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You sce no Do Not Disturb sign and you unlock this
door with the key of implication. beyond it is
another dimension -- a dimension of terminal idie
chitchat, a dimension of visibility, a dimension of
room parties. You're moving into a land of both
image and substance, of quote-teeshirts and schiicks.
You just crossed over into the

It is a Cincinnati Summer, where idiot-box weathermen speak apolocgetically
of "humiture," and it is post-Worldcon. Rapidly graying fan Dave Locke sits in
his slightly air-conditioned apartment, watching the smoke from his cigarette
disappear as three large fans (none of them big name) whip the slightly cooled
air around in an effort to deceive the skin. Something tall and wet with ice-
cubes in it lies near at hand. His thoughts are ephectic, grappling with the
burning issues of the day (like, is there still a backup bottle of scotch in
the closet?). Little does he know that in another moment the telephone will
ring, and because the phone is in this apartment he will answer it, and this
will be the first movement which serves to propel him into the

A gracious good evening to you.

Hi, Dave. This is Bill.

How the fuck are you? :

Just fine, thanks, except that I'm still trying to rest up from LAcon.

David Hulan tells me the clouds parted over Orange County for the first
"time in about 803 years, and that it was unnecessarily hot and humid for the
duration of the con.

' I'm not sure I noticed. Remember: I'm used to Cincinnati.

Right. However, he was telling me it served to cancel the two hot tub
parties he'd arranged. No one wants to get in a hot tub when they get the
impression they're already walking around in a steambath.

- Well, I was inside most of the time, except for going to and fro, so I'm
not sure I--

Right, right. But, you know, I was rather disappointed. Not just that I
couldn't afford to be there, but that it didn't happen. The hot tub parties,
I mean. Not having ever been to one I was kind of looking forward to all the
convention reports, since I know all the fans who werc scheduled for the hot
tub parties.

Good, good. But what I-- >
You know why?

Why what? g
Why I was looking forward to at least reading about them?

No, but-- °

Well, I'll tell you. I wanted to examine; with idiotic care, what it is
that one does in a hot tub with guests besides sit in hot water with your bare



faces hanging out. I mean, 1 pause to wonder what it is one talks about in a hot
tub, other than what might usually be talked about anywhere. Surely there is a
type of dialog that can be found only in the hot tub, sort of 1like why "boy T
wish I could scratch my balls" is usually encountered only by people who work
around spacesuits. Somecthing like, perhaps, "I think I'm cooking," and '"don't
slide around on that wooden scut if you're not going to wear a suit."

1 wouldn't know, but I'm surc you're right. Or, if not right, at least
fairly closc. However, if you can spare a moment for a digression, I want to
tell you the rcason 1'm calling.

(Music swells in background. Da da da-da, da da da-da, da da dummm.)

Oh, yes, of course. ‘Turn that music down a jittle, though, will you?
Thanks. You were saying...?

Well, ut LAcon it was suggested that the U.S.A., for Worldcon purposes, bhe
split down the Mississippi and divided into just two zones. Immediately follow-
ing this, Jack Herman took the podium and, using a copy of the very same upside-
down world map which kiric Lindsay sent you and Jackic, and which is hanging on
the wall behind you at this very minutc, poked his tongue clear through his cheek
and suggested the world be divided into two zones based on a dividing linc which
starts at the Mississippi River. le outsmoffed the smofs, as his proposal has
been sent to committee. A Rotution Study Committee, with Jack Herman on it.

I've always thought that Jack Herman should be cast in bronze and put on
display somewhere as a Good Example. If fandom had fifteen more Juck Hermans,
it still wouldn't have ecnough.

I'11 go along with that, but what 1 wanted to tell you is what Ben Yalow
said.

Ben Yalow. He's a NYok boy, isn't he?

Yes. In response to Craig Miller's motion dividing the U.S.A. into two
zoncs, rather than the present thrce for site selection purposes, Ben suggested
this would solve thc problem in any year "when you have a wimpy zone."

A wimpy zone?

A wimpy zone.

All right, well, coming from Ben Yalow I'm sure that has more meaning than
it would, say, anonymously. ,

No doubt, but I thought I'd ask if you didn't think therc was a skit for you
in that. After all, the deadline approaches.

Well, there's potential in it.

Just imagine: soon there may be a couple of hundred fans -- or maybe uabout
forty -- running around in "Wimpy Zone" tceshirts. : ;

Wouldn't it be simpler to just hire a wimpy Kansus City hitman to track down
Ben Yalow and scratch him?

You mean rub him out?

No. Scratch him.

1 can sce that you're thinking in terms of a skit alrcady. That's great.
When can I have it?

