOR, The following summer he left, and I still
hzd them. They lay —-ch, the shame of it --in the cupboard for a
ycar or sgo, and whon I found them I was struck
by pangs of comsclencc. Not knowing where he
was then, I wrote %o the secretary mentioned
therin, which was Joc Patrizio. He was not, by Y TR
then, seccrctary but passed on my letter. So it
was I got into fandom in 62/63 or so., I also
found Archie Pott's ad'ress and returncd his
Vectors. y

Not long after my arrival, fthe 'New Wave!
happoned. For azges I was thaught »f as being
part of it, but I wasn't, I tell 'ee, as I arri-
ved only weuks before 1t washed over what, in
rcirospect, must have been an amazed fandom.
Anyvway, fandon at tnat time tended, as I recall
it, to be composed of generally older fen an?
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there weren't toc many active younger fen about, This Was renedird -
by the energonce of a cluster »f fans iu Riariughaw in particular,
and clsowhere alsny these inelnded onch woell-lknown fen z2s Charles
Platt, Chrlsa Viiest, kete "eston, Rog Peyton, Beryl Mercer and pany
~thcrs.,.

4Ls is ths way of fanlom, I socon got into lettoer hackins with
fen. It was ¥: Birminfhan Jullz Stone an? I went for our first
top—rocting. T foun? it a2 rather scereon affalr, as Brum—ncets tenderd
to be, but the hirhlicht wes receting Beryl Mercer with whom I'd becn
hacking by then.

By rotten timine 91 joine? the BSPA not laing after a con and
thus had to walt a yenr for the next. Julia was then guite youns
and I was supnoscd 4o chaperonc her, half seriously at least. TWe
wont ot our first con at Peterborouzsh in *4. When we arrive, Ju,
for reasons known oniy to herself, refusel 1t /0 througn the main
door. 80 we traipscd down the alleyway, climbing over empty crates
and overflowing dusthins, and went in by the side entrance. To our
left was a 2iserect Anor marked'gentlemen', beyond *thnat the dining-
room, ahcad the side of the stairs, anl te our rifht 2 wall and a
prssagc. ¥ar away we could hear the hurrins of many volces, and the
clinking of glasses, and Shere we stoo, ankle-Zdeep in carpét, won-
dering what 1o 1o ——even the waiters scurrying past isnored usd
Suldenly, *he door on ocur left opened andl cut scurried a beasded man
who glanced at us as he passed. In a stage-whisper; I said to Julia,
"De you suppose that's Archie Mercer?' Heaven knous why Zasked her
because she'd never scen him either! Well, it wasn't Archie Mercer,
but Ivor Mayne of the Leondon contingent; he came back in five minutes
with Pat Kearney, whc was ore of my Lacks. "3 were whisked away,
registered and deposited ourselves by tho de¢or of the hall antil
the welcoming spesch was over, znd then the ioor opened and out %hey
streamed -~— the poople T'd written tn for cver a year and longed %o
meet. But 2 blow-boy-tlow, drinl-by-drink ({c¢*her peopie's, that iam,
as Mary is a very neaceful tcetotaller ——IR¥Y ) account of the cons
I went tc must await a Tan2ine with more spale than Iarn has, so I'll
just mention the highlights. WMike Moorceck Lad just taken over KEW
WORLDS from Ted Carnell, and we met Mike in a rather Moorcoexian
nanner when we were standing in the hal. -7 talking to sore
tpds. The doors flew open and in rushed Mike, Lovted, bdearded, and
blendand commenced dancing onergetically by us, during wkiech gvmn-
aztics we were introduced. Afier various antics, including Mize

- doing the comuentary ¢n & wrestling match between Nax
Jakudnwskl and Pat Kearney, we adjouined, via the roof, tc Mike's
Poom,witk a variety of people. BSomcone had got hold of that white
lightnihg known as 'Hcme Brew'. Oze of the unknowns, %0 me, took a
hearty swig or two and seemeld unaflected: adout half arn hour later,
I was looking at tim, and his eyes ‘ust c¢clnsed and he fell over tback-
wards . stone cold. His head hit the doecr with & bone-cracking
thud; it was quite frrightening. Ivor and Fat hauleéd kix cff to Lis
ted, and we never saw him again. Later, on enquiring atrout who he
was and whether he was ¢k, we were asked, "Was he the one who fell
dowstairs and knocked cver the manager®"
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e loft Peterbdrough in a hlinding snowstormy the folluwing year
saw the emergonce of the Birmingham Greup who virtually tock over the
BSFA, VECTNR, ete, and organised the €5 con, {Archie dubhed them the
"Easter Brummies".) But dafere that, there had beon some fighting
and feuding within fandom. Charles Flatt wrote a rather unhappy con-
rep in which he reféered tc Mike Meorcock's hangers-on. After their
iisagreecmont, he and Mike became friends and later collsaguss on NEW
WORLI'S, Charles was regardedl as one of the infants terridle of fan-
dom then, but tesides thisg there were terrific slanging matches betiyp
ween the other young fen, notably the Brummies versus the Rest. War
was waged in the columns of the fanzines and sometimes spilled over
at cons, which was a pity. Looking tack, there seemec to de loss mix-
ing, on the whele, between the older and younger fen, thoughit 1 stand
to he corrected on that.

The following year, Julia and I arrived at the con held in Bir-
mingham. One netadle occurance was tho Meat Pie episode. Brian
Burgess then sold meat pies. During the course of a panel, Brian
Aldigs, on the platform threw a pie at Harry Harrison in the audience
{or possibly vice versa. This pile pitching prompily caught on and
whenever Harry rose to speak, and even when he didn't, he wauld he
greetgd with a hail of meat pies. Brian later dedicated a Wook of
hig to Haerry —-"Poet, pacemaker, philosopher, anéd pieman." Langdon
Joneg had meanwhile committed a faux pas of monstrous proportions by
galloping up %o a2 sad looking person, belaboured him about the head
with a large floppy hat, whilst sxhorting him to enjoy himsclf.
It was the manager....

By this time I'd been publishing CRABAPPLE for atout a ycar, and
it still struggles on. Pete Weston had founded ZENITH -~he once said
he'd chosen the name hecause it was casy to cut on a stencil with a
ruler® This gradually evol¥ed into ZENITH2SPECULATION, and finally
to Jjust SPECULATION; eather like those games wheres ¥you o from "ant-
eater"to”"Portamouth" in three moves. Many of tae 'new' few wers
publishing. Gray Hall did a'short-lived zine. Charles Tlatt did a
few, including a rather
mad one called
GARBISTAN (which pur-
ported to mean an
Indian wardrobe).
P.A.D,S was pow thri-
ving, Desplte seeing
comrents then, and
later a2bout the qua-
1li+y of these zines,
and theilr sameness,
PADS fllled a real
need. T hacd put
CiU.BAPPLE into OMPA
originally Wut trans-
ferred 1t to PAXS
virtually as soon as
the latter appeared.
Alsu In it were the
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Mercers (gaidiug lights), Tom Jones and Brian Stableford, the two
mystery men of fandom, Mike Ashley, Harry Bell, Churl Legg, and many
others. Jne of the most memorable zines was LINK, humoureusly-
slanted, which btecame quite famous and was, I think, widely regre-
tted when it was shelved. I used to type many a stenocil for them,
for PADS stood for the "T'ublishing and Distributing Servico". T for-
get whose brainchild it was, but it arranged to type, if neccessary,
and run off your fanzine; there wore also mailings,a la OMPA,of zines,
produced, to the various membbrs. I have always felt it a pity that
PADS Qied, and those who complained about the fanzines pablished were
not only, in my opinion, wrong, but had disregarded the great gift 1t
gave us -—the ways and means of publishing our own fanzine without
neccessarily owning a typewriter or duplicator.

1965 was notable because the worldcon oame to London. I could-
n't quite manage the tariff, but went for a day which somehow mana-
ged 1o turn into two. Although I didn't know 1t at the time, Churl
Legg Lad seen me there in pussing and remembered me the following
Baster. DBut before then, Pete Weston and I had dbroken off our en-
gagement.

Tte Yarcon of $6 was rather like a Hammer film; it was enshr-
ouded with mist until latBunday. It was there that T was fdrast
introduced to my husband, Churl.

Things were relatively quiet the rest of that year. Christmas
came, the year turned and o
Churl and I were courting., | : :
In 67 the Con was at Brigtoll oty r-g‘\
and was definitely the best ! 7 YRR VAL B N
' ’ { PRETTY DAMY NeRIL )
I've attended. It was org- : SWORN 1T WUZ.
anised by the then fully- ! .\\*HURAWW 1,
- TR0 -
emerging Bristol And Dist- “’
rict Group who produced the '
fanzine BADINAGE edited by
Gr&y Boak.,

e

At the Briscon, I was,!
for the first time, on a '
fanzine editors pancl, about!
which T don't recall too
much r2ally. Bven so, I
found 1% rather nerve-rack- :
ing. ¢

This was also the year
when Julia and I made long
skirts "from the tathroom i
and talzkcur ocurtains" as |
various fen said, and went
to the Welcoming Party in |
'ems I must resurrect mine,
I'1 be quite in fashior i
agalin.

