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EOITORNYL GTHS

I have the inexplicable feeling that while many of you may have
many different oninions of me, none of you consider me fandom's
answer to Speedy Gonzales, But, foub upon you all, PHANTASMICOM 10
is arrived, contrary to popular belief, And, if you don't have too
many objections, Ifd like to talk about it for a while. But, Tto
make a point of it, I!d first like to direct your attention teo that
spot on the contents page which disnlays my address--it is not the
same address I sported in PhCOM 9, Yea, verily, I have moved, and
wherea~ before I lived wilth brothers and sisters and parents and
such, I now reside with my wife, It's a nice feeling to wake up and
know I am not alone,

FHANTASIIICOM is my fanzine now, something 1t never was befores
In the past it Delonged to Don Keller, alone or with me, and this
isgue represents wmy own sole efforts--though Don had full control
over his article in thils issue, arranging illustrations, doing lay-
outs, even stencilling it himself, This issue represents a return
to the roots, so to speak, in that science fiction is its full con-
cern. Cf late we had been running all sorts of clever faanish arti-
cles, and when Don's influence was strongest the fantasy outwehghed
the sf, Xow the fmz is sf-oriented, with fantasy touches and hope-
fully handled with a light~enough touch that you won'!t think youl'lre
reading RIVERSIDE QUARTERLY, That is Policy; watech closely, it will
probably change befors your very eyes., sighs# It always has before,

To follow the career of Donald G, Keller, now that he has aban-
doned you here, write him at 1702 Meadow Court, Baltimore VD 21207.
He is publishing a personalzine, DYTANOID RELIC, which if not gener-
ally available but which you might be able to get if you have some-
thing valuable like a good fanzine to trade or a good letter (D is a
nice one) to write, (There are not too many extra copiles of this,
so you'!ll have to try hard,) He is also edifing HOIWE LOND, a serious
fanzine of creative fantasy, If you like fantasy try it. This is
easier to get, because he sells it 2/%1. It is a good fangine,

This PHANTASNMICOLI is a little shorter than I expected, but I
didn!t have the money to buy any more paper, so the rest of the stuff
will be held over till next time-=-which won'!t be nine months from now,.
(Only eight,) (énly kidding.)

This issue I!'m not ecstatic about, despite the good material., I
guess after nine months of working on an issue it has to get a 1little
stale, even if much of the wmaterial is recent., (When I started this
issue back in March all I had that is now here 1s Jeff Clarkts pisece,
Paula Marmsr s poem, and the letters,) The feeling just builds up of,
"0oh, PHANTASMICOM...haven't I done that yet?" I imagine when I start
working on #11 I?11 be much more enthusiastic, and hopefully I will
get the issue out before the enthusiasm wears off. (And PhCOM 9 was
such a bummer to produce, though a good issue, that I had vague mis-
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givings about ever publishing again, - But I did two issues of my
personalzine KYBEN (3/81, saith the huckster), and gradually won my-
self back to PhCOM.

From an art standpoint, this issue is a flop., Almost every pisece
of artwork is from the Filler Tile, and some of it 1s around two years
0ld (so at least it's nice to get it published), but there isnft too
much and the layouts arse barely competent., Of course, it isnit too
easy to get great artwork for a book review columna...but welll see
how next issue looks,

As for the articles, therel!s a story behind many of them., I
shall regale yoUesoas

The Stepnen Hunter article appeared in the Baltimore SUN's Sunday
Supplement this summner, and I thought it was rather interesting,
Hunter apparently knows something about sf, but not an overwhelming
amount, But I enjoyed reading scmebody trying to explain a science
fiction writer to the general public, even if he wasn't totally
effective. (The article is reprinted verbatim, save for two things,
At Roger and Judy's reqmest I spelled their son's name "Devin'" in-
gtead of "Devon'"--and at Roger's request I omitted one fact which he
had given Hunter "off the record," or so he thought,)

However, I didn't thihk it fair to give you just Hunter's article
re Zelazny, since there won't be too much that will surprise you
therein. So, after Don Keller, Jeff Clark and I had read it we wrote
up a list of questions-~-admittedly, not all were based on the article
~-and presented them to Roger. (Who responded with "Where did these
come from?") And he answered them, fascinatinglya

(And if you wonder why we persisted in calling him "Iord of
Sci~Pi,® it's because the article headings in the SUN referred to him
that way.)

The only other really interesting story-behind-the-story concerns
this issue's story: Mike Archibald's "Rag=-Bone Man," For one thing,
it's the first bit of Mike's writing we've yet published, though his
artwork has been in PhCOM since issue 4, But the real thing worth
mentioning is that it is a short story here, though I had not origi-
nally intended on printing "fan fiction." I finglly decided that
with so many of my friends attempting to write--and sometimes succeed-
ing--and almost all of them writing non-commercial stuff that has ns
market value whatsoever, that...what else is a fanzine for, really,
than to publish what you want?

So there will be a short story or two in each issue,
The stories will not be amateur scilence fictione

URag-Bone Man" is a mainstream short story, a childhood reminis--
cence which hints at Mike's admiration of Bradbury, but is totally
an Archibald creation (even to the billecrssbylism abeut midway through)
I have also on hand, for future issues, a Charlie Hopwood historical
story about the Spanish Inquisition, a Chelsea Quinn Yarbro short-
short written for James Tiptree, a Jeff Smith story that is the best
thing he has done but that has too many references to s£ for it to be
marketable, and there are more I might be able to get hold sf, These
are gond, all of them, and if you skip them because you never read
fanzine fiction it will be your loss. (They're better than the Dick
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Geis story you all rcad in REG 33 D(Did ; type billcrosbyism at tho
beginning of this paragraph? Damn LI SE dldn't.)

T couldn't decide whether "Ah! Tho Cerealand Paradoé"obelongod
in PHANTASMICOM or KYBEN., It was fannish, but S Rio s "eritieall, AT
finally left it hore bocause therc was morc room, and that was pretty
much the sole consideration.

identl ou might be wondering why this issue 1s 76 pagos
long,In%lcan sZé ?ou ou% there now: YHey, I wonder‘why”this 133931
is 76 pages long? I hopc he says why in his editorial. 30 I will,
The lottercolumn originally ran about 8 pages, a}l of comments on
Joff Gloncannon's article last times Then I QG01ded to puE in some
of the other things--I was mainly interested in Jeff Clark's }ett9r
and Christinoc Kulyk'!s poem--and it worked out to 13 pages, which 1s
o respoctable longth. I figurcd if I put the lettorcolumn and the
cditorial on the purple I had on hand, and thon buy a box of groon,
I divided 175 into 5000 and got 23, which meant I coul? have E6 pages
on green papor. Plus a six-page editerial, and ta-dah. 76 pagcs.

T111 have a slightly smallor number of coplos this time than
last, because last t?mo %e aimed for 175 and thus ran=185 90pi?s of
cach page through, This time I'11 have 1@5 or so copics, 1f I g~
lucky., The mimcograph has becen playing bitch goddess and domanhlng
the sacrifice of paper. Also, you may have a bad page or two whoro
sho printod on thoe backs This happened too often to just toss tneit
bad pages out., If it was legible it was saved., (I was hassling with

the lottering guides and Don was hassling with the mimco: "You
Se0oboy" he muttored, using initials probably in deferencce to my
wifo, who was in the kitchen. YI gquestion tho usc o.f 'son of a,™ I
offered, "Why?" he asked, whon hc should have known botter. "I
think it's a female.," I waited for another “Why?", got it, and
replied, "It rcsroduces." That got me a paintul stare. Iator, when
Ann and I took Don home, I thought I was going to be lynched for what
I congidored a lesser offense. We took all the trash cans down to
the apartment dumpsters, and then rather than lug them back up to

our apt--a Barsoomian icc monster-~-we tossced them in the back seat of
the car, to boe returned to their placeos upon our rcturn to ours.

Don started talking about how nice of me to take tho trash cans out
for a ridc now and then, I said I often emptied thom when I was
picking Ann up from work, so they got out a lot, Either he or Ann
asked 1f T carriecd on convorsations with them while driving, and I
said, "Yes, but thoy have filthy mouths.® This secmed to me a rathor
innocuous ~statement, and nowhere near as bad as my best stuff, but
the two of them went wild, Fortunately, noithor of them can drivo

(did I hear a "noither can you"?), and thoy had to leavo mc alone
while the car was in motion.)

Whon wo started PHANTASMICOM wo had a print run of 100, Sceoing
the number af coples we got stuck with, #2 had a run of 50, Thesc
went quicker, and we werc going to go up as far as 75 for #3, until
we reulized that the spoecial Iafferty material (including a story
by RAL) would probably induce mnrc people to buy it than beforce. Wo
werc right, By nsew wc were on eur way up, and 4 and 5 both had 150
runs, 6 and 7 had 200 runs, I still have lots of 6 and 7. 8 went
down te 150, and I'm very low on that., 9 had 175, and I still have
a fair number of eopios, though not as many as of 6 and 7, The grand
total for the first ten issues is somcowhecro in the vicinity of 1450,
That'!s how many LOCI arec printed every two weeks, It's takon us
over three years, and cven considoring ThCOM is ton times as Digsoss
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To wrap up the print runs of Phantasmicom Press, HOIWE LOND 1
had 100, KYBEN 2 75, and KYBEN 3 125, This has all been for my
boncfit, not yours, Now I can throw away that 1ittlc piecc of paper
with all this stuff on it,

I owe lots of pooplc mentions, but not too many arc going to get
them,Stophen Grogg got his first issue of ETERNITY out (POBox 193/
Sandy Springs SC 29677/$1). I can't rcview it now as I'd like, but
it dcscrves your support. This is a new prozine; I would call it
semi-pro, The stories arc minor but rcadable, the foatures and art
aro good (Jeff Clark rceviews JACK OF SHADOWS), and I hope Stephen
gets cnough support to keep it going. (And Steve--when you reprint
somot?ing, cven a little one~page article 1like this timo,..credit it,
okay<¥

I do definitely want to montion the Scieoncc Fiction Foundation
in England., This is a profossional/academic organization with a
thrco-fold objoctivo: to publicize sf, to act as an information
controe for those wishing to know morc about the field, and to inves-
tigate "the uscfulness of Scicncc Fictilon in Education." They arc
building up a rescarch library, sponsoring lectures, and--of most
intorcst hore-~publishing a magazino. This is FOUNDATION, which is
somchow maunaging to be both acadomic and rcadablo. It has articles
(Darko Suvin, Johu Clark), writcrs on thoir carcers (Brunner, Blish,
IcGuin), storics (liptroc), reviows, and all kinds of scrcon goodics
for thosc of us with that kind of bent, It costs 50p per ilssue, but
I don't know how much that is; ask your bank. Howcver much it 1is,
scnd thom some monoy, The address is:

The Administrator

Tho Scicnce Fiction Foundation
Northeast London Polytecchnic
Barking Prccinct

Longbridge Road

Dagonham, Essex RMB 2AS
England

Do you believe all that? It would nover fit on a malling
labcl, Of intorcst to mc is that thoy will be reprinting "If You
Can't Iaugh at It, What Good Is IE%", tho intorviow I did with
James Tiptree back in issuc 6, (Therc go my hopcs of' selling that
back issuc to you all,) Also, tho Fronch GALAXIE is making an attempt
to translate the interview--ghod only knows how that will turn out.
And they'rc going to pay mo for it. Wow.

