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JgJditing a fanzine is very educational. I'm certainly learning
lots of things from editing Maya — in particular, my edit
orials have been an education from which I've been learn

ing the hard way I
I've been looking back through my editorials in the five 

issues I've produced since taking it over: and I find that almost 
any time I say anything of consequence, either it's been overtaken 
by events, or there's been a flood of interesting correspondence 
putting partially different points of view which has made me see 
things a bit differently.

First, there was my whining in Maya 7 about the near-total 
absence of British fanzines; now, I think you'd agree, there are 
plenty about)

Maya 8's editorial was inconsequential.
Then there was Maya 9's editorial. Yes, indeedy)
Most of this one was a loosely argued diatribe laying a 

large part of the blame for the poor public image of science fiction 
at the feet of our media representatives, the sf writers (and any
body else who talks to the press), because they say complicated 
and incomprehensible things and sound all eccentric and intellect
ual on the radio.

Well, the hell with that.
That editorial did at least have the saving grace of eliciting 

a lot of response in the form of letters which were themselves 
interesting and stimulating. The general conclusion reached by my 
correspondents seemed to be that sf fans are rather different (as 
Chris Morgan rightly pointed out, to the majority of people in this 
country anyone who even reads a novel a week is a bit peculiar); 
that one of the differences is that although we do read sf simply 
for the story, we also gain a little bit more than that from it as 
well; and that, as Pete Weston and Rob Hansen implied in their 
letters in Maya 10, the general, non-reading public really aren't 
terribly interested in having their ideas about sf, and sf readers, 
changed. In general the media feel no special obligation to be pro
tective or evangelistic on our behalf (though there are helpful ex
ceptions, such as the Newcastle Evening Chronicle): and if we 
come over as cranky, perhaps it's because that's how we are, or 
because there is at least an element of crankiness in us that the 
newspapermen can build on. I'll leave the last word to a doctor 
writing about the public image of something completely different 
in World Medicine:

"I dislike talking about public image because I'm convinced 
that a good public image is akin to other ephemera like dignity, a 
sense of humour or sex appeal; if you find yourself worrying over 
whether you've got them, you've probably got something to worry 
about."

That's a pessimistic conclusion. But then just about every
thing anybody's said in Maya about sf's public image since I first 
raised the subject has been pessimistic, with the notable exception 
of Brian Aldiss's realistic optimism in Maya 11, and Paul Kincaid 
this issue:

"If people want to laugh at me let them, it does me no 
harm and the gods won't be able to accuse me of hubris."

Right. Science fiction fans, like any other group of people, 
have their own characteristic strengths and weaknesses, and we 
would be best to-work out our own destinies and adjustments with 
life — individually or collectively — without the — er, help — or
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interference of the media.
Then there was Maya 10's editorial. Not much I can dis

agree with here, actually; but I'm no longer on duty anything like 
87 hours a week, and from paediatrics I've gone into psychiatry, 
which is fun (*),  my probable permanent career, and possibly part 
of the reason why this issue's two editorials are more introspect
ive than any of those chatty efforts in earlier Mayas. But then, 
Maya H's editorial was pretty introspective in parts, and there 
was plenty to disagree with in that! But you'll have to read the 
lettercolumn and the second editorial to find out what I've changed 
my mind about this time. Like last issue's promise that Maya 12 
would be out before Christmas (well, I'm only a month 
late, and you're getting a double issue); and the 
opinion I expressed at Silicon that this would 
be a duplicated Maya.

(*) Why, it's even got to the stage where I can mention sf at 
work and not be laughed at! (But them, my fellow psychiatrists 
are used to hearing people say odd things and listening attentively 
without laughing...)

Yes. Well. It's like this, you see. 
Er... Firstly, I told my contributors 
they could write as much as they lik
ed, as I'd just be able to shove a 
couple of extra pages through the 
duplicator. So they wrote lots, 
and fascinatingly, and I worked 
out that this would be an 80-page 
issue if duplicated. Which would 
take quite a few months to ready. 
Then I decided to move into a 
flat, which I realised would take 
more time (as well as *money  *)  
and I didn't want to hold this May: 
up too long, because of the efforts 
put into it by its contributors. So 
here it is, litho again. (Sorry, Greg!)

And now, the Public Announcements Dept.1 
starting with the least important ones and 
working up to a climax.
* I have nothing but file copies left of Mayas
6, 7, and 9, and for various reasons I'd be delighted to
have copies of them back. Anybody who wants their B LODGE post
poned for one issue (or their subscription extended by one issue) 

_can achieve their desire by sending me a copy of one of the above. 
•* Over the last few months I have prepared a Little Diction
ary of SF Fan Terms, 8 pages designed to introduce the newcom
er to some of the odd little words you read in fanzines and hear at 
conventions; copies of this are available for lOp or one Internat
ional Reply Coupon from me, or for 25/ from Linda Bushyager, 
1614 Evans Ave., Prospect Park, Pa. 19076, USA) in the States. 
(Send stamps if you like.)

British readers will find enclosed with this issue two 
things especially for them; firstly a flyer for Silicon 2, which is 
to be held over August Bank Holiday, and for which a booking 
form will be appearing Real Soon Now; and secondly a nominating 
ballot for the new year's FAAn Awards, a thoroughly worthy aw
ard system which became more international last year when some 
British people made it onto the final ballot, and one or two British 
people even voted! Listen: a lot of you know a fair bit about fan
zines. For God's sake apply that knowledge and nominate and
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vote: you can only increase the chances that the awards go to peo
ple you would like to see win them.
* There are various British fans expecting to come to the 
States for Suncon, among them Pete Weston, Malcolm Edwards, 
the Mearas, and... me. We all hope to get around the country a 
bit (probably separately) before the con to see some of you; so if 
any of you in the States or Canada know of any cars to hitch lifts 
to cons in, floors to sleep on, helpful hints on eating cheaply and 
negotiating Greyhound stations without being mugged, etc etc., 
we'd all be delighted to hear from you: see you all in 7 months!
* I also hope you'll be seeing Peter Roberts, this fanzine's 

favourite TAFF candidate for 1977. Peter is one of
the most endlessly fascinating, mildly idiosyn

cratic yet genial and witty vegetarians (or 
people) you could wish to meet. I can't de

scribe an Attacking Budgie Dance, an 
Outrageous True Story, curried beet

oot, or any of Peter's other facets 
well enough to give U.S. fans a pro

per mental picture. Nor can I des
cribe his uncommonly fine fanzine 
Egg, or the touch of individuality 
he gives his newszine Checkpoint. 
You'll just have to make sure he 
wins TAFF, so that you can see 
for yourselves at Suncon (and in
cidentally, so that he can help 
campaign for Britain in '79, of 

which he, like Pete Weston, Mal
colm Edwards, Roy Kettle and me, 

is on the bidding committee). Not tint 
/Terry Jeeves or Pete Presford would 
not help to campaign too, but me, I think 

you ought to get to see Peter Roberts. 
Vote for the others if you like, but vote; a 

ballot is enclosed. TAFF needs your support! 
Talking of Britain in '79, remember that al

though we don't need any extra enthusiasm over here, we 
can always do with more cash to help put our message across to 
the Worldcon voters. If you haven't joined Britain in '79 yet, we'd 
be delighted if you would — just send 50p to Roy Kettle at the ad
dress given elsewhere on this page. You get our Progress Reports 
and a discount on joining the con itself. And when the ballot comes 
don't forget to vote! _
* Which brings me, finally, to the next issue of. Maya — a 
special Britain in '79 Issue. ' Lots of goodies! I already have fine, 
pieces by Brian Aldiss and Gene Wolfe (specially commissioned . 
ones) in hand; expected are pieces by Bob Shaw, Pete Weston and 
Malcolm Edwards; plus other BIG'surprises I can't tell you about 
just yet, except to tell you that you'll be able to find out in May or 
early June when the issue comes out. See you then!

Rob Jackson, January 1977.

Gary Hubbard, 22215 Kinyon, Bldg 9, Taylor, Mich. 48180, USA. 
Leroy Kettle, 43 Chesholm Rd., Stoke Newington, London N.16. 
Christopher Priest, 1 Ortygia House, 6 Lower Rd., Harrow, 

Middx. HA2 ODA.
Bill Rotsler, Box 3126, Los Angeles, Calif. 90028, USA.
Peter Weston, 72 Beeches Dr., Erdington, Birmingham B24 ODT. 

Collating last issue: My heartfelt thanks 
go to Gannetfandom, whose fanzine this 
really is, for helping me collate last 
issue (and, incidentally, for tolerating 
my incessantly enthusiastic reports on 
how the new issue is going, or who's 
just said what in a letter): Ian Williams, 
Dave Cockfield, Harry & Irene Bell, 
Dave, Lucille & Sam Hutchinson (the 
(the last-named being the youngest Gan
net collator yet), Alan Isaacson, Brian 
Rouse, Thom Penman and Cath Gard
ner (soon to become Thom & Cath Pen
man: congratulations!)
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*y felt terrible.
“ I lay on the bed in a vomit-encrusted suit, twenty

pounds poorer than I had been twenty hours earlier. My 
otherwise bare feet were wrapped in a tangle of clammy sheets. 
My umbrella was missing, but I had a crumpled pamphlet explain
ing that God Is Love. I also had memories vague but embar- 
assingly persistent — of being arrested, of rushing around the 
bank fondling anyone too slow to avoid me, oT sitting in the rain 
for hours, of molesting my flatmate's girlfriend. All around me 
was the usual disgusting chaos of my room, made worse by my 
morning-after apprehension and depression.

But I had left the bank after four years' drudgery. I was 
unemployed and free.

I was going to be a writer! 
I felt terrible.

June 1974 was mainly occupied by hassles with social sec
urity and unemployment benefit offices, although I did manage to 
get quite red by lying in the local park as well. There were 
cricket matches to be watched on my free TV set, and films to 
be seen from the cheapest seats. There was drink to be drunk 
and sleep to be slept. There was no urgency. I could become a 
famous writer tomorrow.

In July I did some work. Not a lot, but enough to unstick 
the keys of the typewriter.

Rob Holdstock had come round with a suggestion for earn
ing both of us fairly large and regular sums of money. This was 
something Chris Priest had suggested to us previously, but which 
hadn't penetrated the particular reality I called my own. Most 
paperback publishers were catching on to the success of series 
novels (Russ Tobin, Confessions Of —, Edge, Biker, Lensman 
and Rob had both a contact and ideas. All we needed to do was 
write synopses for the first three novels, plus a sample chapter, 
and the subsequent contract would ensure we would go on creating 
books until Woolworths could remainder no more.

Rob's initial idea was for a series about three brothers 
who posed as furniture removal men. One was a lover of great 
repute whose personality was firmly fixed in Rob's mind. This 
brother would take the lady of the house, her maid and several 
of her dogs to some quiet spot for cucumber sandwiches and an 
orgy. Meanwhile, his brothers, one of whom happened to be an 
art thief of international renown and the other the greatest forg
er of all time, would loot the house of its treasures and dupli
cate them quickly from materials kept handily in the back of the 
van. The duplicates would, of course, replace the originals. This 
idea had sexual possibilities, comic possibilities, thriller poss
ibilities and needed a greater suspension of disbelief than all of 
E.E. Smith's novels rolled into one. Anyway, Rob had a better 

idea, one I was quite keen on. It was called The Strikers and 
had the Chuis Priest Seal of Possible Success. The books would 
be set in the near future when crowd violence in soccer had grown 
to alarming but not impossible proportions. A group of footballers 
set themselves up as secret vigilantes and went around kicking 
the shit out of people in order to sell our series. Arena of Death, 
The Gang Bangers and Hard In were all hammered out in syn
opsis form from the first powerful sentence I put down — "Big 
goalie gets hit” — up to the sadistic conclusion with the flying 
wedge of naked female football supporters.

There were a numberof problems which raised their slimy 
little heads, though. One of them, ever ready to ooze into my 
mind through any of the vast cracks in my concentration, was the 
fact that I had always found it difficult to write without someone 
wanting the end-product. Give me a contract and I'll get something 
in just after the deadline. Or so I kid myself. I've never actually 
had a chance to put this into action, of course; but if I know 
something has to be done by a certain date or else, I'll generally 
do it. Here I was with months of possible writing ahead of me, 
free in the middle of summer, and having to think and work. I 
let The Strikers slip away, and Rob moved on to more sensible 
and lucrative ventures on his own.

The other problem had been Rob himself. He was gener
ously sharing his time and idea with me, but it was impossible 
to collaborate with him. Firstly, he was too much of a Genuine 
Master of Freelancing compared with my own Failed Amateur 
standard. He could write better than me and faster than me, 
picking his nose and with his brain in a sling. He has always had 
the ability to sit and write, at the very least, adequately. He 
knew where he was going. Secondly, I could see him churning out 
thousands of saleable words, with me being sucked in his wake 
doing nothing more creative than catching the pages, as they shot 
from the typewriter and. going out to buy the fish and chips. It 
was better to break my slothfulness away from his dynamism as 
sobn as possible.

I went to sleep until August.
In August I thought about making some quick money. Ig

noring Chris Priest's eminently sensible advice that you don't 
hack in the field in which you want to be. respected, I thought I'd 
write a Robert Hale ,SF novel.

Despite publishing a handful of competent to', good novels 
and collections, half of Hale's output seems to consist of stories 
about leaden-headed handsome-brute scientists rescuing beautiful 
oversexed women from horrifying deaths at the hands of a bunch 
of mixed metaphors. They just happen to save the Earth from 
cosmic doom at the same time. The remaining novels are space 
opera where the space appears to be between the author's ears. 
The evil Thargs always lose. Tuff luck lhargs. All these books



are tastefully dustjacketed with a cover clipped from a huge 
master-photograph of some . multicoloured syrup spread over a 
pile of springs, plastic soldiers and dead flies. Invariably the 
books are attributed to some of the few pseudonyms John Russell 
Fearn wisely overlooked. Finally they are sent by the lorry load 
to my local library where some misguided fool puts them on spec
ial display. I knew an author who'd received £100 for his first 
Hale novel. A princely sum, and one I would be willing to spend 
a couple of weeks in the search for,

I dug up a novel on which Rob and I had been working 
before either of us moved to London. It was essentially my idea 
and I had written several thousand words of it a few years before. 
Rob had then added to it but the whole collaboration had petered 
out in a way which should have been the lesson to me it obviously 
wasn't. I sorted out all the notes and bits already written, then 
wrote a comprehensive summary of almost all the chapters (al
though I was leaving a couple, such as Trouble in Rat Valley, to 
write themselves). Under the working title of Patchwork Planet 
I began my sword and science novel. My idea was to complete 
one chapter every two days — rough draft one day, polish the 
next. It would be completed after twenty-four days. That was £5 
a day. Not a lot, but it was a start. After four days I had two 
chapters. 8,000 words, completed and neatly typed up. I read 
them. Not bad. Too good for Robert Hale, I thought with undis
cerning arrogance. I left Patchwork Planet for a while until I 
could spend the time on it which it obviously deserved.

I got drunk until September.
By then I was taking things a bit more seriously. But only 

a little. My standard of living, never very high, hadn't dropped 
much; however, I saw that it could. Despite this, every day some
thing got in the way of writing. There was always a meal to be 
tipped out of a can," shopping to be done, a newspaper to be 
glanced at. Was there no end to the urgent tasks which forced 
me away from my true vocation? I refused to admit that I hadn't 
got the freelancer's temperament. Indeed, to prove that I had, I 
eventually plucked up the time to write a novelette. Once more 
delving into the pile of ideas which had been around with me since 
early childhood rather than concentrating on something new, I 
came up with The Red Egg. This was a story about, well, about 
a red egg, which is a jolly nice egg except that it causes trouble. 
The scene is Earth after an atomic war, when it has been torn 
from its position as ruler of the galaxy and is being Kept In Its 
Place. Everyone lives on New Zealand because that's all that's 
left. The healthy characters live on the north island, and the in
evitable smelly old mutants on the south. The whole set-up is 
ostensibly run by humans but is really controlled by a gestalt as 
in Wolfbane. Things happen. Some people die. Others don't. Ev- 
eiyone eats cabbage. Some pirates lose out. Earth has, unknown

... <£R/AU$H> IN AN AIM, HtfteWEP BY
GCUANCZ ANO toJELEM, PAPERBAtXEP BV 
PANTHER ANP BALLANTINE, Bit BUDCPT MOVIE 

P/RECTEP BY STEVEN SPIELBERG, BASIS FOR 
A GERRY AMERSON TV SERIES.. BUT FIRST J 
I'LL MAKE A UP OF COFFEE...
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to anyone except the Gestalt, somehow taken its first step towards 
reconquering the Galaxy. End of novelette.

I wrote and rewrote 15,000 words of complex story. I 
really worked hard. It was slightly better than the above notes 
would indicate, but not enough to be any good. I found myself 
stuck with this old idea which I couldn't give up or mould Into 
something readable. Christine, the only person to read it, pointed 
out some of the things that needed changing, but they wouldn't 
change. I couldn't rethink it or rework it. I was stuck with it 
and dissatisfied with it. I saw tins as a failure of material, not 
necessarily of ability. Hindsight says different. But either way, 
it wouldn't be the feature stoiy in an upcoming New Writings in 
SF after all. I put it in a folder with all my notes and put that 
in my cardboard box where it found a good home among its own 
kind.

I was trying too hard when I was trying at all. I shouldn't 
expect to write a 15, 000 word novelette or a 50, 000 word novel, 
however bad, when I had written no more than a handful of short 
stories of little value previously. On the basis of selling three 
short stories out of seven produced since 1968 I had got it into 
my head that I could write as well as some of the authors whose 
work I had seen in print over the years. That might have' been 
true, but I was trying to fly before I was even sure I could sit 
up and take notice. However, once more I was reluctant to spurn 
old ideas and plots I had accumulated for years. In October I 
rewrote a story which Phil Harbottle had bought in 1969 (1,700 
words, £5 2s.) about a pregnant robot and some cannibals. This 
had never been published owing to the demise of Vision of To
morrow, the Science Fiction Monthly of its day. I had already 
expanded the story to 2, 000 words and sent it to Fantasy and 
Science Fiction in 1972 whence it never came back, and to SFM 
earlier in 1974 which returned it with chilling speed. It suffered 
badly from one of my more obvious faults. I had written a long 
plot instead of a short story. I rewrote it and changed the ending, 
improving it to a. passable standard (my best) and doubling the 
length to 4, 000 words in the process. This was Search. I also 
rewrote at three times the length The Great Plan, a favourite 
idea of mine, though not one looked on with great favour by any 
of my friends. This had been rejected in its vignette form by 
Galaxy and SFM and had not been returned from Fantastic since 
1970 or F&SF since 1972 despite my supplying International Reply 
Coupons in the requisite quantities and sending reminders. I sent 
The Great Plan and Search to Ken Bulmer at New Writings in SF. 
Except for the occasional glance at what for many years had been 
intended to be my magnum opus. Star Changes, (not a melodrama 
set in a theatre dressing room) I did nothing else until along 
came November.

This was a good month.
John Brosnan, Rob Holdstock and their respective agents, 

Janet Freer and Richard Davis, both of Michael Bakewell Assoc
iates, met me in a pub in Tottenham Court Road to discuss some 
ideas I had for anthologies. The meeting, as far as I was con
cerned, was to get Richard interested in selling the anthologies. 
Janet was there because one idea involved John. Rob was intro
ducing me to Richard.

I tried to put forward what I thought were my more inter
esting ideas, working-titled The Sporting Future, Writers in Won
der and The Science Fiction Travelling Companion (honest). These 
were disregarded, or at least put far down, the agenda. Appar
ently there was some coInpetition between Janet and Richard for 
what they considered the most commercial possibility The 
Science Fiction Movie Reader. For some bizarre reason no one 
had then put out an anthology of SF stories which have been made 
into films. (The main problem with such a collection as far as I 
was concerned was that many of the stories would be well-known 
— The Sentinel, The Fly, Who Goes There, Flowers for Algernon 
etc. However, that particular problem never seems to bother 
anthologists normally.) Richard seemed genuinely excited by the 
idea, or as genuinely as an agent can be. "I must have this, 
Janet, I insist, " he said.

When I had discussed the idea with John BTosnan I had 
suggested that I do all the work, with advice from him when I 
needed it. John's name, a selling point, would appear on the cover 
and he would get one third of the money. Naively, we were both 
happy with this provisional arrangement. The agents weren't, but 
they didn't mention it at the time.

All this while I had been drinking pints of Guinness to 
everyone else's halves or shorts. I was beginning to slur words 



6
without an 's' in. AccoTding to Brosnan I started making jokes 
in extraordinarily bad taste. I can hardly believe this to be true. 
Luckily the meeting was finished before I was. I was feeling really 
pleased. I now had an agent.

At some point.in the conversation Richard had agreed to 
handle my stories. Agents normally wouldn't take on someone 
unless he had, say, £1,000 of sales in a year. Success was now 
a foregone conclusion. I walked down the road with one of the 
party who doesn't want his name mentioned. We agreed the day 
couldn't end just like that. We had a celebration Wipipy and then 
decided to go and see a dirty movie. The one we agreed on with 
drunken fascination was Deadly Weapons starring Chesty Morgan. 
For the uninitiated, Chesty Morgan is a lady with 72-inch breasts. 
These unfortunate objects, hanging like misshapen waterbeds from 
an otherwise normal body, were used in the film to suffocate 
gangsters. Tuff luck gangsters. Along with many other people 
in the audience I fell asleep. Not a memorable end to what had 
been my most successful day so far.

During the next month I received a number of phone calls 
from John and Richard. Apparently Janet, looking after her cli
ent's interests, was insisting that if John was to be involved at 
all (a) his name would appear first on the cover and (b) he would 
get 50% of the money. This would have been fair enough if (a) 
the idea hadn't been mine to begin with and (b) John had been free 
enough to do half of the work. Richard suggested I didn't need 
John. John was happy with this arrangement as well. It would 
save a lot of trouble and calm Richard down. I was happy, as I 
get more money and all of the fame. John and I could make a 
personal arrangement about any assistance he might give me.

Soon after this was settled I sent Richard a comprehensive 
breakdown of all the anthology details. He phoned to suggest I 
forget them until we had sold The Science Fiction Movie Reader 
and asked if I could write a one page outline of what I intended 
the book should be, and also a short introduction. I did this. 
The book would start with a brief article discussing SF in the 
cinema. The stories would each have an introduction comparing 
them with the subsequent films. At the end would be a long art
icle on all other SF stories made into movies, and a listing of 
these in chronological order.

I sat back and rubbed my hands in anticipation until Jan
uary. Money and fame were just around the corner.

I made my New Year resolution: I would be a success. 
Really, there was no stopping it. Maybe it would be only a minor 
success to begin with, but if G. Peyton Wertenbaker could be
come a household name in half a dozen homes throughout the 
world, so could Leroy Kelly, sorry, Kettle. I went to the Ed
wards' New Year party and there, as one professional to another, 
I was even ignored by John Brunner. Such is fame.

Strangely, January actually had me believing in the effic
acy of New Year resolutions. For the first time I felt I'd left 
the sub-basement of the Big Time and was going up. On 4th Jan
uary I got a letter from Ken Bulmer making me an offer for The 
Great Plan. £22 for the British (and dependencies!) hardcover 
and paperback rights. My faith in that story appeared to have 
been vindicated. As regards Search, Ken had some encouragement 
and some criticisms. He said it was the kind of story he could 
use if I could beef it up and make it more solid with a more con
vincing ending. I counted Search as a near miss and marked the 
sale down on my little list of story submissions. The last story 
to be underlined in red as an indication of success had also been 
sold to Ken, but in 1970. Suddenly the list looked a bit more 
cheerful.