CIR 00D OOQRCONOACLOD G
To be concludod in MAYAs3,
53




TASL RIGHT wi iAW AN ITAtYAW &0l

Taok wiglit we gaw an Italian opera

Not by candle-1ligsht

I* a wagh of living black above

¥iilk cold stone plllars and lented brass,

But past tite lights where the codl wind roamed.
ind, inntliemarsi end stalk-green mud
Mist-liidden,; by lie water's edge wo sat.

Two sung, and we, besdde the purple lakas
ane tipped tie fishing huts in caps of red
The other hune with bobbing glints,

And swung the night long by its slender pole
Whore ancient moonlight faded

In a clouded glezm.

Thon in. the lilght, then out

THe morning f)slers slipped up to the posts.

Cold and hollow, holdines up the net

One balanced on, the prow, while heaped around the stem
The bBaskets, dblankets, flasks and Mantua ZTapeSes.

we talked of Mantua, for no rcason,

The morning chill, and ripples round our feet.

Yomp breezes. Flurries ia tho caipat, patchwork preen

Aud e 11i33ing cuckoo's tiny

Sole and solitary chant,

Lonoly ¥ntunations from Palazzi courts
Now ccld and far away.

The wintry poling-rafts st¢ill lay
Like splinters in xMe a liquid skin.
One stirred,

A gentle swish on the open drifs,
Sua—-catching, blood-red ridges

Roll up on the watcery plain.

And these same circles of lazy foam spread out
Close by tho reeds.,

The waders, likec thin-lerged urchins,

Splashed dull aloag the flats,

But cried and wheeled up

At this slifht interruption,

Yet by and by Tcesumed their casy sport.

Last night we saw an Italian spora

Not bty candlo-iXgsht,

In a wash of livins black atbove

With cold stone pillars and donted brass,

But past the lights wherc tho eoll wird roamed.

R. MAPSHALL,

PR e L L L L 2 A R R RS st DL 2 ooo************»w******++++++d_+4,+++,,_

This poem was printed without the author’s permissicn because we domntd
know wheru he 1s. If anybody docs (he used to live in South Shiclds)
please tell us whera.



PROLOGUE .

"Dear Ced," gald Jerry, calling on himselfs "4 fanzine revie-~
weri" His voioce was full ~f Joathing and disgust.

Je quickly pulled out his Luger and pumped the contents into
Greg's fat Welsh Welly.

Jeery breathed s sigh of relief - and loocked in a nsrth-sast-
erly directlon., He grimaced.

"Now for Williams," he sald and shuddered.
A TARGELY IREIEVANT PREAMBLE:
S0 why fanzine reviews?

For a start, there Just ilsn't enocugh in-depth fanzine reviewing
around. ¥FOULIR 1s the only frecuent zine that does i1%. I discount
HAVERINGS because how cazn you adequately sum up a fanzine in six
lines? Other 2ines do review fanzines, but usually in not much more
length than BAVERINGE. CYNI?J tries a bit harder, but is too infre~
quent.

Secondlys fanzines represent fandom, therefore, good fanzines
pvepresent a thriving fandom. (I'm not in agreement with the idea
that British fendom is becoming convention-orientated because that,
to my mind, isn't a fandom.} So rTeally, there isn't much fanzine
criticlsm beingdene which is unfortunate because unless faneds get
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a substantial amount of -. conditmadtive criticism they aren’t likely
to improve anc are very unlikely to get a resurgence of entbusizsm
goingin fandom which is very badly nceded at ithe moment.

I am aware that a few faneds don't take kindly to criticism.
They do their fanzine the way they llke it andden’t really care
what anybody else thinks about it unless it kappens to be favourakle.
Well, if any of the editors of the fanzines I review come into that
category ——tough! These reviews work on the assumption that any
faned would lilke %o improve his zire and is willlng to listen to
anytbing that would help him/her do 1t.

INTERLUTE ONE:

Jerey was crossing Crib CGoch, a razor-sharp ridge that leals
onto Snowdon. Saliva dripped from his jaws as he Tantasised about
what he would do with the entralls of that dirty fanzine-revicwer,
Williams.,

He thought too much, missed his footing and fell....

LES SPINGE:23 edited by Darroll Pardoe, 15 Selkirk Court, Whitley
Roac, LONION, N17 6RF. Trade, loc, contrib,

Thkis certainly is a smart looking magazine. 4n imaginative

ase of type for headings (which I must crit sometime), neatly typed
with excellent rcprofduction. The art is, on the whole, first rate
with good use of colour to enhance the effect ~~Mike Higgs is very
good, as is Atom, and the sod's even got a Gaughan, not to mention
Jim Cawthorn and Terry Jeeves, hoth on good form. SPINGE is so good
to look at I can almost forgive most of the art being reprirted from
previous iscsues,

To the content! he cried. -

The editorial was short (too skort) and to the point. 1In it,
Darroll discusses whether or not the BSFA giaves value for money
and also that they should give up the idea that fhey are solely
responsitle for running the Eastercon., I'4 tend to concur with
Darroll's conclusions.

o reviews two lps and contributes a poem. The reviews are
nicely done, she makes me want to buy them both, her enthusiasm
carries over that well. (In fact, I did buy one --LADIES OF THE
CANYQON by Jorl ¥itchell —-and a lovely record it is, too.) Her
poem, TWENTIETH CENTURY FAIRY LIGHTS, makes an interesting contrast
between beauty and tragedy.

It's a great sname that the rest of the content bored me stiff,

Twelve pages are spent in reprinting a plece of fan-fiction
that 1s ten years o0ld! THE PURPLE CLOD by George Locke stars Bob
Lichtman, Ella Parker, and Walt Willis In a turgid 'drama' set in a
deserted London. Two of the people are known to me by name only
andl the other I've ncver cven heard of. TIf the style was anything
but turgid and cliche~ridden there may have been some point in its
inclusion. But to waste twelve pages on something that would aruse
0ld time fen only seems blatantly absurd.
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There's brumm- TN
brumm John Hall on H
drag-racing. If you
happen to %e mildly
interested in drag-
racing, or even thke
technical silde of cars
fair enough. I1'm not.
The title, by the way,
1s IRAG, BABY....

Ritckie Smith's
poem, BLUES GUITAR, is
embarrasingly obvious
an embarrzsingly bad
—the kind of thing
somcbody might write
in a bad moment and
then burn. It's a pity
you didn't Ritchie. :

Jake Grigg wastes
a page and a half on
telling the original
shaggy dog story tkat
everytody knows.

Darroll spehds
five pages on tke Ohio
Railway Museum. I wish
he'd skow the same
restraint that urayg Dunl B NI R, sl i ache e L s S
pet subtject (aviation) in passing. Still, pestans cther fen are
fascinated by locomotives, tut all the same, you won't find me spen-
ding thousands of words on how wonderful walking in the Lake Dhistulet
(or any mountain range) is ~-if you don't know already, haid luck.
But the point I'm trying to make is that it's rather futile spend-
ing so much space on specialist subjects (drag-racing, aviation,
railways) or tiny coterie interests (decrepit, old fan fiction) as
i$'s hardly the thing tn attract numbers of new fen.

There are only five pages of letters which is a shame because
the locs, if not wildly exciting, show that intelligent people axe
interested in SPINGE whick rather suggests to me that this is a low
point in its career (it is also the first copy I've seen).

Think Terrell, think.
INTERLULCE TWO:
Liverpool, near the university.

Xecently resurrecteld and still feeling the aftereffects, Jerry
was walking along meaking himself as inconspioous as pessible when
he was attacked and beaten to death by Halberad weilding & cppy of
THE LCRT CF THE RINGS.'
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NDOEIL:4 edited by Brian Williema, ¢/o Joha Q. Upton-Prowse, 42
Higklard Koed, AMEPSIAM, Bucks. 14pps Snp.

This 19 a poetry zine that ecntaine little elme but poetry.
Laycut is average, reproduciion varies from average to near-illegibdle.
It hes an interesting, uncredited cover.

Tie Aifficulty with any zine that specialises in one tepic
1s get 1ng enoush materiel of consistent, satisfying quallity and
1t's Covlly dA1ffieoult when you're dealing with something like poetry.
Not suiprisingliy, Srian hasn't succesded in managing this, bdut he
bas mal. 2 gued try. Only a couple of the voems can, reasonadly,
te ca. ~d gued; and only a few more, oulright stinkers. The rest
heve 1oy done Lefore and done better, dbut not so that they can't
te en} gel.