BA A
rigr ey

Next order of business is a rathor unhappy onc for me. Many of
you arc awaroc that it was my intcention to in this issue presont Bill
Rotsleor with the Phantasmicom Award--an intontlon brought about be-
causc Bill had again missod out on the Hugo. Flgers werc distributed
with KYBEN 3, and I had a fairly lengthy iist of friends, fans, pros,
admirers, ctc., all pooplo who supported tho award. Tim Kirk, who
had boaten Bill eut for the Hugo, drow a full-pager of a Rotslor
charactor accopting the award--~

~=But Bill didn't. Although ovory offort on our part, was mado

to kocp Bill from knowing in advancc of our intontiong, o f£ricgnd_of
B11ll's called him and told him, This friend, alsc a friond of Tim's,

thought that giving Bill an award, onc of tho.bagco of which waa that
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he hadn't won the Hugo, was an insult to Tim Kirk, Tim didn't think
80, but nonctholess... A couplc phono calls to California (I haven't
gotten the bill yot, but whon I do...ouch), one rcturncd to me at
2230 AM Eastcrn time, could have fixed things so that no mention of
"Hugo" would have boen involvod, that it would have been Ymorcly® an
award for exccllcnco, But it was too lato, Blll had been told of
the award, and did not fccl ho could accopt iv under tho conditions
it was being givon,

The letter from Bill:

Iisten, man, I approciate what you and all the others (and

il Tim himsclf!) would like to do, but I just cannot accept such an
award, Not if it 1s a sort of Psoudo-Hugo, certainly. I havo
been getting this You-Should-Havce-Won-Becausc-You~-Descrvo-It-And-
You've~Bcon-Doing~Stuff-For-Fanzines~Sinco-The-Yoar-0Ono from all
over. But that is not what the Huzo is for., It is for THAT
YEAR'S WORK! ©Poul Anderson didn't win a Hugo bocausc of umpteon
years of writing, he won it for a certain story, Tim won the
fan artist Hugo, and descrved to win it, becauso off a certain
body of fine work donc during that year. And pcoplo thought so
and that's thc way it is and that's the way it should be,

I don't carc if Tim was "in on the award" to mo., What othe:
position COULD he be in, roallyt? I think ho truly thinks I
should have won, but that decision is neither his nor mine, If
you think I dcservo a Hugo, or that anyonc elsc docs, then voto
for thom, or campaign for them, But, please, don't undermine
the worth of anyono's Hugo by saying "But on tho othor hand Joe
hore should have won and so wo'rt going to give him ono."

I kr-w you moeantv woll and I appreciate that, truly, but
such a pr-cess roally undercuts any award proccdure (any that's
run honestly, that is,.)

So I thank you and hope you and whoever elsc was involved
will undorstand. Thore are some fino fan artists that have not
yot won a Hhgo, such as Grant Canficld, who has been doing a
supcr job thosc last fow months cspocially. Vote far him, or
whocvor, But unless the "established" award systom is fan-world-
wide and reprcscntational of theilr thinking then it means
nothinga.

After all, T can buy a Medal of Honor in a hockshope.

I roplied, trying to explain what wc had been trying to do, showing
him Tim's drawing, and asking if we had boen able to surprisc him
and ho had getten his PhCOM unawarc and saw tho award, as drawn by
Tim and with all his friends! names on it, if ho would havo beon
unhappys. His sccend lettcr:

Jeff, yoeu nit!

Irgk, damnit, I am plcascd that someoono would like to go to
a1l thav bother & effart & emotional zap to give me rccognition,
Roally, I am. But, don't you sooc that home-madc hugos arc not
it? I really hope you publish these lettors so others might un-
dorstand, (S(And I'm doing so only bcocauso you askced.)S)

-~-continued on pago 76
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STEPHEN HUNIER

Zelazny of the Planet Earth gazes down upon his universe, decrees
life or death, agony or victory, heroism or tragsdy--whatever catches
his mood, What he decress hapoens, Plagues strike., Cities topple.
The dead walk., Planets evaporate, And alli between midnight and 2,

There is such a Zelazny, in fact and in fiction, Christian-
nawmed Roger, he occupies an altogether normal-looking Roland Park
rowhouse with his wife, B-month-old son and three cats, And there is
such a power, not of the next world but of this ons: It 1e real, tan~
gible in that 1t has brought him money, independence, fame and re-
gsnscte It 1s the power of his iwmagination,

Roger Zslazny 1s a science-fiction writer and--if his sales,
awards and the ~pinions of his peers are any indication--one of the
best. His name is obscure to the reader of general fiction but 1t is
legend to science-fiction buffs whose tastes run towards giant sea-
lizards and palace intrigues in a future so distant as to be incon-
celvable, But the readers express their commitment in real ways:
They patronize the publishing houses that issue science fiction; they
organigze clubs, hold conventions, bestow awards:; they subscribe to
science~fiction magazines,

In the 10 years he has been writing, Ir. Zelazny has published 10
novels and a multitude of short stories. He has won each of the two
ma jor science-fiction awards twice has been nominated for a third
Science Fiction Achievement award, the Hugo, again this year.

One of his novels is under an option to a motion picture company
for late~swmner production. Four more novels are to be published
soon and he is under conbtract to two publishers, Putnam~Berkley and
Dnubleday, fer anether four novels over the next couple years, His
work has been translated into seven languages.

And,perhaps most important, he has done what only 15 or so men in
the cAuntry, by his count, have been able to do: He is a full-time
science~fiction novelist, suvnorting himself and his family entirely
on the agillity of his imagination.

He doesnit have a boss and hasn't for three years. He keeps the
kind of hours most men achieve only on vacations. When most are pour—

et o r— e

i 1 a o Lo e N 7 T aNe;
Reprintoed without psrmicsion from THL TR G AT e, July (9, TYTR




mglr-l

ing a third or fourth cup of coffee about 10 A.M,, the idea being to
keep alert, somehow, until lunchtime, lr. Zelazny 1ils just stirring.
And aftver the late-night tallk shows, when most men are fitfully chas-
ing nightmares about another tomorrow at the office, lir. Zelazny 1is
alone with his »ive, typewriter snd imagination, cleaning up this
book, creating that tns.

If 14 novels isnit a bad life's work, what is it for a 35~year~
0ld? A thin man, IIr. Zelazny has sparse hair, a pointed jaw and
joints of elastic, Given 20 minutes of conversation on the green-
and-white dapnled couch of his living room, he!ll find 25 positions
in which to arrange himself and then begin to explore permutations on
the basic 25,

His dress is casual young-married at home~~slacks, sandals, open-
necked shirt., His wife Judy sits across from him wath their son
Devin, Cats lounge here and there in a room that is, in MVr. Zelazny's
words, "decorated in crowded oriental," A 90-year-old statue of
Confucius competes with a "Swyngalyng" device for Devin, A bas-relief
rubbing taken from the temple at Angkor Wat competes with a plastic
Dlaypena

The contrast is stunning between the portrait of husband-with-
wife-and-child and the inagination that produced such a vision as,
UThe hig:~frequency prayers were directed upward and out beyond,
passing into that golden cloud called the Bridge of Gods, a bronue
rainbow at night and the nlace where the red sun becomes orange at
midday,"

And while some science~fiction devotees may believe that lir.
Zolazny was devnosited on earth full-blown in 1965 by the chrono-~syn-
clastie infundibulum, he was in fact born in Euelid, Ohio, in 1937,

He attended Western Reserve Unkversity near Cleveland. where he ma=-
joreé in psychology and Fnglish, He took an I;A, at Columbia in
Elizabethan drama, spent six wmonths fiddling with Nike missles in
Texas courtesy of the Army Reserve and then joined the Social Security
Administration in Dayton, Ohio. During this period, the first 24
years of his life, he wrote not one word of science fiction. Instead,
he was a »oet,

"Ror about four years while I was in college, I wrote nothing but
poetry," he remembers. "But the only people I could think of who were
making a living of i1t were Carl Sandburg and Robert Frost."

While in the Social Security training training program, he final-
ly tried sci-fi,

"T always enjoyed reading it and when I finally did get around to
making the attempt to write, it seemed the natural area,"

Mr, Zelazny calls what followed his "over the transom days." or
"out af the typewriter and into the slush pile." His manuscrints
joined those of other unpublished, unknown and generally unwanted
writers in the piles that swell in the editor offices of the few
American magazines that publish science fiction, But in six weseks,
AMAZING STORIES, a publication that has since ceased to exist, pur-
chased a 2,000-wurd vignette. "From thers, things started to go,"
Ir. Zelazny recalls. In that year, 1962, he sold 17 stories,

For the next seven years, lir., Zelazny was a part-time writer.
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He was uran°ferred To Baltlmore 1n September, 1965, and worked as a
policy analyst at the Woodlawn Social Security offlce. He would sit
down. at night to put a-thousand word° on paper.

“There were times when it was hard to write after eight hours on
the joh, But writing fiction is something I enjoy. There are times
when one does-get stuck or blocked.and not svery.section of a book is
%; engoyable as the key thoughts that come %o you when you~first get

e 1 ea° o

“But the most*lmnoruant tbwng is to atuemnt to write something
every day, whether you feel like it or not, ‘whether it comes out es~
pecially good or not, just for get tlng 1nto the refiiexive habit of
producing copy: every day. Because it has to become a reflex 1f you're
going th'do~it»full'timeo’

As his career developed, his stories becane longer. m071ng from
hort’ story to.novella to novele te, he wrote a fullmlength piece in.
19600‘ That first novel-~THIS INMORTAL~-was writiten "on spec;" on
speculation (to say nothing of optinism) that a publisher would ac-
cept it, Originally published in THE MAGAZINE OF FANTASY AND SCIENCE
FICTION, the book was Dbought and published by Ace. It won the Hugo,

the award of the World Science Flctlon Convention, as: be°t s~f novel
of the year,

- Two more noﬁéls for Ace followed and in 1967.he published his
rost ambitious work, LORD OF LIGHT, for Doubleday. The book, based
on Hindu mychology, won him his second Hugo and sold about 200,000
copiese

In 196C, Mr. Zelazny quit the government to write full-time, It
was somdthing h~ wanted to do, but the decision was not a hasty one
or an easy one, At the same time, Irs. Zelazny quit her Job (she,
too, bao worked for Social Securlty). Kelther has regretted it.
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He writes in two small rooms on the upper floors of the three-
story house, They are so much alike it is easier to think of them as
one. Piles of magazines, stacks of books lie in random arrangement
on most of the table surfaces., His two Hugos, spaceshins climbing
unwards fron pedastals, and his two Nebulas (from the Science Fiction
Writers of America), starbursts frozen in Iucite, revose on a radia-
tor cover., Awards from science-fiction socimties glitter like diplo-
mas on a doctor'!s wall, An electriw typewriter, shrouded in plastic,
sits on card table or desk,

Somehow, he brings order to the chads, But even he is not surse
how he does it,

"I have a haphazard method of approaching thi:ngs. I do have a
rough word quota I try to meets, Sometimes I exdeed it; sometimes I
donl!t, I usually start writing about i o'clock in the afterncon with
Irequent breaks. Again, I start in the evening aironi midnight, quit
around 2,

"Itn pretty much a subconscious plotter. I have certain key
scenes in mind, certain things that I know are going to occur and T
work with them in mind. Other actions are generated by the interac-
tions of the characters and the plot generally unfolds as something
of a surprise to me, %too,

"Iy first copy is my last copy. I used to re-write, but I dise
covered that if I just took my time I made all the changes. But I
like to be thorough in my cultural background., When I was doing
LORD OF LIGHT I had a stack of books on Hihdu mythology that rocse
about & feet off the floor., It worked out all right,”

Thematically, the Zelazny oeuvre seems to spurt in two direc~
tions. Cne, as might be expected, is pure "science" fiction, extra-
polations of current technology into the near futvre. These are the
kind of hard-driving, flat-out narratives that, although nerhaps more
sophisticated, cwe thelr origin and style to the pulps of the Twenties
and Thirties and, back even farther, the dime-novels and penny-dread-
fuls of the late Nineteenth Century.

In DAMNATION ALLEY, the United States has been ravaged by nuclear
warfare. Only two cities remain, ILos Angeles and Boston, and Boston
is dying of plague. Ios Angeles has the cure but neither planes nor
radio can penetrate the inland atmosphere, So a man is sent,.

Tie wechanism is as simple ag it is traditional., Start the hero
running on Page 1 and don!t ston him until the paragraph above "The
End. 4

His other, perhaps more significant, direction is...well, only a
coined »hrase is accurate: mythos-fictions In what have besen his
most successful books (LORD OF LIGHT, CREATURES OF LIGHT AND DARKNESS)
Iir. Zelazny cranks his imagination into hyperdrive,

These are dense detailed works that have as their basic assump-
tion that anything conceivable ig nossible. He creates more than new
worlds; he creates new univerceg, new laws of physics, new mythologies.