Any moment now. But why me? Does peography make me a midwestern fan?

That's a philosophical and cmotional question, Dave, and it's yours to
ponder. Also, the ramifications are probably too lengthy for imprinting on a
teeshirt. Actually, you'rc an old NYok boy yourself, aren't you?

Upstate. The northwoods.

Perfect. Besides, everyone knows that Dave locke is 6'3", with muscles out
to here, never wears a shirt, and for kicks likes to lurk in dark alleys and mug
karate experts.

What?

I said, when can 1 have it?

You've got it.
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...cover by JACKIE CAUSGROVE; words by DAVE LOCKE
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| «osHow I Spent My Day:
i I don't normally gambla. At
least with monay. (Things liks
‘ the way I drive to work in the
morning, the faot that I have to
entrugt a large perosntage of my
'tifework! to the Postal Syatem,
or quitting a job with eixteen
yeare sanfority to move oross-
State with Absolutely No Guaran-
tee-~these aren't gambles; Just
the way I do things.) I WILL go
it alone on two of a kind, or on
a hunch, or simply for the hell
J of tt., .but that's why I play
" Euchre rather than Poker. It's
been aeven or eight years since
I tnveated tn the State Lottery (I even avoided the
mania a month ago when the Lotto reached 25 M{llion;
I would look at the siz-mumbers-betuween-one-and-forty
in each Sunday's paper and ask myeelf: "o any of
these numbers Hdyd doy ¥ddid IM rdd2ity have any
meaning to me...would I have pioked ANY of them...?).
The answer was aluays "No"...even though I did aoquire
a game card during the Mania. After all, I am hwman
you know; the temptation te aluaye there.

«s.0van. 8o I alwaye return the Publisher'e Clear-
ing House sweepetake tiokets, @o you might eay I was
gambling the 30¢ poatage atamp. Exoept that it's not
really (oh yaah? Stnoe when?) that eimple: I aotually
WON 810,00 from PCH! Of course, that wae four or five
yeare ago, and the pot hae been expended in postage to
them atnoe...but you know how it goea: Rattomalisation
te the oheapest form of eelf-appeassment.

«voand o I want to LAcon II. Even though I
haven't yet paid off the airfare to Westercon. 1883,
A gamble? ...you'll never know how much of one. But
one won: I got to see and spend time with the two I
speoificially went to see...plus other Good People; I
had fun...and returned to find the home front seemingly
atabla.

Who aould ask for anything more...particularly
one who now epands life on the approash ramp...?
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Before going to San Jose in July, laet year, I hadn't
flown einos my all-expenses-paid-trip-to-fame-and-
trawna, in 1878. The trip last year was on Republic--
and T haven't had that many upe-and-dowms etnoe the
last time I reflected on the history of my personal
tnvolvements, =

Thie time the trip was on a real airline (TWA)--
aven though I went about 1t with my ueual degree of
logie: I bribed Dave & Jackie into driving me the two
hours to Indianapolis...and themireturn a week later
to ptok me up. Well, at least {t was a hundred miles
in the ocorrect direotton! (The rationalisation wae
that it eaved me 880.00 off the roundtrip fare from
Cinoinnati; it eeemed like a good {dea at the time.)

...and I redisdovered how muoh I really do enjoy
flytng (onoe the aot of Getting There and off the
ground ie aoomplished): I find 1t a oontinual couree
in humblenese AND egottam...and I'd ltke to do 1t
much oftener...

When I read in last Tuesday's Enquirer that

Continental (as a promotion to launoh {ts new servioce
from Cinoinnati to Denven) would be "giving away" 100
atand-by tickete at moon om Saturday (via a raffle to
be o oted on the top level of the airport's parking
atruoture) thers wasrt any serious doubt that I'd be

there, even though I just knew I had no chanoe at all.

It turned out that there were 50 pairs involved
rather than 100 chanoces, and the process wae that you
had your hand date-stamped (the tnevitable comments
were inevitable) and received the portion of a baggage
olaim oheok that would normally be attached to your
Luggage YAfdYd 1f Vdd IdE, while the 1ike-mumbered
portion (usuzlly stapled to your ticket folder) was
tossed into the drum..,

There ie a sense of almoet tnevitable oamaraderie
to these things, partioularly if they are held outside
on an early fall day alternatively warm and suddenly
very ocool as the aun passbd behind frequent olouds...
And the orowd wagn't that bilg (Perhaps 600) so averyone
at least thought they had a ohance.