7" 2 usucl thewes are thers. The introspective poems about lave,
about “Le writer's own feelings, our isolaticn, Blafra, the saddened
cawpening ¢f ocur soeial consciences, the obsession with the sea as
an irapgz. There is only one poom of topical relevance (at least it
was when NR{EIL came out), THE DEATI OF 4 GENERAL »y Julia Chalkey
who conirests the pomp surronnding the death of De Gaulle with his
own neture ~-~an amusing poem that is refreshing in tho company it
keeps, The enly otker poem over which I can enthuse is by Ritchie .
Smith (the title is illegible) that contains all his usual vivid,
ezciting 1magery and has ne poini whatseever.

KE{EIL is a reasonable attempt at preducing a poetry zine but
could <2 with better contributions, detter artwork, and detter
rerrocucticn, Poetry enthusiasta may find 1t worth supporting.

CYPFE":? edited hy James Goddard and Mike Sandaw, I Sharvells Road,
Milforl on Sca, Lymington, Hants, BC4 @PE. 40pps 184p.

T.ors s8ram to be any numbor of weak fanzines with good inten-
tions Fi~ating arcund these days and CYPHER seems to epltomise the
lot.

.is is g screon zine, presumably intended as an alternative
to SPUULTATION. T3 certainly looks better than Spec --all but one
heali: ¢ 18 alectrcstencilled, which is a nico chznge. There is
plenty «f art, ranging from good (Brock, Gaughan) to bad (Jeeves,
San*c3). keing a sercon fan, I should have found the eontent int-
erestl, g, dbut T ilén't —~1%t ranged from dull to incredidly fugg-
keaded, I'll Yegin with the dull.

Fearteen pages of book reviews, 8C#4 of which is mere plet sum-
mary. H-st of then are by James Goddard who throws his gualific-—
atic = 13 a2 oritiz cempletely out of the window when he praises
Priliv £, Dick's TEE CRACK IN SPACE which is a trivial plece and
isn*u ¢en a n~vel but merely.half a dozen short storles twisted
tagctiins in an even more Inept way thzn Van Vogt ever achleved.

Cy Ct.u in succeeds in putting me (andprobarly everytody else who

rea’ revicw) right off 7D LIVE AGATNby Robert Silverbergm, by

reai.¢ «f a feii-us and conplicated plot summary, when he otviously

kad in*ended to achieve the reverse, The only interesting review

was by Terry Jeoves who dealt with a khook abvout the Moon landing,
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il Rerer Weddlnghun.sald a couple of amusing things about Rebert
Mefie dLili-rd,

Jeres Tliegkh intrciveces the werks of James tranch fCabell which
1

was a FaE.e ipo as FAUKI sent a pampklet, aleng thoese lines, net

so 1 >, with SiR. There was alsc anether and better article

Yy . i v zabell din 2 recent VECT®R, In thls one, he seys nething

new .. 0 - interesting. A pity; Blish just deesn't de Cabell
stins s

5214 eoncludss his 'dramatic! histery of the Glebe which
Cowmary oa tear te the eyos of elder fen dut was enly ef

pT i
MBI =N Tl m@,

hed anw = o0 0 fn the fuggheads andl twe very different peeple
yeu ~ouid vt wish To reet. On my right, Terry Jeeves. On my lefd,
J G B tardh SN M0 er L) fews

g ) © ami~lz, Terry Jeeves reaots to the eld "now wave"
pacyagsuly il T e m2 Lime agd and now rather dated. He never
7L CQEAFJQ”CMj¢¢.WﬂQI,Qigphinkﬁ "mew wave” is, apart frem J.G.

. ol e Ballard and Moerceck's swerd

- --&né&- goreery (and the latter

T iy S = b Yy implicatich only). He
c¢laims that '"new wave" has
W —— ) swept away "all the eld ideas
S N af story-line, legic and
3 w?w et - climax" —+this epinien is
¢ ‘*N“@“ﬂ%w net enly wrerng »ut ludiorsus.
@?é y el Cnly a small propertien ef

[ NEW WOLLDS material was

? nene—linear, ezcopt in the
last few issues, ard were
very minor in any case,
Terry Jeeves ig attacking
a nene-existent ®alloen
——=seme old, stupid claiws,
ant a few miner stories.
The "new wave'" was never
reglly like thir, but he
doesn't secem te realime it.

For fans to make feols
‘'of themselves is aceepted,
even cemmonplace, and nohady
$hinks any the worse of them
Zor that., DBut when a pre
Zoes it, he does it in style
zné J.G.lallard seems to
nave had plienty of practise,
Fhe latest example 1s in an
interview be tween himself
hnd James Goddaxrd.

3allard dees have a
conpie of inteveating
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things to say adeut NEW WORLDS egl DANGEROUSVISIOFS, taking Harlaa
devwn, a pcg or twe in his esmw gi er the laotter. Hoe ever Says sews-—
hingg mo=inie: "Tecknignes Duavtor nething ~—the enly thiwg that rewa
ia wbe sUbject matter ~-tk 2423. Without z tee er erizival jds2

e ootk pf wrjenci g ba. 'ﬁeOhnj_qhe Apy woelner anvhibin? 37 valned"
ot we Zuew that anyway.

B 13271y makes an idiet of himuelf when ke atates thiuge witBeul
tievnctorily baoking them up, sr even tryipg te. Like: "BEveuyw

g 18 scleves fiection." "“Sexual orzans will »« ceue the starships
an’ Trenets ef inper spacen." Wren Tames lelAwzéd quete him trem a
srdlen Lrcevr'ew and asked him Ye enlarge wn the stabemeut, he
coplind:s This i self-exilauatary, I think." Rubbi Hh, if it was

\an&lﬁvwaﬂn‘t) Jim wenlAn't have asked him te expand en it irn the
ficds plzeoe.

ipert foep foggheals, CYPHER alse toasts the werst letter cel
1've ccor in a fanziue., It covers four pages and ceasists ef chepped
up s split inte sukjiects thus leeing any kiud of pevsenal feel

the lecs gay have had, A lellcree’unyn ig the lifewleod of a fanzine.
A 2008 ledtercolumn refiects the interest eof fans in a zine and if
vor C°n't get much interest there isn't any peint in Jeing en as a
Tanzing eheuld te aimed at its readers, net just a vohicle fer the
edfitor's ege (not that I'm saying CYPYER is lije that). But Juéging
fran UYOHBR's lettorecol, ils shertness and lack ef interesting
vowarky, Tens fine it a trifle Aull. If James Geddard reverts te a
stadary letterecl and renlies, in print, te the letters, re'll preb-
aliy 1indhe g8ts mere enthusiasm fer the zine. I ceuldn't get werked
np atius 1% 2t the mementand deumt if anyhedy elme cane

+ 4 + - + + + + +

ie lec CYPYER, saylng suwstantially the sawe things that

n tris review and get “re fellewing (slishily edited)reply.

14

arpear 1

"fow your cergpcnts on the lettercrl.... this tee is a peint ef

view . Aind ens wiickh I new tend te gharc., We tried esur way fer twe
sugd; 1% ain't tee pepular, se we'll revert te a mere nermal type
totierael next issvesss. Tae Pallard interview was really pub-

It suausg to reason thut i yop print semetring which mezt peeyle
ton' v azres with you'll g£9% somwe sert eof cenment.... 1 cempiled a
Tloidoeruphy of Ballevd's fictlen, and printed eff a hundred cepies
nf 1. 8Bince then I've seld 75 cepiss ef it, and mere erderas ars
coing in ell the time, saven this weok, and if it gees er like this

I :=hall »rcbably have teo reprini, Sa Nallard cevieusly has his friends.

Yet vwhnn he cemes in fer dizcussien in a fenzine there's nevor =
friendly word, T wender wryZ.... Teu pust sn abeut the hundreth
rers » S0 say that wa are trying te emulate BPRCULATIVN. This is net
se. * I have ne subscription e SPEC.‘ aud _the enly cepy I've
ccen i the ope distributes wisy the RSFAUeP-1HEt Jenuery. T den'e
wart To cunpete SPEC, Not consciously aryway. Any aimilerities
telwsen u3 nust 2 totally wceldental., ©OF seurre CYPHFR ham 2 Zohe
woy Yo go pefors 1t amounte %o anything, Rorms wann't suilt 1in a day,
ent aor, I suspeot, was SPECUJATION. I'va just remerbered, I've tolé
a iittle untrutk goove when I szid I'd only esver semn one inzae of
EPIEL., A Tew mOondL3 2g&o, soreone zent me 2 few lssues of a rag to
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look -at, calle& ZENITH. This’ T think is tke meg that metauorphcosel
into SFECUTATION, And OYPHER does compare favourably wilth those eavly
issues. But again I stress 1t is net conscleus epulation.'" Janes
todiard.

Wrether you are trying te imitate SPER or net, is irrelevant,
Jim. The point is CYPHER travels the same road —~it is 3 sercen zine
an? as such is wound te be ceerpared with other sercen zines, just as
fannish zines are compared te¢ each other.