In perhaps his most fanciful, CREATURES OF LIGHT AND DARKWESS,
the dog-god Anubis, master of the dead, and the bird-gcd Osiris, mas-~
ter of the living, each dispatch a message to destroy the Prince Who
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Was A Thousand, a once-riortal who has discovered the secret of immor=
tality and thereby upset the normal flux of the universe, The two
emissaries, however, must destroy each other before they can attack
the princes and furthermore, the battles between them are not conven-
tional warfare~~or even unconventional warfare; rather they are in
"temporal fugue," a sort of karats in the fourth dimension in which
the opnonents leap backwards in timerattempting to catch the other
fellow in an unguarded moment somewhere in the past,

As the foregoing synopsis--perhaps criminal simpnlification would
be a more accurate term~-might indicate, Mr, Zelazny believes that the
days of conventional science fiction are at an end,

YThings like faster-than-light travel ox parallel worlds are pret
ty much understood and one no longer explores them as such, but just
uses them as a point of departure. Science fiction has evolved from
what it was back in the Thirties and Forties; now, a novel about space
travel is passe,.? ’

He is also quick to point out another change, not so much in the
genre but about it, As it mutates in content, he suggests, so it
alters in critical opinion., Recently the New York TIMES BOOK REVIEW
began a column of weekly commentary on science fiction by Thecdore
Sturgeon, Writers such as Kurt Vonnegut, Jr., and Michael Crichton,
who write science fiction, have abtracted large audiences from the
general reading public, And more than 50 courses are taught at Amere
ican universities on science fiction as literature, which, I, Zelaz—
ny says, "gives it a little more respectability.?

"It's catching on rapidly, The distinction between science fic-
tion and serious fiction is beginning to break down; in a few more
years it'll pro.ably be less important than it is now,"

Cther countries are beginning to enjoy the genre, most notably
the French, the Dutch and- the Japanese,

7T have no theories on why a culture suddenly becomes interested.
It ccould be any number of things--increasing literacy, increasing
technology, a concern for the environment, pure chancea

®ons thing that is interesting though is the configuration differ-
ent countries nut on the genre, particularly Iron Curtain countries-

"In soclalist science fiction, if you found a world inhabited by
reasonably hapoy, reasonably sane, well-ad justed people, it was always
a socialist setup. If they were miserable it was pretty much a clas—~
sic case of econowmic oppression and the visitors would help them pull.
off a revolution,® ‘

Mr, Zelazny will zantinue to publish his two books a year for thse
next several years, but he is already thinking of a vacation from the
genre, He has already written a conventional mystery (to be published
goon) and is negotiating a contract to write two wmore, One idea is
for a book based on The Fnx, the unknown vigilante from the Fox River
Valley in Illinois who has made it his private crusade to harass in-
dustrial polluters.

MA mystery has to be more tightly vlotted than a science-fiction
novsl," he observes. "There are certain outs you have in science fic-
tion you don't have in mystery." (Imagine, if you will, Sherlock
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Holmes zipoing into temporal fugue to grab a villain.,) He also would
like ©o write a general novel or perhaws a travel book,

A reviewer once invented a term for writers like Roger Zelazny.
He called them "“ywice-a-year pros." They will never be accused of
writing the great books of Western literature, nor is it likely that
SATURDAY REVIEW will devote memorial issues to them when they dis.
Yet in their solitary, professional way they have set out to enter~
tain, to beguile, to relax, to free you from the summer's heat, All
they ask in return is a modest advance, 10 per cent of the take and a
shot at a small immortallty.

In a sense, they are the last of the free-enterprise capitalists,
They manufacture a product, believe in it, =sell it, They starve or
feast at the whim of the consumer. To them, the things that a Saul
Bellow or John Undike would talk about in an interview are irrele-
vant, They live by their wits, not in the hard and fast of the busi~
ness world, but where it may be harder, faster: lonely rooms with
typewriters and blank paper waiting to be filled,

"You just do it, that'!s all," says Roger Zelazny.

He once wrpte a story called MHe Who Shanes," which featured a
device by which one man could enter the subconscious of another,
shape dreams, alter fanbasies, stimulate images, Whether It was
science fiction or auloblography is sti11 open to debate,
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A few ceuments may be in order, to clear up a few items. T'1ll
try and catch them in order, "Roland Park" is not a city, so letters
addressed to "Roger Zelazny, Roland Park, laryland" will dies a slow
deathe Roland Park is a part of Baltimore. Devin is now almost a
year old: I think he was born December 26, though it may have been as
lote as early Janvary., Roger has written 14 books, but not 14 novels,
Devin has outgrown the blasted "Swyngalyng," which took a frustrating
hour or so to assemble. AIJAZING STORIES, of course, is aliver than
ever, And the punchline of a long, sad story 1ls that the mystery,
TFE DEAD IAN'S ROTEER, is now without a publisher, though it has had
at least one.
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ROUTINE
QUESTIONING

UP AGAINST THE WALL,
ROGER ZELAZNY!

phantasmicom vs. the lord of sci-i

PHANTASITICOM: When you hegan writing, you wrote stories the
best you could and honed they would sell, DNow, sverything you writse
is already under contract, with an almost~guaranteed accoptance.

How does this fact affect you? Do you think that verhaps it allows

you to sleep a little, to relax and not werry about rewriting that

slightly off chapter, to submit a novel that is just "good enough®?

Do you then have a sense of cheating your readers, by publishing a

lesser work under your qualdity name? Or does JACK OF SHADWWS have
he game amount of work in it that THIS IIWMORTAL did?

CEILZKY: The main effect of having contracscs in advance of
writing something is that I have perforce shifted almost exclusively
to the writing of novels in recent years, This is scmething I both
desired and required, in order to reach a point of freedom necessary
for many things I wished to do, Shortv stories were, and still are;
my first love in sf, T will eventually get back to them, In the
meantime, however, there are quite a few things I want to learn about
writing which I can only learn from the novel.

In every book that I have written to date, I have attempted
something different--a structural effect, a particular characteriza-
tion, a narrative or stylistic method--which I have not used previ-
ously, I% zlways involves what I consider my weak points as a writer,
rather than my strong noints, These efforvs are for purposes of im-
proving @y gkills and abilities, Let x represent a book I am writing,
and y the elements with which I awm experimenting. Then x-y is what I
know I can do well., I count on my x~y for sufficiency in carrying
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the entire book, regardless of how y is received. I ?ould not attempt
such erneriments in a short story. Too tight a format.

The sum of all my y!s since I began writing is the quantity
which interests me most, for it Is out of this that I hope to enlarge
my x-y ability., In any given experiment, the balance of Fhese f?c-
tors is a difficult thing to nredetermine. For examnle, increasing
the value of y to the extent I did in, say, CREATURES OF LIGAT AND
DARKNESS, cut the force of x~y down near to the breakmeven DEeRRET . L
probably learned more frow writing this book than I have from any
other, thoughe

What I am trying to say is that I operate underna conti@uing
need to expmeriment, and the nature of the experimenting requires that
at least part of the time I write from weakness. ;t'wouldnoe easy to
write a (I think) very good book by not purposely introducing P@e §
y-element, by consciously avoiding it, by writing around an@ S¢1ck1pg
over wy deficiencies, If I were to do this thoughf and do it repeat-
edly, I would have strong books for a While——a?q then someone would
notice that they were sounding mors and mere alike. I might as Well
be stauping them out with a cookie cutter., I would start to shrivel
up as a writer,

The nature of my book contracts has very little, if anything, to
do with the substance of the books themselves, To date, I have found
myself possessed of as much freedom as I ever had with respect to
what I say or do not say. And what T say, or do not say, is governed
by my continuing consideration of y. The work involved in JACK COF
SHADOWS, for examnle, as compared with that in THIS IITIORTAL, was
work of a very different sort because of the value I had assigned to
y-=but sweat~wise they were about equal., If a lesser work should
anpear under my name, it will not be because I did not try, but ra-
ther that y proved too notent a value or x-y insufficient for its
assigned function, Such is the number of the beaste.

PHANTASIICOII3 What is the difference between being a struggling
young writver and a multinle-award-winning author admired as one of
the best in the field?

ZETAZNY: The struggling is shifted from a break~into-the-~field=-
and-consolidate~your~nosition level to a situation where you are com—
peting with the nerson you were when you broke into the field and
congolidaved your nosition,

PEANTASHICOlLi: What kinds of satisfaction do you get ouv of your
writing~-in the actual process of writing? C.S. Lewis said (somewhat
simplified) that hefore you can apnroach the criticism of literature
vou have to realize that peonle read for different reasons--and with
different consciousnesses, in a sense--and that perhaps the more
qualitative ways you can read a book, the better it is. It could he
the same with writings: the more satisfactions one seeks to effect in
his writing, the richer his writing will be,

ZETAZNY¢ Kinds of satisfaction? NMany, I would have to getb
quite autmbiographical in order to answer this question in more than
a general way., ~-~Emotional satisfaction, for one. Iy own, plus
analogues of the characters! feelings., Iy own mainly bseing release,
relief and a kind of high followed by a nleasant fatigue, in that or—
der, =~~Inteliectual, for another. From the nleasuréd of contemplat-
ing an intentional or unintentional symmetry, balance, contrast--—



pattern~~as it emerges and works through to some sort of completion,
Something akin to listening to a plece of music I enjoy. I give
everything I am at the wmoment to what I write and I enjoy it in the
same capacity, It is a funny feedback sensation that I do not fully
undersisand, but then T do not wish to understand it fully.

PHANTASMICOIi: 1In keeping with the fact thalt much of your writing
is subconscious, 1f you come un with any last doubts about whait youlve
written and some apparently reasonatle alternatives for certain sec-
tions arise, do vou tend to (perhaps sfiperstitiously) regard your
initial intuitions as wmore correct and truer?

ZETAZNY: Always,

PEANTASIUIICOM: What major works did you use for research in your
me jor mythological works LORD OF LIGHT and CREATURES OF LIGHT AND
DARKNESS? Did THIS IMMORTAL involve any similar research?

ZETAZNY; T already knew something of the subject area before I
began work on LORD OF LIGHT, but I read the following:

THE WONDER THAT WAS INDIA, by A.L., Basham

THE UPANISHADS, HNikhilanada

INDIAN PHILOSOPHY: A CRITICAL SURVEY, Chandradhar Sharma
THE RATIAYANA

TRADITIONAL INDIA, ed, 0O,L, Chavarria-Aguilar

GCNE AWAY, Dom Moraes

LIGHT OF ASTA, Edwin Arnold

PEILOSCPEY OF THE BUDDHA, A,J, Bahm

SHITAPPADIKARAM, Prince Ilango Adigal

BUDDHIST TEITS THROUGE THE AGES, I forget the editor!s name.
GODS, DEIIONS AND OTHERS, R.K. Narayan.

And around three dozen others-—-skim-wise~-which now elude me,

For CREATURES OF LIGHT AND DARKWESS: Nothingae

For THIS TiTIORTAL: A roadmap of Atnens,

PHANTASHICONM: In F&SF when bthe first portion of LORD OF LIGHT
was published, the authorfs-note said you were working on NINE PRINCES
I AIMBER then, and were 40,000 words into it. Does this equats vo
the first half of the novel as published? Do the two halves of the

novel strike you as being stylistically or thematically different?

ZEIAZNY: I do not honestly

remember the point at which this
was said. That book was written
very rapidly, so it is all of a
close piece, time-wise, I do re-
member though, that I 4id not
think of it in first-half, =second-
half terms, but rather as part of
a much longer story. Kow the sec-
ond book-~THE GUNS OF AVALON--has
a stylistic shift (IT1il leave it
to you to determine where) because
of a long time lapss between ths
wiriting of one part and the rest.
Thig was unintentional, however;
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and simoly the effect of my writing style changing during the inter-
val., I don'!t see t-e book as suffering for it, though-~-or if I did,
I wouldn'!t admit it,

PHANTASIMICOM: Ic there any chance of your writing "purer® fan-
tasy than JACK OF SEADOWS and the AMBER trilogy--ic.e., world-creation
a la Tolkien? Have we seen the last of the Dilvish serles, or do you
have further plans for it?