Two days later I got a phone call from Rob Holdstock. A 
3,000 word story on which we had collaborated, although he had 
done most of the final writing, had sold to Science Fiction Monthly 
for £30. It was called The Cold Earth and was unintentionally 
almost a rewrite of Sheckley's The Mountain Without A Name. 
More success. Another red line on my list.

However, the thing that was dominating my thoughts dur
ing this time was the anthology project, A successful book would 
lead to bigger things than would a couple of stories. Richard 
phoned me up to say that he had got Weidenfeld and Nicholson 
interested. They were Brian Aldiss' publishers. Bloody hell, I 
thought. I was to see Nancy Neiman, the SF editor. I told John 
Brosnan this and he was pleased, but said I should still push 
Richard to try selling the other ideas instead of letting him wait 
for The SF Movie Reader to sell. Richard wouldn't try. I don't 
think he had enough faith in me to spend that much time on my

ideas, even though he liked one of them. After all, I hadn't earned 
any money at all for him yet. John Brosnan phoned before the 
interview. He said that he had met Brian Aldiss in town on busi
ness and had mentioned the anthology. Brian suggested that I could 
phone him and explain more about it. If he liked the idea he would 
put in a good word for me at Weidenfeld's.

He did like the idea, so I went to my meeting with Nancy 
hoping for great things.

I had been panicking for several days about the meeting. 
I hate interviews and discussions with people about business when 
I feel they are in a totally dominant position. What would I say ? 
What would I wear ? Why not just go and be myself and see what 
happened? My God, that was asking a bit much. I had to make 
a good personal impression. I had to appear successful and con
fident. Success and scruffiness don't go together, I thought. I went 
out and dug very deep into my savings to buy a pair of purple 
jeans, a blue denim jacket and a pair of double-layered purple 
boots that made me look not unlike a technicolor Frankenstein's 
monster. I clumped heavily from Clapham Junction and sat in 
a pub until I'd had four vodkas. They appeared to have no effect. 
With a gulp and a prayer I went to Weidenfeld's. Nancy took me 
to the local. I clumped to the bar, feeling every inch an idiot 
and then some. I bought the drinks and we chatted about the 
anthology. Everything went surprisingly adequately. I would occ
asionally forget a word or a title and would grope for it in what 
I hoped was an artistically absent-minded fashion. I responded 
enthusiastically to Nancy's suggestion that I try to interview all 
the writers whose stories would appear, as this would add an
other dimension to the book and take some of the emphasis off 
frequently reprinted stories. A few writers Would be easy to 
interview. Some in foreign parts would have to be sent a quest
ionnaire. Others were dead and presumably unavailable. In point 
of fact, I wasn't at all happy with the idea of interviews, but I 
was doing my best unsubtle imitation of a yes-man instead of 
someone who has some conviction that he has a worthwhile idea, 
integrity and ability. Finally, Nancy asked me if I was writing 
a novel.

I totally failed to recognise this as a desire to get an auth
or who was more than a one-shot. "Isn't everybody ?" I quipped.

"No, seriously," she said, realising my reply had been 
in jest.

"Well, yes, I'm writing a novel called Star Changes which 
will be a combination of Philip Dick and Charles Harness. Wide
screen baroque, as Brian would call it. But a friend of mine 
has written a really superb novel. You may have heard of him — 
Rob Holdstock. His novel's called Eye Among The Blind and —" 
I went on and she wrote down Rob's name. Eventually, although 
a sense of dread had been bubbling like cold swamp gas through 



my mild inebriation, Nancy said she was still interested. She 
would like a list of people I thought I could interview, a longer 
introduction and a story or two of mine so that she could see 
what I was capable of.

I clumped off and when I got home I threw those bloody 
boots away. Despite them, I was still in with a good chance.

Later on in the month I mentioned to Richard the names 
of various people I might well be able to count on for help. 
This had been more to fire him with enthusiasm than for any 
other reason. It only resulted in the creation of an uncom
fortable situation for me. One of the names was Philip Strick, 
someone I knew not at all but had only seen from a distance at 
a couple of cons. Richard apparently knew him, and immediately 
picked up the phone to arrange a meeting for me with Strick.

I couldn't stop him. My brain was dry with fear. With
out going into details, when we met neither of us knew why we 
were there. He was pleasant, said I'd got a good idea and chat
ted amiably while I said nothing fast. I. felt embarrassed until 
I left, and for some time afterwards. Me, as they say, and my 
big mouth.

However, despite my selling two stories and accidentally 
retaining Weidenfeld's interest in The SF Movie Reader the cheer
ing events of the month were not yet done. I sent Richard a short 
story called Conquest for Space, an SF anthology he edits for 
young teenagers. Soon afterwards I sent a slightly rewritten Search 
to Julie Davis at Science Fiction Monthly also thanking her for 
the sale of The Cold Earth. On January 30th I spoke to Richard 
on the phone (as usual) and he said Conquest was what he wanted 
for Space. I added another red line to my list of successes. 
Three in a month. At this rate it was Watch Out Robert P. 
Holdstock.

In January and February I did a lot of work on the antho
logy besides the effort Involved in making it appear saleable. I 
didn't want to have just well-known stories, so I did quite a lot 
of research to find some esoteric but good tales which had reach
ed the screen, successfully or otherwise. In addition I had to 
find out details of the agents for the various authors involved to 
see if the rights were available. Also I had to write a long intro
duction, which meant finding out more about SF films than I al
ready knew and than John Baxter's virtually definitive book Science 
Fiction In The Cinema could tell me. For these reasons I got in 
touch with or visited film distributors, theatrical agents, the 
American Embassy, Johnny Speight, libraries, and numerous 
cinemas.

Better known stories apart from the ones I mentioned ear
lier were The Birds, the three stories which made up the film 
The Illustrated Man, The Fireman (which became the novel Fahr
enheit 451), The Foghorn (filmed with great artistic licence as 
The Beast From Twenty Thousand Fathoms) and Sheckley's The 
Seventh Victim (which appeared boldly inflated as The Tenth Vic
tim). The rarer items included Kuttner's The Twonky which re-

FASHIONS flX AJJHQRS-

1HL -FHi)sPlRINQ 
LOGIC UJDK pussrlax

7 
tained its title to become a film that failed to shatter box-office 
records; the most anyone could tell me about it was that they 
could tell me nothing about it. Alan Arkin's People Soup (which 
appeared in Galaxy) had been made, by him and starring his 
children, into a short which went on the circuits about five years 
ago. Roommate, by Harry Harrison, had been his first excursion 
to the world of Make Room) Make Room! which became Soylent 
Green. William Temple's Four-Sided Triangle was used by Ham
mer to make one of their earliest SF films. Who?, which you 
may vzell have seen recently on TV as a pretty dire film, be
gan life as a short story in Fantastic Universe. Panic in the Year 
Zero was based on Ward Moore's stories Lot and Lot's Daughter 
although they were uncredited. There were many others including 
cartoon strips, poems and a teleplay which had appeared in F&SF. 
In some instances I was obviously stretching the original idea of 
the anthology a little, but hopefully in a way which was fairly 
legitimate and interesting. I wrote a 6,000 word introduction 
called Filming Science Fiction which contained two jokes, half an 
original thought and quite a lot of Science Fiction In The Cinema. • 

Deriving unprecedented energy from my diet of baked 
beans and processed cheese I also managed to write a 7, 000 word 
horror story based on a 1, 500 word vignette which had appeared 
in Audrey Walton's Free Orbit, a fanzine few of you will have 
memories bad enough to recall. This story I sent to Richard for 
onward transmission to one Mary Danby, compiler of Frighteners, 
an anthology to which Bryn Fortey had just made a sale.

I heard that Robert Sheckley was in town and wrote to him 
for an Interview, which would hopefully combine facts for the 
book with a sale to Science Fiction Monthly. I had already ar
ranged with Harry Harrison and Mike Moorcock (as author of The 
Final Programme and also as screenwriter) for interviews, albeit 
reluctantly and not entirely definitely with Mike.

These two months were very busy and productive. There 
was something worth working for and I was having to overcome 
my normal creative torpor in case I couldn't totally rely on pray
ers and luck. I'd achieved minimally more momentum than a 
sinking ping-pong ball, but I had achieved some. It felt good 
thinking I'd got it made.

In March I interviewed Robert Sheckley at his flat off the 
Fulham Road. We both seemed to be equally nervous, although 
Bob's normal stammer probably gave me a wrong impression of 
him. I had a long list of questions, but an interviewing technique ’ 
apparently derived from studying a block of wood. I couldn't fol
low up on an interesting topic because I desperately needed the 
security of the list. As one subject changed with disconcerting 
abruptness to another, Bob's answers became shorter and short
er. Eventually my questions were longer than his answers. The 
most interesting part of the meeting was the fairly relaxed off- 
the-record chat we had over coffee concerning pulp SF magazines. 
Still, I typed the interview up. I'd failed to make-SFM's minimum 
length, but there was certainly enough good material to send it 
to them although the editing it obviously needed would shorten it 
even more. I ensured with my next money-making interview, this 
time with Tom Disch, that my questions and approach were more 
adaptable. However, as I've written at length elsewhere, that 
interview was a non-starter.

Apart from the lack of Tom Disch in my life, there was 
another set-back in March — Richard Davis rejected Conquest. 
I'd liked the story and hadn't been particularly surprised when 
I thought he'd bought it. However, from what he now said it was 
apparent he hadn't read it when he had spoken to me previously. 
This sort of approach I soon noticed as fairly typical, at least 
as far as my work was concerned. Now that he claimed to have 
read it, he said Conquest was too much like a fairy tale and that 
he had read too many stories like it before. I could have believed 
many criticisms of Conquest but not that Richard had read enough 
similar to it to warrant its rejection on just that ground. He 
couldn't explain what he meant about the fairy story. However, 
soon after this a circular arrived from Peter Weston advertising 
a new SF market in his anthology Andromeda. This stopped me 
sulking about Richard and I began writing just the sort of story 
Peter would want. I mean, if you can't sell to a buddy...

During this time I was doing other writing as well. While ' 
I was working hard on the anthology and various "quality" stories 
I suddenly found myself with some genuine and apparently renum- 
erative hack work. Chris Priest had suggested I might phone 
Langdon Jones to get some contacts in the world of soft-core 
porn magazines. Lang put me on to the editor of some fairly
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dirty little periodicals, one Mike. Now Mike is a little unreliable, 
I was told.

"In what way?" I inquired.
"Oh, he doesn't send you work. He doesn't pay you. You 

know."
Reassured concerning the standard of professional ethics 

in the porn genre I ventured to phone Mike who said, "Who else 
have you done work for?"

I had been expecting this question and replied, "Er — 
er —" struggling to remember my carefully constructed lies. 
"Someone,. but I can't remember who."

This seemed to convince him that I was an honest enough 

phone him? Perhaps he's a phone-person, not a letter-person." 
This seemed fair enough advice, except that I'm a letter-person. 
The last phone-person I'd been involved with had been Richard. 
However, I did ring Mike and ask him about the stories.

"Ah, " he said, "two of them were Too Strong."
"How do you mean?"
"Well, you know," he said faintly embarrassed, or perhaps 

merely cautious in case I was a Responsible Society vigilante or 
something. Well, I didn't know, but I let it pass.

"What about the other story?" That was the Lolita one.
"Ah, my brother-in-law might buy it but he's got pneu

monia. He's up to his eyeballs in drugs and only half-conscious

cretin, so he sent me copies of his two magazines, Lolita and 
Exposed, The first was for people who like looking at pictures 
of flabby forty-year-old nudes with the words "thirteen years old" 
written underneath. The second was for those among us who 
reckon that if they read a story where a naked, huge-breasted 
girl walks into a room uninvited and proceeds to leap onto the 
startled occupant with graphically described, repetitive and sticky 
results, then it might happen to them someday.

I was told that if I wrote some articles for the magazines 
and Mike thought they were good enough he would buy them. If 
he thought they were bad, he wouldn't. This struck me as sound 
commercial sense from his point of view, so, aware that I was 
working for an editorial genius, I laboured for several hours on 
two articles.

Four thousand words later I was the proud owner of two 
disgusting travesties of good ol' British pornography. One told 
about what occurs when the protagonist meets a stranger in a pub 
who wants to strap his wife to a table and demonstrate the sing
ular advantages of Orgy Butter on certain mutually beneficial oc
casions. (Result: wife no longer frigid but back full of splinters.) 
The second article, for Lolita, invented gangs of fourteen-year- 
old girls who roam the streets of big cities looking for sexual 
thrills. (Result: they find them.)

After some time, there was no reply from Mike. I care
fully constructed another two thousand word filthy epic and sent 
it off with a memoxy-jogging note. My third venture into the field 
was about a girl who walks around London not wearing any knick
ers, and what happens when she sits on someone's lap in a bar. 
(Result: she ends up watching Fellini's latest film, so you can 
never tell.)

After even more time eagerly awaiting the huge cheque, 
I sent another reminder, but not another story as I'd run a little 
short of euphemisms for erection and a lot short of ideas.

Chris Priest, once more to the rescue, said, "Why not 

at the moment."
"There's probably more chance of him buying it then," I 

quipped merrily. This didn't go down very well as his brother
in law was apparently not a million miles from death's door.

Despite myself, he said, "Why not come round and see 
me? You're only just down the road.”

I agreed and rushed around telling everyone I was a big- 
name dirty story writer, but as usual no one believed me. When 
I arrived at the seedy office building (after several vital drinks) 
I rushed up to the fourth floor via the executive rusty-stairs. 
That floor was occupied solely by a large green water tank which 
made ominous rumbling sounds as I approached. I was reluctant 
to get too involved in a discussion on the role of pornography in 
the Western world with a water tank, so after much searching 
and questioning I arrived on the first floor (I'm not a phone
person) where I met Mike. He was sitting in front of what looked 
like a TV set with a typewriter keyboard attached to it and a roll 
of cheap toilet paper hanging from the side. On the screen were 
the words: her breath was hot on his legs as she reached
eagerly towards his pendulous —" but then I saw Mike's reflect
ion glaring at me from the screen, so I turned away casually, 
legs crossed, and waited. Nearby was a filing cabinet. The draw
ers were marked Exposed, Sex Fantasy, Crotch Shots, Lolita, 
and Church — Church? I looked again. It was right, I continued 
waiting, assuming a blase air of total bewilderment.

In his office we discussed Sex.
"I'm tired of men with big penises," he said.
"Oh yes," I said, crossing my legs again.
"The man in the street can't relate to big penises. He 

needs something he can grasp, something within reach of his 
sense of belief. I want stories with small penises, stories where 
the husband comes home and beats his wife when he catches her 
with the milkman instead of watching through the keyhole then 
having a go himself afterwards. I want stories where the hero 
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can't get it up, where the women aren't nymphos, where black 
guys aren't hung like elephants, where —" He went on for some 
time. The sort of magazine he seemed to want would probably 
not interest many people. Anyway, some time later he came 
immediately to the point. Did I think I could handle one of the 
daring exposes as told to the fearless reporter by the lustful 
participants ?

"YES," I said, not wishing to sound too eager- as though 
I was broke or anything. "But could you tell me how the others 
were Too Strong, so that I don't make the same mistake?"

"Well, you know."
"How about the one your brother-in-law might buy?"
"Ah, that was Too Strong as well," he said, in a strange 

voice.
As a parting gift he gave me a Lolita and an Exposed 

from a pile in the corner, I left. On the way out, the magazines 
casually rolled in my hand, I heard a loud shrill voice say, 
"OOOH Mary, he's got some of them books."

Two women giggled past me as I struggled to push the 
door marked "Pull." The magazines went in my pocket for the 
rest of the way home.

When I got back I looked through the Lolita and found a 
story, first of a series, concerning gangs of young girls who 
roam the streets of big cities looking for sexual thrills. This 
seemed familiar. I checked.

The words had been changed somewhat to improve it and 
to protect the editor's wallet, but enough similarities remained 
for me to be certain. I was depressed, but there was the thought 
of the work Mike said he would send me to cheer me up. It never 
arrived. If you can't trust someone who's got Church on his fil
ing cabinet, who can you trust?

But my, shameless exploitation of women was not yet over.
Chris Priest had yet another friend, Peter Cave, who had 

been pleased with the fact that I could remember a story he had 
written. Peter had some lengthy pornography he wanted to farm 
out, so I arranged to send him the carbons of the stories I had 
"almost" sold to Mike. Unimpressed by the standard, even in a 
field in which words are only an annoying space between pictures, 
he didn't contact me, I phoned him.

"Well, er, " he said, "you can't use words like, er, like 
spunk."

I blinked. I expected an irate operator to cut in on us. 
Somehow it sounded incredibly disgusting. "But I copied it," I 
said. "I'm not even sure what it means."

"Oh, " he said. "Well, you can't use it." The conversation 
petered out (not to put too fine a pun on it) and again I waited 
for material which quite reasonably never arrived.

After my failure in the literary vice-dens of the East End, 
things started going from worse to much worse. My horror story, 
A Life Apart, had not been deemed worthy enough by Richard 
even to try with Mary Danby, but was rejected by him as "sub
Dennis Wheatley." It was some days before I recovered from this 
searing indictment. A 7,000 word humorous detective SF story, 
Know Justice, about premature ejaculation in the 21st century, 
was rejected by Peter Weston with the comment, along with other 
more helpful ones, that it was, "sub-Ron Goulart." It took me 
weeks before I stopped having nightmares about that. Peter also 
poured friendly and not unjustified scorn on Search, of which I'd 
sent him a carbon copy while informing him the original was with 
SFM. That magazine returned the Sheckley interview, asking me 
to use my vast knowledge of the SF field to make it into an article 
and they might consider it. Money and spirits were getting very 
low. Drink was unfortunately both a necessity and a luxury.

Worst of all, during this time the anthology was rejected 
by Weidenfeld's and, one after another for some time by all the 
other publishers Richard tried. Some had full lists. Some didn't 
like the combination of anthology and film book. Some said an
other time, maybe. Many were in fact enthusiastic but regretful. 
Some bugger said my introduction could have been better. I think 
he meant much better.

I got a job. I became a temp.
But still I made some half-hearted attempts, involving a 

minimum of writing, to retain a sort of handhold on a possible 
pro existence. I offered to do a quiz for SFM. This was ignored. 
I sent Know Justice to SFM. It arrived at the same time as did 
a story by John Brosnan which also concerned premature ejac
ulation in the future. Predictably, both were rejected. My SFM 
rejections, in fact, were becoming more and more impersonal.

I was waiting for one beginning "Dear Hey You."
I recalled that Hariy Bell had suggested we collaborate 

on a children's novel. He, obviously, would do the illustrations. 
I sent him the first two chapters of my abandoned Robert Hale 
novel as a sort of Andre Norton juvenile. He quite liked them 
and suggested the kind of illustrations he might do. It suddenly 
occurred to me that the kind of children's book he had actually 
meant had been for younger kids. He was probably just being nice 
in going ahead with Patchwork Planet. I began a Monty Python- 
esque children's book for him to illustrate called Planet of the 
Nasties, but, despite its appeal to me, I failed to persevere with 
it.

Richard Davis left the agency and my life, except for one 
unintentionally rude phone call to Christine. I sent a joke to 
Reader's Digest. It wasn't a very good one.

With my temporary job, suddenly I was fairly well off 
again, and as my days were busy the writing dried up. Not even 
a letter from SFM buying Search helped. It would need a miracle 
to keep me free and writing. The miracle didn't occur. I didn't 
create it. Actually, I didn't particularly mind. I was upset by 
the setbacks as they happened, but who wouldn't have been? I'd 
tried, however slightly, and not succeeded. I was, and am, happy 
with that.

Thinking things through now that my working holiday was 
over, I decided to join the Civil Service. Two days before I 
started I was paid for The Great Plan, which had been the first 
sale of my attempted career. Some months later an anthology 
appeared called Arena containing SF sports stories, one of the 
ideas which Richard hadn't pushed. Still no anthology has appeared 
containing SF stories which have been made into movies, though 
one has for horror stories. I had been intending to do that as a 
follow up.

The single most satisfying thing that happened to me in
volving writing during the whole of my year-long attempt to be 
an author was that I won Peter Roberts's Checkpoint Fan Poll 
as best writer, and my fanzine True Rat won as best fanzine. 
OK, so only about 18 people voted and only a handful of those 
voted for me, but it meant more to me than any possible or 
actual sale had. I know my place.

Roy Kettle, October/November 1976.

The section of this article about selling pornographic stories is 
revised from Roy's own fanzine True Rat 3.



Two books, mailed to me by Rob Jackson at what I imagine 
* was vast expense. One of them I enjoyed (and I suspect 

you would too, although it's beyond my powers to think of 
someway of convincing you); the other I detested, and although 
I can attain a certain level of eloquence on the subject, I'm equ
ally sure that nothing I say will make you change your mind if 
you disagree.

The first book I'll deal with briefly. This is a biography 
of one of the "greats" of science fiction, written by his only sur
viving grandson. The book is called Jules Verne, the author is 
Jean Jules-Verne, and it's published by Macdonald and Jane's 
at £6.50.

I approached the book without much enthusiasm; I have 
never been able to enjoy Verne's books (indeed, the only one I 
have ever finished is the novel the author of this biography 
thinks is probably the best, 20,000 Leagues Under the Sea), 
and I used the word "great" just now in the accepted sense 
of describing a famous author who is dead, who is still read 
today, and of whom it can be said that he had a more than 
passing influence on his world and his literary contemporaries. 
It was much to my surprise, therefore, that I found the book not 
only very enjoyable, but considerably gripping at times.

It is very much a literary biography: parents and child
hood passed over with relative haste, early years of struggle 
considered at slightly greater leisure, and the years of maturity 
and success (complicated in this case by the Franco-Prussian 
war, the Paris Commune and increasing problems with family) 
dealt with at length. This is a book about books, and (in some 
respects) a book about plot-synopses; Jean Jules-Verne is a re
tired judge, and years of summing-up evidence have apparently 
given him a taste for precis making. Highly recommended as a 
sort of Bluffer's Guide to Jules Verne.

Of somewhat more interest is the description of Verne's 
relationship with his publisher; Pierre-Jules Hetzel.. Hetzel had 
a profound influence on Verne's work and life, providing compan
ionship, advice and cheques in more or less equal measure. (So 
dependent on Hetzel was Verne that when the publisher died, Het
zel's son took on the r51e of father-figure, so to speak.) Some
thing that interested me was the fact that this relationship was 
founded on a business-deal which, by modern publishing stand
ards, seems cruel and exploitative: Verne was under contract to 
produce three novels a year (later, two novels a year) for a fixed 
stipend. Verne himself was perfectly happy with the arrangement 
(which is what really counts, I suppose), and he lived on it prosper
ously and comfortably. He also managed to keep up the formidable 
output until the end of his life. He enjoyed fame and respect both 
as novelist and playwright, and, according to the book, lived a 
contented life with his wife and yacht (in that order of import
ance). The one continual cause of grief was Verne's son Michel 
(who is also the father of Jean Jules-Verne), whom the book 
describes as a hobbledehoy.

Although this is a translation from the French (by Roger 
Greaves), it doesn't read like it. Felicitations, Mr. Greaves.

Incidentally, the book is well illustrated with many photo-
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graphs, and with several drawings (engravings?) from early ed
itions. I don't expect you to believe me, but the £6.50 would be 
well spent.

So much for Verne. Now for a header into the cesspool 
of science fiction's sordid past. To get the technical stuff out of 
the way first: A Pictorial History of Science Fiction by David 
Kyle, published by Hamlyn at £3.95. (That information, incid
entally, contains the only thing about this book that I think is any 
good at all; anyone spot what it is?)'