INTERTHIDE 3

In Skalmersdale, a Lancashire new-town, Jerry was eaten alive
by a pack anf wild doga that roamed the streets.

"Civilisation is crumbling,"” he thought.

QWHATIN!OP wdited by Sam lLouk, Box 401, RAY Crousghten, nr Braskley,
VYovthants. TLoc, trade, contrib, 10p, teg. (Number 4, by the way.)

This 1s an NMPiniue. It is cramped. has atrocieus ariwerk (I
evelnde I Terry Jeeves ille from that cabegory? and evevy page seems
to be in a diffevent colour maklng the reading s little difficult.

And I enjoyed it lmmensely.

This 1s largely the fault of the editer, Sam the E1f, whe claims
to be an Awerlcan weathergan. He's written most of this fannish,
intections fanzine. It really is a nice light zine, Aespite its
heavy faaulshness which usually puts me off.

The reason for this is that Sam is a very intelligent, dry-
humoured, punning gentlemzn whe writes well arnd interestingly. His
article ON LISING IN BRITAIN is e gem. It's his own personal reac-
tions to thls country and is both penetrating and goed-humeurei, 5
delight to read. His editorial is similar, wut Imnuger and vory ram-—
bling coming inte contact with such thiugs as TFE MAGIC ROQUNDABBUT,
fan publishing, tke fezuish 'h' (highly educatiuvnal for neos), wine,
Cristmas Carols, and the Globe, as well as half a dozen other odds
and ends. Only Sam could do that and still ®e readable, His fanzine
reviews are teo short for my liking, although he does make one or
two good points.

None-Sam material includes TEE PROPTLLOR BEANIE IN LOVE AND WAR
by Ro Pardoe and is an article defending British fandom from some of
the criticisms levelled against it, she isn't very specific. There
are fourteen pages ¢f locs which I'd have enjoyed mors had the pages
been all the same colour —-most were nice to read, by peopls whe
obviocusly think when they loac.

Because thls is a light faanish 2zin o, thers's quite a ¥it in
1t that would »affle the reo tut would delight the established fan
~—if he likes 'h's 1in his beer, that is. DBut, as I've said, Sam is
a delightful writer so QWORTYUIGP shouldn't Ve missed,

One more thing.
SAM!! DTlease get some decent artwork.
Reviews contlnued on pagees.er...wheneyer the Lell the locs end.
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Rogemary Pardoe, London:

MAYA is the thrid new British zine Itve received in the past four days.
That must say something for the state of fandom in Britain. Obviously, the
long threatened fannish and fanzine revival 1s in the offing...and a good
thing too. Of the three fanzines yours is perhaps %the most promising {one
of the other %wo was pretty good too, but too short by far...the other oen
was crud but should improve). Yes, I liked MAYA. Judging it as a first
issue it's dne of the best I've secen. When ydu get a lettercolumn MAYA
should be right up with the ‘'cream' of British fanzines; maybe not asm good
as BEGG but somewhere quite close.

Now to take everybhing bit by dit. Many of the electros were rather
faded I'm afrald; but the cover was excellenty that Jim Marshall has talent.
The Harry Bell 11llo on page one I've seen beforec..iin CRABAPPIE T believe,
if my amazing photographic memory serves me right. ({It does. MNost of
Harry's 11los in LIAYA:1l had been used defore. Now, however. thanks to brib-
ery and connlving, all his art in this issue is brend new.)s Pcetry nows
the ALCHENY ones were incredidbly good. I've not actually heard the THEERR
FAR BAND (oh, maybe once or twice I have, but not to really sit down and
listen te) but Ritchie ime#es almost conjure up the music to me; I think
that 's perhaps the highest cempliment I can give. "ther poems by kim,
and yeur RUNNING MAN poem were all pretfy good, and the David Barry poem
was funny, in a funny sort ef way. Ndd about that ocartoon stripsaltheugh
the ariwork in it is nothing %o write heme about it adds z lot to your
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péem.,. a peem which I theught was just averagewhen I saw it in: WADEZINE, but

now I've seen it accempanying the strip I've changed my mind; it'!'s very nice.

I'm glad to see incidentally that yeu haven't let poetry take over your zine.

Peetry is very easy to by in fandem these days and thus certain fanzines print
teomnch of it and the zine becomes ubalanced.

The best thing in the zine was Gray Beak's piece. I must say that Audrey
Walton's respkbnse {(dr lack of it) to the review in CYNIC seems a bit odd.
Perhaps your copy of the latest WADEZINE got lost in the post, Gray? But if
she rdally didn't send you one then it seems a bit unfair, after all, the views
expressed were Jhim's and not yours. Anyway, if someone can't take criticism
then they shouldn't be doing a fanzine ((hear, hear)). If Jhim's reviews
vere taken in the spirit they were meant 1 don't believe anyone could take
offense (y'see, even I'm not willigg to start a feud...at least net with Jhm).
Gray says "Biritish fanzines have a bad reputation abroad"...this ks true in
part, but net entirely. I don't appprove of generelisatiens and this is a bad
one. Most of the people I know in the States thknk that British fanzines are
refreshing and interesting. Ahyway, I ceuld give you a considerazble list of
American zlnes whose duplication ete is far worse than mest British enes.

A yoint adbout those slip-sheets is that if yesu have the right pap er and the
right ink you don't need them unless youfre running off an 11]lo with lets

of dark spaces on it. The only time Itve ever had an offset problem was in
SEAGULL:5 when we used the most disgusting mnk imaginable.

BRYN FOLTEY, Newpeort:

On a purely personal level, I was disappointed to note that MAYA does
not intend featuring even small helpings of fictien. I have recently made
my first sales to a major market, { a shert story in eache f the first two
velumes of a new Sphere anthelegy series --NEW WRITINGS IN HE@RROR & THE SUP-
EGNATURAL, edited by David Sutten), and I can honestly say that I don't
think T would have reached even thls first rung if it hadn't been fer the
apprenticeship I've served in pages of many fanzines.

{((I don't see why I should run MAYA as dustbin fer would-be writers to
publish thelr crap in, because that is what most fan-fictien is --highly
decayed crap. If it was any good, it would be in a prozine instead of being
foistered on us poor fen. The only exception to this is fietion that by its
own nature can't be placed in the usval fiction market.))

On the other hand your fictien ban will be thoroughly applauded dy faan-
ish Ghray Bhoak, a theroughly nice person who is fast becoming ahe goedy-
goody ef British fandeme I'm afreld Graham reminds me of quack cure-alls,
guarranteed to remedy everything from ingrowing teenails te baldness. How te
cure fandom in five easy Boakismsl.

Before leaving my old buddy alone, I must on his behalf deny your
ysur editorial statement that he has lousy taste in women. ((If you'd been
in Barl's Court tube station the night before the con you wouldn't,)) Back
in the o0ld days when Newpert was fairly near and he made the odd trip, Gray
could never quite make up his mind whether to try for Maddalena there and
then or wait for Maria. ((Oh?)) Bither way, it showed admirasble goed taste.
Or am I biased? ((You tell me. Gray is being very enigmatic about this.))

HARTLEY PATTERSON, Beaconsfleld;

I didn't like the colour. Colour is for effect, like the reviews in bdlue,
or the cover in.puce. Yours makes the print less easy to read and the repro
is crummy =-~but with a Roneo what can you expect...well I weuld expect you at
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least to threw out sheets with unreadable l4ines. If the =lne is unreadable I
fail te see the peint of producing it. What you de have is the appegrance of
a run of the mill British zine and tha%'s no cempliment. A pity, cos MAYA 1S
mestly better than average.

The best istthe Ritohle Smith pieces, particularly the Third Ear Band bits,
Just beautiful. I hope to see more of him.

Most of the DANGEROUS VISIONS review I agree with, indeed I've just dene
a review of same in an underground paper, though T ondy had room to rave., It's
particularly frustrating as it leaves the Britlah reader ignorant abeut the p
present day scene so much of which id attributable to DV: the varinus origin-
al pb.cellections for example.

I don't agree about these twe Ellison stories. I found the Jack the Rip-
per piece uninteresting, even predictable. A BCY AND HIS DOG, en the other
hand, had lots of ideas, a fast{ moving plet, an interesting central character.
The violence and sex were part of the story which was better with tbem than
without. Morals? Se why do you want morals to justify content with? Suppose
the naughty bbis were left as dots, would this have improved the story or
worsened it?

({You appear to have misunderstood me cver this which is partly my own
fault. When I criticised the story as lacking any apparent 'meral', I really
meant 'point'. The story had ne raison d'etre, it didn't gc anywhere, it
didn't say anything, but was just a piece bf mindless, gratuiteus sex and
violence as contrasted with the Ripper which, in same ways, was far mere grisly
yet was saying something.))