ZELAZNY: Yes, there is. In all likelihood, I will--eventually.
I can'!t say when, though. Not in the immediate future,
I de intend, also, to get back to Dilvish, but not
before I get back to shorter pieces, I think I would
like to put him in a novel one day, but I see him in
a number of short pieces first.

PEANTASIHICCIHM: Which of your works—~-~long or
ghort, whichever it may be-~do you consider %o
be the most ambitious, and to have been the most
difficult to execute? Is this one your favor-
ite? Which piece of fiction do you get the most
satisfaction from, and which do you find to
be the most miserable fallure?

ZETAZNY: TLORD OF LIGHT was the most
ambitinus and the most difficulltt, It is a
Tossup between this and THIS IMIORTAL as
ny favorite and most satisying longer
workf I favor "For a Rreath E Tarry"
and "This Iioment of the Storm" among my r? :
novelettes, and "Iove Is an Imagina%y f ' //6d§%%v
Number" among short stories,

Iy worst? "Song of the Blue Baboon.® I wrote 1t to go behind a
cover for IF or GAILIAXY, I had twisted, stretched, bent, folded,
spindled and mutilated things to fit in the cover scene. I sort of
looked upon the cover as the scaffolding that was holding up the
buildinge. Due to a complex mixup, the story did not get paired with
the cover, TUnfortunate. All the king's horses, and all the king's
guys in armor,.,.,.etcetera,

PHANTASHMICON: What sort of a typewriter do you generally use?
Can you work with an electric on a first draft?

ZEIAZNY: PFirst of all, I do not like to sit at a desk. I have
never been able to do much in the classic underwood observa position,
I write in a semi-reclined position with my feet elevated and the
typewriter on my lap, Iy favorite typewriter for this purpose is my
Remington portable, If something should be wrong with it, mny Smith~
Corona Galaxie vnortable with a spescial, snap-apart case is my backup
machine, Then I have a very light, very small Smith-Corona which I
take with me when traveling but do not use at any other time, Too
light fer prsalonged use, and I am not overly fond of the close group-~
ing af the keys, My elsectric is an Olivetti Underwood Praxis 48, on
which I can compvose~=but of course this involves sitting at a deska
I save it Tor letters, preitty stuff, and very fast stuff, I also
keep an o0ld upright Royal around for sentimental purvoses, It was
my first typewriter, Iy father got it for me some 24 years agc. used,
and it cost all of $5 then, It i1s sti1ll in great shape, bub I seldom
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use it thece days—--both hecause it 1s not lap-able and because it has




an Elite typeface, The most satis-
fying typewriter I ever had was a
Ssars & Rosbuck Tower portabls,
purchased in 1955, Unfortunately,
it fell apart some years ago and I
never could find another like 1it.
The present Remington--which T've
had a 1little over four years--is
the closest thing to it that I have
-since come across,

PHANTASMICOM: EHow much time,
relatively speaking, do you spend
on~-how conscious are you of--the
prose, the sentences with which you
phrase your answers to the sort of
questions being asked here? (You-
've got to expect this sort of thing
when youlre a legitimate Iord of
SCi"‘Fio )

ZEIAZNY:; T don't really know,
I pay very little attention to time
when I am not writing and even less
when I am writing. But non-fiction
does seem to come faster because I
am not working with a plot, I am
Just translating my thoughts into
words, and it works pretty much like
a reflex, I am not constrained to
juggle my words within the »plot-sub-
plot-situation nest of boxes and,
flowing from the sessions of sweet
silent thought, I can bash them ard
toss them~-this way, that--with a
pitiless irresponsibility, safe in
the knowledge that the medium, like
a padded cell, is stout enough to
contain the sense.,

PHANTASMICOM: Do you like the term Sci-Fi? Science Fiction?
Spsculative fiction? .

ZEIAZNY: I prefer "science fiction," because it is the term I
learned first, I never even heard "sci-fi" until the mid-sixties.
ISpeculative fiction" sounds a bit pretentious, and I learned it
later, also, Iaybe it wouldn!t sound funny if I'd heard it first,
Dunnoe, I!ll stick with my habit, thoughe..probably,

PHANTASMICOM: De you find cat-hairs a hazard, psychologically
and/or physically? .

ZEIAZNY: 6nly when they are attached to a viclous and sadistic
cat. ‘ :

PHANTASMICOM:} Have you anything to say in your own defense?
ZEIAZNY: I am»innocent, pure, noble and sweet, by reascn of

artistic licenss,
. 36363630
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YDCOCKING MANEUVER:
He feeds himself into
her slowly, feeling the
tentative hold, the slov
circling motions of anr=
bit, anxious to grasp,
but fearful that if he
does so the connsction
L EELE Sha brr—-keﬂg_,_f_.u/ Up
and down, in and out,—
scatonlogy moving in the
: foreground against a
% deoper, almost selemn
y  hush./.../ Lnd so he
spills into her, gasp-
ing, broker, feeling
her ¢ycle into a new

trajectory, and he does not knuw whether it is fulfillment
or pain which causes him to topple frem her so abruptly and
lie beside, his eyes open to +tho blankness of ceiling, his
chest rising so unevenly that if he had not had such a
close physical check-se—reeently, he ¥yould be doubtTUIl of"

-

his heartbeat."
- oot

and

-,
U_—Cominé’aéiiqst the Moon,. .
~ deép 1In 2 vsyage, Martin had
thought that it was beautiful,
and the beauty was of a scrt_he
had never susnécted beiorre, Ra-
der than voyaging out, the Yoon




had given him the fecling that he was coming in, moving into

. something as familiar as it was accessible, and he had hovered -
on the window long beyond necessity just to look at it: the
faint  scattering of colors at the edges, the crevices in the
center that looked so deep he could hurl himself and fall for-
ever, Into the pit of merory, ,

These are two selections--~one strung together, one intact--ILrom
THE FALLING ASTRONAUTS, Apart from any consideration of thematic
content, I think they begin to reveal why Barry N, Malzberg is not a
particularly popular writer with the SF readership, It is true that
his work is solemn and even zgrim--never more obsessive than in the
-novel I'm discussing lhere; and it is certainly devoid of stock roman-
ticismg calculated to set the pulp glands slavering, as the latter
section indicates, But examine the prose itself:

It militates against the simply entertainment-oriented recader,

It promises to be hard to penetrate; it presents a surface of careful
phrasings stacked in sequence, of grametically full. and proper clause
constructions and more, elsewhere, like strings of conjunctions with-
out the’ relief-of punctuation, And this is dramatically natural in
its own context, right to the point of culmination: comprising near-
ly a page in toﬁal length, the final three sentences (seeming for all
intents like one) are a -curious intensification of the reading exper-
“ience, resulting in the .suspension .of mental breath through the pat-
tern of emotional release detailed in these lines, (It hits me like
that; but I'll infer the nabture of the blow when I take up the impli~
cations of that ending later,). Even before you assimilate the coher-
ent images, the lines of the prose secm to promise a density that may
" give you a héadache when you thrust your mind against them squarely
and suddenly. A hard surface--no half-digested images in a mushy nare-
rative soup, ‘ ’

I step back at this juncture, briefly, and read the eipressions
of my last paragraph, I can sec that If've comne on rather strong, If
this puts you off, and if lalzbers's previous work puts | ..
you off, then you misht drop out when you like., If you're going to
read the book regardless, just for the*story you may expect from the -
cover blurb, then you should know that I'm goinz to reveal some of it,
the endirp included, This book is a lean and exemplary nightmare of
our time though, and as such it is effective no matter what you know
about it or whethar - read it before, In a way it bears the esw
sence of lalzberg!s talents, however, and if youlre going to read him’
at all (or at least give him another chance), this is the novel to try
Not caring at all for this, you'!ll probably never like him,

So much for the "gentle reader' posturing,

Barry lMalzberz is a science fiction writer, no matter what his
personal comments concerning his work are in AGAIN, DAIIGEROUS VISIONS,
His attitudes toward the space prograin and traditional SF aside, he
grapples with science fiction material as if he were really concerned
with it: it is more than story fodder, and it is other than somethin
perverse to be assimilated through the application of a respectable
culbural patina, Antiques appeal to unviable instincts; I have a clo-
ser and more natural affinity for writers who approach the substance
of SF with unabashed concern and clarity. They often zgo straizsht to
the heart of the awe (or wonder, if you will) and cut away the cultura
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bullshit along the line, A4nd in the line,
Here is an observation on this:

He is here to see the rocket go up, not to stand and look at
Vory Important Peonle and take notes in a notebook while he
sweats in the heat,/..,/ Besides, he dislikes the VIPs, dislikes
moat of them taken one by one, and certainly dislikes them as
a gang, a lafia of celebrity, a hierarchical hive./.../ If this
display of greed, guilt, wickedness, and hoarded psychic gold
could not keep Saturn V off its course, then wickedness was
weak today, Or did wickedness crowd to the witness stand to
cheer evil on its flizht?/.../ It was pure American lunacy,

. Shoddy technology, the worst kind of American shoddy, was re-
placing men with machines that did not/work as well as men,

/A/ crowd of a hundred thirsty " /do the reporters
could have been handled in three minutes by a couple of counter-

‘men-at a refreshment stand in a ball park, But there was an
insidious desire to replace men everywhere with absurd machines
poorly designed and abominably put tozether; yes, this abominable
food vending trdiler was the proper onposite number to those
smug and complacent VIPs in their stands a half mile away;
this was the world they had created, not the spaceship, They
knew nothing about the spaceship but its value in the eyes of
the world--that was all they had to know, The food vending
trailer was their true project, Then they mouthed their por-

. tions of rhetoric, when they spoke, loi, their moutiis poured
forth cement--when they talked about poverty and how poverty .
could be solved by the same methods and discipline and effort
devoted to space, he would have liked to say to them:. olve
your food vendors first: Solve your shoddy appliances first!
your nlanned obsolescensesl--then you may begin to think of
how to attack tue poverty of others, He was in a fury at the
commlacency of their assumption that they could solve the prob-
lems of the poor, His favorite man, Lyndon Johnson, was tell~
ing Walter Cronkite on television, ﬂThere'S so much that we
have yet to do-~the hunger in the world, the sickness in the
world, We must apply soie of thé great talent that welve ap~
plied to space to these problems,” Yes, his mouth poured forth
cement, ‘

and then:

There was just no way of anticipating what was going to
happen to him on that fifth orbit, Ilaybe it had been a foolls
paradise not knowing but it had been nice anyway, a pity that

: it could not last, He knew that they deserved it down there,
He was giving them surely what they had always wanted, all
“the blank men with headphones sitting at their desks, staring
at the screens, They had taken degrees and fucked Jjoylessly
and bouzht houses and gone into debt for possessions just so
they cou 1d be ready for what he had to give them, At night
they dreamed it, it would. appear to them in the cover of ‘
dreams, this end, and now it was coming closer and closer: .
he would give it to them, -He would give them a disaster so
enormous and irrevocable that they could only give up and
join with it forever, They would no longer have to cope, they
could let everything go in the simultaneity of collapse, Oh,

- they had had a taste of it, a little foreknowledzse /.../ but
they were still not quite ready for it, They insisted upon



strugsling oazainst their destiny, they had not yet learned to
accept it, they werc still tryins to act as if their headphones
and desks were real and as if they were in a rational business,
But it was not, it was not rational at all--

S da

--there was nothing sane about it, How clearly he saw it
how clearly they would sec it,