I have been reluctant to write this review for some con
siderable time (in fact, I read the book while sunbathing in the 
garden; I'm writing this review in a November fog), simply be
cause I didn't see any merit in going out of my way to pick a 
fight with Dave Kyle, as he has always been civil to me and 
seems a pleasant man. Whatever I say in justification he's sure 
to take it very personally. Also, I had the suspicion that what 
was aggravating me about the book might simply be the product 
of inadequately expressed ideas, or a shortage of space obliging 
him to compress his text... or some other matter which called 
for charitable allowance. Then, having heard Dave's GoH speech 
at Novacon, I threw these doubts out of the window. His views 
on science fiction are so totally and aggressively opposed to mine 
that I cannot even see the chance of neutral territory between us.

Let's start with general principles. I am against the. very 
idea of a "pictorial history", or indeed any other kind of glossy, 
art-book style of presentation of science fiction and its various 
spin-off activities. I am against it because, with a very few ex
ceptions, the pictorial aspect of science fiction has, over the 
years, been disgraceful. Those BE Ms and tidal waves and nubile 
maidens, which one can view now with a faintly patronising smile, 
are ill-drawn, badly coloured and crudely printed. They look 
awful now, and they looked awful in 1931, or whenever. And yet, 
people like you and me and Dave Kyle do look back on them with 
affection, but we love them because they are ill-drawn and badly 
coloured and crudely printed. When, as spotty adolescents, we 
first hit these things, they excited us and aroused some mysti
fying pre-pubescent. sexual response. But the place for that sort 
of furtive lust is in the privacy of one's bookshelves.

What I object to is the idea of tarting these covers up in 
a slickly printed, glossily jacketed, mass-produced book. What it 
is catering to is codswallop-chic: the trendy, middle-class taste 
for books about nostalgic ephemera.

Of course, Dave Kyle's book isn't the first one in the 
field (nor is it likely to be the last). Science fiction "art" has 
suddenly become big publishing business; the taste of the trendies 
is apparently insatiable. I am just about full up to here with the 
sophistries of writers who make claims for pulp-magazine covers 
as art, when the stuff we're talking about is quickly executed 
commercial illustration... and illustration done, Incidentally, in 
styles and using techniques which were lurid and unimaginative 
even in their day.

So while I groaned inwardly at the knowledge of yet another 
coffee-table book of colour-supplement kitsch coming into exist
ence, that damned trace of charity reared its kindly head, and 
a little voice inside said: "But perhaps Dave Kyle didn't know 
that there were going to be half a dozen similar books out before 
his. "

The trouble is, he did know. The very first thing one finds 
after the contents-page is not only photographs of all the pre
existing rival publications, but a discussion of them too!

"The novelty lately, " says Dave Kyle in his caption, "has 
been the republication of art used for book and magazine publish
ing. " One could therefore be forgiven for expecting Kyle to come
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In reviewing two books, Jean Jules-Verne's 
biography of his grandfather Jules Verne, 
and David Kyle's Pictorial History of Science 
Fiction, Chris reexamines the basic question: 

Where should science fiction be going?

up with another kind of "novelty".
In brief, this is a book which republishes art used for 

book and magazine publishing.
But there is a slight difference; some would go so far as 

to say it was a bonus. In addition to a wide selection of repub
lished daublngs, Kyle offers us a substantial, indeed formidable, 
text.

A text, I can't help wondering aloud, aimed at whom?
I can't honestly believe that Dave Kyle was writing for 

the aficionado, because surely the story he tells is one so often 
told that there can hardly be anyone left in fandom who doesn't 
know it backwards. ("We start with bleeding Plato and Homer 
and Lucian, and go on to Cyrano de Bergerac and Bishop God
win, and bleeding Mary Shelley and Verne and Wells and Conan 
Doyle and Poe, and Ray Cummings and George Allan England, 
and bleeding Hugo Gernsback and T. O'Conor Sloane and Charles 
Hornig and John W. Campbell Jr, and (pause for breath) Heinlein 
and Asimov and Clarke, and Gold and Boucher and McComas, 
and bleeding Harlan Ellison and Robert Silverberg, and the Shaver 
Mystery, and Moorcock and Delany and Zelazny, and grind to a 
halt with Science Fiction Monthly and Gerry Webb.")

I tell you, it's a story without much suspense when you've 
heard it all before.

But obviously, to answer my own question, Dave Kyle, 
trufan that he is, knows better than to write a book for an ex
clusively fannish audience; the outside world of mundania, at least 
that part of the mundane world that goes in for Sanderson fabrics, 
BBC-2, split-level bedrooms, Hockney prints and kitschy coffee- 
table books, has rather more people and much more money.

This book, then, is a living example of that vulgar and 
objectionable beast: a populariser. Does Dave Kyle himself nq£ 
say, in his Preface, and in typical grammatical style: "Hopefully 
I have captured the essence of this exciting literature, not thor
oughly comprehensive or particularly deep in details, but none
theless sufficiently enlightening to the uninitiated."?

So, with missionary zeal, Kyle preaches his message to 
the stockbroker-belt savages. From the Old Testament (Plato 
and Homer and Lucian) to the New (the Gospel according to St. 
John, St. Damon, St. Harlan and St. Michael) and culminating 
with the Acts of the Apostles (the Trekkies, the British starship 
project, and the conversion of John F. Kennedy on the road to 
the moon), the way of the Saved and the Faithful is set out for 
all to tread.

Not much wrong with that, some would say, since even 
people with a taste for Bang & Olufsen hi-fi systems and Lotus 
Elans are welcome to read science fiction, and the more people 
who read it the better.

Yes, O.K. (grudgingly), but how does Dave Kyle go about 
it?

With wit (to demonstrate the appositeness of much sf) ? 
With insight (to reveal his own level of interpretation)? With hum
our (to make the smoothies think sf could be a barrel of laughs)?

No... the story is told straight (bleeding Plato and Homer 
and Lucian, etc etc), as if the subject-matter by itself is suffic
iently engaging. He couldn't be more in error. The "story" of 
the evolution of science fiction is, like all stories, in need of 
good telling. Kyle tells it in detail and at inordinate length, rem
iniscent of Graham Chapman's Tory MP who drones on and on and 
on in a very boring voice and falls over backwards frothing at 
the mouth.

Only on one or two occasions does Dave Kyle allow a hint 
of his own opinions to interrupt his deathly cataloguing of maga
zines and story-titles and editors and films... and when he does, 
it is most curiously revealing.

Since he offers few such opportunities for debate, let me 
tell you what he says about science fiction (a matter which, in 
a book of this sort, one might imagine to be central). The patient 
reader, if he can stand the course, has to get to p.141 before he 
finds it.

After discussing the difference between a "fan" and a 
"reader" (because Kingsley Amis had the temerity to describe 
himself as a veteran fan; actually, Kyle is incorrect... Amis 
calls himself a "devotee", New Maps of Hell, p.9), he reports 
part of a speech given by Brian Aldiss in 1969, in which Aldiss 
elegantly questioned the very existence of sf. Kyle then reports 
Frederik Pohl's answer to this, which is that sf surely does ex
ist. (Are you keeping up with the high level at which Dave Kyle 
pitches his issues ?) Now Kyle trundles that great visionary and 
literary luminary Hugo Gernsback into the fray, presumably on 
the basis that a big gun is needed to settle this war once and 
for all.

This is the Gernsback quote (uncredited as to source or 
date) that he uses:

"Contrary to the opinions of many latter-day, so-called I 
science fiction authors," said Gernsback, "the genre of Jules.; 
Verne and H.G. Wells has now been prostituted to such an extent 
that it is often quite impossible to find any reference to science < 
in what is popularly called science fiction today. It was partic
ularly humiliating to me when I read the 1962 volume of Hugo 
Winners, which the publisher, on the cover, lightheartedly lab
elled Nine prize-winning science fiction stories. Well, in my 
book it should have read 'Eight fantasy tales, plus one science 
fiction story'."

Now back to parvenu Aldiss, who, brought into the front 
line again with the intention that he should play pop-gun to Gerns- 
back's cannon, is quoted from Billion Year Spree as saying:

"It is easy to argue that Hugo Gernsback was one of the 
worst disasters ever to hit the science fiction field. Not only did 
the segregation of science fiction into magazines designed Espec
ially for it, ghetto-fashion, guarantee that various orthodoxies 
would be established inimical to a thriving literature, but Gerns
back himself was utterly without literary understanding. He cre
ated dangerous precedents which many later editors in the field 
followed."

Although I seem to be quoting Gernsback, Aldiss, etc. 
(and thanks, by the by, to Brian Aldiss for providing one of the 
few literate passages in the book, and certainly the only inter
esting one), in actual fact _I am quoting Dave Kyle quoting these 
people. All this is leading somewhere, in Dave's ponderous way, 
for he is quoting them to make his own stand apparent. Here's 
where it has been going (and this time I quote Kyle directly):

"To First Fandom, " he says, himself being a member of 
First Fandom, "these are strong charges. The last time some
one said such rough things about Gernsback was at the 1952 con; 
a fan named Chester A. Polk was sent to hospital and Claude- 
Degler, head of the Cosmic Circle, drove Don Rogers out of 
fandom for good."

So the Kyle missionary purpose is at last revealed. He 
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Is not just trying to convert lost souls, but is selling them Bibles 
too... and if they cfcn't read the ideologically O.K. bits, then 
the head of the Cosmic Circle will come round and break a few 
arms.

Without wishing a visit from the First Fandom hit-men 
on myself, here's my stand on the subject. (And in stating it, I 
imagine I become as one with Brian Aldiss: a shambly, flea- 
bitten Commie, a dangerous pervert, and a pagan with wild eyes 
and smelly feet.)

Gernsback simply didn't understand the concept he held 
holy... or if he did, then it was understood naively. He used the 
word "science" like other people use the word "God", and although 
he was entitled to his passionate ignorance, anyone who today 
cannot see why Gernsback was a zealot on the outer fringes of 
his own calling really ought to sit down quietly and do some per
sonal reassessment.

Science fiction is a part of a pattern we know of today as 
dynamic change (sociological and technological branch). Science 
— which actually means knowledge, but which Gernsback took to 
mean the search for knowledge — is another part of that pattern.

A changing society is one that is curious about itself; when 
society was more static, one's curiosity extended to matters such 
as what the weather would be like tomorrow, or what the chap in 
the next field was sowing.

In the modern world — i.e. in the last half-century — 
there has been such an explosion of information that we are cur
ious on a much grander scale. Scientific research is a direct and 
positive form of curiosity, and a fictional literature which spec
ulates about the way science or its effects might further change 
us is another form of curiosity, one stage removed.

In another sense, Gernsback was also using "science" in 
an old-fashioned and simplistic way. He was talking about the 
exact sciences, or technology: science would make bigger bombs, 
faster aircraft, more efficient crystal-sets. (He was right)) In 
this last quarter of the twentieth century, people are a bit more 
liberal with their interpretation of what "science" means. For 
one thing, we've recognised that scientific advance pure and sim
ple is not necessarily a good thing, and that there is often an 
ecological price to pay for it. For another, we recognise that 
one can quest for knowledge in areas other than the physical or 
chemical sciences: there is a science of politics, of sexology, of 
society, of numbers, of behaviour, of language, of environment, 
even of change itself.

Science does not exist in an ideological vacuum: it exists 
in a context of morality, of philosophy, of humanity. (A point 
which should have been underlined by certain events of World 
War II, when research was conducted in an immoral, inhuman 
context.)

Rather than set about destroying the thing that Dave Kyle 
loves (science fiction), an awareness of these matters by con
temporary science fiction writers is actually liberating and ex
panding the literature. When Dave was talking at Novacon about 
the "true concerns" of science fiction, the higher aspirations of 
man and his machines (and the desirability, ‘at the same time, of 
keeping smut out of it), I truly wondered if he was talking about 
the same thing as the stuff that continues to amaze and involve 
me (science fiction).

Bourgeois ideals are all very well, but in the same way 
that the never-never land of mahogany-veneer wall-units and the 
dolly-birds who sell them have very little in common with the 
people in the real world to whom they are sold, unless science 
fiction continues to be about real people in real situations, wank
ing and swearing and cheating, and coming out on top anyway 
(sometimes), all the idealism in the world about higher motives 
isn't going to save it from the historical slot to which it would 
properly belong: unfashionable and discarded twentieth-century 
ephemera.

I'll leave my agnostic mutterings there, but I can't resist 
directing your attention towards the chapter-heading on p.12, 

this is for the first full chapter, it fairly sets the tone for 
spelling, grammar and general literacy throughout. It reads 
(exactly): The Wood and Feather Milleniums.

For once, a book about which I can't find a single good 
thing to say. Oh yes I can... the technical information. The 
price: £3,95. That's very inexpensive these days. One would 
have thought that the social climbers of Weybridge and Harrow 
could have been persuaded to fork out slightly more.

Christopher Priest, November 1976.

TITAN

To get to Carmel and avoid the neon jungles that infest the 
northern and southern California coasts, you must travel 
on the sheer coastal route, brave the fogs and curves, 

you must take Route One. Carmel is an appendix to Monterey, 
an afterthought of summer cottages and organic food stores. There 
are a lot of writers and artists there and they are to be seen 
avoiding work in the afternoons, sipping coffee in the Tuck Box 
or thumbing paperbacks in the small book store.

To reach his house you turn off Route One in the geomet
rical centre of town, the bisection point, and travel but a block 
up a dead end street. His house is cloaked in pine and wisps of 
the fog that pursued you down from Santa Cruz. It glows through 
the fog; orange splashes signal to you through the windows. You 
wonder why reading lamps seen through the windows in winter 
seem to hum with a sun warmth, while in the summer they are 
just reading lamps in the distance.

His rug muffles your inward step. A cat melts away at 
your entrance. His wife makes coffee in the wide tiled kitchen, 
You and he sit in deck chairs. (And in your mind's eye you flash 
on being a movie producer, look for your name on the back. But 
he has been there; you have not; he worked for Disney and Pal.;

There was a portrait of him on the cover of Fantasy anc 
Science Fiction in the early 1950s, but you do not remember it 
until an hour later, finding it in an odd corner of his work room, 
He has not changed from those days. He is over eighty now anc 
his face carries a weight behind it while still retaining a walnut
brown resemblance to that earlier man. A smile crinkles every
thing.

■ * * * * *
Chesley Bonestell was never an illustrator of fiction pei 

se; his works hang in planetaria and museums, primarily, anc 
only through the hustling of agents did they find their way ontc 
the covers of science fiction magazines. But there is something 
in Bonestell that stands for the vision of science fiction thal 
emerged over the last fifty years: the vast expanses, dapplec 
with light; the abyss that hangs above.our thin skin of atmosphere 
the sheen’of suns on the oily oceans of other worlds.

Here Bonestell shall stand for all the illustrators, the 
seers, who have illuminated the manuscripts of science fictior 
writers. Their contribution is often overlooked. But how often de 
you remember, not the characters or plot of some book yoi 
stumbled across as a teenager, but rather the painting or blacl 
and white interiors, the eye-catching glimpse of other realities 
of distant dramas?

You shuffled down the aisles of that dimly rememberec 
school library, coasting among those embalmed boxes of words 
we call books, rummaging for something to exercise your mind 
And there it was: a vision. Inside a world constructed of sent
ences. But first, before you cracked the book open, there was 
that enticing vision. That all-important, momentary peephole.

Looking back, perhaps we owe the painters and sketch
board artists more than we may know.

*****
There are no astronomicals Inside the house. To see then 

you must go outside, up an exposed staircase, into the study 
There they crowd the room. But here in the house, sipping te: 
in green Japanese mugs that warm the hands, you see the worl 
for which he is not known. Oriental prints. Portraits, belyin; 
the common judgment that he cannot render the human figure an< 
make you feel with it. Delicate pencil work. Architecture, stres: 
and design, massive stones balanced in a fine grid of lines. " 
see 'the patterns first, then the rest. I was an architect first 
you know, before the first world war. I designed the celling o 
the San Francisco Opera House.” After that?

"I travelled. I saw the world. I lived in New York am
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Benford

Paris and London and finally Los Ang
eles. Designing buildings and then movie 
work, backdrops, special effects. Disney did a 
lot of innovation in special effects, but it required someone who 
could draw and paint with such detail that the film viewer couldn't 
catch an error. Things had to be real. I learned much that way. 
We were very well paid; that was Los Angeles. "

Does he ever read the things he has illustrated? No, he 
doesn't like science fiction very much. He rarely if ever willingly 
puts a human artifact into his work, a pencil-shaped space ship 
or a pressure dome, or a spacesuited figure. He doesn't have 
any idea of what the future will bring and feels awkward trying 
to visualise it. But stars and planets, yes, the astronomer friends 
he has can give him descriptions of how things must be there and 
he can see it, too, in some closed mind's eye, so that it comes 
out right. Most science fiction is quickly outdated, anyway. Look 
at all the fins on space ships, and the cloudless Earths. Better 
to stay away from it.

Someone in Palo Alto has made prints of two of his oils. 
One is of an expedition that has landed on a dry, rust-orange 
Martian desert and is deploying equipment. It seems oddly out of 
balance and unconvincing, not his best work. The other is better:
Saturn from Titan. We didn't come intending to buy anything, but 
we do anyway, taking the Saturn. There is something awesome 
in the mass of the planet even at this distance, a cold bone white 
disc. Looking at it you can believe that planets are gods and 
men but pawns.

There are stills from motion pictures he has done. George 
Pal, worlds colliding, rockets, The Day The Earth Stood Still, 
a Groucho Marx hanging from a 20th storey window against city 
lights done in oil, but special effects making the distant car 
headlights move. Stop-motion. Planet-wrecking. It was a lot of 
fun and a lot of money but his reputation will probably rest on 
the astronomicals displayed in Boston and New York and San 
Francisco. Double stars and novae and howling unseen storms 
in deep atmospheres. A sense of the infinite.

At the centre is craft. A view of Saturn at dawn from 
the Grand Tour probe, now the victim of budget cuts: it stands 
dead upright on the easel, half-finished. "Black is very difficult, 
It is so hard to get the absolute pure black in comparison with 
the soft colour of an atmosphere or a star's envelope. Almost
impossible, I think, unless one practices a great deal. I have 
seen very few painters who can handle it, even in abstracts. " 

He shows us a few abstracts he has done and they are 
very good, though none uses very much black. He has tried 
everything and mastered many techniques, though he has sold 
very little of it. Most of the good oils he keeps for himself; he 
can afford to. For a while there was a rush to buy his astronom
ical oils and he nearly became a factory, turning them out faster 
than he should have, but that is past. Most sold to aerospace 
engineers and now they have less extra money and perhaps it is 
just as well. He works hard and keeps a regular schedule but he 
cannot keep up with the load of work. Today arrived an offer 
from Playboy which he will accept, for a three page oil, even 
though it will mean disturbing his schedule. His agent is trying 
to get him to do another book of the sort he did with Ley, but 
there is no time. Perhaps next year.

You speak of working together on a book. He thinks Pro
files of the Future is a good title but you tell him Arthur C. 
Clarke has already used it. Well, something else, then, but keep 
in touch.

* * * * *
BonesteH’s style is only one approach to one particular 

science fiction theme, of course. There have been many others: 
Paul, Powers, Emsh, Frazetta, Freas, Schoenherr, Jones,
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Sternbach... a long list. Europe's Karel Thole combines a sense 
of the surreal with a technique that calls to mind Escher prints, 
Magritte inversions and juxtapositions. Odd geometries and even 
odder people: for Frank Belnap Long's Lest Earth Be Conquered, 
Thole gives us an oil painting of a man whose face opens like a 
book, his hand riffling through the pages to show beneath and 
inside his teeth, a pitted fleshscape.

This imagination is central to science fiction art. Mark 
Adlard and Brian Aldlss have pointed to an arresting quote from 
a C.S. Lewis essay, a look at the essential quality in fables: 
"No man would find an abiding strangeness on the Moon unless 
he were the sort of man who could find it in his own back garden."

True, for the back garden is a feast of life, abounding in 
mysteries, a savage struggle in a tranquil glen. And science fic
tion gives us perspectives on all this by the distancing it affords. 
Bonestell viewing the inferno of Venus; Freas' technicolor stars 
and worlds; Schoenherr's massive, drama-filled machines and 
men; Thole's enigmatic telescoping of figures and landscapes — 
all deliciously personal approaches, tentative steps toward the 
infinite.

The artists most nearly aligned along Bonestell's partic
ular vector in this decade are probably two ■ Americans, Donald 
Davis and Rick Sternbach, and though occasionally lurid, often 
delicately compelling, England's David Hardy. There is occas
ionally in their work an incandescent sense of immanency. View
ing it, you sometimes feel that these ghostly worlds and pre
cisely seen objects are mere devices of the artist's inner mind, 
awkward devices pointing towards an urgent vision. You sense 
that beyond the skin of things there is a finer realm, a compen
sating deep. It is the very uncompromising precision of these 
astronomicals that is their most important message. This quality 
you sometimes strive for in your own fiction, a sense akin to 
mystic realism. To pass through the particular, grainy experience; 
of the world and emerge into the other side. To touch the world 
in its effervescing particulars, rather than in muddy generalities.

It was there in the film of 2001, this sense. It peeks out 
at us from Bonestell's work, and from others'. It is one way of 
communicating a science fiction experience.

*****
The only science fiction person he sees these days is 

Heinlein, who lives an hour away on the coast. He likes the Hein
lein approach, it seems more honest, somehow, closer to the 
tenuous facts of science. He does not see many artists. Carmel 
is a centre for them but they are mostly dabblers, amateurs. 
He does not have much interest in the young: he thinks their tech
nique is poor. The test of learning to draw a cow is not in the 
fingers but in the eye: you must learn to see the cow. Few do 
this today. "Once having seen u, you must draw or paint so that
others can see it. Not the thing itself, but the way it seems, 
that is art. And what else'jis there?"

Gregory Benford, 1975/76. 
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 1_
The above article was previously published in the U.S. in the 50th 
Anniversary Issue of Amazing; this is its first British publication.
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Gary Hubbard

Think 
like a Fish

gjomething's been bothering me lately; it's probably pretty fool- 
*""■*  ish, but I can't seem to get a little poem out of my mind 

that was taught to me thousands of years ago when I first 
started school. It goes:

"Stop, look, and listen,
Before you cross the street.

Use your eyes, use your ears, 
And then use your feet. "

I know it seems like a rather simple-minded little bit of 
doggerel, but I can't help thinking that there is something very 
profound lurking beneath the surface. In that respect, I suppose 
I am very much like one of our own local philosophers, Severin 
Dardin.

He was once asked the question, "Can fish think?" Well, 
he didn't know what to answer, but he pondered awhile (he won 
the Teaneck, New Jersey Championship Ponder Toss in 1972, you 
know) and finally decided to try a little experiment. He obtained 
a goldfish from somewhere and put it in a small pond in his gar
den. Every day, at precisely twelve o'clock, he fed the fish some 
breadcrumbs. In time, it got so that every day, at precisely 
twelve o'clock, the fish would be found swimming near the top of 
the water, waiting to be fed. Then one day the philosopher de
cided to change feeding time to five minutes before twelve. With 
the condition that if the fish did not come right away to be fed, 
it would not be fed at all. But the fish had become so used to 
expecting to be fed at twelve that he didn't show up till that time, 
and, naturally, didn't get fed. Well, the same thing happened the 
next day and also the next; it gradually began to dawn on the fish 
that feeding time had been changed to five minutes earlier. So the 
next day, the fish showed up at five minutes to twelve. But by 
that time, the philosopher had decided to change feeding time to 
ten minutes before twelve. So the fish didn't eat that day either. 
This went on for quite some time. By the time the fish had real
ised that feeding time had been changed to an earlier time, the 
relentless philosopher would move it back to an even earlier time. 
Soon, the poor fish was getting to be hours and hours late for 
feeding time. Then days late and weeks and months and finally 
years late! And after a while, he starved to death.