¥Malcolm Edwardse, Cambridge:

«.emost mainstream is crud, te my way of thinking. My way of thinking
is an odd thing, compounded mainly while lying inthe bath, and 8eals only
with imprecsionistic, subjective standar rds. What James Blish likes to des—
cribe as Spingaxlan criticism. That's it, of course ~-like mest SF readezrs
I tend te judge ¥y the auther's ability to spin a garn. Well, never mind.
Anyway, to return to the point, the majority of mainstream fictien beres me,
I think, because the writers operate malnly on the levels of form and centent
(with the fommer to the fore) while, as a reader, I operate on the levels of
content and plet (with an equal emphasia, altheugh during my trve-blue SF rea-
der days I was firmly convinced that the latter was the on}ly worthwhile crit-
erion.' I grew out of that. Many SF fans never S39F Lo See Terry Jeeves
article in CYPHER:3). I have nething against this mainstream fictian except
that it bores me personally, that it seems to me what is killing the neavel
as an artférm, that it forgete the priwary purpose of flotion, that most of
the writers do not have the intellectual appardtus to bring it off.

Thbs is not a general c¢ondemnation ef mainstream fiction, but some just-
ification of an attitude you dismiss as "maudlin crap! (believed to be a ref-
erence to an odious substance found in sewers in the region of 11 Downing
Street.).

You're hardly fair in expecting SF writers to rival Joyce, Nabokev and S
the rest. The pulp tradition is too firmly fixed against it. Anyone whe is
going to be considered a real SF writer by the fans is obviously going to have
to be visibly steeped in that tradition. There are ether people writing SF .
but we have no eclaim on them. If QILES GOAT..BOY had beer the novel it might
have been, had Barth kept it under contresl, it might easily have been the best
SF nevel written, but that weuld have little to do with yeu and I and John
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W. Campbell. My argument seems to be getting away from me, but what I'm get-

ting at is that the writers whom we class as SF writers are, by and large,
cemmercial writers, who have grown up in a commercial tradition, which shows
up always in their work., If SF writers are to get 'status it is going to be
the sort of status of Chandler and Hamme¥, or Tormy Steele with the Reyal
Shakespeare Company. Net that I care. Terms in which Leidber might be a non-
entity and Ellison a jeke are not terms:in which I can work up any interest.

I enjoyed your piece on Lafferty. I find it hard to find anyone who en-
joys bls stuff as much as I de. They tend to dismiss him as an introspective
irrelevant bere, or something. (Dick fans won't readily forgive that, I give
you warning, Williams.) ((Ho, ko, hol)) I did a longish review of 990 GRAND-
MAS fer QUICKSILVER, but eventually I tore it up because other people kept
piching all my best lines. I don't try to rationalise them much. - FOURTH MAN-
SIONS obviously¥ makes no sense on a rational level, but it feels so right that
it hardly matters. I really think that Lafferty is onto some basic truth whioh
can't be explained in any loglcal manner (net in this world, anyway). Things
like the way in THE HOLE ON THE CORNER +that the people are instantly recog-
nisable despite looking cempletely different are ideas which are didiculous,
but seem incentestable tn me in their own peculiar way., What the hell am T
talking about? There is a bit in one of Lafferty's stories which seems to sum
up his work perfectly (although it contradicts a couple of things I just said).
Comes from ONE AT A TIME, which you'll remember, I'm sure:

"Just a minute, McSkee," Sour John cut in. "There's something a little
loose sbout all your talk, and it needs landmarks. How long have yeu lived

anyhow? Héw o0ld are you?"
"About forty years old by my count, Hohn. Why?"

"I thought your stories were getting a little tes tall, McSkee. Bat if
you're no more than forty years old, then your stories deo net make semse."

"Never £aid they did, Jehn. You put unnatural conditions on a tale."
Quite .

Sam Long, RAF Croughton:

Your editorial rambles in the true
fannigh traditien. WMine ramble tos, but
in a different way. Rambling is good
for you. KXeep it up. Very interesting
those figures you, er rather Them, dug
up about yeur namesake people., I can't
say that his THEMES did too much for me.
Oh yeah, T got all the ailusiens, but
who ig Zeus son of tke nene-angle?
({Tam, explain to me as well, please.))
On second thought, it's not too bad.
Tom is a person I'd 1like very much to
have writing for @. ({(I'11 et him
know)) Especially after reading his
story of Gilgamesh. {Where did you get
these illos?) ((I asked J%m NMarshall
to do them speeially as he d%the EPIC
as well. Geod, weren't they?)) I've
been studying ancient mythology under
the tutelage of Rebert Graves {in his
GREEK MYTES,penguin and THE WHITE
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GODDESS,faber) and the understanding l've recently gained should make the Gil-
gamesh epic quite a bt more interesting when I finally get round to reading
it. In those, it seems, gods were mortal; only the Geddese was immortal, and
a hero could only gain Elyskum by great deeds and the sacrifice of himselt to
the Goddess. It sounds as if Gilgamesh was one these types. Good article,
Whetted my appetite for the anciert legend.

Gray writes a good article {altho his 2ines seem te have fallen on evil
days recently), and this is one of them. It's good to hear that fannish .ness
i3 on the increase -—and MAYA is s symptom of that. The book reviews —-int-
eresting, but I'1l not say anything more about them except read Rabert Graves
KING JESUS , and I'1l read Moorcock's navel. ((I might just de that if I can
get hold of a copy. I have read his SEVEN DAYS IN NEW CRETE reocently and foud d

it excellent, especially the stunning end))

Terry Jeeves, Sheffield:

The artwork, excluding my own, was asbsclutely top notch and of a proff-
essional standard. A ptiy that the electroatencils let you down sae badly.
They were, of course, wmuch tos faint. A query about that artowrk...and please,
it is a query, and NOT an accusation. .Was it traced directly from..or partia-
lly adapted from any professionazlly published worke...or was it truly original..
if the latter then yoeu MUST bhang on to Jim Marshall and Harry Bell. The rea-
son I query this, is that in the days of TRIODE (a centemporary of HYPHEN and
ORION and better than elther..althzugh ummentioned by Gray Baak) we had an
artist called Bill Rarry. He turned omt wonderful werk, which he assured me
was 100% original...and T later found out he traced it from film magazines
and altered the backgrsunds. I am nat accusing your artists of this...but
merely asking, T stress the NOT bit, since a while back i{n CMPA, I said...

"I doubt whether.ss." and was strongly aoussed of calling sombody a liar.

((A11 the art in M:1 was oeriginal --azlthough as I said earlier, the Harry
Bell illes had been used defore, Harry and Jim are very fine artists and are
improving all the time. Kevin Cullen, who appears for the first time in this
issue, is also very talented as shown by his work for VISION OF TCMORKOW,
The only derivative drawing in this issue 1s Jim's Jerry Cornelius which is
done in the style of Mal Dean))

I nete from the dditorial, that Tem+Pemnan has a welrd sense of humour...
as shewn in his article. I presume that the article in questien must be the
one on MAYA.,.as to my humble mind, It is a . large slice of cod's wm
wallop. Why? Well, you asked for controversy, ac here is my 3£ worth.

soss"They knew the Venusian year of 584 days." Apart from Venus being neaer
the sun, and thus orbiting the 5 Sun in less time than the earth, it happens
to have a year of 224 days. And the correct figure doesn't factorise by T3
either.
sssesThen we maet, "The Tzolkin has 260 days««+" What is a Tzolkin??? Looking
at the table which follows, one would guess it 1ls the Mocn...but nowhere does
it say so...and anyway, how come the Moon' s year is gliven as 260 deys. Since
it orbits the sun in company with the earth, its year is also 365 days. And
finally, how can the Sun have a year at all. A year is the time taken to orbit
the Sun, and it just can't orbit itself. If rotational period is meant, then
this is termed a day, and here again, the Suh's day isn't 104 days.

In other wnrds not one item in the list bas a year of the length given.
As for the number 37,960. This is just a simple multiple...and not even the

lowest Common Multiple at that.
So where is the incredible subtadty???
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I dislike such snippets of informatisn which cite magleal numbers and
ask us te go gosh wow...were they really hat gleveny but whthout explai-
ning what the numbers are, how they are derived, or what is so wonderful
abcut them. Pick any three numbers and an infinite nmmber of multiples
can be found into which they will all diviée.