Shortly after noon the drum was opun (more or
less; the 1{d kept popping open) and the firet of 60
atubs was dram. The procedure was that if your part
of the olaim check matohed that drawn, you were to
Spin the Wheel (which was divided into esgmenta
taballed with perhaps twenty or 8o of the ofties that
Continental flye to) and receive two etand-by passes
{to be used by 3/1/85) to the destination where the
olioker oame to rest...

With vietons of San Francteco and Corflu danoing
in my head...

Three people got New Zeland, and one Australia.
There were eight or nine to Honolulu, a ltke number to
LA, and perhape five each to Phoenix and Denver. About
a hundred people (so it sasmed) got to go to Houstom
(Continental'es HQ); was the wheel waighted, I wondered?
And one spin of the wheel brought up San Franotsco...

And after all this, I oan sense that you are all
vatting with a cognendable aense of self-control, yet
vanting to ask: "So, how did you do, BEil?”

Tuo etubs werse draum early on that matched the
firet four digtte of my "number" and were less than
ten off (one either way) on the last two.

Time aed and eventually:
M6-05-77. "
Shit‘

Later: "06-05-71,"

That was as olose as I ocams.

Invested: 81.76 in parking fees, a slightly greater
anount for gasoline...and lese than two houre of my life.

Gatned...? Well, at least I took the chance; and
I wouldn't alwaye have to wonder..."What tf...?"

...and go I drove baok to the oity, dieappointed
but eatisfied, to keep a belated doator's appointment--
ar{nd to launch one of the biggeat gambles of my Yerrd
life... .

One with the odde inoredibly against, but...

More about that, perhape, next time...

Returning home, I disoovered I atill had the "atub”...
and thought that--sinos I'm reduoing & e'stencilling
the bulk of thish (in order to conserve space)--I'd run
1t...and use my tale aa a brief lead-in to this issue.

««ogambling that I could keep your interest while
firet-drafting Much Ado About Essentfally Little...

So, how am I doing eo far...?

Ah, well.

It 18 now the aftermoon of 9/16/84...and it'e only been
three weeks eince I typed up the last page of this
supposedly 'bi-monthly/quarterly’ fanasine... I have
reasons for this madness, but they seem to pale in the
iight of day... Ah well...or did I already eay that?
Jackis Causgrove ran off OW €0, and Jaokie and
Dave Looke ocollated a hundred ocopies of it, 8o that I
taks it to LA. A thanklese task; but one appractiated.
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...and atill the response to Outwonrlds 38 rolls in:

el Pt {"do"profoundiy'disagree with'ian" """

Covell on one point, namely 'socfal interaction'.
Letter and fanzine writing is all very well, but a
diet of social contact on that basis alone would be
sadly fncomplete. Consider an or‘dinary conversation
--two people talking back and forth. They are both
there, on the spot, The conversation ts tnteractive:
one person's words are jmmediateiy taken up and re-
plied to by the other, and the first person then does
the same, all in the space of & minute or two,
Contact through the mails 1s much less informsl, less
spontaneous, and on a far longer time scale, which
allows you to be more careful of what you say so that
while saying more you may say Tess as well.

And being 1n the same room a4s the other person
allows you to observe them as they speak--to hear the
nuances of their speech and (most importantly, I think)
to watch the expressions that march across thefr face.
Our faces are a very {mportant part of our communi{ca-
tion (in witness of which, ponder the horror that
greets a facial deformity as compared to a deformity
of another part of the body) and to lose sight of
another person's face 1s to lose much subtlety from
what they say.

A phone-call {s a kind of half-way house; better
for inter-person communication than a letter but not
so good as being there. You hear the inflections of
the voice: you get the instant interaction; but you
lose the sight of the face. So though I very much
value my contacts through the mails, I regard personat
contacts at conventfons and otherwise as just as
important in keepingy in touch with people, and 1'd
hate to cut myself off from those contacts, 9| &%

"Communication: the bane of inter-personal contact.
The one thing I practice incessantly, hut never come
close to perfecting. To understand me, at all, you
have to understand one basic fact: As long-winded as
1 am, with this strange blend of obscure references
combined with probably too much frankness.,.l am much
more at ease behind the security of a typewriter and
the postal "system”, than I am in person, or even'over
that strange hybrid--the telephone--where 1 can hear
you, but not see you. In this form I can think things
out in advance; revise them (though I rarely do) if
they don't come out the way I want them to. Over the
telephone, well, I can cover to a certain degree:
blaming obscurities on static on the line, or the
traffic outside my window. I can hear the inflections
in your voice that I can't catch in print--but I stiil
can't gee you, and determine whether the inflections
are valid, or not. It is an imperfect media, and by
its inconsistencies, much more the flustrating than
print, or direct contact."