From this, the philosopher concluded that, '(yes! Fish do 
think. But not fast enough!"

It's that sort of direct, affirmative attitude towards the 
solution of philosophical questions that has always been an inspir
ation to me, so it is only natural that I would think of applying 
this most effective method to unravel the mystery of "stop, look 
and listen."

I had first come across this — well, for want of a better 
word, incantation — as I've mentioned, in school. Every day, just 
before she let us go home, the kindergarten teacher used to line 
all the pupils up in front of the door and make us recite "stop, 
look, and listen, " before she'd let us go. She zealously stressed 
to us how Important it was for us to remember the words of this 
poem as we made our way to our homes. She also stressed that 
we should never accept a ride or candy from any stranger we 
might meet on our way home. After all, this was in the 1950's 
and the Communists were everywhere. In my youth, I thought 
that this poem was some sort of magic spell that would make 
Communists dissolve like the Wicked Witch of the East if you 
recited it at them. But if that were the case, then we wouldn't 
need cruise missiles.

But so ingrained have the words "stop, look and listen" 
become that I find that even now, years and years later, if I'm 
out for a walk and I come to a street corner, I find myself say
ing, "stop, look and listen before you cross the street. Use your

eyes, use your ears, and then use your feet." Then I look both 
ways and listen before I cross the street.

But why? What am I looking for? What do I expect to 
hear? Why should I even bother to stop? Why shouldn't I just 
boldly stride across the street without bothering either to stop or 
look or listen?

So... I decided to employ the Severin Dardin method. Was 
it, I wondered, possible for a man to cross the street without 
stopping, looking, or listening? Well, the best tiling to do would 
be to test it out, so I found myself a street corner and just walk
ed right up to it... and stopped.

No, no! This isn't what I wanted, I said to myself. So I 
turned around, walked back up the pavement a ways, took a deep 
breath, and started all over again. "And this time, no stopping!"

I walked up to the corner and moved out into the street 
with a smooth and graceful motion, not even missing a pace. But 
my head swung back and forth like a pendulum.

I slapped the palms of my hands to both sides of my head 
to make it stop. "Wait a minute! You're not supposed to look!"

So I went back and started all over again. This time with 
no stopping, "and don't move your head!" I closed my eyes. I 
stumbled across to the other side of the street, but I realised 
that I had failed again. Have you ever tried to not listen? Espec
ially when you're supposed to be listening for something, but you 
don't know what it is (....do you Mr. Jones, la da)? It's like 
trying to eat only one peanut or trying not to think about some
thing after someone told you to forget about it.

Of course, I could stuff wax in my ears and blindfold my
self, but what would that prove? Man, in his natural state, will 
inevitably, when he comes to a corner, stop, look and listen, 
and it would take a superhuman exercise of the will for him not 
to-. There must, therefore, be some important reason why we 
stop, look and listen when we come to street corners. But what 
could it be? What are we stopping, looking and listening for? 
God? Mom? Or the twenty-year-old babysitter who gave you a 
dynamite blow job when you were twelve?

I don't know. I guess this question will just have to remain 
one of Life's Great Imponderables.

Gary Hubbard, March 1976.
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Malcolm Edwards

~ The.
Dissecting

Table

^5*anzines  come and fanzines go, but clubzines go on forever. 
“ Well, that's not true — but it's not entirely false, and it 

is an opening sentence, and therefore not to be sneezed 
at. One thing about fanzines, on the whole, is that they are the 
paper expressions of their editors' personalities, so that each is 
inseparably linked to its creator. What price Terry Jeeves' True 
Rat, or Pete Presford's Algol? This does not, it need hardly be 
said, apply to most commercial magazines!*),  neither is it the 
case with clubzines. Neither, in fact, is it the case with the 
estimable Maya: you may think you are reading the twelfth issue 
of this fanzine, but in fact it's the sixth issue of a fanzine called 
Rob Jackson'sMay a.

(*) Though what the publishers of Isaac Asimov's Science 
Fiction Magazine will do should he ever sever connections with 
them I can't imagine. Perhaps print the word 'not' very small 
at the beginning of the title.

Where this is leading to is the observation that, in the 
world of fanzines, extreme longevity (more than 30 issues, let's 
say, — though 20 would probably do as well) implies an achieved 
level of dependable quality, since it would require a degree of 
boneheadedness rare even in fandom to persevere so long in a. 
barren vineyard. However, this eternal verity is not to be relied 
on in a club fanzine, which may have attained its five-hundredth 
issue, but which is only as good as the guy who took over with 
issue 499, and never mind that Willis and Burbee co-edited the 
first ten.

And so, sidling along shiftily, we come to Vector, which 
presents me with a problem. As the last editor, how can I say 
anything critical about the present editor without certain people 
saying it is a naked and unashamed attempt to boost myself at 
Chris Fowler's expense? By steeling myself, that's how, and 
hoping nobody's that perceptive.

Chris produced his first issue — no. 70 — in Autumn 1975; 
his latest — no. 78 — is dated November/December 1976. In little 
over a year, then, he has published seven fanzines (two double
issues) of substantial size. That's truly impressive industry (bet
ter than I ever managed, certainly), and it makes for a shelf
full of well-produced fanzines. Unfortunately, something has been 
going wrong with the contents.

I have here the last four issues (6 numbers), and I have 
been counting pages. There are 252 altogether, and they are ap
portioned approximately as f

Reviews 122
Interviews 49
Articles 22
Misc. 29

There is something
When Vector 78 arrived, as I tore open the envelope, I said to 
myself, "Please God let it not be all reviews." In this sixty-page 
fanzine there are 32 pages of reviews, plus 8 pages which I have 
counted as articles, but which are actually reviews disguised as 
articles. In a magazine which is not ostensibly devoted to reviews, 
this is too much. Book reviews are important in a magazine like 
Vector, but they should be a garnish to the subjective content; 
they should not be the content.

The trap into which Chris has fallen is simple, but deadly. 
It is the quest for comprehensive coverage, a particularly un- 
catchable chimera. The review books come in (and come in and 
come in), the conscientious editor feels a responsibility to the 
publishers who are laying this manna upon him (man), the review
ers tend to give all the books substantial reviews... and you're 
away. What the realistic editor has to realize is that the way to 

Letters 16
Film reviews 7
Editorials 7
(covers, contents pages, full-page 
illustrations, etc.)
lacking here; its name is balance.

save (a) his sanity (b) pounds in postage and (c) lots of books for 
his own collection is to select only the most interesting from the 
flood (which, if he is a truly mean editor, who can't bear to part 
with a decent book, he will then review himself under a rash of 
pseudonyms, thus gaining even more advantage under points (b) 
and (c)).

Chris might well reply that the reviews he is publishing 
are good reviews and therefore the end justifies the means. There 
is some truth in this: he has uncovered a couple of very strong 
reviewers in Brian Griffin and David Wingrove, while Brian Sta
bleford Is prolific and reliable, and John Clute provides a wel
come occasional drop of acid. Nevertheless I'm afraid it doesn't 
follow' that because David Wingrove wrote an interesting review 
of Flow My Tears, The Policeman Said, or Brian Griffin of Nova 
1_, the books were worth sending for review in the first place, 
at this late date.

Meanwhile, the remainder of the magazine has been going 
down the drain. When Chris took over the magazine, and we dis
cussed it, he made the point that I had never given the reader 
response I had wanted a chance to flower, because I had often let 
the letter column be squeezed right down, or squeezed out alto
gether, to accommodate other material. He was right, and proved 
it straightaway, by allowing the letters to generate other letters. 
So Vector 73/4 had a healthy 16-page lettercolumn — since when, 
nothing. Now, in the editorial to no. 78, he is saying, "How can 
I run a letter column with no letters?" Plus ga change, as Hugo 
Gernsback used to say.

And in all these 252 pages there are only two articles, 
totalling 12 pages, which try to say anything about sf in general, 
rather than particular books. There have been good interviews, 
true (especially the Ballard interview), but interviews (especially 
when as obviously unedited as, say, the Harlan Ellison interview 
in V75) tend to ramble and repeat other interviews, and generally 
do not offer sustenance in proportion to their length. Decent mat
erial is not really hard to come by, so I doubt that any shortage 
is the reason. What seems to be behind Vector's present deficien
cies is simply a failure on the editor's part to see his magazine 
as a balanced entity, rather than 60 pages full of reasonably lit
erate writing about sf.

One last thing. Vector has a lot more illustrations than it 
has done for many years. Most of them, regrettably, are by 
people who can't draw.

* * *
Meanwhile, staying on the subject of regular fanzines, there is 
Terry Hughes's Mota — a fanzine which has a great deal in com
mon with a shrapnel device, in that it disintegrates into a large 
number of pieces on contact with your doormat, owing to the unique
ly low-quality staples its cheap editor employs. I know little about 
Terry Hughes, except that if Dan Steffan's excellent cartoons are to 
be believed, he is a longhaired young man with a big nose, protrud
ing ears, an appealing gap-toothed smile, a low centre of gravity, 
and large breasts. An American Leroy Kettle, in fact. He also 
publishes the best fannish fanzine around, and if there can be said 
to be a focal point of current fannish fandom, then Mota is it.

Clearly this is the work of an industrious editor. Fan art
icles by the Bob Tuckers, Lee Hoffmans, and James Whites of 
this world do not grow on trees, but they do crop up in Mota, and 
I can't believe that they simply turn up unexpectedly in the mail.

Mota is rather like your favourite TV series. Individual 
episodes may sometimes be rather dud, but you love it just the 
same and can therefore derive far more enjoyment from a medi
ocre programme than you would from a programme of equivalent 
quality in a series that never aspired to anything more. So, there 
is nothing very wonderful or terrific in the latest issue (no. 20),
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though it has a good cover, and a fairly successful diary-of-a- 
would-be-wrlter piece by Eric Mayer (I cannot decide how much 
overt parody of Barry Malzberg is also intended, unfortunately), 
but I need only look back to no. 19 to find a fine article by Tom 
Perry masquerading as a Mancon report. Tom fills in his per
sonal history, goes on to give the best account I have read of the 
indifference and hostility that greets the neofan at his first con
vention — this, of course, goes entirely against the mythology of 
fannish camaraderie, but it's true; Tom, an experienced fan at
tending a convention at which he was — initially — completely 
unknown and unexpected, identifies the feeling perfectly. He goes 
on to catch Pete Weston's speech patterns with irritatingly casual 
precision, reprints Rob Holdstock's description of Peter Roberts 
that I used in an earlier Maya column and Ian Williams used in 
the Mancon Programme Book — making this, surely, the most- 
reprinted fanzine paragraph of the year — and generally demon
strates the quality which made Pete Weston press copies of Quark 
on me when I came into fandom, to show me what it was all about.

And then go back a couple more issues and, behind the 
best fanzine cover I've seen for a good while (Harry Bell, of 
course), and you find a quite indecently enjoyable long article by 
Grant Canfield, describing his apprenticeship in professional 
cartooning.

As a bonus, Mike Glicksohn letters appear in alternate 
issues.

Get it by all means, as its editor might say.

Because I am long-winded, I never have space to mention all the 
fanzines worth mentioning. From now on things will have to get 
briefer, if I am to give recognition to several fanzines deserving 
of note.

Scintillation is a fanzine which for the first six of its ten 
issues was called Dork-Pizzle, but its editor Carl Bennett rightly 
decided that was an inappropriate name for the fanzine he was 
developing. This has become one of the more enjoyable sf fan
zines around. Features of the last two issues have been, respect
ively, a Phil Dick article on poverty and paranoia in the science 
fiction writer (Phil Dick being the science fiction writer in quest
ion) and a good Frank Herbert interview. There is also an inter
esting lettercolumn — every issue guaranteed to contain a Mike 
Glicksohn letter (how, Mike, could you say that Dick's poverty 
is the result of his own poor business sense? — isn't that what 
he has an agent for?) — and a provocative column by a chap 
called John Shirley, who is apparently an up-and-coming writer, 
and who is demonstrating an admirable ability to get up people's 
noses. He's arrogant, but he's also often right, and he seems 
likely to generate a lot more entertainment as he goes on.

There's also Rune, the thick and enjoyable (under Fred 
Haskell's editorship) Minnesota SF Society clubzine. It could stand 
much tighter editing — it's a shaggy sort of fanzine — but has a 
determined (if sometimes desperate) fannishness which draws you 
into it. Much of this is concerned with the valiant efforts of the 
Minneapolis people to bring the 1973 Worldcon to their city — one 
of the less explicable fannish causes of recent years, but one they 

are pursuing with a vigour which makes me glad they aren't bid
ding for 1979 (though I imagine such a mundane activity as bid
ding for a future convention would be beneath them). David Emer
son, currently resident fanzine reviewer, takes over as editor 
next issue, and I hope he will indeed tighten it up. Meanwhile, 
he has been handed a thriving fanzine, in which every issue car
ries a Mike Glicksohn letter.

Starling is a fanzine I find hard to comment on, because 
although it seems to do what it sets out to do with great skill, 
it doesn't impinge on me a great deal. It's a sercon fanzine, 
mostly, but about mystery novels, comics, nostalgia and music 
of various types, rather than sf. If that intersects significantly 
with your interests, I'm sure you'll find Starling very intelligent 
reading; otherwise, like me, you may find it interesting, but un
involving. On the other hand, the latest issue to hand (no.34) has 
another fine Harry Bell cover, and many issues do contain Mike 
Glicksohn letters.

* * *
British fanzines, the while, come in from all quarters, but few 
of them have so far established any sort of identity in my mind, 
which makes them hard. to write about. The best newcomer (if 
such he can be called) is undoubtedly Dave Langford. His sf fan
zine Drilkjis (coedited with Kev Smith) has got off to a good start, 
while his personalzine, Twll-Ddu, has quickly carved itself an 
identifiable, Twll-Ddu - shaped niche in the Great Hall of Fanzines. 
Dave writes in a terse, epigrammatic style, which sometimes 
veers dangerously towards telegram shorthand (a fault he is iron
ing out). He has been first past the post with convention reports 
twice in 1976, but there has been nothing hasty about them. They 
were both polished, structured pieces of work. All this and tweak
ing Harlan Ellison's nose tool He has also fulfilled the prime re
quirement of short personalzines of this type — he has published 
it regularly. The latest issue has no Mike Glicksohn letter, but 
the previous one did.

Vector costs £4.40 for 6 issues to non-BSFA members. Editor: 
Christopher Fowler, 72 Kenilworth Ave., Southcote, Reading RG3 
3DN, U.K.
Mota is available for the usual fannish reasons. Editor: Terry 
Hughes, 4739 Washington Blvd., Arlington, Virginia 22205, USA. 
Scintillation costs $1.25 per issue, or $3.50 per year, or the 
usual. Editor: Carl Eugene Bennett, Box 8502, Portland, Oregon 
97207, USA.
Rune costs £1. 50 per year, or the usual. Editor: David Emerson, 
343 E.19th St., Apt. IB, Minneapolis, MN 55404, USA. British 
agent: Dave Piper, 7 Cranley Drive, Ruislip, Middx. HA4 6BZ. 
Starling costs 50/ per issue, or $2. 00 for 5, or the usual. Edit
ors: Hank & Lesleigh Luttrell, 525 W, Main, Madison, WI 53703, 
USA.
Twll-Ddu is available at the tyrannical whim of the editor: Dave 
Langford, 22 Northumberland Ave., Reading, Berks. RG2 7PW. 
N.B: Many American fanzines are currently reluctant to accept 
sterling in subscriptions, owing to its propensity to become in
stantly worthless. If subscribing direct to an American fanzine, 
it is therefore best to send dollars (or Swiss francs, or Kruger
rands). Malcolm Edwards, January 1977.
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JT've been re-reading the early issues of my own fanzines for 

the first time in years and you know, there can be few 
things more embarrassing. It was also a bit painful to 

see in retrospect where I went wrong.
The trouble was, back in 1963-64, we just didn't know 

any better, Charles Platt and I. There we were happily producing 
our misguided little crudzines with all the furious energy and 
goshwow enthusiasm of the newest of new fan-editors. It's the 
old, old pattern I suppose; everyone comes in at the bottom of 
the fannlsh heap and they only start to work their way up in the 
pecking order when they begin to learn something of what it's all 
about from Older and Wiser heads who've been that way before.

Only something went wrong, with us. All of a sudden 
everyone had gone into hiding.

Look, to show you what I mean just imagine how things 
might be if our current new generation — Easthope, Ryan, Mc
Mahon, Adamson and so on — had arrived in fandom when the 
only titles being published were Fanzine Fanatique and Malfunct
ion, with maybe an annual Zimri that might impress but would 
hardly be a dynamic, involving force.

Don't you think it might tend to foul-up their perspectives, 
give them some wrong ideas? Wouldn't they be tempted to think 
"there's not much to this fandom business, _I can do better than 
that!" Without people like Kettle, Roberts, the Charnox and all 
our other skilful contemporary fanwriters the newcomers might 
take some time to discover for themselves all over again what 
the true values of fandom really were.

Because you see I think that's exactly what happened to us.
For when I began publishing I'd hardly seen another fan

zine except for a couple of High Sercon U.S. titles which made 
a big impression on me as some sort of ultimate, far-distant 
goal to aim for. In practice I had so little idea of what I was 
doing that I fell for the same winning formula which nearly gave 
us New Pembrokeshire Review!*):  amateur fiction, lists of new 
books, plot-synopsis "reviews", even some poetry.

(*) Ed's footnote: New Pembrokeshire Review was an abortive 
fanzine Greg Pickersgill and Roy Kettle planned when they first 
got into fandom. Then they thought again and put out Fouler...

These days that sort of mixture rarely lasts more than 
five minutes because a new fan editor has so many more chances 
to sample more sophisticated fare and then to work out a suc
cessful formula for himself. Should he be a little slow then the 
League of Fanzine Reviewers is likely to send around their heavy 
gang to reinforce the lesson, and when occasionally someone ab
solutely hopeless shows up, well, there's enough room now for 
him to thrash around on the fringes of British fandom without 
doing any harm.

I remember how wonderful it was to come in all dewy- 
eyed and fired-up with that urge to turn out your *Very  Own*  
magazine. I don't want to knock it because these days there aren't 
all that many ways to be genuinely creative, and if you've got 
some boring old job in the civil service or are slogging through 
something really bleak like industrial chemistry, then finding 
fandom is rather like a drowning man clutching on to a life-saver. 
You get so- overcome with the whole idea of doing something truly 
your own that you don't worry too much about what you're actually 
going to put in the thing until two or three issues have gone sail
ing out into that great big apathetic world out there; then slowly, 
painfully, you lick your wounds and start to think.

Only it wasn't quite like that, for us.
I put out my poor little spirit-duplicated Zenith in exactly 

the same week Charles did his first Point of View. They looked
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quite similar: parallel evolution I suppose, but right from the 
start there was a fundamental difference in our attitudes. I hadn't 
seen much of fandom but was already quite sure I loved it and 
wanted more. In my first-ever editorial I said:

. "Our fledgling organisation (-meaning the Brum Group-) is 
determined to get into the world of deep-dyed fandom."

But by contrast young Charles saw it otherwise. First he 
issued an advance publicity flier, in which he said:

"Point of View is NOT 'just another fanzine'. It is an at
tempt to bring adult SF by amateurs to as wide an audience 
as possible. It is NOT a magazine that will be of primary 
interest only to hard-bitten fans... "

And so on. Then in his own maiden editorial he went on 
to argue a superficially convincing case for what he was doing, 
although it is one I now believe to be based on completely wrong 
premises:

"According to what I have been told by editors of British 
fan-magazines it is very difficult to get someone to buy such 
a publication unless they already read it. Moreover the mag
azine will then refuse to pay for itself and the editor becomes 
something nearer a philanthropist, giving to the worthy cause 
of science fiction.

This seems to me all wrong. But I think I have found 
part of the reason for lack, of enthusiasm over 'fanzines' in 
the very nature of most of the ones I read. As a newcomer 
to 'fan society' I felt a completely uninitiated outsider when 
I looked at, for instance, 'Les Spinge' magazine. This, I 
point out hastily, was through the fact that I was an outsider’, 
not because the magazine was at fault. But it seemed the 
reason why a lot of people weren't Interested.

So I have planned 'Point of View' as a magazine as 
free as possible from 'fannish' terms, hoping that it will 
result in people not normally readers of a fan magazine 
reading this one.

The material will be as good as I can make it, but 
won't be revolutionary reading. It will, I hope, be different 
from that found in professional SF magazines only in its 
duplicated presentation and its lack of professional polish. "

There we have all sorts of wrong-headed ideas. The con
cern with 'buying' and 'paying', when fan-editors have always 
spent money by the bucketful to finance their hobby-horses; the 
supposed 'lack of enthusiasm' for fanzines which can only ever 
have existed in Charles'-own mind; the idea that a fanzine is no 
more than a poorly produced copy of a prozine.

The latter misconception is familiar enough, having shown 
up previously and on more than one occasion since Platt's time. 
The American fan-critic Redd Boggs once called this fundamental 
confusion 'pseudocampbellism', and usually it is a stage that's 
grown out of very quickly, with, no lasting harm done. Two things 
made for trouble this time around, however. One was the pecul
iarly anaemic condition of fanzine fandom in 1963; the other was 
Platt's own extraordinary drive and ambition.

In his editorial he mentions "editors of British fan-maga
zines" in a tone of voice which suggests he'd had a fair amount 
of contact with other fanzines before starting PoV.- But I suspect 
this wasn't entirely true, that Charles was fudging for dramatic 
effect. I think it would be highly enlightening to know just what 
he had seen in the critical formative period during which he was 
making his plans. I doubt that he had seen much besides Cheslin's 
Les Spinge (which had apparently given us both mental indigestion; 
see my previous column). The one other title mentioned in his 
editorial is Icarus, a short-lived school magazine put out by a 
group of Nottingham sixth-formers, and significantly this too con
tained large amounts of amateur fiction.

Maybe I can boil down what I'm trying to say into a typ
ically sweeping Cosmic Generalisation; just as a duck, so they 
say, tends to follow the first moving thing it sees when it opens 
its eyes, so does the budding faned tend to emulate the very first 
fanzine which makes an impression on his suddenly so-susceptible 
soul.

I'd been exposed to virulent serconism; Platt to an imitat
ion prozine. Both bad examples, dammit! Was it this which caused 
the Platt Wars? This caused me to spend ten years of my life 
producing the wrong sort of fanzine?

Let's go back to Point of View for a moment. That first 
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issue contained two short stories and the first installment of a 
serial; a 'Fact, Dept', 'Juvenile Dept', a crossword competition 
and a book review. Oh yes, with a Feghoot impersonation and a 
poem, 'The Wreck of the Scoutship Hesperus'. In the hands of 
someone of lesser ability the whole concept would have been laugh
able, an impossible undertaking doomed to immediate failure. But 
Charles had unusual determination, rare energy. The entire 28 
pages, so far as I can tell, are filled with his own material and 
artwork under a variety of guises like 'Brian Zugorski' and 'Ed 
Fredericks'. What's more, the fiction had some originality and 
flashes of wit, the graphics were crude but showed real flair. 
The whole mess actually had sufficient momentum to take on a 
shambling sort of pseudolife of its own.

Now this is where things really went wrong. For British 
fandom had run down into such a decrepit state that with so little 
else around there was hardly an example to which someone kindly 
disposed might have pointed and advised gently, "No, Charles, 
this is what it's all about." Had there been a Maya, a Wrinkled 
Shrew, something offering a more genuine outlet for true personal 
creativity, it might have made all the difference. But as I recall 
there wasn't much around other than Ethel Lindsay's Scottishe, 
Archie Mercer's slim OMPAzines, and of course Les Spinge.