((Ah, well nows Yes. Ergme..))
Archie Mercer, Redruth:

MAYA:1, T can't help noticing, costs 2’6 bt is free. MAYA;2, I presume
then is free for 2/-. Accordingly I hasten to enclose 2/- in order tc gual-
ify for the next free copy. In the mean (o May:r.) time, we're stuck with
number one. And I'm confused. Not only am I still @ncertair as to which is
(Br)Tan Willlams and vice versa, but also al:out tae title. If it's in honour
or memory of the Yucatanlc (and/or thereabol ts) rice of that name, fair enough
—-only it'd help to know why they, rather t}.an (s:y) Tasmanian Man or the
Sumerians have been chosen. I could think ¢« f ever so many other explanations
of the name, of course --0ld Gray Maya, Lor<. Maya, Maya the female parent of
Hermes/Mercury, Maya have the pleasure, May: le Player.i, Lady Wéndow Maya's
fan. )

({Well, first things first. In order to assist yoer (and no doubt many
others) identification - of the one-and-only me. I have Jeen described by the
following people as: "A crass goblin”--Roy Kettle, "Fat"-—Harry Bell (you
ain't no Twiggy yourself, Harry), "Jolly"--lan Penman, "Stocky, suave, soph-
isticated and altogether delightful."--Sue feeoce, "A bundle: of fun"--Sheila -
Hugging (I'm not so sure I like that 'bundle' bit), "4 liar: I do have good
taste in women" Gray Boak, "A lousy bridge nlayer" son Roseb lum, "A handsone,
intelligent young man cf great taste and a “ine fan-writer"--Tan Williams,
"Like I said, a liar"--Cray BoaKe....))

((Now that piece of self-indulgent in-jokes is over, I'1ll .succumb to
public demand and explain the name bf this zine. Last September . myself and
the rest of the fan-group were trying to ttink up a name for the .7ine. We
wanted it short, distinctive, and meaningfuvl. MAYA fit all catego.ries. Apart
from being the name of an ancient tribe, it's also the name of the Hindu
goddess of illusion, as well as being on tte Incredible String Band  lp 'The
Big Huge. Even George Harrison menticns it if not in very compliment 2T¥
terms —-"Beware of MAYA"))

Gray Boak has another confusing title --something to dc with aerop.lanes
sctmally, I suppose —but his column is the most readable thing in the iissue.
Re the little matter of Audrey Walton he mentions —-possibly, being a chrmn-
ically busy lass with plenty tc do that she finds of interest she shrugged
ber shapely shoulders and decided to cut her losses in that quarter and get
on with somethlng more to her personal tastz.

I've doubtless made this point befere .iround the place, but so Tar as
I'm concerned, I'd sooner see space devoted to inferior prose than to inferier
peetry or inferior artwork. I've no very gieat liking for either of the two
latter categories, anyway ~-even when I can see a thing is gosd, I can also
see that it does nothing in particular to me. Fanzines, to my mind, exist
to communicate —-and prose is the best way ¢f communication yet dewised.
(Poetry often exists specifically nst to conwmunicate, except to the initiate.)
{(D obviously disagree with this statement aad had thought of refuting i%,
but I won't,and leave it open for anybedy else to comment)) So cram all the
prose in you like, leave no space unfilled, nd you're unlikely to be rec-—
eiving complaints from this quarter. ((Just from everybody else))
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You seem to have a "dpwn" on Mike Moorceck's fiction, somekow. Neot that
I'm all that fond of it myself: I usually find it readkble without being com—
pulgively so. But I'm ready to recognise that this may simply be that I'm nat
whom Mike's writing for, rather than putting it down to the author's incomp-
etence. People ef discrimination appear to enjoy his works, which in turn
seems to indicate that they're better-written than you suggest. .

(("People of discrimination" also enjoy the works of E.R.Burroughs, one
of the mest inept 'popular' writers this century, so I don't really think that
is any criterion))

Lisa Conesa, Manchester:

P.S. Enjoyed your first issue tremendously, you'll be gratified to heaxy
and that from a well-seasoned'fresher', no less.

One thing, (here it comes...no, omly a suggestive thought in passing)
speaking as one who is very new to fandom --~well, fanzines then (tread softly
stranger, 'tis holly ground!)} I would heartily welcome more background about
fans contributing with the Maya pages.

((For the henefit of Lisa and other neos --neos, not 'freshers' --in
the audience, contributing is fairly simple. You write an article and send
it to me. As I've said before, I'1ll print anything that is interesting and
adequately written —-the choice of subject is completely open))

My 2wn experience

_~E§2m and that of some others
oy ‘ &m ““{3ﬁ?&. ‘ like pyself, new to
ﬁ$:w% e SF zines, though net
A N sy SF its41lf, is somewhat
F AT G R e AR s .
jﬁ”‘;”‘”'% i.w? \“hwifiéﬁﬁﬁ bewildering --in the alien
Kg_kw“ﬁﬁﬁ world of fandom. A few
\SQQ \ '@@Q&«&wﬁw of us, (using the royal
ORI N ‘as
R TR us' here really) are
S N T toying with the idea ef
*f e \&§\§;i“ producing a fresher-zine
\9\ v *ﬂﬂ‘%% by and for we newies, he-
s *\\\gx}‘xgt\‘g Wb wever, learning to walk

%akes time and help from
the 'long~standing' would
or could speéd things up
~w=not to mention the
100 and 1 snags which
I'm sure you're well
i aware ofsee My ideg is
i not te create another
\wheal within wheal,
there are enough of
those alrezdy, but to
sridge the gap maybe ——7®

((The problem with
asking me for ad¥ice is =
that I still consider
myself a neo and don'#t
completely knew my way
around fandom yet.
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Hewever, I have been around long enough to know roughly the status quo in
fandom which makes producing a fanzine that much easier. And it takes mest
neos some time to feel their way around and until yeu're fairly used to fan-
dom and fanzines I don't see much point in producing a zine of your
own. Once you've studied other people's zines and learned from their mis-
takes, as well as noticing their strong points, then you can get down to
producing your own. On the other hand, you may tend to be imitative than
original as you're likely to be influenced by your favourite zines))

th ! oL
These of us new-ones,; who intend to attéﬁg,cgﬁaegﬁbgb who are teo shy
ts do so on this occasiony wculd be very interested indemd in the comings
and goings, or even reminiscent has-beens of such happenings etc..

((There will be a conrep in ¥33 ))

Ore last gquest., any plans on the horizon re-Mr. Brunner's QUICKSAND
or STAND ON ZANZIBAR? ((Nore)) How about my personally nominated god of
SF gods Cordwainer Smith's writings et al. ((If anybody would like to do
an in-depth study of Smith's stories, I'd be delighted to print it.))

((And now, a letter from Godzllla who can safély be taken foTe..))
Leroy Arthur Kettle, London:
Who thinks SF is good?
Who bBays most mainsitream is crud and what's so revolutionary about that?

Who wants SF to gain status in the literary world? If it's not good enough
it won't. If it is someone will accept it (Ballard, Aldiss,Vonnegut?) And
why keep SF separate from aminstream? Considering a fali number of main-
stream novels use what would be famnishly called SI' techniques and prdduce
better results, should we (you) stop shouting at being unrecognised. Good
SF is recogunised all right it's just thatbody in the field is writing 1%

or ever will write while they're still trying to cater for intellectis that
categorise their work as . SF. The best writers whe have had reascnable
connections with our field {permanenily fallow) are again Aldiss, Ballard
and Vonnegat (overall) and all three are trying rid themselves of the SF
image.

OK that you go on about which SF auther has talent such as you list but then
againwhich of those authors besides Nabokov {ADA) and the odd Donddavy short
has produced a good SF story. You can't have everything, Ian. It seems
quality and segregation don't go together. Get rid of the label and you
might find good stories of the kind you like. Keep the cliquish atmesph-
ere and you get good SF stories -—--—another thing altogether.

A5 an aside I'd argue with your very general and somewhat ludicrous SF writers
denth criticism in a line. In one part of your zine you cid tidse ttings
within the tiny world of SF using SF standards such as they are , and 1in
another you use the semewhat higher standards of the best of malnstream teo
make a point. But in making it you are showing yourg?lf up. If 7you want

SF to be part of the blg world of books then apply ™ * standards and deon't

be hypocritical and say Stableford's books were very good when what you

mean was that they were superficial crap which compare wery well to most

other SF.

What is this tremendous hody of one shot mainstream novels besides the 4wo
you mention. You seem to mean that many of the best mainstream novels wexre
vne-shets within the aathor's work. 1f you're going to say something which
you feel is important as youdo this stuff abeut SF being the kid-brother of
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mainstream and when's it gonna take us in hand then take a bit time over
what yeu say. You could probably produce a reasonably interesting arti-
cle and perhaps generate a few thoughts somewhere if you didn't breat
what you imply as a serious thing as lightly as you do.

Why bother about the two novels which have - woﬁoéﬁards. The Nebula

has only been going a short time anyway and both are based on heavily biased
voting {for friemds yet) by semi~illiterates fairly often in the case of
the Hugo, on_ghgmall number of all the SF novels (in the widest sense)
produced in a‘ieﬁr. Your choice of novels to show a none-SF reader (which
normally means somesne Who has read maybe a Wyndham, Asimov, and/or Brad-
bury plus maybe one other and heard of a couple of others)is entirely diff-
erent from ine or anyone else's. Piss to human beings and their relation-
ships. SF can't manage that and ideas at the same time. ((Why the hell
noti)) If you're going to show someone what SF's all about, show them wha
SF is then show them something packed with SF ideas, not something that
tries td be mainstream SF. They'll laff their boots off. If you're going
to categorise then the thing that makes SF worth reading is the ideas. If
people can write better then they will. TIf not, they'll write SF or bad
mainstream or Westerns (or put out fanzines). If you want to keep the lab-
el then make sure you end up with SF as the final product. If not, then
what's it all about.