"...LETTER TO A FRIEND"; Xenolith 7

It's been a long time since I wrote that (8/13/78;
part of a lenghty piece composed after a phone call),
but I inatantly thought of it when I read your note,
Darroll.

Obvioualy I agree with you, to a large extent:
after all, I've just returmed from my 82nd Annivereary
Convention and, if this were to be dated 'September’,
it would be my 23rd fansine 'annish'. Yet I am not
going to be the one to say that those who retrict
their fanac to the printed media are 'legser' fane...

After all, even after ail thie time, I atill
often think that my life would be a lot simplier if
I were i #uléK to likewise restrict my fanac...

+«.a lot less interesting; but more peaceful!

Am Ml.lll.lll‘llll'ltllll.llllllll'..l.l‘lt
It was nice to find your great big fat

pfece of twilltone waiting when I got home. Strangely
enough, one of my favorite 1ines fn the whole zine was
fan Covell‘s--"1 agree with Neil Rest: must we keep
comparing fanzines?" Even filling out poll ballots and
Hugo ballots and things tires me out--there are many
things that give me pleasure, and 1 don't like being
placed in the position of having to slight some of
them by elevating others over them, -

Let me give my 11ttle Instant Advice On Hew To
Improve Your Fanzine speech (not that you need it): Do
whatever you can to keep costs down. This rule has
served me reasonably well, and of course was horn of
economic necessity (although my finances do seem to be
gradually improving since I graduated a year ago). It
usuaily has & lot to do with most people’s publishing
agenda, both for good and 111, But ! found out a long
time ago that promising myself that ! could mafl my
zine with a first class stamp--only one of them per
copy--made me keep the page-count down, and that made
me edit a bit more severely. It also made me stop do-
ing a lot of fussy junk (11ke justifying margins) that
wasted space and dfdn't look very good, and stopped me
from wasting a lot of space doing things I wasn't any
good at (1ike playing Art Director when more text
would f111 the space as well or better). Now, your
economic 1imits may be greater than my "one first-
class stamp per copy"” rule, which {tself shifts around
as the seasons change, but I think a lot of people
work top hard and spend more money than they needed to
(and cdsequently can't publish as often as they'd 11ke)
and end up with what Ann-Laurie called "Kells Syndrome"
{after doing exactly this with Hanlot). The return fs
never as great as the effort you put into it, of course,
because the bigger a zine is, the less ene rgy people
seem to have for comprehensively loccing it (or in
some cases, even reading 1t). This fs my fanzine
standard: The amount of positive feedback should be
equal to the amount of work you put into the zine, or
else you're probably working too hard. 1 always get
the feeling B111 Rowers s getting something worth-
while out of the work he puts into his zine (like, it
shows--got some great letters herel), and that makes
me enjoy 1t more. You must be doing something right.

Someone should tell Ted White that “woken® is a
pretty old word. English is not always spoken (spoked?
spake?) the same way in,. say, Australia, or England,
as it is rendered 1n, say, Falls Church.

No, no, we don't repress our violence--we express
1t 1n viclous ways, but nobody seems to realize.
Haven't you ever noticed how nervous 1t makes you to
have someona suddenly start doing housekeeping around
you? This {s definitely an aggressive act, an act of
overt nastiness. Men just don't pick up the fine
subtieties of these expressions of hostilities. We've
been violently vacuuming for years.

Arthur Thomson, who s one.of my favorite people
{and has mavericked his way to the top 40 of my heart
in record time), knows very well that when I say these
nasty things about "men* I am using the general,
sociological "men" and not the absolute, Gilder/Freud/
8ergmann/Schlafly "men*. Arthur {s certafnly aware
after watching me make everyone sick with my boyfiend
(stet) in London that some of my best friends are men
(why, my brother's a man, and he's just 1ike part of
the family).

Which 1 suppose, brings me unavoidably back to
Tan Covell, who seems to make a 1ife's work of both
stereotyping feminists (Joy-for-Chrissakes-Hibbert! Do
I now have to answer for her for the rest of my 1ife?)
and setting up straw-women to knock down (much 1ike,
not coincidentally, mama Betty Friedan herself, who
has lately been running around babbling some nonsense
about how the “second stage" of feminism is this brand
new thing women are going to start having to deal with
called--are you ready?--men and the family. Gosh, that
Betty, she is just so tneightfui. None of the rest of
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us even thought about mentioning men and the familyl),

1 wonder whether I should bother anymore with lan
at all. Or maybe I should give him the benefit of the
doubt and assume that maybe 1t's just that no one ever
told him the difference between a generalization and
an absolute statement before. Here's the only absolute
statement you will ever hear me make about men, lan:
Men do not naturally have the physical reproductive
potential to concetve and bear children tn their own
bodies without surgical intervention. (Notfce ! did
not say that women always do--it's just that men don't.
And even then, those of us who have taken philosophy
classes may say, how can we be sure that even thfa 1s
true, for all we really know 13 what we have seen so
far, and it could {n fact be the case that some man
may in the past have done so, or some man may yet be
born who can, and even this can not ever really be
proven for sure, f'sure...)