(At the time I was a bit annoyed that on all sides formerly 
great fanzine titles seemed to have bit the dust, both in Britain 
and the U.S. It was an all-time low for fanac; Warhoon, Cry, 
Void, Xero, VoM, had all folded, as had Aporetta, Ploy, and 
Orion over here. Spinge itself was changing format around this 
period, going from a peculiar sort of crudzine under Ken Cheslin 
into a big and impressive bi-annual showcase under Dave Hale. 
The only top fanzine title around, at least nominally, was Hyphen, 
but by this time it was coming out so rarely that it was nearly 
a year before I saw my first copy.)

So there we were, two eager young neos both busily bea
vering away in all the wrong directions. To older hands we must 
have seemed to have a lot in common, and it was Jim Linwood, 
even then writing the best reviews around, who first officially 
put a label on us and called us the "New Wave".

I don't have a copy of the January 1964 Spinge in which 
he lumped both titles together, pulled apart our early issues and 
ended to the effect that "only Zenith will develop into something 
like a normal fanzine."

Ouch! It hurt at the time, even though Jim was point-for- 
point correct in everything he said; but then what faned has ever 
liked the truth?

But his review was counter-productive. In some parallel 
universe it might have caused Charles and I to realise the errors 
of our ways, to have acknowledged our deficiencies and politely 
thanked Jim for setting us right. In reality it wasn't like that at 
all. I remember feeling hurt and rejected, turned away by the 
fandom I'd admired so much. As for Charles, he felt cold fury; 
I don't think that's too strong a description for it. This had con
firmed his previous analysis of the situation and to him the first 
shots had been fired in a war!

I'll get my part of the story out of the way before con
centrating on C. Platt. You see, despite my early exposure to 
Inside and New Frontiers, I think that at first the young Weston 
could have been salvaged quite easily for fandom with a bit of 
encouragement and guidance. Zenith 2 (really my first issue with 
a circulation outside the local group) is full of little interlineat
ions, bits of my own writing and snippets I probably thought quite 
funny at the time. There's even some comment on Tensor, a 
fanzine put out by Langdon Jones before he started to write sci
ence fiction, in which I said "more please on the tailless cat 
which inhabits the Jones household," that seems to show I'd ap
preciated and enjoyed the low-key fannish approach.

But lacking guidance I turned my back on such frivolity, 
suffering from the Linwood review and resultant paranoia, the 
strong influence of Platt, and editorial advice from perceptive 
people like Leland Sapiro. In no time at all I was strait-jacketted 
into something I called "formality" under the impression I had 
to hammer out all traces of human personality from a magazine 
dealing with anything so sacred as science fiction. There was 
also a little man from the Birmingham Mail who had fleeting 
contact with our group at t'.e time, and he used to lecture me 
strongly about journalism, ar, 1 how one should never use the first 
person pronoun. The result was that I began writing editorial 
sentences likes

"The Editor's aversion to many of the average 'fannish' types 

of article or story makes Zenith into a magazine that at
tempts to avoid fannish contents and concentrate on SF as its 
field."

I blush now to read pompous stuff like that, but at the 
time I must have been feeling persecuted from all sides and in 
sheer self-defence come up with the policy of stripping out all 
the chatty stuff of my first attempts in order- to chase after the 
false glitter of Material About Science Fiction. And because I 
still didn't really have much idea, those things I did print were 
mostly badly written and lacked any real value in an intellectual 
sense either. There is nothing easier to produce than a bad 
sercon fanzine.

So with only a few exceptions, here and there and mostly 
in the lettercolumn despite my attempts to impose order on an 
unruly mob of correspondents, the entire run of Zenith, up until 
it changed its name with the 14th issue, was a pretty worthless 
sort of fanzine. That it was twice nominated for a Hugo (in 1965 
and 1966) says less about the magazine than about the level to 
which standards had dropped in those years.

Please don't misunderstand and think I'm now shamelessly 
decrying the sort of critical material which is published these 
days in, say, Foundation, or imagine that I was deliberately doing 
something in which I had no real interest. It's just that from the 
various facets of my involvement with SF fandom I'd chosen to 
concentrate on one in particular and in the light of subsequent 
experience I feel I picked an area which was not entirely satis
fying, did not fulfil the basic need which had urged me to start 
publishing a fanzine in the first place.

Later on of course there were very real joys in doing 
Speculation, especially when I found a few contributors who really 
knew what they were talking about. In retrospect I realise that 
those impressive sercon journals like Inside, Journal of SF and 
so on, ’were really completely inarticulate and I believe that only 
in the late 1960s did fandom start to produce meaningful criticism 
in any quantity. Also, towards the end I'd started to find ways 
of insinuating my own personality back into the issues, and there 
were many other rewards, both materially and in flattery.

There's a certain satisfaction in having the entire run of 
your fanzine committed to microfilm, for instance, but it doesn't 
compare with the warm glow I felt at a recent convention when 
Bob Shaw complimented me on a phrase in my first Maya column: 
"To see the Pleiades from a coalshed roof," he mused, "I like 
that."

And I used to gqt really irritated with the drawbacks of 
publishing a big sercon fanzine. Not just by the people who start 
conversations at conventions by asking "What's happened to the 
latest...", but by the whole image that goes with such a role. 
Chris Priest put his finger on it in 1966, just after he'd decided 
to be a Writer:

"You're wasting your time, Pete. You can't go on doing 
Zenith for ever. You see, in the world of SF you are well-known 
as a serious fan. This rather classes you in the earnest gang, 
who go around at conventions clasping SF books in their sweaty 
mitts and looking at authors with eyes full of awe. 2 know you're 
not like that, but it does tend to be your image. "

Or more recently, Leigh Edmonds in his excellent DUFF 
Report, Emu Tracks Over America:

"It was an enlightening experience chatting to that horribly 
sercon person who had produced Speculation and finding that he 
was one of the finest fannish people I'd met in many years."

All along, you see, I've been faking it; loving the fannish 
side of fnz publishing, collecting scarce Issues of Greg Benford 
and Ted White's Void, of Hyphen, spending all my money on a 
rare copy of Fancyclopedia II at the 1965 Worldcon, even pub
lishing a highly informal personalzine, Nexus, as early as June, 
1964. This one worked by the simple expedient of printing long 
chunks of letters interspersed with editorial comments, rather in 
the vein of Knockers from Neptune. It was highly successful, 
great fun to do, but I killed it off in order to have more time 
to concentrate on the colder, 'prestige' Zenith.

Well, that's my tangled story and I hope you haven't been 
too bored by it all. It took me a long time to sort myself out, 
but I'm not complaining because I was the lucky one of the pair. 
Poor old Charles Platt missed out completely and never did find 
his true place in fandom, although I don't suppose he sees it 
quite like that himself, these days.



"As soon as I received VECTOR and read
the review I had done of his novel,
I sent a letter to Brian Aldiss apologising."

Although when every allowance is made, due consideration 
given to bad influences, I'm still left wondering whether I'm 
merely making excuses for him and that in the end it was after 
all largely his own fault.

It wasn't only that Charles' fanzine didn't fit and that 
British fandom was too run-down to offer convincing alternatives 
to him. More than that, Charles was thoroughly and completely 
intolerant of anything of which he didn't entirely approve. His 
letters were unrestrained in their criticisms, his comments in 
print made no concessions to other people's feelings. And he had 
an especially fine line in sarcastic vindictiveness which could 
chew up in short order anyone foolish enough to cross his path. 
In the end, few did. (*)

(*) Ed's footnote: For example, see his review of Brian Ald
iss' Earthworks in Vector 31. He realised he'd overdone it a bit 
that time, though, when he reread his review; so in Vector 32, 
along with Edmund Crispin and Harn' Harrison disagreeing with 
Charles, there he was excusing himself. :.

Even though we had so much in common we started to 
irritate each other from the very first. After sending out Zenith 
2 I remember receiving a very long letter from Charles which 
quite upset me. I'd thought we were pals, yet here he was crit
icising absolutely everything down to the most petty details:

"The Page 12 article was really rather a waste of space, 
wasn't it? I didn't get anything from it, I'm afraid. Why is 
the man in the Hlo a eunuch?"

I simply didn't know how to take such treatment, and ap
parently neither did anyone else when Charles began systematic
ally attacking them in similar fashion. It's only now in fact, 
looking back through the yellowing pages, that I can make any 
sense of Charles' attitude. Here he was, busily pretending to be 
running a publishing empire with all those pseudonymous writers 
and artists and I came along all innocently with an equally new 
fanzine title which actually contained lots of outside contributors. 
The poor chap was simply jealous! Somehow that never occurred 
to me at the time. Instead I used to write back and argue with 
his judgements, try to explain what we were trying to do.

It reminds me of an apt remark passed at the height of 
the Platt Wars by, I think, Ethel Lindsay:

"Charles could never quite forgive fandom for starting 
without him."

The early months of 1964 must have been disconcerting 
for anyone who'd been around before Platt and Weston burst upon 
the scene, because we both seemed to have 'followers', other 
young neos who just happened to have arrived at the same time
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and who also began to write and produce fanzines with scant re
gard for what had gone before. In Birmingham there was Rog 
Peyton, Charlie Winstone and Beryl Henley (later Mercer), while 
on his 'side' Platt had Chris Priest, Dick Howett, Graham Hall, 
Peter White and one or two others who've long since faded away. 
All is illusion of course in fandom; there never was any united 
front to do anything in particular, but the very suddenness of this 
barbarian invasion prompted a wry comment from Walt Willis — 
and this is where he enters the story.

Walt had recently transferred his long-running column, 
The Harp That Once or Twice, away from the defunct Warhoon 
to a new fanzine, Quark, produced by somebody called Tom 
Perry. Remember him? For a while he was a glittering new 
star, though he didn't have any staying-power. However, in the 
June 1964 issue Walt contributed an amusing account of his ex
periences at the second Peterborough convention.

The piece began as a dream in which Walt was being per
secuted by various horrible people, until he burst into tears and 
stood there in his pyjamas at a room party mumbling incoher
ently, "I know you all think I'm cold and stand-offish but I'm 
willing to be friends. "

Walt went on to say that something pretty traumatic must 
have happened at Easter to have given him a nightmare like that, 
and in his piece he then went on to describe an encounter with 
a .newcomer at the convention:

"It was abruptly clear to me that he was not a neofan at all, 
he was a BNF in another fandom. What did that make me 
and my friends ? What had we done ?

Next morning at the annual general meeting of the 
BSFA it was quite clear what we had done. British fandom 
had been worried at the complete absence of channels of re
cruitment. Deliberately and in cold blood they had started a 
sercon organisation, sacrificing valuable fanning time to pub
lish a sercon official organ, full of reviews of science fic
tion; in this bait was embedded a hook consisting of reviews 
of and reprints from fanzines.

The policy had been spectacularly successful, because 
the membership of the BSFA was now in the hundreds and 
scores of them were at Peterborough. The only trouble was 
that while they seemed to have eaten the bait and grown fat 
on it, they had ignored the hook.

The situation was starkly illustrated at that BSFA 
meeting after one of the founder members had remarked cas
ually and unguardedly that the purpose of the BSFA was to 
recruit new members to fandom. A storm of protest made 
it clear that this was not the purpose of the BSFA at all. 
Fandom as we knew it was to them a useless excrescence, 
our fanzines incomprehent ible and irrelevant. They were 
fandom."

It's a very funny article but there's some bite to it; clear
ly Walt had been concerned at the lack of understanding whichthe 
at least had detected between the Old and the New. He was am
ong the first to spot the opehing-up of this Generation Gap in 
British fandom and to his great credit he was the first to try and 
do something positive to close it; all the more unfortunate that 
the effort ultimately resulted in Walt's own gafiation.

Of course I didn't know anything about all this when Willis 
wrote to me in a letter dated 2nd April 1964, unsolicited and 
immediately after Easter, and said:

"I've been thinking over our letters of a while back and our 
all-too-brief conversation during the Convention, when you 
flattered me by remembering the columns I used to do for 
Nebula. Would you like me to do a fanzine review column 
for Zenith?"

At the time I don't suppose the overjoyed young Weston 
would have stopped to wonder why the Top Fan of the day should 
want to contribute to a fairly turgid sercon fanzine. Looking back 
I imagine Walt had been considering the best medium he could 
use to try and do some bridge-building. It had to be one of the 
new titles, obviously; anything in an established fanzine would 
automatically be suspect. Maybe Alien? But that probably would 
have almost dismissed itself with its slant towards films and the 
macabre and its limited circulation outside Manchester. Zenith, 
with all its crudities, must have looked the best bet. It had a 
wide distribution, was regular, and the editor seemed to have 
had at least some previous interest in things fannish. It would
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have to do.

Although with the benefit of hindsight I beg to differ; I 
suspect Walt himself fell into the trap of lumping the "New Wave” 
together, neglecting our own rivalries. For Charles would clearly 
have regarded the awarding of such a prize as a particularly an
noying bit of Weston one-upmanship and thus from the start would 
be looking for the chance to pounce on anything Willis might say. 
I'm tempted to suggest Walt would have better furthered his aims 
by going direct to the heart of the problem, as it were, by off
ering his column to Charles Platt himself. It would have got him 
into the walls of the main enemy stronghold and in. a good pos
ition to whisper words of tolerance directly into Charles' ear.

As it was, Walt chose to spread a little sweetness and 
light by reviewing Platt's own fanzine in his first installment of 
the revived "Fanorama", dated June 1964. It's an excellent re
view, and here are two snippets:

"The Convention Report is well-written enough to give a vivid 
mental picture of the reaction of a serious-minded and intel
ligent newcomer to his first convention, and I found it quite 
fascinating... not least in its resemblance to my own first 
convention report. There is the same ambivalent attitude of 
being in but not part of the Convention, and the same almost 
defensive readiness to attack what seems to be established 
authority."

And in conclusion:

"Older fans cordially welcome fanzines like this, recognising 
them as essential for the continuation of fandom; it is just 
that after having published them themselves for years, they 
are surfeited with science fiction and talk of science fiction, 
and view these reincarnations of their former selves with a 
mixture of nostalgia and guilt. Not patronisingly, like stu
dents who have graduated, but like pensioners who have al
ready done their part in the propagation of the species."

Pretty fair, don't you think? Unfortunately it didn't seem 
to have any effect. Just here my musty file of old letters goes 
to pieces for a while — either I grew a bit lax in putting things 
away properly or the rats in the attic have had a field day — so 
I don't have any record of Platt's reaction. Also, since I was so 
busy being "formal”, I printed little of the response to Walt's 
piece in my following issue.

In Zenith 6 (September) a similar treatment was given to 
Alien; still it attracted little comment. The storm really broke 
over the Willis piece in the December issue.

This time Walt chose Beryl Henley's fanzine Link, billed 
as a humorous fanzine. "Unfortunately," he said, "as it turned 
out it seemed as far as I was concerned to have one defect which, 
was quite serious for such a publication. It wasn't funny.” He 
then spent two pages trying to analyse just why Beryl's humour 
hadn't succeeded for him, in the process demonstrating by ex
ample how humour should be treated and giving us some inkling 
of the efforts Walt had himself made over the previous 15 years 
of writing for fanzines. Reading it again I wonder whether anyone 
now would argue with his conclusions, including Beryl; but at the 
time, well, what faned has ever liked the truth?

Anyway, Beryl wrote to Walt saying how disappointed she 
was, C. Platt seized the • opportunity he had been waiting for to 
lambast the Evil Willis, and Walt became so depressed by the 
whole business that in his "Fanorama" column in Zenith 8 he did 
not review any individual title but instead talked about the entire 
communications breakdown in British fandom:

"One of the reasons "Fanorama" was disinterred from the 
vaults, is that it seemed to me there were emerging two 
standards of fanzine reviewing. There have always been two 
types of fanzines and there is room in fandom for both, but 
in England last year this looked like being forgotten.. .Before 
this situation got any worse I thought it would be a good thing 
if someone would try and review both sets of fanzines hon
estly and objectively, judging them only by the standards of 
what they set out to achieve, I thought that as someone who 
had published both types I might make a go of it.

Now, I'm beginning to wonder. It's easy to write re
views that are all kindness, if you don't mind wasting every
one's time; and it's easy to write honest reviews, if you don't 
care about people's feelings; but it's hard to be both honest 
and kind. Unfortunately I do care about people's feelings, and 

I have been brooding quite a bit recently about Beryl Henley, 
whose indignant letter you'll find elsewhere in this issue along 
with ghod knows how many: more."

What was really happening was that some of the fannish 
newcomers were rather painfully beginning to discover the mean
ing of Standards: but as I said in my opening remarks the new 
generation had unfortunately arrived at a time when the overall 
level of quality and originality had reached an all-time low. Thus 
poor Walt was acting as mentor but was heavily outnumbered by 
his pupils and consequently was taking all their chafing and com
plaining upon his own shoulders.

I sometimes wish I'd helped him more myself than I did. 
His letters reflect his growing dismay and discouragement; maybe 
I could have made more positive efforts of my own to reassure 
him, rather than tattle on about all the picky little feuds that 
were by this time running between Platt and me. Above all I should 
not have printed the correspondence between Walt and Charles in 
the Zenith 8 lettercolumn.

It's a little bit complicated, so follow carefully.
Walt did his final "Fanorama" column in December 1964, 

which appeared in my February/Mar ch issue. After doing the 
column — and before it was in print — he wrote to Charles pri
vately; Walt sent to me a copy of his letters and of the reply:

"I wrote to Platt more or less asking what was biting him, 
and the enclosed correspondence resulted. I wouldn't mind 
your printing my letter in the correspondence column.

Sometimes I feel like writing off our friend as just, 
a contentious little twit, but then again I feel there might 
be something there. . . if we can save him before he alienates 
all fandom. You notice he has already started on the Amer
icans. "

On top of this huge pile of combustible material, Charles 
then sent' me a LoC on the previous issue, and I chose to publish 
that rather than his private correspondence with Willis:

"Not long ago, and this you are welcome to print, I received 
a touching letter from good old Walt, saying how much he 
resented his reputation, how he enjoyed meeting neos at the 
Con who treated him as an equal, how he wished he could 
start over again under a pseudonym. Behind this falsest of 
false modesties however, I see the man has pathetically blat
ant delusions of grandeur. The superior, talking-down, 
aren't-I-fabulous first paragraph of "Fanorama" is simply 
nauseating. No-one but a famous millionaire author can get 
away with pseudo-pseudo-muck like this.

"In addition to being an Authority on fanzines (a pretty 
microscopic field, but no doubt he's proud of it), Willis is 
an Authority on Humour, it seems. Well, after all, many 
people in Britain and the USA — perhaps even more than 500 
— know about the legendary wit of Willis. So I was on the 
edge of my chair during his brilliant dissection of the least 
important piece of Beryl's fanzine. With skill and scalding 
sarcasm that left me breathless (with fury) Willis expertly 
tells us what's wrong with an ad lib line mentioned in a fan
nish description of a slapstick comedy. And then, by casual 
inference, Willis uses this to damn Beryl, the whole maga
zine, and all the other contributions in it. Can the inane 
high-handedness of this inflated-headed bigot be believed?"

And so on. It's all terribly unfair, distorted and deliber
ately hurtful. Don't forget that Platt wrote the above after having 
received two conciliatory letters from Willis, thus disposing of 
my own theory that all we had both needed, in the beginning, was 
a kindly helping hand. No, Charles had a mental make-up which 
saw enemies in every shadow, which regarded an offer of truce 
as an admission of weakness.

Here's Walt's second letter to Platt, actually written some 
little time before the LoC from which I've quoted above (my good
ness, it certainly is complicated, isn't it! I do hope you've fol
lowed the trail this far):

"I've thought very carefully about what you say, but I still 
can't see how I could have expressed my opinions in any way 
which wouldn't have annoyed you.

In Quark, for instance, I tried to convey the rather 
rueful amusement some of us older fans felt at suddenly be
coming nonentities. This is quite compatible with the relief I 
felt at being able to attend a convention as an unknown fan.



We all have mixed feelings about such things, Keing human. 
You for instance seem to regard older fans ambivalently, 
scorning them at one moment as irrelevant and the next 
treating them as some sort of established authority which 
must be challenged.

I could reconcile myself to either type of hostility but 
it seems rather unfair to be getting both.. .

In the Link review I expressed what you must admit 
to be a legitimate point of view, that here was a promising 
attempt at humour which failed in the writing, and tried to 
criticise it in a way which might be helpful. I have as it 
happens read and thought a great deal about the technique of 
writing humour but I won't go into that because you would say 
I was showing-off again. I would just ask you this. Am I not 
entitled as any fan to try my hand at literary criticism with
out having my character Impugned?

I would in all sincerity ask you to examine your own 
attitude with the intellectual honesty I believe you do possess. 
In particular I ask you to consider whether you might not be 
projecting your own feelings of hostility into what both of us 
write. Does it not seem even a little bit strange, for exam
ple, that when I attempt a documented piece of analysis of a 
piece of writing you feel I am being "bad-mannered and un
kind”: but when you publicly say I have "pathetically false 
delusions of grandeur" (a statement which you have since ad
mitted was not justified and which incidentally is libellous) 
you feel this is just your "sense of fun"?

One significant difference is that I criticised apiece of 
writing, while you criticised a person. Another is the implic
ation that I have no feelings whereas Beryl has. There are 
others, and they all spring from subconscious assumptions 
of yours which might bear examination."

Well, from then onwards it all goes downhill for all part
ies concerned. The very last letter I have from Walt is dated 
nearly a year later; it says, "As for the column, I felt less and 
less that I had anything to say to your readership. Not only had 
I gone off contemporary English fandom, apart from yourself, but 
I no longer read contemporary science fiction." Not only had I 
managed to lose my star columnist but a valued friend had left 
fandom, making us all the poorer. And for what?

Platt's LoC on Zenith 8, unprinted, is unrepentant:

"This Zenith is rather a pale, weak thing; even the wonderful 
opportunity for controversy that I presented to you in the 
form of the Willis business was rather played down. While 
on this subject, incidentally, I'd just like to say that it seems 
sad that someone who's been in fandom as long as Walt still 
takes to heart — or appears to — the overstated comments 
of a teenager. Moreover, he doesn't really fight back, which 
is always discouraging. While some of what I said was de
finitely sincerely meant, I overstated it (the places are ob
vious) in the hopes of a good, old-fashioned knock-down
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d,rag-out fight. Walt has effectively prevented this. I'm sur
prised he didn't add that he wrote his Link review during 
an asthma attack. "

I've also found a letter from Richard Gordon, dated May 
1965, with a relevant paragraph:

"I got another letter from Platt — this time he seems to be 
planning to assassinate you for some reason. He thinks he's 
doing you a favour by starting scandal and ill-feeling in the 
letter column — in the golden name of controversy. Wish 
I could make him out...."

Richard's last sentiment summarises the feelings of a 
large slice of British fandom. No-one could quite understand what 
forces drove Charles onwards. Normally fandom is an opportunity 
to make friendships — but he seemed happier to make enemies. 
In person he was pleasant, well-mannered, a lively and enter
taining companion; yet you were like as not to return home from 
a friendly weekend visit to find some insulting one-shot arriving 
through the letterbox on the following day.

By this time Charles had more or less given up with fan
zine fandom; his own Point of View had changed title to Beyond 
with his third issue, had changed format to standard quarto mim- 
eoed presentation with the fourth. Its contents too had become 
much more noticeably fannish — with less fiction, more comment 
upon the affairs of the day. Obviously he too was trying to find 
a happy medium, was developing away from the original false 
start — but Beyond could never be a normal part of fandom while 
Charles continued to insult, upset and deride everyone else.

The very last issue of Hyphen had a wry comment tucked 
away in the 'Eavesdroppings' column: "Funny how you can just 
say 'contentious little xxx' and every English fan knows who you 
mean."