"Only the writer's can do som%ﬁhing about it"., Balls. If the reader's
standards are sufficiently low’ tr 2 not very talented writer it's better
money writing lots nf crap than itrying and still writing crap. You can't
blame poor writers for writing poor fietion. But you can blame hell out
of the readers for dbuying it. Who's +to blame did you say?

({They say that it does you good to suffer. Which brings me onto the
next loc which was sent tc Tom Penman. The first time I've heard of locing
behind the editer's back. It's fromes.))

Rob Holdstock, Lendon.

Maya sounds like it was all written by the same person. I believe that Ian
Willlams and Ritchie Smith are jelloid replicas of Tom Penman. I helieve
thlis fanzine was written by Tom Penman as dictated by Greg Pickersgill. I
don't believe Maya. I believe the illustratiens, especially the back cov—
er. If Maya was made up of twenty pages of plcturss like that I might con-
gent to GIVE you somethigg for the zine. Even if it contained that cartoon
in every issue, because that had a certain sense of originality and enter-
tainment {dces this reflect my mentality? No, merely that the perpetrator,
for therd is surely only one, of this incredivdle junk is incapable of prod-
ucing anything of literary worth, only of artis tic merit) even then I
would still subscrike. BEven, I hasten te add (amd I see you all sit up
expectantly, waiting for the kindness that you need from me as I am suoh

a man of worth and you hang on my every word) even that poem The Running
Man was, to a certain degree, excellent. In fzet it WAS excelddnt. One
could understand it., It was a message, a complaint ckanneled through who-
ever wrote that story, under the pseudonym of Williams, from a segment of
the populatien that the author surely belongs te —-the scruffs, the out-
cast8, the druggles, and the shit-ezters. Listen boys, you ahht nasty en-
ough, see? I mean, you gotta be nasty if you're gointa be cynical, 0K? I
don't want to read this half-hearted spew. I want to Tead a Tevolting
plateful of suppurating pdacenta. The only thing you come anywhere to be-
ing nasty to is Audrey Walton, surely the individual who least of all des-
erves nastiness —-Wadezine is light years better than Maya, and desp down



you knew it. It may not be geod to leok at, tut it's got (Christ it's got)
Character that yeur crudzine will never have, net until you titnibblers
mature a bit. I read Wadezine because I LIKE to read it, when it comes
threugh my letterbox I look FORWARD to reading 1t because it'e entertain-
ings Not a chere to wade my way through.

James Goédard, Milford on Sea:

I can't agree with Brian Stableford's review of DANGEROUS “ISIONS!
There's more that is new and dangerous in any one volume of Knight's ORBIT
series chasen at random than in the whole of %this massive anthology. Alri-
ght, sc the authors take subjects that are meant to shack, good for thenm,
there's nothing like a good shock now and then. 3But what went wrang? They
fail miserably. I'm not saying that there are not good stories in this an-
thology, because there are. What I am saying is that they don't lead up
ta what Ellison tell s you te expect. Like all people with a praduct e
-gell, he aims hihg and makes remarkable claims, whein in reality his product
is no better than anycne else's, Siturgeon writes about incest, true enough,
and he writes g good story, but it's like the old saying about the bitter
pill, he covers his prose with such a sugary coating that it reads more ltike
a Bradbury yarn than a dangerous new story by Sturgeon. The British wzont-
ingent, Aldiss, Ballard, and Brunner, all write staries that weculd have fc-
und an in easy place in a magazine, Galaxy would have been very pleased with
them. Not because they are particularly dangercus, or because they are part-
icularly visisnary, but simpliy tecause they are straightforward stories by
well-known authors. Even R.A.Lafferty, from whom we have come to expect
something special, lets us down by providing nothing more thana charming
fantasy. It would be possible to go en and on like this right through the
book, but it isn't really neccessary. True encugh, thers are one or two
stories that may not have found a home in a conventional SF magazire, but
they number no more than this. There are a number of first clasgs stories
that obviously deserved they awardsthey receivea, but there are an equal
numbel that strike one as having been written years ago, and just having
the dust removed before their presentatisn in this volume. There ia really
nothing here te justify the hullaballoo that arose around the book. There
may be things here which would shock anyone with a hangover nineteenth cent-
ury narr»w-minded and bigoted Victorian attitude, tut twent .eth century
man, neverli! To quste Ballard: "...Ellison's DANGEROUS VISIONS is a
vulgar travesty of the words in its title, -~-my own piece 'The Assasinatien
of J.P.Kennedy Considered as a Dowhill Matar Race' was declined on the
grounds that '...many millisns of americans might be offended....'™, Never
mind, suffice to say that it's a good anthology 9f about average standard.

((I've just flicked through my copy and caunted twelve stories that
are not less than excellent and enly three weak stories, That is an 'average!
anthologyeessa?))

John N. Hall, New Ash Green:

vesto the meat -—BOAK, Frzm what I've heard and read --T far ene can
do without the Golden Age of Faudom. T also, like, doubtless, Audrely Walt-
on, can do without the useless sort of criticism exhibited ty Jim Linwead
in CYNIC. I know what I want to do and if Jim Linwood dcean't 1like it, let
him go elsewhere. It isn't Just me who'll tell you tkat ——Westen will too
and Darroll Pardoe, Peter Roberts, etc.

While I sympathise when Boak says layocut,headings etc are warth it —
I submit that those like Audrey Walton wan't appreciste the advice —they
like it the way it is. I%t's their thing ~-take it er leave it —-dcn't
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weep and gnash teeth. I've never seen a fanzine edited by Jim Linwdod
though he may well produce one --I defy it to be all he preaches.

And Beak —-I used slip sheets en ZINE's 1 and 2.
Brian Aldiss, Southmoor:

Thanks for thinking to send me MAYA. Although I scarcely read SF for
pleasure (study's another matter), I read MAYA with pleasure.

((No, this isn't a wow-I-got-a-card-frem-a-pro reason for its ineclusien.
I'm using 1t to mzke a point. The fact that a busy writer such as Mr. Aldiss
is willing to 3dash off an ackncowledgement fer an unsolicited fanzine deesn't
sy a great deal for the fans who can't even be bothered to do that! Teo thhe
neos in the audience --the success of a fanzine depends on the active intarest
of its readers. A faned who spends a great deal of time over his/her zine
(and I can't think of anynne who doesn't) and doesn't get much return in the
way of letters of comment is unlikely to continue preducing tke zine for very
long. This isn't a moan from me, specifically, as the locs I received came
to nearly half the total of the copies I sent out --a very high percentage,
I believe. All the same, I'd like to have known what the other fifty per-
cent of my readers thoughtess.))

Mary Legg, Oxford:

A Gray Boak col. is a gain indeed. Like one or two other fen's work,
I may not always agree with what Gray says, but the always put an interes-
ting, if occassisnally biased, case. Now, what does he say in 0 - 0? Ah,
but if you throw the rest of this into the bin, and deserwedly so (my letter,
not MAYA or 0 - 0, I mean) do, do, du record my appreciatien of Gray's nos-
talgic reminders herc in part one of hds column. Charles Platt, Ted White,
Roje Gilbert, snd Brian...by gum, *ut it tock me tack.

Ah, but Gray, maybte Audrey merely decided to ignere it? On the prin-
ciple that it wasn't werth it, that is, she may feel as I du that fanfeuds
are a waste of time and somewhat egocentric anyway. When a fan or twe bel-
¢dve all who read the columns are interested in their own argaments, y'know.
I've had spats in my time, as well..

Qf the list of fannish neccessities far a fanzine, I'd agree with en-
thusiasm, time, money, talent {on the part of the centributers} and alse
somethign which always causes me more trouble than owt else, akdde frem
monay, ~-duping ({(duplicating)) faeilities. Lack af them is a real dind.
You push up your costs carting stemcils and the entire fanzine acress
country (and Cratapple's been dupered as far north as Liverposl and as far
west as Bristol in it$§ time) so that you are, in effect, posting your mag
out twice . All tosn often people wha castigate other fen about lack of
fanzines ferget that it is difficult to get dupering dene. Dammit, if I
had access to a duper any time, I'd be producing C/A pretty regularly; mcney
allewing,

((T also received locs from Roje Gilbert, John Piggot, Jeff Morgan,
Ritchie Smith, Brian Williams, Rager Waddington, and that well-known
pseudonym Tom Penman. Many thanks to all those who loced, contridbuted,
and drew.))

((Just to repeat myself again. All letters of comment are welcomed
with open arms, as aee contributions, subescriptisns, and trades. Seo do
us doth a faveur and do one ar more of those four))
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*ODYSSEUS AND THE WHIRLIGIG: A Freudian jeke for Jimmy Joyce
by David Barry.