Why, lan, do you assume that the statement “1
1ike to write® (or paint or do music) necessarily
implies 1t as a hobby? And why do you keep arguing
with Joy Hibbert when you pretend to be addressing me?
Why dfd you bother to re-type and discuss a quite from
my letter without reading 1t? 1 did not say, "Every
man I meet will automatically assume that my prn-
fession will easily take a back seat to washing his
dishes.” 1 never sai "absolutely all men will al-
ways..." anything. Why do you insist on reading it
that way? When a man tells a woman, "1 paint" [or
write or program computers or work constructfon or
whatever), he can assume that she does not think he
will give up his painting or whatever when he gets
married so he can suddenly become obsessessed with his
spouse's eating habits and laundry needs. I sincerely
doubt that many men have ever gotten married or set up
housekeeping of any kind with a woman and suddenly
discovered that the wife and all the wife's friends
assumed that upon marriage he would drop his career in
order to stay home and cook all day. Maybe his wife
turned out to expect him to stop doing a non-
economically productive "hobby" and get a steady job,
but that means she wasn't paying attention and he'll
find plenty of sympathy from both women and men for
his position. 1, on the other hand, can never assume
that a man won't expect me to give up a career, no
matter how lucrative 1t may be, so that I can suddenly
mire myself in dirty dishes. Most of my female
friends have run into the same problems. 1 am not
saying that aZZ men do this--as a matter of fact, 1've
had pretty good luck with men (in fandom) and have
only run into a couple of real clinkers. My female
friends outside of fandom often express serious envy
of my good Tuck. But ! know what they're talking

about. Statistically, the men they are so angry at
comprise the majority of the male populatfon. Men--as
a-general (not absolute) group--expect a woman's needs
and career to be secondary in a relatfonship--secondary
to his needs and career. To both of them. Men have

ne intention of giving as good as they get. Statis-
tically, most men really do expect their wives to stop
working upon marriage--even men who fully expect to
marry college-educated, career-oriented women,

But why should 1 have to say "most men" when 1
talk to you, Ian? 1 assume you are at least bright
anough to know we can't make absolute statements when
we are talking about these sociological phenomena. I
don't want to have to talk to you 1ike you are a slow
child who must be constantly reminded than men do not
absolutely, innately, wear trousers, and women do not
absolutely, innately wear dresses. Neither should I
have to tell you that all feminists do not absolutely,
fnnately think exactly 1ike each other or Germai{ne
Geer or Betty Friedan or Joy Hihbbert or Joanna Russ or
A11 Sheldon or Avedon Carol. 1 don't even know peaple
who always think like themselves, let alone anyone
else. 1 have days when I lose my faith, and other days
when I belleve 1t can all hg worked out. No one can
think exactly 11ke me because I don't even think
exactly 11ke me on some days. Why should I have to
tell you this, Ian? Perhaps because you fit {into a
certain statistical group of males who... but never
mind. "I V{stened," you say, but 1 rather doubt ft.
You seem bent on disagreeing, as you do repeatedly,
with things which have not even been said. You arque
with people who are not here. You have a hidden
agenda, you are mad at something someone who isn't me
did or satd, but I am convenient so you argue with me
as {if I represented whoever this person is you are
mad at, perhaps Joy Hibbert or Germaine Geer or Betty
Friedan.

You say, "a complete human 1s a partnership of a
man and a woman." This 1s silly, and damned hetero-
sexist besides. A partnership of a man and a woman is
a partnership of a man and a womans-each of whom {s
still a separate human being. 1 will not argue with
"1 simply believe that our race is two-sexed, and a
mixture of the sexes 1s a racial type," because for the
1ife of me I can't figure out what it means. If you
think women are {ncomplete, better off in some way with
men than without them, how do you explafn the fact that
we 1ive longer without you than with you? Of course,
you live longer with us than without us, so perhaps in
the case of men you are correct. Ah, but I am befing
facetious again, which may be going right by you.