Two passages--one from Horman lieiler's OF A FIRE 01 Tl IOON,
the second from THI FALLING ASTROULUTS-~both nearly emotionally
intact, if not physically, And in thalt emotional aspect notice
that, desnite their seperate conbtents and dependent connotations,
these writers are evolking essentially the same indignetion at an
irresigtible moral problem, The statement of each traill tendrils
embedded in the main bodies and concerns of the individual hoolkg~-
one impressionistic documentary, the other impressionistic fiction
of a sort=-~but they are treating with two extremes of the sane
social sensibility, the VIP politiclan/celebrity and the upper mid-
¢le class, both solvent in and nurtured by the American capitalist
system, These books do have their other interssts, but in the sense
of this convergence it becomes apparent that Malzberg!s passage has
the greater emotional force and clarity, The style and rhythm it has
is working in its favor--yet the content is as stripped and direct,
as clean of information-line as the prose style itseli, Mailer is
working with the components of o real event, Apollo 11, while Ilalzberg
is fashioniny a fiction, a speculation frou a simdlar concrete basis,
but one as lean and succint as he is capable of in the expression of
his intentions, Yet he is direct--emotionally assaulting, althouzh
not at the expense of the valid observations that prompt this reactio

But Mailer has oblizations that must run him on o more devious
route, obligations to his taslk at hand, And, It'm temptel ©o say,
obligations to his role as a Iainstream Writer, The Zreat writer,
he dances about the ramifications of his document a bit mmch, noodle:
in his reactions to them a bit excessively, and on occasion plays a
little lofty with his dubiously modest third-person viewpoint color-
aturas, (I trust ny inference is clear? It is not entirely apparent
in the quoted passage, but it is something that stretches out to
transparency over the course of the book,) It strikes me--as it so
often does when a zenuine "outsider'" attempts SF material, here
turned-sudden~fact-~that lailer has attempted to assimilate a uniquel
avesone event (in historical Terms) by embeddinz it finally in a
literary ooze where cultural barnacles can collect, largely throu;h
the medium of his too-substantial personal vessel, his oun life,

In fact, OF .\ PIRI 0T TILi IIOUH struck me in several adverse ways
when I read it, At one time I was preparcd to discourse on my reacw
tions to its various elements--the lanichean moralizing, the gorjeous
description of the space hardware, the incantatory flab (which could
be, woulc be, lumproved upon by Zelazny!), and so on, Bub the book is
too Tfar behind me now for that task to be undertalken without another
reading, ILilzewise, I only invoke it hers, selcdom, to hel) establish
Ir, Ilalzberg's comparative velidity and worth in our field, and will
not pursue individual analogies further as I had once anticipated,
(Anyhow, lleiler has already been treated to one previous whine from
the zhetto via my review of UNIVERSE DAY,) Barry lalzber:; con speal
Lor himself, lilte it or not., I've put myself here to help convince
peopls that he is a good thing in the SF {ield,
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THE PALLILG ASTROUAUYS is, in essence, lislzbergls attempt Lo _un-
dersband significant aspects of our space program as it exists. ;3
has this in common with llailer's book, although it is fiction, @lCha?
Harvin, the protagonist, is for all forual purposes the author hlmself!
He is a forumer astronaut who is now beinj gradually siphonecd of ¥ the
prograi because he has had a ‘problem' out in lunar orbit--namely, the
fact that he olmost succuwibed bo the desire to head back from orbit,
leaving his team-mates stronded on the lloon, But ho was talked.out
of 1t by mission conbrsl, and finally, having set hais head partlally
to rights, they have wmade him press rclations liason for tihe current
launch, after which he will be jone for zood, IHe does not lile his
situation; he cannot understand what is happening to him in this pro-
2T, 4 0 And then the zhost of what he almost did--of what he failed
to do=-becomes on this mission a full-blown nightilare, and a crisis
which he must help to ease,

The narrative is formed Tfrom the inside: it is not standardly
dramatic, but possesses that neculiar interiority of lalzberz's style,
It scens to be constructed after the fashion of a man tryin; to work
his way out of a maxey box, He doss not under-stand all of his cir-
cumstances, ancd he is searching for origins, We follow lartin in a
careful third-person reconstruction of the details of his discoveries
andd the final climax, while the omniscient author almost never in-
trudes, ... o, Better yet, we follow him closely in the construction
of the mental processes that move hiul toward the revelation frou which
hey degideeshiysh Gmel. laets? o Forsdhdts wegle shi ngs isgbriowgit” elosar,
mace more immiediate by casting: the narrvative in the present tense; it
is being crecated before our eyes, as we read, in a wore urgent sense
than siuply the fact that we don'!t know whabt's 3oing to happen next
in the story, This book contains the most effecuive, most emotionally
justifiable use of the present tense I've ever come across, abt least
in our field, The author also has o functional device of breaking
off a sentence in the middle of a phrase or between phrases, and plac-
ing & set of the usual double~hyphens betwoen the paragraphs--as in
the last passage I quoted froi the book, You can only partially obe
serve from that passaze the elffect of this technique, In context, it
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is gort of a regrouping of psychic and emotional energies in order to
correctly complete a thought that possesses its own inertial force
from the outset, The technique is employed sparingly, in sequences
of third-person interior ruminatidén primarily; and it works signally
well in conjunction with Malzbergls style,

But there are a multitude of nicetises in his writing, the kind
of things that make for that very tired label: %a writer's writer."
(Sice) Remarkably, he keeps everything about his style working for
the book, and what is usually his nearly too stylized variety of dia-

logue here fits perfectly within the form of the book. The entire
thing is in an important sense really an expression of the character.
To my mind, Malzberg has cleanly accomplished something that Tl've
tried to approach on a slightly different tack in my own {so far abor
tive) attempt at creative writing, There is one prime, full charac-
ter in the book--and thgt is Richard Martin, who practically is the
book, A few others, his wife and the Director of the program, and to
a lesser extent three astronauts, although developed in detail, cannc
be matched along side as characters., This, however, is no failing at
all, as I see it: 1t is rather a strength, because these others are
meshed into the framework of the book so that they become in effect
nodes on the protagonistis consciousness; they are filtered through
his sensability. Again, Richard Martin is everything: the author is
in the usuwal sense lacking in presence: yet the fiction im sensibly
an auvtobiographical extension of the writer, And how much simpler ann
mope graceful it is than trying to smother a complicated historical
event with an overblown egol

Was it Ballard who remarked that one thing he likes about SF is
that there's no past to it, it'!'s all the future? If so, he was pro-
bably referring to the spirit of the literature (implying its partial
freedom from Yorigins') as much as to the explicit choice of subject
matter. In something of this sense, that is one aspect of this
bookts directness that I find attractive. Also, Malzberg does not
overdo technical, Agency jargon; he provides just enough general
knowledge of the space program and its workings to imply that a great
deal can (and should) go unsaid, and that you are, indeed, in good,
sure hands, (Very few SF writers can resally make their technical and
scientific sermons very palatable and involving by the strictest
critical standards, anyhow, And one has to be a rather exceptional
writer to transcend even that achievement and make such passages work

toward some greater effect, The only writer who has evidenced this
talent throughout much of his work--who comes to mind at the moment--
ig Arthur C. Clarke.e... And, in a somewhat different way~--to give him
his due--Nopman Mailer, in his technological descriptive passages
concerning the launch,) lalzberg's preoccupations are elsewhere;
and he often uses technical termsmore as a matter of form than any~
thing else--mainly for their image quality,

Here and again, I'm brought back to form, form and style, I fee:
compelled to mention a coupls of those consummate writer's "niceties,®
In one chapter of six pages Malzberg details the compulsion which
urges Richard Martin to abandon his companions while he retains sole
control off the space capsule; this section contains some of the most
driving manic reasoning in all the authorf's writing, He makes use of
the afore-mentioned double-~hyphen trick and, especially, of CAPITAL
IETTERS, This technique is reserved primarily for "statements" made
by the (retro-fire) BUTTON as it tries to "talk" Martin into pressing
its To try and explain the force and weight of those capital letters
is more than T can manage sconomically and untediously, but suffice i
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to say that they are extremely effective--especially when lodged in
the steady vicissitudes of the author's prose style, It!ve never read
better emotional use of capitals,

Likewise, I've never recad a writer who can swear better in
print, Certainly no one else can use "sons of bitches" (or its sin-
gular) so often, so unerringly. And, lest you think this is trivial
and cute--well, it?s not, Most SF writers! cursing is forced, man-
nered, or rote, but Malzberg'!s should be called rather deliberate;
and more than this, it is real, primal, and affrontive language, as
it should be. What I might call the “"expletive wmotion" is something
the author uses well, and it is integral to the heart of this fietlon
--and therefore to what the space program means to him,

At which point I come close to the final reckoning., Perhaps I've¢
seemed to ramble a little, but I have not yet lost sight of my inten=
tiond, Being rather loose in organization, this discussion is not
meant as a methodical review, at least, I have enough paper- and
head-notes at my disposal to germinate a tortuous analysis of this
book that would contain material much more dense or diffuse than any-
thing youl've come across so far., THE FALLING ASTRONAUTS 1s still
fairly recent on the paperback market, and Barry Malzberg does not,
at any rate, have a very large ahd enthusiastic readership in the SF
community, So, realistically and in all probability, what I'm doing
is trying to sketch small centers of my addmiration for the book and--
through this communication--to persuade as many people as possible to
read it, and to appreciate it, Whether neutral or hostile, with a°
temporarily receptive mind you may discover some surprising things,
and even an awe at the core of the book's implications which is not
so far removed from the best of this field as you may think, '

Anyway, it's not 1likely that a more effective anti-NASA state-
ment will ever be made, '

The trigger of bhe novells crisis is simply the assumptlon that
astronauts are human (and quite actlvely so), not problem-solving
cardboard machines as in much of antiquated hardcore SF. Of .the three
astronauts sent up on the shot for which Martin is press relations
officer, one is mentally disturbed in a decisive way., He gradually
loses his sterile image before the television eyes of the public,
"kills ‘one of his companions, and reduces the other to an lneffectual
wrecke This is all graphically communicated in prose that achieves a
. fixed~-vision intensity comparable to the physical one of the single~-
camera set-up In the space capsule, but without the drawbacks of its
predictable distance and literalness; the situation has been precisely
arranged by the previous depiction of the astronauts as the protago-
nist has encountered them., There remains but the ultimate act-~the
one Richard Martin could not perform himself--and the disturbed as-
tronaut, Busby, decides and threatens it: he wlll swing around the
moon, return to Earth, and release the nuclear explosives meant for
lunar testing. sse ’ ‘ -

v/, ../That's the interesting thing about this., There's surpris-
inely little copcernm/.../we're getting a lot of phone calls,
“mostly from people- whd want to know how it all came out., They
seem to think that-it was part of the p?oduction nlan.é.../#ou
see, as far as I can deduce anyway, these things /telecasts/ were
8o devalued a long time ago that they're another kind of televis~
ion. People don't belleve what they see on television anymore
so thls becomes part of the cultural mix, TIt!s very hard te get



people really involved these days, They'!ve seen so much., And
television, I'a sorry to say, is a very poor medium for what we
like to think of as reality.™

So speaks one harried government official, =-~Grimly plausible?
Or perhaps, a little too neat ond excessive in its grim irony, and
therefore only capable of sati»ic reality?...llaybe not:

When Armstrong and Aldrin teucheG down and walked, in furry
images two nedia rermcved fror: our sight--one physical, one elec-~
tronic-~I obsgerved tlem under circumstances of ontimim tension
and interest. Just before they landed, the TV I was watching them
on suffered a distasteful disfunction and the event had to Dbe
concludec¢ via radio, I was at ¢ friend's house in N.,Y,C., and
while they vnrenarec to disembark ~nd set up camera we drove swiftly
upstate toward wy then sunurban .- &, to share with the rest of
my family the commwunion of the ver;: first image~~one thatv I could

still not conceilve of, Gtiouch I knew habitually what its techni-
cal limitations on the ture wusgt be, The moment came, and I re-
mainec in a continuous state of amazement which was elongated, yet
not attenuated; the embryonic drama that the astronauts! mundane
and innocuous little motions migrt have feebly and unconsciously
striven toward did not enter into that momentous reality, that
totally new gituvation in real TiMBs.so Lventually--with a lengthy
naccage of time, while with no change at all in the "proscenium"-—-
word cawme throuch that there were some neople down the block, peo-
ple I do not even remewmber knowing in trat stultifying small town,
who were actually counlaining because none of the channels, none
of the independent local ones, were running any old movies, There
was nothing other than the dull nhysieality of this actionless
moon show (without a change in set-camera scenery as even George
llelies provided in A TRIP TO THE MCON!), ©No alternatives to a
cerebrally acknowledged event of incredible reality, No alterna-
tive to this momentary reality... put, then, there would likewise
be none if and when the brief reality of Jusby!s bob were dropped
gquarely onto their middle class environment. 1

If I'alzberg has a very likely »point, and if ac well I was
informed correctly, then I would be inclined to say that thess
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Malzbergls argument verges on
this. (Quite often it seems %o
ma that space may he the focal
point where the physical and
the metaphysical converge, es-—
pecially for the purposes of
art--and one of the best exam-
ples I can cite is the fiim
2001: A SPACE ODYSSEY.) We
simply have no right,

And this is almost an ab-
solute moral judgment. When
llartin is requested to talk
Busby out of dropping his boubs
via a closed-circuit transmis-
sion, he finalizes the horror
and brings it home in the tor-
turously long sentence(s) of
the novel'!s closing lines, ' .-
With all the emotion and con-
viction he can muster, he
swears Busby on, urges his
faltering will to return all
the way and "drop those fuck-
ers." Is this merely a per-
sonal vengceance?