Night winds rozred with their flapperies
scattering flimsy curtaintails and rentveils
and screaming laughter. Ty
From darknight hollowing blackly came
Thirligig

the son of Titans cyclopaenhugery

roaring vastly its battlescreamss

A luberinglumpery of hollowness and air
farting angeruish and raging storm
allatime callingcatsreaming

roarery and defiants.

(listen, i%'s Jimjapery
Inoision)

(na, na --hymn for a teddy
Allef brave Odysseus took up bear at nunsends)

the challengecall and

girthing his laden loins arose from

his birthbed daybed kyingbed

acopulationsleep allone with lumpery

phllowfarss and bedwettery,

Thinewed sinews long and loinlk {psst, gill of peppers
muscleshoulderedbacknsides and white takes it sonorously)
with pnwerful strokeringstrikingstringy hands.

Ond TOnt Ohi

low and lowly did he graspciadsp his

phallustaff of potept biggerybuggery (om mani padme runc)

and delightful deathdealing skullduggery.

Whirligig, Whirligig wherforfart thou,
on londerorn far sandyshoreline
wetting clawstoes, sandered claws all gritty,

Let me crucifisecircumcise (ho, ho, ho, Wayland
your bedhead dcadhead. won't like 1t)
but
the rawinds nighted
dawn spurted. .
Plap. Flap. Flap. 3 ((;22)4 forget the death

—it's a crossword—-—

t
T

SRR AL LSRR LR AL LLL LIRSS LLELERLLLLERE

There's a lifetime subscripition to MAYA to anyone who c¢an show that
he/she understood all the allusions and puns in the poem —IRW

EERF RS RER SRR TEE R REREEREE EREE LR ER T ER AR ERR R R R R RERE AR A AR R ERE RGN XN S S
INTERLUDE 4:

"County Durham, at last,” muttered Jerry as he crossed the horder
from Yorkshire, shooting a customs officer down and throwing a grenade
at the persuing border guzrds.

. He surveyed the countryside, the verdant green pastures that met
his eyes, the chattering of the wildlife 1ilting in his ears, the smell
of flowers just tickling his nostrils, I'm in paradise, he thought.

Whilst his attention was elsewhere, a black mamba slithered up
and bit him in the lege.

.
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SCIENCE FICTION REVIEW: 41 edited by R,E.Gels, California. Available fram
the British agent Ethel Lindsay, Courage House, 6 Langley Ave., Surbiton
Surrey. 20p each or 5 for £1.04. S5épages

SPECULATICN: 28 edited by Peter R. Westen, 31 Pinewall Ave., Kings Norten,
Birmingham 30. 15p each or 5 for 75p. %8pages.

QUICKSILVER:1l edlted b¥ Malcdn Edwawls, 236 King's College, Cambridge, CB2
18T, 124p each, trade, loc, contribute, 4Opages.

Here we have three sercon zines, that is fanzines devoted %o serious urit-

ical discussion of SF. The first two ape just about the best fan zines there
are, SFR having won two Hugos and Spee¢ that should have gmat at least one of
them. I leok forward to reading these twa zines more than amy others I rec-
elve —and when they both came through the letterkox together I thought I was
in for a feast. Sadly, I was wrong.

Gels was bored and makes no attempt® to hide it in his, usually entert-
aing, editorial. Norman Spinrad's suppesedly controversial article on fandom
which wasn't. Ted Whlte's cclumn -—you know Ted White, the guy who goes
around jumping on molehills completely obli¥ious to the mountains around him.
The ®ook reviews were good dut there weren't any really good books to mview.
I liked Geis! review section and he's tempted me into going to buy a couple
of teoks by authots T never bother with —Compton and Niven. The letters are
always interesting. Lzyout and reproduction is as impeccable am ever, but
the artwork is mot up tceo standard. I want more Kirk and less Rotsler.

Part of thke Spec editorial is a bhad paredy (at least I hope Itwas a par-
ody)of Gels' editorial style and gets at him for Huge hunting. The articles
are quiatly bering in a readable sort of way (Chris Briest's eelumn being
an exception asy for a change, it's the best thing in the magasine). The dosk
reviews aren't very inspiring, pessibly hecause ef the mediecre beoks thsat
are being discussed, only Brian Stableford's review of an Ellison collectien
is up to the usual Speculation standard. The letters seem maidly te be de-
goted to clarifications of points raised ip letters and articles in the pre-

vious iamsue of Spec.

Quicksilver is alive and jumping with enthuslasm and intelligence. It's
g0t people like (Chris Priest, Grazhap Charnock, and Brian Aldises with a short
story. A highly enjoyable editerial, two very good columns, apgd an excellent
review section ~-ranging from Hesse to Laumer. Most of the rvisws are by
MaYeolm who makes & very good job of them. I would like to go inte mere de-
tail, hewever, rather unfortunately ny oepy 1s on loan ts another fan. Ne
matter, the editor says he'll be a% the ocen with copies of Quieksilver;2 —
accest him and buy one.

I feel disappointed that I haven't been zble fto say nicer things abcut
SFR and Spec, but I suppose 1t is difficult to constantly achieve the stand-
ard of excellence that is their norm, sc to new fans who haven't ceme across
elther yet; don't let me put you off, I'm very confident that the next issues
of both will up t¢ standard ——get them.

INTERLUDE 5¢

Jerry heaved himself onto the top of the roof and clutched the chimney
pot for support. He quickly orientated himself and teok eut his gun with the
telescopic sight. He peered through it tm look into the front room of 6 Greta
Terrace, Sunderland, where Williams sat finishing off his fanzine reviews.
Damned alcohelic pixie, thought Jerry as he teok aim and softly squeesed the
13 o PP
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CYNIC:2 edited by A. Graham Boak, 3 Rydelands, Nuthurst, CRANLEIGH, Surrey.
Loe, trade, contribution, or free for the asking. 26ppges.

Christ Gray, you cut 1t dammed fine. I woke up on Saturday morning
thinking that all the stencils were typed, and the electrostencils stuck
on, when through my letterbox bounced Cynic32 shouting review me, review
me, I'm here at last.

That is an understatement., It's been something like eight months since
Cynic;1 appeared and that gust isn't frequent enough. Sometimes I think
that fan editors should get grants from the Arts Council. Nationallsation
of the BSFA might help as well.

C:1 didn't exactly fill me with delight, mere disinterest than anything
else although it did have sne or two good things in it. I'm happy to say
that C:2 is a great improvement. There are only a couple of really appa-
1ling illustrations and only one bad article. The contents are: editorial,
followed by two humoarous (or supposedly sa) articles by Andrew Stephenson
and Isn Williams, five pages of fanzine reviews from Jim Linwoad and Joe
Patrizio, eight pages of letters, and lastly a poem by Ritchie Smith.

The cover is by Kevin Cullen and is, net surprisingly, very goecd. The
Yack cover is an atrocious mess that makes me wonder »f Gray has any artistic
sense at all. Interbor illustrations by 'Santos' are hardly worthy of the
names, Alexis Gilliland, if not very grod, at least shows a certain style.
Andrew Stephenson's drawings are nice, indeed first-rate in the company they
keep.

Cray's edhtorial is mainly an amusing story about how he fell in love
with Goldie Hamm. (But of your own mouth you have cendemned yaurself.
Goldie Hawn....really! Now if you'd said Sheila Huggins).

'With Both Barrels' by Andrew Stephenson is a éry, witty account ef
bew to keep a fan as a pet in a barrel. He instructs you in how to caten
your fan by lurirg him into a barrel, how to feed and care for him. To
let him out every so often in order to associate with wildfen. And how
10 natice signs of illness in the fan, such as lingering in the mainstream
section ef the library.

My ovm article '"The Gannet, the Henda, & Me' was supposed to be a
funny account of an incident that happened after one of cur fan meetings.
On seeing it in cold print, I new realise that my 'humerous' writing style
hasn't changed since I was fourteens And it was puerile then.

The fanzine reviews are good, if short. Linwood cesvers Maya, Egg,
and twa British Tolkein zines frem the Pardees and Archie Mercer. Pat-
rizie deals with three US zines (well, 2 and one from Canada if you insist
oen accuracy) and ithree British. All the reviews are informed and honest.

A gnod lettercolumn, a great dezl of which is spent on jumping oa
Peter Roberts for his folk/rock article in the previous issue.

'Star's End' by Ritchle Smith is a poem that is typically RS--—and good.
Get CYNIC.

EPILOGUE:

Williams saw JerrySgun glint in the sunlight refracted through the
¢oal dust and in a blur dived through the window. He ran, his muscular
torso btulging and leaped the rooftop where Jerry was perched and tore him
1imb from limb. DNext time Williams, thogght Jerry through a blgedhaze,

next ‘bime.... AS
)
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