Somewhere in there Charles brought out several other fnz 
titles — Garbistan, almost openly fannish, and Tomorrowscope, 
a nicely-printed half-size zine conceived with the dual objectives 
of giving regular review coverage and securing plenty of free 
books for Charles. Only one minor flaw upset this scheme — it 
printed only bad reviews. Naturally the publishers soon grew a 
bit tired of this and stopped sending review copies to be maligned. 
In fact Tomorrowscope has the dubious distinction of having upset 
Gollancz's John Bush, the gentleman of science fiction. Even 
publishers, it seems, have feelings!

After the Willis business I gave up with him entirely; hav
ing discovered I was no match at swopping criticism I decided to 
ignore him and hope the nasiy letters would stop coming. They 
didn't, as this one of October 1965:

"I see you're still publishing Zenith. Why?
Mike Moorcock has lent me his copy for a while and I must 
say that it has degenerated into a pretty tatty and spineless 
publication. Thinner, greyer, even worse-designed and cert
ainly more objectionable in content.. . which should make it 
a good contender for the Hugo next year, if nothing else..."

Actually several of us did find one or two ways of retal
iating against a Platt attack. Arguing back was no good; he thriv
ed on that. Getting really angry and threatening mayhem was even 
worse, for he seemed to hope for that sort of reaction. Silly 
things worked best; being called "Plattie" or "Charlie"-seemed 
to get under his skin, while Rog Peyton discovered Charles didn't 
like being told to "act your age". We found in fact that in some 
ways Charles was remarkably touchy himself, despite the caval
ier way he treated others' feelings. Ella Parker still remembers 
the time Charles jumped all over her nice new settee during one 
of the London fan-meetings she used to host in her flat. Soon 
afterwards when Charles left home and rented a sleazy old house 
of his own I recall how greatly annoyed he was by the inconsid
erate people who treated his worn out second-hand old furniture 
with so little respect.

But ignoring him was the best defence of all. And event
ually he went away.

There is another side to all this, of course. From Platt's 
viewpoint he would doubtless say that he came into fandom, found 
it inhabited by idiots, and left them to their own stupidities when 
He went on to better things. His attitude towards fandom is made 
crystal clear in his first novel, Garbage World: those who live in 
the junk, collecting their rubbish, are SF fans. Even so, this 
doesn't explain the malicious glee with which Charles used to bait 
people, but I've tried to recognise all along that he was a highly-
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talented individual who, if he'd been a bit more patient and had 
had some of the "intellectual honesty" Willis mentioned, might 
have easily gone on the become the biggest BNF around.

Even after deciding to ignore him, I remember on at least 
two occasions relenting and sending him a few issues of Specul
ation with an invitation to contribute again; I knew that he was 
fully capable of writing top-quality material of the type I wanted.

The first time I asked, about a year after the Willis mess, 
I had a pleasant letter back declining:

"I just can't work up the interest in amateur publishing that 
I used to have. Look at it this way: Mike has got me a deal 
with a publisher whereby I read and censor semi-pornograph
ic books. Literally the .publisher supplies me with as many 
books, per week, as I can handle. I get £2 10s per book and 
am doing 5 or 6 a week at present in spare time. Also I'm 
playing organ with a pop group and trying to do a novel."

Well, I obviously had to take second-place to more im
portant things, didn't I? Charles was heavily under Moorcock's 
influence by this period. (*)  The second time I tried, again in 
the hope he'd mellowed, was in 1969 when I invited Charles to 
do a few reviews for Speculation. This time he accepted my offer 
and the material saw print, along with one or two LoCs, only for 
me to find within just a couple of issues that once again I was 
being dragged into 'controversy' with the primary object of up
setting people, in short order Ted White, Dan Morgan, John 
Brunner, and Phil Harbottle. His comments in connection with 
Harbottle finally gave away his hand, were just a bit too blatant. 
As former buddy Graham Hall remarked in the letter column of 
Spec 24, "Anyone who has in the immediately-preceding issue 
praised a no-good hack like Vargo Statten has dealt his critical 
credentials a death-blow."

(*) Ed's footnote: Mike Moorcock's influence on Charles was 
the subject of some comment in fanzines, notably a Dicky Howett 
cartoon in a Chris Priest fanzine Thud F showing Mike controll
ing the strings of a Platt-shaped puppet; Chris's text underneath 
referred to MJM creating "the heaven and the earth and science, 
fiction," including New Worlds. (This was about the time of Be
hold The Man.) Platt's friendship with Moorcock was quite a 
turnabout from earlier days when Platt had railed at Moorcock's 
"London group of hangers-on".

Chris Priest zeroed-in on the same target: "J.G. Ballard 

and John Russell Fearn must make two iof the strangest bedfell
ows, yet there they are, linked with not so much as a blink of 
an eyelid in Charles Platt's incredible letter in the last Specul
ation. .. (his) remark that Fearn wrote 'professional fantasies' 
that were 'full of imagination and drama' is as wild and irre
sponsible as he claims Fearn's techniques, ideas and plots to 
be..."

It became clear that Charles was playing me for a fool, 
was willing to go to any lengths, Including complete perjuring of 
any true opinions he might hold, to stir up trouble. We had to 
part company for the final time.

The last occasion I saw Charles was at the Buxton Con
vention in 1968, when he was trying to peddle back issues of the 
Moorcock New Worlds, with which he was by then heavily involv
ed. Barefoot, with a great growth of gingery whiskers and a 
shaggy overcoat he looked a pathetic figure. I asked him wjiy he 
didn't wear any shoes on what was after all a pretty cold Easter 
weekend; he only looked at me as if he didn't understand the 
question.

Since then Charles has only been a wrecker as far as 
fandom is concerned. The motivation is pure jealousy, I believe. 
Having rejected and been rejected I suspect he simply cannot 
bear the thought that over here, in our little pasture, several 
hundred people are quietly enjoying themselves through pursuit 
of their mutual hobby. Thus Platt's limited excursions since the 
late 1960s have been entirely destructive. Fortunately we are to
day a whole lot more sophisticated and competent to handle him 
than were those poor Innocents of the "New Wave". Here's a few 
extracts from some Platt forays in the letter column of Geis' 
SF Review:

"I think that what got Brian Aldiss down was the presence 
of writers such as Poul Anderson, Alexei Panshin, Piers 
Anthony. These people have a tendency to write as if they 
are fans rather than writers, in that they are chatty, ego
centric, boring, dull, and give the impression of sheer dim
wittedness. This is a pily because it doesn't lead to the sort 
of slam-bang nastiness we used to get. The phrasing of 
someone like Piers Anthony is too laborious 'to meet the 
necessary standards of unpleasant repartee.” (December 1969) .

"I was interested by Bob Shaw's article. I like his style and 
enjoy his nostalgia; and yet I feel that in some ways he's in 
the position of the mental hospital Inmate, writing for the
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that some people grow up without becoming insane. I am not 
suggesting that SF fans are directly comparable to the ment
ally ill — well, not all of them, anyway — but they do have 
two things in common: fans and mental patients are both 
minority groups, and both indulging in a way of life which 
is sometimes an escape from, and sometimes a buffer 
against, reality." (April 1970)

The latter example caused Dick Geis to add a retort, "I 
am very weary of being put-down for being a fan, Charles, and 
of the inference that a fan is one step from the nuthouse or at 
least is automatically an inadequate personality type. "

To a further letter, in the August 1970 issue, Dick Gels 
answered with a pretty accurate summing-up of the situation:

"Charles, in person you are a sweet, even-tempered guy; 
when your fingers touch the keys of a typer with intent to 
write a letter of comment you apparently become a pure fugg- 
head. I don't know why, but there it is. Your article, this 
issue, 'An Editor's Day', is a delight and to your credit. 
This letter, even viewed as satire, is the opposite."

Now, in the latest SFR (No. 19) Darrell Schweitzer spends 
a great deal of time in trying to reason with Charles Platt ag
ainst his attitude towards fandom. He's making a mistake by tak
ing Platt seriously, is meeting him on his own ground and can't 
possibly win. Because, as Charles admits in recent correspond
ence to Wrinkled Shrew/Vibrator, he doesn't mean what he says: 
he writes these things purely for the sake of his beloved "con
troversy". I won't quote any of the interchange between Platt and 
Graham Charnock save to nod approvingly at Graham's treatment 
of the Incident; it shows modern-day fans are well capable of 
handling Platt, even if he does happen to be their landlord.

Finishing up now, I find there's little more to recount 
save some of the deliberately nasty things Charles has done in 
his time. Most of them were too silly to do much harm, but a 
few hurt. Like:

* Distributing quote-cards at the 1965 Brumcon, "Pete Weston 
is a Pervert", and "Boger Peyton is a Homosexual”. (This 
was the convention when Charles brought skeleton keys and 
picked the locks of various people's bedroom doors, incident
ally. When Rog Peyton stumbled off to bed that night he opened 
his' door to find Platt and acolyte Peter White fast asleep in 
his room. Charles opened one bleary eye and groaned: "Why 
did I have to pick your room." Rog flung both of them out in 
their pyjamas, and flung their clothes after them. Both were 
reported to have spent the remainder of the night in the bath
room.)

* The fake BSFA circular sent out to a wide slice of the memb
ership of the Association of the time, advising them of its dis
bandment and asking them to send money for new regional org
anisations to Chris Priest.

* Visiting a fringe-fan Jim England for a day and pretending to 
be someone else, spending the whole time discussing what a 
nasty piece of work Charles Platt was, and afterwards pub
lishing the whole affair.

* Destroying an entire set of stencils which Doreen Parker had 
typed of The Enchanted Duplicator, for my abortive 1965 re
print edition. Doreen brought them to the Brumcon, they were 
put down, and never seen again.

* Planting a scurrilous advertisement in the Programme Book 
of the 1971 Easter convention and trying to use it to stir up 
trouble between the chairman (me) and various pro-magazine 
publishers. (This one made me laugh because Charles paid 
$8.00 under a pseudonym to have his ad. accepted — at that 
price I didn't mind at all.)

* And of course, most recently, arranging for a custard-pie to 
be thrown into Ted White's face at a convention.

What we have here, fans, is a pretty malevolent little 
mind at work. For a while it blighted the fun some of us should 
have been getting from fandom, although the whole business did 
at least point the moral that nastiness for its own sake is ult
imately self-destructive. For Charles is now so thoroughly dis
credited that he can never again be taken seriously: a tragedy, 
really, when he had so much to offer.

I can't wait to see what he says in reply!
Peter Weston, November/December 1976.

CIRCULATION

Chris Priest, I'm tempted to reveal to you the feeling of happi- 
1 Ortygia House, ness that Walt Willis's article imparted to me,
6 Lower Rd., 
Harrow,' 
Middlesex, 
HA2 ODA.

but that would be unseemly. To turn the thing 
completely around, let me say that for me the 
greatest surprise and pleasure of Mancon was 
meeting Walt Willis for the first time. It wasn't 
the first time we'd been in the same room to

gether, because the last few cons he attended were also the first 
few that I went to, but in those days I was completely in his awe. 
Walt's column in Nebula was among the first fan-writing I ever 
read, and it seemed to set an impossibly high and unfair standard; 
by the time I discovered fanzines, Walt's fanac was dwindling, but 
there was still enough coming out for me to see the reason behind 
the "Ghod" sobriquet. (I still have, somewhere in my reference
file, a Xerox of an article that Walt wrote on his system of con* 1-, 
structing an article, and it contains more constructive writing
advice in its four or five pages than a dozen writing instruction
manuals.) Like, I suppose, many other fans with long memories, 
I've nurtured a deep and abiding hope that Walt would one day re
turn to fan-writing and convention-attending. When, at Mancon, I 
was introduced to a distinguished-looking and shy-mannered man, 
and told that this was Walt Willis, I almost fell through the floor. 
When, while I was still in this state of not knowing whether to run 
and hide or simply wait to be.earried out on a stretcher, Walt said 
that Inverted World was part of the reason he had gone to Mancon,
I experienced for the first time that feeling you sometimes read 
about in novels, where characters are convinced their ears aren't 
working properly. Walt's far too modest to realise that his own 
writing had more influence on my life and ideas and ambitions 
(and those of countless other people), than any sf novel is likely 
to have on his.

All this is a roundabout way of saying that Walt's presence 
in Maya is one that induces joy, and the hope that this is the first 
of many, many more articles from him.

And, by the gods, the old talent is still there: gentle wit, 
personal statement, evocative writing. All exemplary stuff. It is, 
or should be, a day of reappraisal for every other fan writer. 
Overnight, one's expectations of fan-writing have shifted into a 
higher gear. The undercurrent of nostalgia took me right back to 
the first cons I went to, when the very presence of Walt was 
enough to dumbfound people like me and Charles Platt. Apropos.of 
this, I was reminded of the first time I met Bob Shaw: in the down
stairs gentlemen's toilet at the Bull Hotel in Peterborough, in 



1964. It so happened that Bob and I were 
using adjacent stalls. I'm not sure how the 
accident happened, perhaps one of us had z f
been drinking, 'but the end result was that 
my right shoe became somewhat dampened. 
Bob looked very apologetic, and invited a 
return shot... but nervousness had dried II .
me up. It was obviously an incident more fl '
memorable for me than for Bob, because , W 5
when, a few months ago, I mentioned it to 
him he had no recollection of it. He must 
also have wondered at my motive for telling 
him, because he said, "Do you want to bor
row a Kleenex ?"
Ye Gods, I'm rabbiting on like Pete Weston. Thanks again for 
Maya.

((Fascinating. To someone like me, a latecomer to whom 
Walt Willis's previous fannish incarnation is pure history, 
itls most revealing to note the disparity of attitudes to Walt 
shown in your letter and in Pete Weston's description of 
Charles Platt's writings to, and about, Walt. I suspect that 
Walt was too modest, and possibly too disconcerted at the 
time of Platt's various letters, to realise that despite the 
apparently aggressive nature of Charles's writings, your 
letter above, Chris, expressed the majority view even 
among the newer fans of the time, and that even Charles 
himself had more respect for Walt than was apparent from 
the way Charles went for him occasionally.... But it's not 
for me to say how people really felt at that time; I wasn't 
even around. It's for the protagonists!)) 

I'm both tickled and pleased to have been 
added to Maya's mailing list; when you can 
still count the number of unsolicited zines 
you've received on three hands, it's always 
something of a thrill to discover some en
terprising faned has taken notice of your 

name somewhere and entrusted you with responding to his pride 
and joy — and with Maya 11, you have every reason to be proud. 
In judging this issue in content and appearance, I can only speak 
in superlatives. Does offset repro feel cold and impersonal? I 
think the answer to that is pretty much self-evident with but a cur

fandom on the surface, underneath there seem to be a number of 
subtle differences in attitude and fannish demeanor that disting
uish our two sub-cultures fully as much as our mundane cultures. 
Not that this acts as a barrier or any such thing; quite the rever
se, in fact, since it makes the discovery of UK fandom all the 
more fascinating and rewarding, especially when one begins to 
realise the store of talent that resides overseas. Everything Mike 
Glicksohn has been saying about UK zines is true; some of fan
dom's best writers and artists regularly grace their pages, only 
what a shame it is they haven't enjoyed the exposure they deserve 
in North America. This introduction to your fandom has caught 
my avid interest, and the prospects of further contact with it 
make my glands salivate in anticipation of what the future has in 
store (now, if only I knew what in hell are Brian Burgess meat 
pies — some exotic culinary delight British fen crave after? Their 
basic staple? Worse?).

((Yes, worse. Pork pies sold from a suitcase by a pleas
ant old buffoon called Brian Burgess. Not one of British 
fandom's most mouth-watering prospects!

It's given me a lot of egoboo and confidence to know 
that my policy of sending out a few unsolicited zines can 
bring such striking rewards, on both sides. This is an un
commonly fine letter, Stuart; now I'll get on typing it!)) 

Cliff TbagtBis so incredible a personality as to test our belief; 
just when I was on the verge of dismissing him as a hoax, I read 
something about him that was just too far-fetched to be discount
ed, and my frame of mind alternated between these two extremes 
the whole time I was reading the article. I'm still not sure wheth
er or not even a fan could have as delightfully convoluted a mind 

Stuart Gilson,
745 Townsend Ave.,
Winnipeg,
Manitoba,
Canada R3T 2V5.

sory glance through your pages. Maya strikes good chords with 
me — makes responding pleasant and automatic — and my only 
regret is that I didn't know about you before now. You've done one 
helluva fine job, and if Maya continues to be the beautiful job it 
presently is, I don't think a FAAn would be out of order.

As similar as UK fandom apparently is to North American

as Cliff's, though from now on I'll be on the constant look-out. I 
must say, though, that Pete's memory of his encounter with that 
treasure-trove of books struck a kindred chord. About three ye
ars ago, which was when I first gained an active interest in sf, I 
knew nothing at all about fandom, but occupied my time with col
lecting, a pastime which was — and still is — as frustrating a 
thing in Winnipeg as it must be in Britain. Local bookstores car
ried almost nothing of any value, and any out-of-town dealers I 
knew of generally sold all their stock to local customers before I 
could reach them. Thus, I had to satisfy myself with any paper
backs I could find around the city (digests were scarce, he's even 
rarer, and pulps were all but unheard of). In the winter of 1973, 
however, I received a postcard from Jack Chalker at Mirage 
Press who advised me of the presence in the city of a Chester 
Cuthbert, a long time collector who apparently bought limited ed
itions wholesale for local fans. Within the week I visited Chester, 
expecting little more than a few modest boxes filled with old Ast- 
oundings. Little did I know. My intake of breath upon seeing his 
store of books and magazines caused the windows to rattle. Near
ly the whole of the upstairs of his two-stoiy house was furnished 
in floor-to-ceiling, wall-to-wall shelves of hardcovers — first 
editions, next-to-mint Fantasy Press books, gilt-edged leather 
bound volumes published before this century. And any space that 
wasn't occupied with book shelves was taken up with five-foot high 
stacks of boxes in which ware contained pulps in fresh, crisp con
dition — early Amazings, Astoundings and Thrilling Wonder Stor
ies. And fanzines — Jack Speer's Fancyclopedia, small hectoed 
pamphlets so ancient looking they seemed brittle with age, recent 
zines like Title (which was the first zine I ever received). The 
attic was so bulging at the seams with books that movement of any 
kind was severely limited.

And then there was the basement, which housed all the du
plicate magazines and books Chester supplied to local collectors. 
I was utterly speechless. Walking down the stairway, I was imm
ediately greeted by what appeared to be a fortress of cardboard: 
but for a few narrow, twisting passages which Chester would edge 
slowly through to reach various sections of the basement, almost 
every square inch was densely packed with cartons and cartons of 
book-filled boxes, stacked on top of one another to a more or less 
uniform height of seven feet, sometimes dangerously teetering 
over the narrow walkway, braced with pieces of wood that formed 
a protective framework above. You could only enter the walls of 
boxes if of a moderate weight, so constricted were the passages, 
and if your flesh was distributed in the wrong places, you couldn't 
brave the tight confines and hope to re-emerge. The boxes also 
blocked out all light, so that it was necessary to light the passag
es with a flashlight, casting an almost eerie, sinister atmosphere 
on the surroundings. The spines of books would occasionally jump 
out in the flickering light (well, it wasn't really flickering, but 
I've always had that impression just the same), like the grinning 
faces of stone gargoyles. And through it all, I was beset with the 
half-realised fear that we might be unable to retrace our steps 
from that labyrinth of paper.

Since then, I've gone to Chester's regularly; his place is, 
after all, the weekly meeting place of local fans and collectors, 
and we all enjoy his hospitality and incredible knowledge of the 
books he has loved and collected for most of his life. Always, 
however, there is the secret hope of everyone there that he pr she 
will be permitted yet another look at what is probably the largest 
sf collection in Western Canada. Sometimes I wonder if I buy 
books from Chester only so I can descend once again into the bow
els of his house; one of these times, I may decide not to return.

Robert Day, I couldn't believe my eyes when I
2, Dene Tee., saw who did the cover illo. Harry
Winlaton, Bell? I wouldn't have known if you
Newcastle upon Tyne 21. hadn't said. Amazing departure in

style, interesting use of textures 
blah blah blah. .. but I still don't know if I like it.

And talking of illos, the ones accompanying Pete Weston's 
Slice of Life were excellent. The only thing wrong with them is 
that they give the Impression that the contents of Pete's piece 
were more humorous, trivial perhaps?, than they in fact were. 
For here really is a 'slice of life'; how the other half, the half 
regarded as being undesirable by most of society, lives. Full 
marks to Weston.



Dave Szurek, I've never met Pete Weston and I've never met
4417 Second, 
Apt. B2, 
Detroit, 
Mich. 48201, 
USA.

Cliff Teague, but there are a hell of a lot of parall
els to things I've personally known, I suspect that 
Cliff may well have been the better off of the two.

Society has strange priorities. To wit — we 
are conditioned to let others, not ourselves, dict
ate our behaviour, our identity, our lifestyles, eve 

even our entire lives, and once a person's become nothing but a 
victim, we say he or she has "made it". Some spend their entire 
lives following a map previously etched out for them by others. 
This map is little more than a string of "institutions" to be enter
ed at a designated time. Growth, to such people, usually means 
moving from one institution to another and the individual who fails 
to observe the map is frequently accused of wasting his or her 
life. In my eyes, the reverse is true. A wasted life is one which 
knows neither personal happiness nor inner freedom; that is spent 
doing something entirely counter to what one would really like to 
be doing; that is dictated by someone other than the person exper
iencing it. Self-fulfillment is perverted into the fulfillment of 
others' wishes.

Pete admits that he hated his job, while Cliff sure didn't 
seem worried. I ask you: who was better enjoying his time? It 
should be obvious. If I were going to extend pity to either guy, it 
wouldn't have been Cliff Teague. He didn't need any. Is it possible 
that Pete was slightly jealous of his old friend?

I suspect from Cliff's lack of regimentation that he was 
more in contact with the enjoyment of life than was Pete. At least 
he wasn't deluded into believing that life and work were the same 
thing.

The work ethic has never been a focal point of reverence 
for yours truly.

((I don't "revere" the work ethic, Dave, nor I think does 
Pete; but we both work — indeed most members of "soc
iety" work, simply because if nobody worked nobody 
would live. Wanna starve to death while you happily do 
nothing, Dave? Note that even Cliff now works — selling 
comics is a perfectly good way of supporting yourself — 
and Pete, as well as Cliff, now has a job he enjoys. Pete 
got out of his previous job because he didn't like it; he has 
not just swum along in the system, he's changed direction 
because he wanted to, too. Cliff may be doing what he 
wants to, selling comics in Birmingham (as Pete mention
ed at the end of the article) but he's doing something. Your 
personal independence is paid for by people who work. I 
don't grudge you it, but please give a nod of thanks to 
those who support you by their work. .. I do realise, Dave, 
that you're not work-shy as such (which is just what your, 
letter went on to say anyway; in fact, anybody who can 
write a 38-page letter can't possibly be work-shy!).))

Mike Glicksohn,
141 High Park Ave., 
Toronto, Ontario, 
Canada M6P 2S3.

fannish sense of humour. A real positive addition to your fanzine! 
((Harry's cover was black and white
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Interesting that Walt Willis seems to be one of the few peo

ple to put impressions of Mancon into print who was not disappoin
ted with the con. I guess it shows that cons have changed in the 
last dozen years and fans have come to expect more than was once 
acceptable. (Along the same lines, John Mansfield told me that 
because he was used to European cons, both sf and wargaming, 
many of which are held at universities, he found the Owens Park 
facilities acceptable. It seems to be mainly a matter of what you 
are used to and what you're willing to put up with.) Of course, the 
Mancon committee was supposed to be providing a modern-day 
convention for today's fandom, so Walt's enjoyment of what most 
other people felt was an inadequate con is delightful for Walt and 
for fandom (because maybe it'll encourage him to stay around!) 
but it doesn't excuse the poor job of planning and presentation that 
the Mancon committee seem to be guilty of.