Not quite, This is neot just
a satisfying but transitory
thrill, In light of what
has gone before, the climax
containg a horrifying moral
righteousness, one directed
at us all, Before we can
begin again to make an
apnroach to space, more E
sanely next time, per-—

haps there must be a
nurges . smaybe one of
nuclear fire,

TWhatever his dis-—
position, the reader
must admit that the
novel raises per-
tinent questions
and problems; and
it is open te
further inves-—
tigation and _
pocrsibilities,
as most good
SF shauld be,
It is inven-
sely focus-
sed, un-— f .
like ligil- ol
er!s am-— I

bitious
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and diffuse work, which I rather
perversely consider to be the best
attempt the Mainstream has pro-
duced at grasping something to-
tally alien through Yacceptable”
means, Maller aimost plays both
s8ides against the middle by taking
an admivtedly unique sevent and
proceeding tvo pack it firmly in
an unperturbable cultural excel-
sior, OF A FIRE ON TEE MOON is
not nearliy as vital a finished
literary creation, but it did net
its author a National Book Award
nomination., On the ather hand,
THE FALLING ASTRONAUTS has not
even received the status of An
Ace Science PFiction Special, for
which it had Dbeen destinedy in-
stead, it has gotten a partially
misleading cover blurb and a
pathetic, insensitive cover,

Yet I hope Barry lalgberg has
not »alsed hils last gquéstion
on the subjéot ¢f Space:

m L eeliartin realizes that
he never thought about
space at all, not un-
til the very end on
the fifth time around
and then it came with
such a rush of compli-
cation that space seemed
seemed to be something
else, Call it love,
Call it loss. But
never give it its real
name, Because it had
none we could give it,"

Barry N., Malzberg:e
THE FALLING ASTRONAUTS
Ace 754 191 pages

-~ Joff Clark






Iive always wondered what haprsned to Charley. Nothing new, %though.
I%ve been wondering this for tvaenty~three years now and I'm no closer
to an answer than I was a long time ago when I saw him waik toward
the shanties across the river, That was the last time I saw himcso
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Iy mother, now dead seven years and God rest her poor tired soul, was
a fine woman. I'm ashamed to say, though, that I can't remember clear—
ly what she looked like. Those certain details <that belonged <+to her
features have faded and dimmed but the memory of her as a whole is
still in my mind, Even i1f I were to meet a police artist who had a
briefcase stuffed to overflowing with eyes, noses, mouths, cheeks, and
ears, and he asked me "Ig this her nose? Is this her mouth? TITg this
your mother's type of ears?" I couldn't begin to answer. One thing
oply, and it stands out in ivs aloneness, I remember clearly of her,
Wnen she was angry a®t me for something--like when I would play catch
against the house and pitch a ball throusgh a window. or when I would
run away from home for a day to go tramping around in shantytown--
her mouth would twitch at the corners like she had all kinds of thinge
she wanted to say but couldn't, and her eyes would fill with a red
light of anger, I always expected a sound beating and, in a way, I
was disappointed when I never got one., All the other guys used to
brag, standing on the streetcorner, feet shuffling rain-socaked ciga-
rette packs and newsvaper pages, about their cruel parents and the
monstrous beatings they used to receive., They were tough kids, able
to make whinning boards and sticks crack, make hands sting upon im-
pact, But I never got a beating, so I just listened; or, when I was
asked to tell of an experience, I would make one up, 2 really wild
tale, and tell it with authority, enjoying the "ooohs" and "aaahs" of
the other boys as they listened, But I never really got a beating,
All my mother would do--no matter how bad I was or what I did-~was
shake her head sadly and tell me, "You'd better mind me, 'cause if
you don't I?1ll pack your things and give you to the Rag-Bone lMan,™
When I was very small--my mother had been telling me this ever since
I could remember--she used to scare me badiy when she saild this and

I always »nromised to be good, Bubt, even after mother had forgotten
the incident and her threat, I remembered the Rag~Bone Man, I would
lay awake at nights and imagine him--a darkly dressed skeletal figure,
in old clothes, with a big hat shadowing his face so only his eyes
shone through--and I would tremble at the thought of nim in our yard,
just outvside my window, watching and waiting, and not able to be

seen, Every time I thousnt of him I saw him with his little wooden
wagon, the one that he would take me awayx in, buried under a pile of
smelly and oily rags that he'fd picked up somewhere. I thought of him
often and, every time I did, I promised myself that I would be as

good as possible so that I would never have to worry about being
taken away from my parents, my home, and mt friends., Rag-Bone lMan,
Think of it for a moment. It's a terrifying concept to a small

child, A gaunt, starved, spectre of a man who walts for children

to be bad so that he can cart them away somewhere at irate parents!
reguests. It got so bad that I even imagined him whistling while he
pulled some child away in that wagon of his. A job well done. The
riore I thought of him, the more terrified I became of his possible
presence around my howme, lother mentioned him so much-~it was the



3l

one way she knew I would listen to her-~that I knew he would have to

" materialize some time to see why she used his name so much, I became
afraid to go outside even, and if I were Torced by my father on some
errand-~like going to the siore for hread or taking the garbage out--
I would carefully look the yard over, peek around corners into alley-
ways, before I would even mwove, It was a terrible life for me at the
time and my mother was to bDlame, It was she who had placed in my

head the terrible spectre with the wagon, It became even more terri-
fying for me when I discovered that there really was a Rag-Bone Man,
His name was Charley. Charley, That's not a very Gerrible name
really, It should have been a name like,..like...Hell! A thing as
terrible as a Rag-Bone Man shouldn'!'t have a name, I don't think that
there's a name terrible enough for something like that., Bubt this
man'!s name was Charley and he was my mother'!s threat personified,

When d4id I first sece him? v 18 se8,..0h, yes! It was on a dark
night, the kind of dark that wraps bushes and trees in the yard in a
blanket of black. I was in bed, wrapped in a cocoon of warmth, lis-
tening to the wind howling outside the window in wmy room, Suddenly
there was a crash on the patio--a trashcan fell and I heard it clat-
tering across the red and grey flagstones, I grunted to myself that
it was the wind nlaying tricks. I was ready to drop off to sleep
when I heard him outside, shuffling around in the dark, his feet--
probably wrapped in rags like the rest of him=-making muffled scrap=-
ings on the stones, I was terrified and lay there in the dark in a
cold sweat. Should I call for Mother? No! No, that wouldnft do at
all, She'd probably invite him in and pack my suitcase for me and
then help me get into the wagon. Father? How about him? As I lay
there in bed, listening to the feet outside, I knew that it would be
useless for me to call my father, I could see him opening one sgleep-
infested eye, look at me blindly, and say, "Oh, stop imagining things.
Go to sleep" and then roll over, showing me his pajama-d back. Either
that or he would go along with mother, like he usually did, I knew
that I could only help myself. - But what should I do? I thought I
would just lay still and wait for him to leave. But he didn't leave,
It seemed like hours that I lay listening to his feet shuffling around
and the trashcan clattering on the stones. I could see him--almost--
picking through the contents of the can as the wind blew it this way
and that for some small item that he night be able to use, I then trie
praying for him to leave our yard, to go and find some really bad kid
that deserved to be carited away. I still heard his noises on the patio.
I kne, as soon as I had finished my prayer, that God wasn't listening.
God's an adult and I knew that he must be taking my parents?! side, The
Rag~Bone Man was still outside and the traschecan was still clattering,
I knew of only one thing to dos I got brave, ©One possible thing-~-
gcare him away, I knew I'd have to move fast while I still had my
courage. I got out of bed, shivering a litile as I encountered a draft
of cold air, I pulled on a pair of jeans over my pajamas and then
went to my closet. Rummaging around for my pair of good shoes, I found
them and put them on, purposely not tying them, Fitting loosely like
they were, they would make more noise, I shakily elnmped downstairs
in the dark, my shoes flapning noisily against the wood of the steps.
I hoped that my shoes would make enough noise to frighten the spectre
away or, at least, wake my father up so he could scare him off., I
reached the bottom of the stairs and I dIdn't hear my father grumbling
about what was all the noise downstairs; so that part of my hasty plan
f8ll through. I started flicking lights on in every room I passed
through, honing the sign of someone alive in the house might frighten
hime Nmo, I still heard him outside, There was nothing for me %o do
but tell him to leave, I made it to the utility room, the one where
my parents kept the washing machine. It had a door that led to the
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patio. Oh, the patio! Clattering trashcan and starved spectre! I
had to confront him, I could never sleep with him out there, My
left hand was on the door latch, my right on the light switeh., Slow-
ly, slowly, a careful turn of the knob, and I abrubtly flung the door
open and threw the outside light on. For just a brief second I saw
him there, bent, his eyes flickering, face lined with a stubbly
growths He wasn clothed in rags like I thought he would be. Not rags,
. really, but certainly very seedy and threacdbare coat and pants., "Rag-
Bone Man!" I shouted. ¥Rag~Bone lan, get out of here! Ieave me a-
lonei" He turned, stariled, a scared and furtive look in his eyes,
Made me feel good to scare him, He deserved it, He really did, I
continueds: "Go on! Get out of here! You can't scare me now!" A rustle
of loose clothes in the wind and he was gons, an inkspot consumed by
more darkness, I stood in the door, the wind blowing leaves into the
house., I suddenly felt cold standing there, so I quietly shut the
door and turned the light out, I looked outside once more just to see
if he had decided to come back. No sgign of him. Good, good, good,
good, GOOD! Gone, vanished, no uore Rag-Bone lMan. My fear of him was
-forced out the door; like the leaves I pushed outside, I walked slowl;
unstairs, flicking house lights out as I went along., Everything in
the house was silent except for the trashcan outside, =till rolling
on the patio., Just as I was climbing the stairs to my room, I saw.my
father standing there, sleep~swollen eyes dimly staring at me, pajamas
wrinkled, and pillow-marked hands on hips. "What was all that noise
downstairs, Mike? And who the hell were you talking to at this
hour?® he says, I brushed past hiim politely and headed toward my bed.
I was suddenly feeling very tired, VYNobody, dad, nobody," I said,
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Kids love to get scared and love the things that scare them, Remoem-
ber the monster movies on Saturday? We were always there early at
the theatre to watch the ascortment of creatures with horrified glee
that lumbered, croaked, groaned and clawed their way across the
screen, We would sit for hours watching them, sometimes staying for
second and third showings., ILove to get scared, love it. ILoved Frank-
enstein, Wolf~Man, Iumuy and Dracula, Dracula especially, He had
that air of quiet horror about him, something you knew damn well was
evil but 4didn't appear that way., Charley was like that to me, . Per-
haps ©this is why all the kids in the neighborhood liked him so much,
Everybody but me, that is, I knew him foér what he was, His disguise
of a hobo didn't fool me. I knew that, even while watching him--from
across the street, safely ensconsed behind a lamppost, you can be as-
sured~-picking through trashcans that lined the street, his occupatior
was just a fronte He hovered around the neighborhood waiting for mo-
thers to offer him a son or a daughter who had misstepped their bounds
in the house. He was evil, Evil, No one could tell me any differ-
ent, Even uy closest friends, Jimay Hanlan and Tony Rosciutti, who
both liked Charley irmensely and talked to hin a lot, couldnt't get

me to believe that he was a good person, Oh, he was nice %o every-
one, But that was only on the surface, What can I say To make you
believe me? A lot of things probably., Yeah, a lot of things. But