You have decided to call yourself a feminist. How
impressive it {s to see you expending so much energy
knocking down straw wemen in the name of feminism when
you could be doing something & 14ttle more useful. Go
argue with Arthur Clarke and Robert Heinlein instead
of Joanna Russ and James Tiptree Jr. Go argue with
John Alderson instead of me. There are plenty of men
in MCP tee-shirts running around running down feminists.
I am not convinced of their pretensions to “egaliterian-
ism" either. "Meet me sunshine!" you say. When I see
you writing with such passion (or 1s that merely
venom?) in response to misogyny as you write against
feminists, I will be less averse to meeting you. In
the meantime, I hope you will keep your distance 1f
you are so bent on hating feminism so much.

(But you, 8111, 1 1ikel) LB
...and I ltka you, Avedon. I algo like Ian {at least
from hie letters; him, I haven't met). I suspect that
at this atage naither {3 going to "convince" the other
of anything, but.... 9 I tend to agree with your bastc
fanaine-publishing etandard/rulea: but it's certainly
more 'goal' than actuality at times. As long as I can

“ have fun dotng what I do...I'll do it (reserving the

option of bitahing about the expense/time expenditures
as I go along!). ¥ Mearwhile, it's only appropriate ++++
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Unhapptly, my part-time job zin a bookshop)
has ended 1n a bit of acrimony so I had a reaction
agafnst fiction in general for a while because of some
unguessable reason. The regular letters and fanzines,
I am glad to say, have gradually pulled me out of the
trough. I may not be reading fiction much, but 1 no
longer spit because I have some to read in future
months... (I won't specify more but your publication
of my letters netted two very concrete responses from
two of your readers: do ! sound that plaintive?)

1 can see what Don D'Ammassa means about an
author making hir readers react (and thus-~-hopefuliy--
reveal their {inner selves to their outer selves) but 1
st11l have the feeling discussfon 15 better than in-
sult. To protray--eternally--a tection of humanity as
brutish, insular, crude, oppressive, incomplete, cold,
and even worse 1s no basis for discussfon. It {isn't a
true picture, it 1sn't even 1ife, it‘'s pnlemic and
it's propaganada and I hate the stuff.

(1 did have a thought about feminism. There was
a generatton, perhaps in the mid-to-late sixties?,
who withdrew from 'society’ (ie, men) and 1ived in
all-female communities while thrashing out the
reasons for the feminist movement. Then they came
back and preached. The converted are the ones who now
argue loudly. But 1ike many converts, they know only
the cant, the final agreed solutions, rather than the
evolutionary discussion which created the movement.
They can't argue because they don't know how, they
know only the ‘truths' which must be adhered to, any
deviation s treated as an attack, any argument is
treated the same. Sense?)

Larry Nownes {is correct; though ! wish he'd used
the term 'socfal conddtioning' rather than 'Party
mentality'. (In fact, why did he use the term?) Such
conditioning fsn't restricted to New York City (An old
saying in our county of Yorkshire is "Everyone's mad
save thee and me, and I'm not too sure about thee.")--
I've always said English (e, Western) society was
schizoid. At least in the sense that schizoid be-
haviour usually invelves the use of a 'secret language'
whereby the sufferer can escape from 'reality' by us-
ing 1t. The secret language 1s, of course, 'euphemism’
that we apply to tabu subjects 'ike sex and death; '
'‘make love' {nstead of 'fuck', eg. {Finally even the
euphemisms sublime, of course, and 'make love' becomes
'sleep with' just as ‘'die' becomes 'pass over' becomes
'fell asleep'.) Thus, we are encouraged to double-
think. We all know what the real words are, hut we
never use them, Schizoid. Basfcally {mmature or sick.

1 apprecfate Al Curry's explanation about
different/conflicting laws in different states. I
can't 11st any offhand but I do recall several UX news
reports which made 1t fairly clear that you were damned
1f you broke the (English) law but damned 1f you
followed 1t. The greatest shame of the British lega)
system 1s {ts size; few 1f any laws are ever repealed.
So, 11ke the growing power of the police, laws are
added and added and never questioned., (By the way,
there is now a law against ‘conspiracy'. There waen't
a law against conspiracy until police began to charge
people with it when they couldn't think of anything
alse; finally it was challenged in court--this law was
not made by parlfament--and the judge upheld it be-
cause the police had been using 1t so long, it was now
‘real'.) Since there are sc many laws, often stupid
(you aren't allowed to fly a kite more than--1 think--
one hundred feet high) i1t is easy for authority, read
polfce, to think of some way to prosecute or arrest
someone they want to arrest. This means that {n some
areas of the country (11ke Manchester, where the Chief
Constable {s a lay preacher) massive and periodic
raids are carrfed out against sex-shops ('! want them
off the streets’ admitted the CC) whereas other areas
--at least until recently--just didn't bother. However,
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this government has
demanded that all the
Taws be applied and
where they aren't being
applied has made new
laws which must be
obeyed because they

are new.