And then, or course, there is Bob Shaw. What can one say 
about Bob Shaw in general and about this piece in particular? I'll 
tell you. One can say Bob Shaw is a 

BLOODY
GENIUS!!

((Mike's lettering, not mine. — Ed.))
Did I make that emphatic enough?

This is easily the best piece of humorous writing of the 
year and I've already told the would-be editors of next year's Fan- 
thology that if that volume doesn't contain this speech of Bob's 
then I'll denounce it loud and long as a travesty. My reaction to 
the piece tells what I thought of it: I started reading it while walk
ing along a crowded Toronto street’and I hadn't gotten more than 
two or three paragraphs into it when the sheer brilliance of Bob's 
wit and his astonishing ability to play delightful games with words 
so overcame me that I burst out loud and almost shouted at the 
people around me, "The man's fucking brilliant! " This caused a 
little consternation among my fellow pedestrians so I delayed 
completing the article and made a hasty exit.

When I got home and did finish it I simply had no choice in 
what followed. I just had to get immediately onto the phone and 
send Bob a telegram congratulating him on the finest piece of 
humorous writing of the year. This is a classic speech, and a 
brilliant piece of writing. And the Barker illos augment it superb
ly! My thanks to all involved for the single best item in a fanzine 
so far this year, and quite pos.sibly for the last several years!

In most fanzines the Perry piece would be a highlight but 
Tom needn't feel badly taking a second seat to Bob Shaw. His ar
ticle is amusing and well-written, although beneath the humour of 
the concept is a very serious problem indeed. At least part of the 
problem is that some cons have had PR men, and have handed out 
press releases. Torcon did, for example, but we still ended up 
with coverage at the con itself that produced headlines like "No 
little green man in halls of sci-fi convention" and "3000 sci-fi 
freaks in town and 'they're weird, just weird' " that latter quotat
ion coming from a hotel chambermaid I believe.

At the con itself it's impossible to stop a reporter from 
coming up with just the sort of evidence he or she is looking for to 
justify an image of sf and sf fans as juvenile. There are always 
enough social misfits wandering around in odd garb, under titles 
like Yngvi the Magnificent who are stupid enough to think that get
ting a picture in the paper making a fool of themselves is a mark 
of achievement. As long as there's more silly-season yuk-yuk ap
peal in printing some maladjusted maladroit claiming "Mr Spock 
is my whole life! " than a serious attempt at explaining either sf or 
the phenomenon of fandom, we're going to get the sort of coverage 
we've always had. It almost seems that trying to laugh about it is 
as much as we can do.

In the lettercol, Darrell Schweitzer says we should avoid 
publicity, but that'.s damn hard to do. Even if a worldcon were to 
refuse to grant press passes, they couldn't stop a reporter from 
talking to people who were in public areas of the hotel, and would 
merely antagonise the reporter into writing an even harsher con
demnation of the con than he or she might otherwise have done. 
The thing to do is to try and control the image shown the press, 
but as long as fans are fans the degree of that control will always 

There is a word for Maya 11: that word is 
I*M*P*R*E*S*S*I*V*E! In fact, it is now 
indelibly inscribed at the very top of the list 
I'm keeping for next year's FAAn Awards in 
the Best Single Issue category. I'll be sur

prised if anyone publishes a better fanzine this year.
Having been the lucky recipient of a Harry Bell colour 

painting I can almost envision what this cover must look like in the 
original. Although it is interesting in black and white, the repro
duction undoubtedly does not do it justice. Inside, the artwork is 
all delightful, including the cartoons by Jim Barker who is sort of 
like an English Phil Foglio: good graphic sense coupled with a fine

before it was printed, actually; and 
the printers did a pretty accurate 
job. And as Jim Barker is Scottish, 
better not say "English" too often! 
Otherwise (blush) what can I say?)) 

And then, of course, there is the layout. 
Now I wouldn't say your layout was good but 
yours was the first fanzine that I've ever 
heard Derek Carter, commercial artist, 
fanartist and the harshest critic of fanart 
and fanzines I know, describe as having 
"bloody good" layout. You must be doing 
something right!
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be less than is necessary to. ensure a good image in the media. 
Torcon did its best, introducing reporters to literate and intellig
ent fans and pros, but our efforts were subverted by the behaviour 
of the fan masses and the preconceptions of the reporters who wer 
were covering the event. One or two good serious stories resulted, 
but the main image was still the 1940s one of Zap, Zap! Atomic 
Bay Passe with Fiends (the headline at Torcon 1 in the big local 
paper).

A trufan wouldn't let little things like expense, time-lag 
and subtle differences between English and whatever barbaric ton
gue they use in the US deter him/her from contributing to overseas 
fanzines, Dave Wixon. If you're interested enough in getting in
volved, it's not all that hard to do. A few cents for a copy of Peter 
Roberts'-Little Gem Guide (mentioned periodically in major US 
newszines), a few more cents for subscriptions, or some witty 
begging letters to the people listed therein, and you're in. If you 
want to be. But the fan who sits back and waits to be invited in is 
going to have a looooong wait!

Considerate though it was of Phil Stephensen-Payne to won
der at my lack of professional success when faced with the over
whelming evidence of my writing ability, I must mildly protest his 
conclusion. I am one of the very few sf writers who has never re
ceived a professional rejection slip and has sold 100% of his sub
mitted fiction. I ask you, is this a lack of professional success? 
Now why should I jeopardize that record by trying to write a sec
ond story? (Besides, I'm too short to be a second-story man...)

I also once tried to write an article on scotch but I found 
the words wouldn't stay formed for very long and I'd forget what 
I'd been saying, so I switched back to paper.

I too produce fanzines as a sort of competition, but as 
competition with myself, not with other faneds. Since it's painfully 
self-evident that a great many people can write better than I and 
as many others handle layout better and some can publish prettier 
and fancier fanzines, I see little point in competing with them. But 
I enjoy pitting myself against myself, attempting to exceed my 
own best achievements and striving to use my talents to the very 
best advantage. Even if I lose that competition, I can still feel 
good about it.

Your editorial is fine indeed, and it pretty well captures 
why I enjoy Maya so much. Time, inclination, background all mit
igate against my being able to feel really at home with heavy ser- 
con writing. The best of the sere on crew (Doug Barbour, Susan 
Wood etc) can temporarily overcome my own limitations through 
their writing skill and the passion they bring to what they do, but 
I'm still happier and much more at ease with writing like Pete 
Weston and Bob Shaw contribute to this issue. If writing about 
people is a road to being remembered, then Maya 11 has just 
achieved a form of immortality.

Ian Garbutt,
that there's even more mention of booze in 
this issue; the pages almost reek of it, in 
fact. Not everyone in fandom can be an al
coholic (can they).
And now for the real nitty gritty: the article

he said shall we.

explosion'; but let's be generous and say it's travelling at 
|c. At that speed relativistic time-dilatation is 10?, but 
it still takes them around 8 years per planet, or 200 years 
per series. Barbara Bain would be a rather wrinkled ro
bot by then, I fear, unless they have ageing control and 
have just forgotten to mention it.

If politicians and TV personalities reacted in the 
way you have to the sort of lampooning Bob directed at 
Space: 1999, they'd be laughed out of public life in no time, 
With friends like you, the show doesn't really need enem
ies. And I note that something funny has happened to the 
show's popularity which has resulted in the second series 
not being shown here. The viewing public must have more 
taste than I thought! I suspect everybody's getting tired of 
the show, including Maya readers; certainly no opinions 
will be changed by discussion here at this late stage.))

Paula Gold, 
PO Box 743, 
Cincinnati, 
Ohio 45291, 
USA.

Such a marvelous zine! By far my favourite item is 
Bob Shaw's The Return of the Backyard Spaceship. 
Every time someone shows up at my door, I've 
been sitting them down and making them read the 
thing. My copy of Maya is understandably worn now. 
One thing that Shaw's article did for me (and I’ll

hate him forever for it), I actually went out of my way to watch 
Space: 1999. Gad! what a hideous show. About the only thing the 
show has going for itself is that it is such a farce; I admit that I 
did do a considerable amount of giggling, though. In any event, I 
doubt that I will take the time to watch it again.

((I suppose I'm being a bit unfair on Ian Garbutt in printing 
your piece immediately below his, Paula, but I couldn't 
resist it, because it shows Ian (and others) the diversity 
of opinion on any subject, Space: £19, 99p included, that 
one does best by respecting other people's opinions, and 
that the best answer to a little bit of gentle lampooning is 
not to come on all self-righteous about it.

Ian's letter wasn't all adverse, by the way; he did 
admit that he quite enjoyed most of Maya 11.))

Jim Barker,
218 Haugh St., 
Falkirk FK2 7QX, 
Central Scotland.

You really know how to embarrass a guy, 
don't you. I've been sitting around for hours 
trying to think up a reply to you that won't 
make me sound a smug big head or a syco
phant. I probably still haven't succeeded,

but thanks for letting me know about all those egoboosting quotes
in your letter.

((I wrote to Jim about the end of September and told him
just what people thought of his art in Maya 11!))

I've come down from the ceiling and 
the doc says that if I keep applying 
Vaseline the self-satisfied grin sh
ould go away eventually. Seriously, 
this is the first real feedback I've 
had to my work (fannish or profess
ional) and I'm extremely pleased it's 
been so favourable.

Ever since you published that 
bit about "instant art” I've been de
luged by fanzines. Being buried al
ive under a mountain of zines isn't a 
bad way to go but as I keep saying 
I'd rather be impaled on Ursula Un
dress. I'm doing my dinger trying 
to contribute/loc them. I'd better 
run out to the corner shop for a new 
packet of Instant Art.

I noted with a certain amount of distaste
Brenachoile Lodge, 
Loch Katrine, 
By Aberfoyle, 
Scotland.

(?) by Bob Shaw where several derogatory comments are made 
about a certain TV programme called Space: 1999. I found these 
"criticisms" not only unjustified but unbelievably stupid, and it is 
obvious that Mr. Shaw will stoop to anything to uphold his reputa
tion as a "funny man". Let's just take a look at a few of the things

"... I never found out what propelled the moon out of the 
solar system. All I know is it must have been one hell of a power
ful explosion, because they reach a different planet every week, 
and if you grant a high density of stars — say they're about four 
light-years apart — that means the moon is belting along at 200 
times the speed of light! "

For goodness sake! Just because the programme was 
shown every Thursday night at 7pm doesn't mean to say that one 
actual week has passed in the show. Mr. Shaw's powers of reas
oning are incredible.

((The punctuation is Ian's.
. .1 found these 'criticisms' not only unjustified

but unbelievably stupid.. . " unquote. Hmmmm.
For a start, Ian, let's look again at the mathemat

ics of the explosion which kicked the Moon out of the solar 
system. Even were the Moon travelling at five miles an 
hour, it would have been pushed by "one hell of a powerful



Arnie Katz, The latest Maya arrived just in time to
59 Livingston St., chase those "no worldcon” blues away, and 
Apt. 6B, it was, I think, your most enjoyable issue
Brooklyn, yet. You've had more success than anyone
N.Y. 11201, USA. else so far at wedding the medium of photo 

offset to the "message" of the fannish fan
zine. Beardmutterings was a noble effort in a similar direction 
some years ago, but I don't think rich brown had quite enough art 
to explore fully the potential of offset (though the art he did have 
was uniformly excellent).

Have I overlooked Jim Barker? Either I've been dense for 
not having noticed his fine cartooning talent before this, or else 
you've sprung a major new artist on the Maya readership. His ill
ustrations, particularly for Pete Weston's column, were really 
wonderful. I'm sure I'm not the only fanzine editor who's salivat
ing at the prospect of getting some of Jim's work for my own fan
zine.

((No, you're not. They're howling round Jim's door like a 
pack of wolves at the moment; He's feeling a bit snowed 
under. And yes, this is the first time Jim's contributed to 
a major fannish fanzine; though he has worked for a fair 
number of sercon zines with purely English distribution.)) 

Unlike my old ehum Pete Weston, I encountered fanzines before 
meeting their perpetrators face to face. As a result, I developed 
a lofty image of my fellow hobbyists, and it was quite a blow when 
I discovered the gap between paper illusions and fleshly reality. 
I've often thought that Francis Towner Laney's extreme insurgent- 
ism derived, at least partially, from this kind of disillusionment. 
The more pride one takes in one's cynicism, the less kindly one 
takes to being fooled. No one could have lived up to Laney's utop
ian vision of fandom which he conceived when most of his contacts 
were on paper, and his often brilliant writings show a continuing 
inability to come to grips with the fact that fans have about the 
same measure of good and bad points as the rest of the population.

I vividly recall the night my own "fannish education” really 
began. I was sitting amid the squalor of some fan apartment beside 
the mentor of my fannish youth, rich brown. As we sat there, 
looking around at our fellow fans, rich turned to me and said, 
"Well, Arnie, now you're seeing the seamy underside of fandom. " 
I was dubious about the lurid picture of fandom which he painted in 
our conversations over the following weeks and months, but an 
additional dozen years of fan experience has shown me that he was,, 
if anything, letting me down easy.

((But you're still around, and you've loved every minute
(well, nearly) of it, right?))

1 JcWH
a brand-new name.

Humans have been given only limited amounts of space and 
time to work out their lives in, and it is in fact impossible for 
any fan to get to know every other fan — at least these days, when 
we're beginning to overflow the facilities! So no blame lies when 
one tends to deal with a smaller group — it's a necessary and very 
human practice. But it looks like exclusion, and to some extent 
it is.

Reading over Mike Glicksohn's letter, I realize a clarific
ation I must make: I, too, don't state (the "key club" thing) that 
SF fans are more intelligent than the mundanes — I mean that they 
generally demonstrate a sort of intellectual and spiritual liveliness 
that is particularly enjoyable to one like me who has spent so much 
of life with people whose concerns were solely with job-kids-TV- 
booze... There's life in us! So I'm not dealing in intelligence, but 
in an attitude towards life.

((I know what you mean! Though perhaps Angus Taylor 
wouldn't agree...))

Angus Taylor, 
Fleerde 34, 
Bylmermeer, 
Amsterdam, 
Netherlands.

ation of real life.

You point out that fiction gives one life second
hand, and, I suppose, criticism of sf tells one 
about life — well, from a similar distance, at 
least. You point out how valuable, by contrast, 
are real life experiences. To all of which I can 
only say, in the main: I agree, I agree! But from

this fact you infer that fandom and fannish experiences are some 
how more important, more valuable, more educational than liter
ary experiences. Here I don't agree. And that's because I think 
you've confused fandom with real life, or at least with the distill

((You've read more into my editorial than I intended; I 
wasn't advising people to read fannish fanzines in prefer
ence to the whole of literature, but simply in preference 
to sf discussion fanzines (with particular reference to the 
less inspiring ones!).))

To me it seems that in the main, fandom is not real life, but a 
retreat from real life.

Now, before I go on with this horrible bit of heresy, let me 
say that I'm not criticising fans from on high. This criticism is 
directed at myself, too. It's only because I'm involved myself that 
I've been thinking about the subject. I'm not a fannish fan, but I've 
been on the periphery of fandom for a few years and I've read and 
written for a lot of fanzines. So I'm not a complete outsider. But 
I do have my doubts. My doubts about the Great God Science Fict
ion and the Holy Church of Fandom. And they've been increasing.

Here's my heresy: I've come to the reluctant conclusion 
that science fiction is not the mind-expanding literature we've 
been led to believe — in fact it's not much more than a ghetto, and 
fandom not much more than a ghetto within a ghetto. The sf field 
is rotten through and through, despite Harlan Ellison's juvenile 
hyperbole to the contrary.

((Wha? Harlan spends a lot of his time telling sf fans not 
to be such idiots and that the genre is too confining, and 
that writers need to get out of sf! See his superb interview 
in Vector 75.))

And fans — I think it's not hard to demonstrate — are mostly peo
ple who were social misfits when young, intelligent probably, but 
shy and awkward, kids who felt left out of things, who felt "diff
erent" or neglected. They latched on to groups of others through 
this particular literature they were all reading. And then, finding 
others like themselves, and a sense of belonging, they tended to 
lose some of their awkwardness and start enjoying themselves.

Dave Wixon, It's almost as if there are two diametrically
343 E.19th St., 8B, opposed views of what fandom should be. 
Minneapolis, One view might be termed "idealistic" — it
MN. 55404, USA. seeks wider contacts, virtual proselytisat- 

ion. In my own sphere of contact, this has 
seemed to take the form of wanting to see fandom as a classic de
mocracy — with consequent horror at the development of "cliques” 
or "ingroupishness". These people don't like the very idea of the 
existence of Big Names...

Meanwhile, other fans have found in fandom things they ne
ver had before: status and friends. Some of these fen will then 
become overly protective — virtually tribal. I know some who are 
loudly contemptuous of newcomers to their "domain".

In the middle (which is where all good things seem to gra
vitate!) are, I hope, the vast majority of fen: people who have 
found place and kinship, and who have made special friends and 
contacts — but who will still make the new guy welcome (as long 
as he's not too pushy and it doesn't happen to be one of those bad 
days...).

What I'm trying to do here, Rob, is negate a feeling I my
self get after re-reading my last letter to you — a feeling that I'm 
railing at some sort of favouritism system. I don't mean to give 
that impression: I'm trying to explain why it seems that way (and 
perhaps, a little, bemoaning the necessity...). I am in fact cert
ain that some fen do get a bit of preferential treatment in some 
quarters — but that is not necessarily a bad thing. There are val
id reasons why Gllcksohn and Warner get printed everywhere they 
write: they have interesting things to say; they say them well; and 
— perhaps most importantly — they're already widely-known: peo
ple can get into a letter from someone they've heard of, know, or 
know of, much more easily than into a letter from a total stranger,
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Now I'm not criticising this getting-together. In itself it's 

fine. But fandom seems'so incestuous. Here are all these really 
quite intelligent and potentially creative people, enmeshed in the 
their private comfortable little world — kidding themselves that 
they are really an elite who know more about the workings of the 
universe than ordinary mortals. Did you ever wonder why outsid
ers — joui’nalists, etc. — tend to see fans as a bunch of nuts?

The point that bothers me, I think, is that most of us fans 
_could be doing so much more with our talents and our intelligence 
if we wanted to. Rob, you talk about experiencing life first-hand, 
but I feel that's exactly what most fans are trying to^avoid — al
though they kid themselves otherwise. And I don't exclude myself 
fromthis criticism.

One of my brothers once asked me why I read so much fic
tion when the real world was so much more interesting. I didn't 
have a good answer for him then, and I don't now. But I'm begin
ning to see his point of view. All the stories in science fiction, or 
any kind of fiction, are but pale reflections of the story of the 
world itself — a story so big it can never be exhausted, endlessly 
fascinating — and one in which we all participate, to greater or 
lesser degree, and with more or less consciousness. The world 
of sf and sf fandom is but a minute corner of this real world — 
this real story to top all stories.

I don't mean to knock everything about sf, or sf fans. Sf is 
one of my principal addictions, and one I doubt I'll be able to kick. 
There are a lot of good people in fandom. Clever, talented, sin
cere, friendly people. But are they making the most of themselv
es? Are they part of the real world, or just living in their own 
comfortable fantasies? Are you part of the real world? Am_I?

((We're all part of the real world, Angus. It's compulsory. 
But some people like it better than others; and how anyone 
sees fandom in relation to the real world — as a retreat, a 
"distillation", or simply a part of it — depends very much 
on that person's own attitude. If there's one thing Maya has 
proved, it's that there are nearly as many attitudes to fan
dom as there are people in it. If your attitude leads you to 
think that there are dangers and barriers between fandom 
and the real world, then that's how it'll be for you, but_I 
don't need to see it that way too. One brings one's attitudes 
to whatever one does; I suspect that if you were a stamp 
collector, Angus, you'd be worried that you were seeing it 
as a retreat from the real world. If you're worried about 
retreating from life, you'll see fandom as a potential re
treat; but if you go into it with your eyes still open to the 
rest of the real world, there'll be no need to say "Horrors 
— I'm retreating from the real world! " Total absorption 
in books or fanzines leading to less attention being paid to 
the "real world" (i.e. things that aren't written) is danger
ous, but total absorption in an active "real" life without 
reading is a denial of the distilled experiences of our cul
ture. I think we're agreed that both sides of life contribute 
valuably to the richnesses of experience.))

Brian Griffin,
17 Kitchener St., 
Walney,
Barrow-in-Furness, 
Cumbria LA14 3QW.

Eureka! I've been reading Jung's Memories, 
Dreams, Reflections; and in section 2 of 
chapter 12 he starts on about the relation
ship existing between secret societies and 
the Individuation process. The striking thing 
is that he seems precisely to be describing

fandom. He sees the Secret Society as a secondary stage, a via 
media between -the collective (which has become unbearable in its 
demands) and the stark realities of purely individual development. 
Secret Societies can be a trap for the weak and lazy; but "it would 
be wrong to regard this intermediary stage as (essentially) a trap. 
On the contrary, for a long time to come it will represent the only 
possible form of existence for the individual. To call for further 
steps along the road to autonomy appears like arrogance or hubris, 
fantasticality, or simply folly.” (p.375, Fontana edn.)

He's got it! By God, he's got it!

Jeff Hecht,
54 Newell Rd., 
Auburndale, 
MA 02166, USA.

I think first of Olaf Stapledon. Star Maker and Last and 
First Men, for example, don't properly have any characters. Yes, 
they are about people, but about the ebb and flow of history form
ed by people as groups, not about individuals as characters, The 
subject is the nature of humanity, but the form is not concerned 
with individuals. Instead he's writing future history in an almost 
pure form, not really bothering about story and plot.

((Okay, then, "most". The exception proving the rule?)) 
Along with Pete Weston's article, the editorial also brings up 
another question/ldea: Do fans rely on their contact with other 
fans for their experiences in abnormal psychology ?

Pete, for example, gives me the impression that he grew 
up in a world of dull, normal (if there is such a thing) people, and 
that fandom revealed to him a world of healthily crazy people that 
he'd been searching for.

Perhaps I've just been sheltered from the "sanity" of the 
"normal" world, but I've generally been considered a relatively 
sane member of my family. That remark must be put in context 
by providing a few examples.

There's my aunt who works in the mental hospital. She 
collects things. She doesn't just collect rare stamps — she coll
ects (or used to) every stamp that came into the house. She saves 
paper bags. We stayed with her the summer I was 16, and she 
had two barrels full of paper bags in the basement. This, by the 
way, was before ecology. She collected shoes — dozens of pairs.

((One of these days I'll write a fanarticle on my family.
No I won't, I'll write a book. Or maybe a series.))

There's my grandfather, who was very annoyed when he was fired 
from his last job when he was 90. He was apparently quite a "lad
ies' man" until well into his 70s, At 92, the intensity has dimin
ished a bit, but he's still working at it. No, I don't mind my cra
zy relatives; in fact I cherish their craziness. But I get the de
pressing Impression that most of my friends would be lucky to 
have one such in their families. In fact, many of my friends are 
busily trying to be the family nut, and most of these seem to be 
succeeding.

Lynne Holdom, 
P. O. Box 5, 
Pompton Lakes,

Obviously SF has to be about people. I could 
care less about reading a technical manual with 
cardboard characters. This is the reason I've

N.J. 07442, USA..never liked Clarke. But so much of SF that con
centrates on character, deals with characters

that I wouldn't want to know either in person or in print. So much 
of Silverberg's writing falls in that category. I don't want to read 
about psychotics and I loathe people who are continually feeling 
sorry for themselves. Nor am I fond of extremely decadent folk — 
there Jessica makes a true distinction in her letter. Dyan in The 
Heritage of Hastur is a villain but he is also a tragic figure, and 
he can be noble. I wish writers would learn that characterisation 
doesn't consist of portraying cads and heels. People can be noble 
and bear tragedy in dignity but to read some writers you'd never 
know it.