I dont't want to lose my train of thought thoughes So listen, Charley
became a regular sight in the neighborhood, Everyone, really every-
one but wme, liked hin enormously. He had those eyes that seemed to
mely anybody that hannened to look at him. A patient, watery stare
that said, "Ita poor., Give me a dime for a cup of coffee."™ Everyone
treated him good, plying him with leftover pies and cups of steaming
coffee which he devoured greedily, offering profuse thanks., I watched
him often, keeping mostly out of sight, MMy friends, Jimmy and Tony,

4
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I often saw with him. He would give them little things that he!d
found~-marbleg, big glass shooters and cat's eyes, and old rubber
balls that qe’d picked up somewhere. His wagon--yes, he had onel--was
stuffed to overflowing with piles of cloth and assorted things, and
it was from thails that he took the things that he gave to the kids,
Once, while he was having some coffee with 2 neighbor, I was tempted
to rumnage in his wagon, look under that plle of rags. But I backed
outs Scaredoof what I misht find, I watched him closely, a punsly de-
fensive :0ve on my part. I figured that if I knew what he was doing
and when and where, I wouldn't have Too much to be scared of, He
wouldn'!t be able to sneak up on mé from behind., I knew from this close
surveillance probably more about Charley than anyone else in the
neighborhood, even Jim"y and Tony, who now seemed closger friends with
hin than they were with me. Trapped in the web of an Incubus,

They'd regret it someday, I was sure., Charley, I knew, would pick
rage and t'npgs from nne trashcan in one block and sell them on the
next, Sneaky. sneakyi But he was just Diding his time., Even my

own parents bought soie rags frowm him! I was so disgusted that I
didnl!t even tell them that they came from the Philips! can down the
street, Iy mother said to ms when I asked her why: "I feel so sgor-
ry for him, Iel's such a nice thing and he'!s »noor, I was Jjust trying
to heln him out a little "™ Sure, mom, sure, That's the one time in
my life I can look back and say my mother was stupid, I had to admi?b
Charley was smart. IIe had them sating right out of his grubby hands.

I would lrave het money that, if he had asked, some gullible mother
would have given him her son with no questlonu QQKedc She would
Yfeel gorry for him." I tried to warn Jimmy and Tony to stay away

from him. But they only lauched and went to see if he had any more
shooters to give them. Then, one day, Charley did something new, It
was winter, a fresh cover of automobile exhaust-colored snow lay on
the streets and sidewalks and, now and then, an occassional stray
snowflake would find its way earthward, Charley came to the neigh-
borhood froim shantytown., I don't know where the man ever slept over
there but that's where he went at sunset each day now. Anyway, I
said Charley did somnething new, He was glving out balloons! But not
for free, He charged a penny for them and Itll admit they were worth
the price--they were giant red things, I had an idea where Charley
got them~-talked soie shopkeseper into giving him a cass. Now he was
making money from someone else's kindness. Don'!t ever underestimate
the treachery a Rag—-Bone lien is capable of. Every kid in the neigh-
borhood was buying balloons from Charley., And then a strange--though
not unexpected for me-~-thing hapoensd. The children who took bal-
loons from Charley got sicke A hideous realization dawned on me, an
lmmature insight at the time, just how evil Charley was; and 1t was
an evil no one else seemed to reunilze. Charley had poisoned the bal-
loonsi Why though? Why would he do it? I couldn't know his reason
so I put it dowm as part of his nature. God! Iy friends noisoned
and on thelr way to dying, BUu I knew that I couldn!t say anything
to anyonees All T would get would be laughs, Then one night I over-
heard my parents talking in the kitchen about an epidemic in the
town, Scarlet fever, T think they said it was., Scarlet fever! How
stupid! It was Charley killing the children with his Innocent-looking
Dallcoons, And children were dying, really dying., I was young then
ané the notion of death was only something I'd heard of and never ssen
close, But my friends, kids I played ball with in the street, were
now lying in sweat-drsnched beds, their faces nepwnered with rash,
fever budtning their brains to ash, And dylngn Tony Rosculttl was
one of the first, I couldn!t believe it when my varents first told
me, Dead: No ball olaying, no swimming in the river, no nothing
anymore. A sob—-drenched casket lowered into a cold plot of eartha
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llore died, mostky children who had come into contact with Charley.
They wouldn'!t lisven to me, Adults, a few of them including Tony!s
nother, womplatned of feeling ill., I had seen her fooling with one
of Charley's balloons, trying to blow it un for Tony. But none of
them died. Charley still walked through the neighborhood, expressing
his sincere regrets to grieved parents, Regrets: 1I'd bet the only
regret he ever had is that he didnitt think of his murderous plan
garlier, like in the spring, maybe, when kids would be really sager
G0 be outside playing, I wanted to kill Charley, so help me God if
I didn't! As I lay in bed, unable to sleep, I could feel my small
hands around his scrawny throat, squsezing the evil that was his life
out =slowly. I made up my mind to confront him the next morning, I
rose early, hearing the crunch of his shoes and wagon on the snow-
covered sidewalke I Took a crucifix--I had seen the vampire hunters
in a Dracula film use one for protection against evil--with me and
went outside to find the Rag~Bone Man., He was walking slowly, un-—
steadily, down the street, three houses and a block from ny front
door, His back was hunched in a tired stoop and his hat hung low on
his head, PYRag~Bone Man!" I cried, brandishing the crucifix. “Rag-
Bone Man, stop! Stopi" I ran the distance seperating us, my breath
coming out in wispy vapors in the frosted aik, He turned in my di-
rection, stopning his walk, and looked, blinking, at me, I saw the
gloss on his eyes, the red spots on his face, the sheen of sweat on
hig forehead--just like Tony was before he died, I ran up, thrust
the crucifix at him, He gapsd at me for a second, then took the
crucifix from me in a shaky hand before I could even say anything.

He clutche? the object to his breast, then said, "Don't come near

me, son, I've got the fever, And," he waved the crucifix slightly,
Wthanks," T stood there, speechless and cold, watching him make his
way glowly Toward the bridge that led to shantytown across the river.
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My parents had heard later that Charley had died of the fever, This
was mere supnosition on the neighbors? part: it was true, though,
that he wasnlt seen anymore In the town, I didnt!t believe a word of
it. Not a word. I knew, felt rather, that Charley had merely moved
on somewnere else in his quest for bad children and irate parents,
Still in the service of the devil, And T also felt that if he had
died, like everyone said, he'!d probably talked FPeter into letting him
in and was busy, busy, busy selling noisoned balloons to angels,




Harlan Elligson has become one of the strongest voices in
the drive to promulgate speculative fiction as a viable
myth literature fér our timeasos
~~back cover of Januvary 1971 GAILAXY

In earlier times, the removed world was actually stated to
%o be just over the rnext hill, Fact and peorle who have
been nlaces and know better have pushed the removed world
out of America, out of Africa, out of the last Pacific is-
lands, off earth entirely. It &s no accident that science
fiction should have apneared as a genre in the 20th Century
at exactly the period when the very iast earthly Shangri
Ias could still pretend to exist., You might say that the
rockets of sclence fiction were the vehicle of escape for
the removed world,s.

~=Alexel Panshin, August 1970 FANTASTIC
Verne's inventions were a new imaginativa vocabulary, one
which gained its authority from science. They were a lat-
tor day equivalent of the gods and spirits and magical po-
wers of an earlier literature, and they were believable in
the same sense those earlier symbols had once been believ-
able... ~=-David Pringle, "Death of the Futwure," CYPHER 7
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Have you ever wondered just what that strange, incestouos rela~
tionship science fiction has with fantasy is all about? Have you
ever wondered why fantasy stories win "Science Fiction Achwevement
Awards" (Hugos), "Science Fiction Writers of America Awards" {Nebulas)<?
Why one of the leadlng magazines in the field is FANTASY & SCIENCE
FICTION, why they all publish the stuff occassionally, and why most
fans seem as intensively devoted to one as to the other?

If so, you need lmok no further,

The passages I quoted above give some hints and clues as to how
the two types of fiction are interrelated; I think David Pringle!ls
stavement is brobably the best, He says tpgt science fiction 1s ba~
sically a conllection of technological/scientific symbols, such as
aliens, spaceshins, warp-drives, time machines, etc, Fantasy is also
a collection of symbols, a collection of mythic symbols, however,
such as falrle%, dragons, hobb¢ts, spells, goag, ete. Both fanuasy
and sf act unon the reader in the same way, using different tcols to
achieve the same ends, What ends? Note Alexei Panshinls last line--
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"the rockets of sf were the vehicle of escape for the removed world,"
Both fantasy and sf remove the reader from the "real world", whether
by the addition of a zingle spaceship or dragon, or the creation of
an entire alternate/secondary univerce. That 1s the purpose of the
sf and fantasy symbols~-and that is what distinguishes these two
types of fiction from all others, what makes them unique and differw
ent,

Don Keller also suggesived to me an interesting idea., While both
fantasy and sf remove the reader from reality, they vtake him in dif-
ferent directions., "Sf seeks to exXpand horizons, to take man where
he has never been before, whils fantasy takes man inward, to regions
he has always been, but has forgotten or never realized.” Besides
"feeling" right, in that vague, uncammy way that some things do,
Don's theory can be backed up by the very nature of sf and fantasy
symbols, Fantasy symbols are mythic symbols, and where do myths
come from? From inside the mind., Sf symbols are technological-sci~
ientific symbols, and where does science/technology come from? From
an obserwation of outside reality. As you can ses, sf and fantasy
are similar, but different, There is a relationshin between the two.

But before penple start throwing bricks carefully disguised as
words, let me go thrauzh the eld, "classic" ideas on the nature of sf
and fantasy., Sf is suoposged vo be "possible," while fantasy is not,

his all sounds very nice and nseat, probably simpler than my own ex-
planation of the subject. But if you take a look at all the material
that is generally considered sf and not fantasy, you run into prob-
lems: most of it is not "possible,"

For instances: Is an alternate-world story such as Philip X,
Dick!s THE MWW IN TEE HIGH CASTLE possible? Or how about those tTine
travel paradores, such as Heinlein's "By His Bootstraps" or Silver-
berg!s UP THE LINE? Possibles..or inpossible? Or how about Hein-
lein's "The lMaa Who Sold the Moon"? It was vnossible, once, but is no



longer--does it jump from one catagory to another? Or how abcut Jagk
Vance!s stories, Delany, things like Keith Robert's PAVANE <..d Roger
Zelazny!s LORD OF LIGHT and JACK OF SHADOWS, where there seem to be
both fantasy and sf elements mixed together--even though scme of
their stories may be entirely "possibls," Fantasye..or sf? What a-
bout ILarry Niten'!s fantasies, vhich are reasoned so accuratvely that
they seem entirely "possible"? Or how about THE LEFT HAND OF DARK-
NESS? If I took the spaceship, the trucks, and the few references to
other vlanets out of the sbtory (which would reqguire only minor sur-
gery) what would the result scem more like? There are kingdoms, le-
gends, small villages, and a long trek across the frozen wilderness.
FantaSYo 3007 Sf?