Do you get the
idea I don't 1i{ke our
laws? Damn told.

Speaking of

{ction that sells
(Curry again), I too
would long have said
that the trashiest
fiction sells best be- “Q
cause ft's the most E
generaltsed (read:
stereotyped), fe, there are no individuals in works
Yike Robbins or Sheldon, they are types, hence recognis-
able, hence attractive. But in that case why 1s {1t
that [, who I consider fairly intelligent, find the
modérn-day bestsellers 11ke Giene Wolfe and Stephen
Donaldson too highbrow in that they utilise language I
find almost incomprehensible with background psycho-
logical reasons I find incomprehensible too?

Rereading my letter, ! was struck by how awkward
some of 1t was. The sentences dangle or flop with too
many subjects inside, they are unspecific (the sen-
tences about men replacing books on shelves should
have said the shelves rather than their shelves since
there's confusion as to whether this refers to the men
(their) or the books (thefr)). A late sentence '..why
should (readers) endure disdain to read 1t' refers of
course not only to the ethics promulgated by an author,
but the morals as promulgated by someone 1ike Russ.
I;T not sure Russ even wants men to read her books at
all,

«..I've just read six pages of OW38 without
stopping, nodding agreeably, grimacing when I dis-
agreed, smiling at the jokes. Damnit, for ten minutes
there, I heard those pages speaking to me (they spoke
in English accents, though--1s there something about
your typesetter?). I was right, such fanzines with
such letters are true correspondence/communication. !
am reminded of a large department store in my area
which, until recently, sent messages and bi11s round
the place by those vacumn tubes. These rooms where we
read and type are in the same huge store, and fanzines
are 11ke John (SHOCKWAVE RIDER) Brunner's tapeworm,
which goes through the system accumulating information,
then displays 1t an every keyboard for appraisal.

...s0 that's who ATom is. No other fanzine has
ever printed his full name, just the,,.what, pen-name?
...what {g Jderry Kaufman's definition of ‘relevanve'?
(Truly, for & moment or two I thought it was & new
word T'd have to know if I wanted to stay in touch.)
«+.1 dan't wear t-shirt slogans because phrases 1ike
BROADCHEST 1ook 11ke ROA/HES and everyone wonders
whether I just missed a C out.

Harry Warner: on two consecutfve days, ! re-
celved Outiworfds (46 pages), HolLien Than Thou (100 p)
and D West's study of fanzines (178 pages''). There's
bravery in such exercises, dedication, and similar
positive vales. ., I love typoes. When Harry Warner
says Peggy King spent years 'staring on the George
Gobel show', my immediate thought was "TV viewers will
watch anything. fncluding other people watching.” Then
reality intruded. Pity. 1 kept thinking of all serts
of theme songs: Stareway to Heaven; You there, you with
the stares in your eyes; but 1t wasn't to be.

There 1s a difference between a fan and a ocon-
tributing fan. A contributing fan 1s one you hear
fram, which means hse puts effort into fandom, which
1s effort and concentration not centred on sf (ie,
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reading). Also, fandom ftself ranges so widely that
1t--should--introduce{s) fans to other pasttimes and
interests. In short, participation in fandom opens
the mind of fans and leads apart (not away) from sf.
Thus, sidetracked, some--many?--fans move to areas of
interest they hadn't considered/known about. Does any
of that ring true? For me, fandom made me think of
many areas, and read/do a fair deal ! wouldn't have
done, but 1t also Yed me deeper in--a communion of
minds that sti1l intrigues/interests me and which
keeps me reading.,.

I thank Harry Warner for {soiating that phrase
from Mike Resnick's plece. (Having had an opportunity
now to read several of MR's recent works, ! can say
that he doesn't read 1ike Malzberg, but he is interest-
ed--sometimes--in the same things, like religion and
psychological disturbance.) Now let me say that in my
opinion, no titerature exhibits & olearer example of
‘the human heart in conflict with itself' than fan-
tasy; never have psyches been clearer or human rela-
tionships less cluttered by the machinery either of
metal or social conditioning. In fantasy, naked
psyches collide. Great stuff.