This is not a problem entirely unique to SF. It is even 
more true in mainstream literature. What I'm asking for are cha
racters somewhere between the sweetness and light of Barbara

I liked your editorial — it did what an editorial 
should do, give persuasive opinions. For a long 
time I did indeed feel persuaded, but then a nag
ging "but" began flitting about in the back of my 
mind. Most of the best sf about people, sure,

but all? Somehow I don't see that.



Cartland and the typical Ellison or Silverberg protagonists. An 
EE Smith hero bores quickly because he has no faults, but modern 
heroes (?) have no virtues. Most of us mere mortals are a mixt
ure in varying degrees. You mention that you were a medical stu
dent — well, someone entirely selfish, someone like a typical 
Silverberg hero, would be'practising solely for the rich and prob
ably have left Britain.

Yes, a writer does do better if they write about what they 
have experienced, but obviously one does not commit murder to 
write a murder mystery. I certainly don't want to go through a di
vorce just to write about it. But one reason beginning writers 
write pointless books that philosophize about the pointlessness and 
unfairness of existence is that they haven't experienced much else. 
Now I have had both good times and bad and have learned that bad 
times don't last forever, so I can bear them a bit better.

29 
Vonnegut — so we can afford to be elitist and say that if someone 
isn't intelligent enough to see beyond the garish and misleading 
facade of book covers and television programmes then we don't 
want them in our "ghetto" anyway. Yah boo sucks!

The Guardian may use the term "science fiction" as an in
sult, but then, when it describes something as being like science 
fiction don't we all know what it means ? It means that the some
thing in question is unrealistically fantastic, and I'm sure I would 
have no difficulty reeling off a long list of classic sf books that are 
unrealistically fantastic. Incidentally, not too long ago the Guard
ian reported on the Star Trek fan phenomenon with at least as' 
much sympathy as we show it. Indeed, thinking of the ghettos we 
have constructed within sf for comix (see Rob Hansen's letter) and 
Trekkies I am reminded of something about throwing the first 
stone.

But if sf is marked off from the rest of literature, if the 
boundary is marked by however flimsy a barrier, does it prevent 
people getting in? Hardly, considering the boom sf has been going 
through rece'ntly; someone must be reading the stuff and they can't 
all have been fans since the year • . So does it stop people getting 
out? If so no one told me. I still read not infrequently the works of 
William Golding and Len Deighton, Nikos Kazantzakis and James 
Michener, Gerald Durrell and Mary Renault et al. So how does 
this distinction hurt us? As far as I can see the only answer can 
be in our pride — we imagine people outside sf laughing at us, and 
it hurts our self respect. But if that's all it is, then I'm not wor
ried. If people want to laugh at me let them, it does me no harm 
and the gods won't be able to accuse me of hubris. If people choo
se to ignore sf or look down on it because they consider it inferior 
let them, it's their hard luck. I see no reason why I should pro
selytise to people who don't want to be converted, after all sf isn't 
some deep and eternal truth.

So let them (whoever 'they' are) continue shoring up the 
ghetto walls if they want to, they're only locking themselves out 
and not us in, and they'll be working from now to forever and back 
just to find and fill in the gaps that keep appearing. And while they 
are bothering about the boundaries they're not going to be too con
cerned with what's beyond those boundaries — which is perhaps 
no bad thing.

But I see from your editorial that I must apologise for 
writing sercon stuff about sf which is inferior to fannish stuff ab
out people. Well you can see from the above that I don't go too 
much for drawing divisions between types of writing. As far as 
I'm concerned something is either fact or fiction, good or bad, but 
the divisions are merely leanings towards one end of an axis or 
the other. Now it may be that the more concern with people a 
piece of writing shows the more likely it is to lean to the better 
end of the good-bad axis, but this is no hard and fast rule.

Your prejudice against reviews, for a start, is ill-found
ed; they can be as good as any other piece of writing and have a 
far wider reference than the ephemeral moment, which perhaps 
explains why they are frequently included in collections of essays. 
Furthermore, since no one can hope to experience all that the 
world has to offer, books and newspapers can be valuable sources 
of inspiration as well as information.

Most importantly, however, though observation and know
ledge of other people is as important as any other research a wri
ter needs to do, in the end the writer turns to his own resources 
— how pain feels to him, how his emotions affect him. The reason 
of course is that we know far more about what it is like to live in 
our own bodies than what it is like to be someone else; and we 
write about what we know most about.

((Agreed, entirely. Spellbinding letter.
I'll take a look at personal resources, the well

springs of experience, etc etc, in my second editorial at 
the end of the lettercolumn; the only point I'd like to make 
here is that I'm not prejudiced against reviews. I find crit
icism and analysis of any form of literature valuable and 
informative provided it is of high quality. My editorial 
last issue should have pointed out that really insightful 
analysis is of great value; but you will probably agree that 
bad book reviews (short plot-summaries) are less inter
esting than bad fannish material as the humanity in the 
book has been left behind, often; bad fannish material re
tains its humanity. I was simply trying to remind some of ■ 
the more academically minded critics in fandom to look up 
from their books occasionally. You needn't worry there, 
PauL Nor need Doug Barbour. ))

Paul Kincaid, Turning to the letter column I discover the
20 Sherborne Rd., perennial problem of the walls of our ghetto
Middleton, crumbling too slowly for most people's sat-
Manchester, isfaction. Joseph Nicholas, indeed, seems
M24 3EH. surprised to discover that our ghetto walls

have been built by those outside the ghetto.
I thought it was axiomatic (thinking back to the Jews in Russia and 
the Warsaw Ghetto during the Second World War) that ghettos are 
built by those outside, and that it is only the pride of the inhabit
ants of the ghetto that makes them insist that that is the way they 
prefer it.

But I would question whether sf really is in a ghetto in the 
first place. The only boundary that exists is that some things are 
labelled sf and some aren't, but that boundary is flexible and not 
restrictive, it doesn't prevent outsiders getting in or insiders 
getting out. And if that is what you want to call a ghetto then fine, 
but. don't expect me to be in any all-fired hurry to tear down the 
walls.

Now I may admit that these walls exist — made of rubber, 
of indeterminate extent and not high enough to foil the efforts of a 
determined one year old though they may be — but what harm are 
they doing us ? Some publisher may decide to litter the cover of 
his sf books with spaceships and bug-eyed monsters, the same 
publisher may put naked women on the cover of a detective novel 
or Commie brutes torturing a pretty girl on the cover of a spy 
thriller — we're not the only ones suffering from stereotyped im
ages. But that doesn't stop people buying books regardless of the 
cover. On television Space: 1999 is rubbish, but so is 90? of ev
erything else on the box so why regard it as' a personal slight? 
Because we watch Kojak must we imagine that the genre isn't wide 
enough to encompass at one extreme Agatha Christie and at the 
other Len Deighton? Does Rich Man Poor Man automatically excl
ude the works of William Golding or Nikos Kazantzakis or Alexan
der Solzhenitsyn or William Harrison Ainsworth or Muriel Spark 
or any of a multitude of writers from among the ranks of novels?

The writers haven't been frightened away from our little 
enclave -r witness Pynchon's Gravity's Rainbow, Barth's Giles, 
Goat Boy or Golding's novella Envoy Extraordinary among others 
— nor have our writers failed to win recognition oufside — Aldiss, 
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Martin Ricketts,
2 Whitecroft Way,’ 
Kings wood, 
Bristol BS15 2YN.

((In the battle to establish SF's literary 
antecedents:))
It may not be any good starting in with 
learned references to Hugo Gernsback 
(which will no doubt prompt the startled 

question "Who!?'.') but it may be of some use to quote respected 
mainstream authors. I'm thinking in particular of E. M. Forster
and his references to fantasy (which apply equally well to SF,
since he talks of — in a lecture delivered in 1927! — a 'fantasy
prophecy' axis. Those who dislike fantasy, he says, should not be 
accused of poverty of imagination merely because they are unwill
ing 'to pay the extra fee' demanded by this branch of fiction be
yond the ordinary demands of story, character and plot.

Forster also differentiates between what he calls the few 
tiue-scholars and the great number of pseudo-scholars. It is inter
esting how ready true-scholars of literature — using Forster's 
definition — are to accept SF's potential as serious literature. 
Anthony Burgess is a perfect example.

((So E. M. Forster apparently knew there was value for 
prophetic literature before Hugo Gernsback had even got 
properly going. Hmmm. That's one in the eye for those 
who insist that SF is fifty years old this year.))

The ACH school (what a beautiful new word for that type of SF — a 
little less gosh-wow than OOH! and it doesn't quite deserve the 
harsh judgement of UGH!) of SF exists not as a gateway on the road 
to addiction, as you so picturesquely put it, but for itself: it's 
part of the 'old-wave' tradition — it provides for an interest in 
technology and gimmickry and space-travel; and who's to say there 
is anything wrong with that? The only things that I personally have 
against it is that it largely eschews any substantial examination of 
humanity in relation to those things. This, I fear, is an argument 
that will never be settled; it's like the search for the ever-elusive 
definition of SF: you read the kind of SF that will give you what
ever you want out of SF.

((That's twice now that you've encroached on the main arg
ument of Chris Priest's review this issue, Martin. Clever 
of you. Let's see what everybody says next time.)) 

Doug Barbour, 
10808 75th Ave.-, 
Edmonton,
Alberta,
Canada T6E 1K2.

up here he wouldn't have had all that trouble, would never have

I am, who am I to judge? And yet, and yet, that book Pete could

ories, or to Peter Weston recalling his past. I enjoy, often delight 
in, the lettercol because there, everybody comes on personal-like, 
even when they're talking about books. It's a good lettercol, & the 
fact that you get as many good responses as you do is one of the 
most obvious signs that your zine is a fine one. I think if I had to 
put it on the line for posterity I would say that a zine lives or dies 
by its lettercol — the only possible exception being a personalzine 
like Susan Wood's Amor, but it's a goddamn letter all in itself 
anyway — and Maya is alive and well and living in readers' hands 
all over the place. What more could you ask? What more could I?

We also heard from a lot of people who made Interesting short 
comments and points. Like:
Denny Lien: ”#10 was read soon upon arrival (the rival later got 

up and walked away and I had to finish reading it upon attable).. 
... I would note that I found Shaw's tale of sex and boredom in 
a great Canadian metropolis very enjoyable; not that I claim to 
be all that familiar with sex, boredom, or Canada, you under
stand. (I sublimate my Canadian urges by visiting boredom in 
the summer, but it gets sexy after a while). ... I am not sure 
how to take Jerry Kaufman's claim that Minneapolis fandom is 
'individual and slightly bizarre', except to note that we shall 
have to try a bit harder. ... I have read #11 too, and well 
worth it; Peter Weston's memories of his discovery of fandom, 
even the second time around came close to bringing tears to my 
eyes. I'm not sure whether to be envious, or glad that my own 
introduction was much more drawn-out and less anecdotal. Very 
very nice."

Keith Freeman: "My only (faintly) bad reaction was to Peter West
on's article; for some reason this left a slightly nasty taste in 
my mouth. Why? I'm not sure: seemed, perhaps, to be making 
fun of tlie afflicted? Perhaps it's just that Peter Weston rubs 
me up the wrong way and consequently I start off in the wrong 
frame of mind." ((Probably...))

Alison Lowe: "Slice of Life also had a touch of sadness, but then 
most lives do, and this only served to enhance it.”

Tom Perry: "Pete Weston's description Of the "Lovecraftian" 
route to the toilet behind the gloomy Victorian mansion reminds 
me that this was one aspect of the mythos not mentioned by the 
Master, so far as I can recall. I wonder if it would be different 
today, what with the changes in standards and all. Perhaps one 
of the disciples will explore this area, telling us of the loath
some loo of Cthulhu, the terrible toilets of Innsmouth, the ac
cursed outhouse out of space, the fearsome flushing in the 
witch-house, and so on. Now that I think of it maybe that ex
plains why everyone is always shuddering so in legend-haunted 
Arkham,— like Pete and his friends, they have to go in the 
worst possible way but can't quite face the horror, the dread 
horror. If only they would pee and get off the plot."

Tim C. Marion: "You know, you really ought to put more of your
self in your zine, or your editorial at the front, ’or whatever. 
Just the other day, at the Worldcon, a group of us were dis
cussing this. One person had just picked up a copy of Maya 11 
from the hucksters' room. "Who is it that edits May a ?" I asked 
— "I dunno, I forget, " the other two answered, and the one with 
the copy went fishing through the issue. "Uh... Pete Weston," 
we all chimed, seeing the name in bold print on the second 
page, then frowned simultaneously. "Pete Weston?" we thought, 

((Sorry, won't do it again!))
Steve Sneyd: "Doubtless millions of your readers have already 

supplied the info re the Magritte pic Bob Shaw was trying to lo
cate, but as a belt and braces man will do it again..."

((No, you were the first; but Joseph Nicholas and Ian Cov
ell followed you; thanks to them too.))

"He may have used that particular image of broken glass with 
landscape on several times, as he did many other images, but 
the one I remember is the Domaine of Arnheim one where the 
landscape is a mountain with eagle's head for peak (the 1949 
one; he did another Domaine in 1962, but that had a nest with 
eggs on the ledge at the front, instead of the broken glass with 
part of the landscape on." ((Ian Covell mentions that the picture 
was in a Pan/Ballantine edition, David Larkin ed., 1972.))

John Steward: "It was a great joy to be able to savour again Bob 
Shaw's Return of the Backyard Spaceship as heard at Mancon 5. 
Unfortunately, of course, it is impossible to reproduce Bob's 
beautiful delivery in cold print, and also the incredible suspen
se engendered in the audience by his frequent trips to the black

Another lovely issue. So what else is new? 
Pete Weston, Walt Willis, even Bob Shaw 
in a way, though not anywhere near as deep
ly as in his memories of taxi-driving in 
Calgary (as an Edmontonian I could have toll 
told him he had the wrong city in Alberta;

been able to help fill Maya 10, might not have been able to write 
Ground Zero Man — but his karma would have been a lot better), 
go far to support your argument that the important fmz writing is 
about people. And pore lil bookreviewer and sometime critic that 

n't wait to read, Damon Knight's In Search of Wonder, which is 
still marvelous reading, all over again, is essentially book-re- 
views/pum criticism. As are both of James Blish's books as Will
iam Atheling Jr. Such writing, especially by such writers (among 
whom I'd include Judith Merril and Algis Budrys (I'm in good 
company here, for Barry Malzberg also likes the latter), and Jo
anna Russ at least) is exciting, rooted in the personal, & yet int
ellectually stimulating, and that's why it is very worth reading. 
All of those people, of course, also write sf, & thus also write 
even more out of their experience. Your point perhaps? Well yes. 
But what can I do? I can't tell stories very well anyway, and the 
few I know are about Canlit, an even smaller turf than sf and fan
dom. (& besides only Susan Wood would understand a dig at Van
couver literary soirees).

I do believe I'd like to hear Bob Shaw give a speech, & I'd 
even more like to join him in the bar afterwards. Especially after 
he said something so nice to me. I'll take him and Ursula Le Guin 
anytime over those who didn't like my piece. But I will allow Jo
seph Nicholas his point, sort of. Mine was that I wanted it to be a 
digression precisely because, though a litcrit sort, I am aware of 
how such categorisation can get in the way, & yet, somehow, some 
kind of categorisation is perhaps necessaiy (remember Old Wave 
and New Wave?). But what I wanted to do, & even achieved for 
Shaw & Le Guin, was to communicate my enthusiastic delight in 
what Tiptree's writing did to me! After all, delight is one of the 
things that holds us all together. I delight in listening (that's how 
it feels) to Bob Shaw reminisce and propose outrageous punny the



board to add another line to the mysterious drawing which even- 
. tually turned out to be the diagram on page 9,"
Sydney J, Bounds: "I agree with your editorial, in general terms, 

but... there are such things as biographies, you know. "
Joseph Nicholas: "What we're after is acceptance for SF — the 

literature — not fandom. Once the former becomes respected, 
then we will no longer be derided as freaks."

Richard Brandt: "Britain is fine in '79. I don't know what this 
says about the rest of the time. "

(( It isn't bad then either; ))

We also also heard from: Alyson Abramowitz, Brian Aldiss, Paul 
Anderson* (2), Jennifer Bankier, Jim Barker++, R.I, Barycz*,  
George Barnett, Alan R. Bechtold, W, Ritchie Benedict*,  Eric 
Benteliffe, K. Allen Bjorke, Pam Boat*.  Alan L. Bostick* (2), 
lanR. Butterworth, Allyn Cadogan (2), Ian Covell*,  Don D'Am- 
massa, Jim Darroch, C.D. Doyle, Graham England*++,  Don Fit
ch, George Flynn, Gil Gaier, David Griffin, John N. Hall, Mich
ael Hamilton (2), Rob Hansen, Bill Harry, Hank Heath, David 
Higgins, Arthur D, Hlavaty, Dicky Howett, Gary Hubbard, Terry 
Hughes, Ben P. Indick*,  Fred Jakobcic*.  Terry Jeeves, Robin

(*) Me, 1977, as far as I know.

Some amateur epistemology by Ye Editor
"Faces and words: the flimsy bridges between souls. " (*)

The Heal Illusion
When I look back through the lettercolumn I've just edited and 

pasted-up, I can see a few conclusions emerging, and they 
may or may not join to form part of a larger whole, like 

headlands seen through mist that might prove to be either separ
ate islands or a single jagged shoreline.

The first point is that I've tried to edit it so that a theme 
recurs; that theme is the value of different facets of personal ex
perience. Which is what I was beginning to examine in my edit
orial last issue, though in my usual blinkered way I was only look
ing properly at one side of the question.

Secondly, I've noticed that almost everybody has something 
to say to me (naturally, or I wouldn't have chosen their pieces out 
of something' like twenty times as much written material sent to 
me in letters) and even in what I didn't print, never mind what I 
did, I find myself agreeing with almost everybody, even when 
they are disagreeing with something I've previously said. When a 
point of view is put to me I can see it and agree with it easily, and 
it often takes an effort of will to see something a different way 
immediately7 afterwards, and a further effort to reconcile the two. 
This unfortunate tendency to jump to conclusions is behind my ad
option of incomplete points of view in Maya editorials.

It's extraordinarily difficult to find a complete point of 
view, though. The longer you examine a subject, the more you 
find new facets. (For example, I know of one eminent child psych
iatrist who started a six-month study of kids separated from their 
mothers in hospital. Twenty years, umpteen books and a complete 
new psychodynamic theory later, he's still at it.)

Why is it so difficult? Two reasons. One, the richness and 
infinitely multifaceted nature of experience; the other, the utter 
Inadequacy of the mental handles we put on that experience. 
Words.... they're never adequate really, are they? Remember 
that, next time you see the sun set over a misty valley or gaze 
anew in your lover's eyes. (I know those are cliches; that's ex
actly my point!) The experiences we try to communicate are in
dividual to each of us, yet have strong common elements; with our 
flimsy messengers, words, is it not a wonder of human commun
ication that we reach as much agreement as we do? It's not sur
prising that I disagree with Angus Taylor or Ian Garbutt — our 
experiences differ, and with them so do our approaches differ.

Yet there I am, only two hundred words ago at the top of 
this editorial, saying how easily I can sympathise with people's 
points of view in letter columns. Could this be because as I read 
a letter from somebody, I am actually assimilating experience 
from him as I read it?

Which points up, once again, the value of reading as a 
source of experience. But remember that last issue I was burbling 
on about the supreme value of direct, real-life experience!

Truth is, we take our experience from all available sour
ces, if we are wise; fannish fanzines are one good source, true, 
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Johnson, Tom Jones, Roy Kettle, Bill Kunkel, Dave Langford, 
Roy Lavender, Colin Lester, David V. Lewis, Jim & Marion Lin
wood, Mary Long*,  Sam Long, Patrick McGuire*,  Jim Meadows 
III, Steve Miller*,  Chris Morgan*,  Tom Periy++, Dave Piper, 
Graham Poole, Chris Priest++, Hazel Reynolds, Martin Ricketts 
(again), Mic Rogers, Dave Rowe, Jessica Amanda Salmonson, 
Alan Sandercock, Anna Schoppenhorst, Darrell Schweitzer, Joyce 
Scrivner, Mark Sharpe, James Shull, Paula Smith, Andrew Steph
enson, Mae Strelkov, Paul E, Thompson, Ira M, Thornhill (2), 
Roger Waddington, Alexander Doniphan Wallace, D. West, Pete 
Weston, Robert J. Whitaker, Laurine White, David Wingrove, 
Dave Wixon++, and Gene Wolfe.

That's a total of 117 letters on the last Maya. You're tre
mendous correspondents, all of you. Particularly those with ++ 
after their name, from whom I've been especially pleased to hear 
with such regularity and on such a variety of subjects; and those 
with an *asterlsk*,  which indicates those letters I've got a partic
ularly bad conscience about not printing at least little bits from, 
either because I at first intended to print lots and then dithered 
and blue-pencilled my way right down to nothing, or because they 
came too late for me to type up. Sorry indeed, folks. I'll see how 
the space is next time... which I expect will be in May. Till then!

but I overstated my case last issue in implying they were the best 
possible reflection of life, which is how some people seem to 
have interpreted my editorial.

It is this personal wellspring of experience drawn from all 
sources that gives each of us our attitudes. It gives writers both 
the subject matter they examine, and the stance from which they 
examine it.

Yet this experience is rarely stored in the conscious; our 
memories are the water in the wellspring of experience, true, 
and we can draw deeply of them if we want to, but only the surface 
is easily visible, and there are parts we cannot reach at all.

Here lies the value of the literary critic. Critics delve 
for truths which are often present in the writer's subconscious, 
invisible yet solid and directing the flow of fictional events like 
rocks in a stream; they peer into the waters of the flow of words 
and discern the structures beneath, structures the writer is often 
unaware of himself.

Personally, I don't yet see myself as being able to per
form this critical function. At the moment I'm apt to react to read
ing matter instinctively and empirically; I don't analyse sf very 
well. (Did I really get anywhere in that emotional review in Maya 
10? I doubt it!) The editor of any magazine is an intellectual 
shepherd, guiding his flock of writers — and he must be able 
to understand and govern their .actions. That's why I don't feel 
I'm able to edit a critical journal, and it's one of the main reas
ons there isn't much sf criticism in Maya — I don't feel able to 
cope with it. My reaction on reading an intensely analytical jour
nal such as Foundation is to boggle in fascination at the erudition 
therein, and to be even less critical than I am with my own letters 
of comment — I agree with everything I can understand!

So I don't have the critical experience to say for certain 
where truth lies for me. (If I was able to say for certain, my mind 
would have ossified anyway, and that would be sad.) And even 
when I've made my mind up, will it be the same for others?

Perhaps the real illusion of Maya is that the magazine, its 
readers or its editor (indeed, any magazine or organ of communi
cation) can ever discern any kind of eternal verity or glimpses of 
reality. We are all floundering around in a morass, a sea of hu
man opinion and experience; from down here, can we ever glimpse 
the mountaintops of truth? As Olaf Stapledon put it in Four En
counters (quoted by Brian Stableford in Vector 78, and incident
ally reversing my metaphor):

"How can the primitive grunts of any terrestrial animal 
ever signify truth about the depths and heights of reality? The lit
tle net of human discourse can sample only the ocean's surface, 
and all its harvest is flotsam. How should it possibly reach down 
to the beauties and horrors of the deep?"

So when you next sit down to write an indignant letter of 
comment about a footling little point in some fanzine or other, 
remember: we can argue all we like and still never reach the 
truth. Ask if you like if truth — and solipsism? — really exist, or 
if it's all a figment of the imagination!

Rob Jackson, January 1977.
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