Brandt followed by D'Ammassa (especfally) had me
thinking deeply for quite a while. 1 admire Don a
great deal and can't remember a time when he didn't
make perfect sense. But I think he's wrong about Tip-
tree. [ had to reach into myself to know which of the
reasons he gives were mine, and the answer 1s: most.
I consider Tiptree's stories, esp HOUSTON and WOMEN,
to be pure didactism, with no real people {n them at
all; they are lessons, jazzed up with plot tension to
pretend to be fictfon; they are domonmstrations of what
Tiptree thinks 'men' are 11ke. That there are no
recognisable (to me) ‘men' in these stories was not
too bothersome--other authors do the same--but what
was and 1s annoying is the praise heaped on Tiptree
(including awards) for what are essentfally didactic
polemics; it was 11ke praising Von Daniken for his
contributions to scientific research. (And, no, I

wasn‘t around in fandom when HOUSTON was pub-
lishfd ?nd so didn't see any discussion of the tale
at all,

1 agree with you totally about Mike Resnick's
THE BRANCH. 1 just didn't care about anyone in it.
Essentially,. that's why I 1ike or dislike a work by
anyone,

I also agree totally with George RR Martin {at
least in his letter)--the turn-off In Malzberg (your
cyns will find you out) is his contention that the
reader {s an idiot for reading his work; 1t's an
undercurrent of cruel laughter that cuts more deeply
when {t takes you two or three books to hear it.

There are some genres in which this doesn't matter--
the erctica that BNM wrote, for example (SOuTHERN
COMFORT and SCREEN come to mind)--but in sf, the
reader already knows hse is going to be lied to,
what's awful 1s to learn that the author doesn‘t care
enough to 1ie well, but almest glories in lying to
the reader rather than for the reader...

Malzberg's disastronauts {my own term) are
metaphors, and metaphors do better in fable than in
fiction. >

What I find amazing 1s that Martin dipagrees
with BNM's view of 11{fe--he admits there's a 'thread
of darkness' in his work. More truthfully, I can't
think of a single GRRM work that made me feel good
about befng alive or more specifically human. Where
is the Jey in his work? I've read DYING OF THE LIGMT,
FEVRE DREAM and the short storfes but I can't recall a
single uplifted story. Why are the personae of some
writers so joyful in their fan articles and so bitter
and disillusioned in their fiction? I agreed with
everything GRRM says about BNM, and 1 really thank him
for saying 1t.

I can't believe how much I've written,.. 9)2|8Y

-..and I aan't balieve how much I've 'cut'! Ah, well,

1t's getting down to compromise time, so most will be

pruned...this time. % I dunno--to me it's not a quibble
-~but attll I heaftate to get into it...oh, why not..?
Although I know what you're eaying, I don't buy that
‘make love' i necessarily, has to be, or even should
be considered an 'suphemiem' for 'fuek'. The two terma/
acte oan certainly be aynonymous...they don't have to
be, ia what I'm saying. To 'make love' does not
necasearily require physical contact, whereas 'fucking'
does. ..aven when it'a being done 'to you' by something
ae tenuous as the federal govermment. 1 ...but then,
'sleep with'--at leaat in the fanniah lexicon--is
definitely an euphemiom; and sometimes a convenient
one, he added. 1 Jerry's definition of 'relevanve' ig
probably eucoinet, and would undoubtedly inelude some-
thing about Bcwers' predilection towards typoes. . .

MER NAmINGTDN llllllllllI|Illbl|ll|l.lllIlllillll

Though fobless, I'm not too worried,
with Ian Covell, about 1ife in thirty yecars' time;
it's how I'11 survive t111 then, that bothers me.
Signing on at the dole office means my contributions
are credited, and I should have something 1ike the
basic State pension when the “time comes to retire,
whether I'm in a Job or'no. Too, I was in my last job
long enough to contribute to their scheme, and so
guaranteed a part-pensfon of 6700 a year (though how
much will that be worth, with ever-rising inflation?).
And I've been paying into another pension scheme on my
own account; so when the time comes, I should be able
to 1ive in luxury. The question {s, will I 1{ve long
enough to benefit from all this?

Must admit, I read Don D'Ammassa's confessfon of
3000 mysteries with something approaching jealousy;
when that's only mysteries, how much else has he got?
Tough 1 might be approaching the same total, 1f not
sti11 14ving 1n someone else's house. Managed to
smuggle part to other places round the house--the
paperbacks 1 nought with my first pocket monay, a
collection of Blackwood's Magazine, of National Geo-
graphic (the March {ssue is under lock and key), of
Robert Nathan--but 1f 1 hadn't made sacrifices in my
own 1iving space, I might have had to tunnel through
by now, and sieep standing upright. As it is, my
shelves are becoming doubie-parked, and my bed's two
fnches higher than 1t should be. Though <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>