Ah, but if you accept my explanation of the relationship between
sf and fantasy, all this confusion and contradiction melts away. ST
is sf because it uses technological/scientific symbols, and "By His
Bootstraps” is sf whether 1t is possible or nobt. Fantasy is fantasy
vecause it uses mythic symbols, whether or not it is "impossible,"
Stories which seem to be a mixture of both sesm so not because vhey
are both nossible and impossible, but because they contain a mixture
of both sf and fantasy symbols., Spaceships and willowboats.

I don!t think the "possibility" or "imnossibilty" of a story ex-
plains anything, I don!'!t think i% explains why "By Fis Bootstraps"
feels like sf, even though it's impossible, or why ANATOG readers may
1ap up E.BE. Smith and his galaxy-galloping tales, while shunning "that
impossibhle fantasy stuff.," I don't think that thet theory explains
why peonle are attracted to sf, either, If it is the "possibility"
of the story that really matiers, and is the distinguishing character-
istic, it would seem to me that sf readers would be more atiramted to
realistic stories than to fantasy--since these are, after all, far
more "possible,® On the other hand, if readers are attracted by the
scientific/technological symbols used in sf, and the fact that sf (and
fantasy) removes them from the trapnings of present-day reality, then
this is entirely changed--and the relationship I expnlained between sf
and fantasy obvious,

So, dear reader, through your bricks carefully disguised as words
—=but I warn you, they way come hurtling back?
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A LOOK JROM THE GNSIDE

When I attended the University of Washington SF
Writers! Workshop, I had been writing science fiction
seriously for slightly longer than two years, In that
period my only contact with the rest of the sf writing
community was a series of form rejection slips from
various editors, sgo I arrived in Seattle not knowing
if T had any actual talent, One of my primary aims
there was to discover if I could make 1t as a profes=
sional writer,

The first morning of the workshop Vonca MeIntyre
(the program coordinator) suggested we submit backlog
stories until we had time to write new ones, I had
brought a recent story with me, one written the previcus
week in anticipation of the workshop, I submitted it
to Vonda and that afternoon she made copies of it to
digtribute to the twenty-six workshoppers. That evening
they each read my story (and the others which were sub-
mitted that day) and prepared their criticisms of it,

Avram Davidson was our visliting instructor the
first week, and he was as kindly a person as you are
likely to find anywhere, I seriougly believed that he
and my fellow workshoppers would like my story immensel:
and immediately hall me as a young writer with urlimitec
potential, I was wrong. They found so many flaws in
my story, which I had never suspected but which from .
hindsight were so obvious, that I felt stupild having
missed them, The story was criticized very harshly,
and, in only my second day at the workshop, T knew there
was quite a bit I had to learn abouft self-crticlsme

T submitted mr second story on Wednesday as part
of an assignment of Avram's., What he did was place
small slips of paper with a single word written on sach



of them into two paper cups.
He then instructed each

of us to pick one slip 4
from each cup, The age
signment was to write a
etory using the two words
as inspiration, I drew

the words "illness" and
twine",

I had never wriltten
a story upon demand be-
fore, and I found the as-
signment both fascinating
anel A Elicillsl .« L Spent
the entire day pondering
it, rejecting idea after
idea as unsatisfactory.
It wasn't until late in
the evening that I found
a worthwhile idea, a
short mood piece about a
diabetics I used Gus-
tav Hasford's set of en-
cyclopedias to look up
the information on dia-
betes since I did no®
want my story to bs in-
accurate, Hours later,
after a few drafts and
quite a bit of strug-
gling, the story was
finished. I was pleas-
ed with it, though,
and knew there was
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no way anybody could possibly dislike it,.

The next morning I was massacred.
For openers, nobody believed my story
was actually a story; it was a vignette.
That did not bother me, though, for Ray
Bradbury has made a career of writing
vignettes, The major criticism came
from Bruce Taylor, who in the three days
at the workshop had become one of my
best friends. Bruce calmly told me he
was a diabetic-~-which I had never sus-
pected-~-and that all the facts in my
story were wrong. For what seemed like
hours he smilingly tore me to 1little
shreds, Never in my 1life had I imagined
that I, who despise "hard science fiction
almost pa331onately, would have one of
my storles ridiculed for its faulty science, O-for-2.

My next story was a masterpiece, or so I believed as I submitted
it to Ursula LeGuin the day she arrived at the workshop for our
secend weeks How could anyone resist a tender love story about a lon
lonely old man, a runaway teenage girl and a dolphin? Ths answer is
simple: They could dislike it bitterly, Oh sure, a few people
found things they liked in the storys; Doug Kinnaird sesven thought it
was a tender, moving story that I could sell, I loved Doug that
morning! But John Shirley flew into hysterics whin it was his turn
to comment, He did not for a second believe I had pictured my tele-
pathas as anything more than normal humans who happened to talk with
sheir mouths closed rather than opened, He screamed so loudly and so
vociferously that I was embarassed; and yet he was totally »ight: a
Gelepath is a telepath and cannot be treated as just another human.
Joanna Russ shattered that myth forever in AND CHAOS DIED,

After John finished demolishing my story, it was Ursula'!s turn b
comment, Dear, sweet Ursula who, sven if she were ripping you with
Shin daggars would simultaneously endear herself to you, merely shook
her head sadly and said, "I think John's already sald everything
pretty well, There!s no need to dwell on it.?  ®—for—s.

By the end of Ursula's week I was slightly depressed, I had no
intention of giving up, of course, but I would have liked to have had
a stcry praised for a change., TUrsula tore apart my fourth story Wed-
nesday of her week {(a story that immediately became infamous as "the
fix story"), but Friday I gamely submitted my fifth work, Unfortu-
nately, we ran out of time that morning and never reached my story,
so Vonda told me she would delay it until Monday when it could be the
first storye..Harlan,.,.would criticize,

There!s a kind of mythos about Harlan Ellison among workshoppers,
and it'!s particularly rampant among novices who have heard about him
but never met him., He'ls the demon writer who has been known to tear
young writers limb from limb for the crime of misplacing a comma, As
Ursula'’s weeked neared its snd, and Harlan's week approached, a vague
aura of fear had descended upon us first-year people; after all we had
heard about Harlan, what could he possibly be like in person? Did he
have claws? Fangs% Did he carry a scythe with him, chopping off
unwary heads?
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Harlan arrived Saturday afternoon, and he
seemed as friendly as his two predecessors were,
He walked through the dorm, greeting each of us
individually, even stopping into various rooms
to talk awhile, He told us stories about the
killer heat room which was devastating the
East Coast, making it sound as if all that
was saving us in Seattle was the Rocky Mount-
ains, Iate that night he gathered us in the
hall at 2 a.me and actually read us a bedtime
story, a gruesome little piece called "Bleed-
ing Stones," By Sunday afternoon Harlan seem=-
ed more 1like a fellow workshopper than our -
writer-in-residence for the week, When we went to sieep Thav mnignu,
we felt sure that the Harlan-legend was largely false and he was
actually a total prince of a fellow,

That impression lasted until exactly eight o'clock the next
morning, when he ran through the halls 1like a drili instructor,
banging on everybody's door, demanding that we get ocut of bed,

"What!'s gding on?® I asked Lin Nielsen, a veteran workshopper.

"That!s the way Harlan gets us up for the morning session," she
explained,

Getting up an hour before class was not a desirable things.
Generally we stayed up until at least three or four o'clock in the
morning, reading each others! manuscripts, writing our own stories,
and spending time unwinding in the Crossroads of the Galaxy (which
was originally Lin's room until reconverted)a That extra hour of -
sleep until 9 ol'clock was a necessity if we were expected to function
during the day. We did not get that hour during Harlanl!s week,

At precisely nine o'clock we staggered into the lounge which
gserved as our classroom, Those who were unfortunate enough to be
late were treated to a second visit by Harlan, who this time prac-
tlcally dragged them to class, I could swear that I saw him carry
two people over his shoulders into the Lounge, but I am told that
was a delusion of my feverish mind., By nine-fifteen, we were some
twenty-six zombies sitting around a circle with a whirling demon at
our center, admonishing us for—--of all things!-~sleeping.

It turned out that my story was not going to be first on the
chopping block that morning. That fate befell Neil Ruttenberg,.
Unless my memory fails me, it was the first story Neil had submitted
to the Workshop (we had no quotas to £ill) and he had not yet develor
the protective armor which guards the ego from the harsh criticism
directed against the stories., The only way such armor can be acquirer
is to undergo the criticilsm process frequently enough until one be-
comes naturally immune, DBut this was Neil's first shot at being
criticized, hence he was very fragile, And Harlan was merciless!
It've never seen anybody so driven in my entire 1iEe as Harlan was
that morning, He ranted and raged and screamed himself hoarse, all
of it directed at poor Neil. Every single thing Harlan said was tru
but that in no way lessened the impact, After the massacre was over,
nobody spoke to Vell for the rest of the day, but he spent long hours
wamklpg in a semi-daze, muttering, "I'm gonna make it! I'm gonna
make iti"
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iy turn was next, and harsh as John Shirley had been on me one
week previous, this morning was worse, ILucy Seaman spent a long time
discussing the farm setting of my story. It seems she lived on a
farm and my picture of one was pathetic, even worse than my portrait
of a diabetic had been. After she finished haranguing me, Harlan tore
into the whole story as unbelievable, amateurish, comic-bookish (at
one point he even asked me if I read larvel comic books; that point
hurt worst of all), I tried to be stoic about it, but apparently I
did not succeed since the rest of the day friends kept consoling me.*
I was now O-for~5 and my whippings were getting worse rather than
lighter. By this time I was nearly on the verge of believing that I
indeed had no talent. I was not yet ready to give up, though,

Harlan gave us an assignment his first day. He wanted us to
write a gut-level story, to probe our most secret fear, our achille's
heel, and spill it all in a no-holds~barred, tell-it-like-it-is
stoery, I'm basically an insecure person and I have many fears, Some
of them are small fears, others are major ones, still others are so
dsep I would never dare tell them to anyone., At first I considered
writing about one of the big fears and I began a few stories with
that intent, Bubt as I discawvded false start after false start I
reconsidered., Harlan's intent in the assignment was for us to get
deep into ourselves, to write about the one thing we were always
afraid to tell before., If I were to fulfill the assignment honestly
I would have to get to one of my secret fears; anything else would
be cheating. It was-a difficult decision and a few times T came
close to backlng offy but I finally got the deep secret on paper.

% Gook me six drafts to polish the story and when I was finished T
was alfraid to submit it, There was so much of me written into the
story that I was embarrassed anyone should read it, But I did think
it was a good story--as usuall-- so it would be foolish not to sub-
mit it, I gave the story to Vonda the next morning.

Until Harlan's week, the workshop had operated on the system
that each member would have his chance to criticize each story. The
major drawback of this system was that frequently we had to listen
to people speak whc really had nothing to say that had not already
been sald by somebody else, v wast ime-consuming and Harlan cecided
to change it. Each morning he posted a list of all the stories to be
criticized that morning, and each workshopper was instructed to sigr.
up for whatever story he wished to criticize, When the list with my
8sTory was posted, five people signed up for it: Iisa Tuttle, Russell
Bates, Art Cover, David Wise and Phil Haldeman, Tiiose names probably
mean nothing to you, but seeing them written next to my story fright-
ened me, With the possible exception of Phil (who was the gentlest
person at the workshop) the other four were the toughest critics in
our groupe. They were all veteran workshoppers who knew that a writer
learns by stern criticisms, not by gentle praise and slight compli-
men¥a.  All of them signing up for my story was not a good omens I
swoaisd all evening., I did not know how my next bloodbath could
possibly bs worse than my previous ones, but I was sure 1t would be,

By midnight I was a nervous wreck, Could I possibly survive until
dawn?

*Jeff Swmith hers, Bob, I underwent a similar experience at a
con with Hgorlan, but I guess I can't really shed any light on the »
matters Did we s8till look visibly shaken hours later, or did people
just know we were in dire need of kind words. Fans murmurred sympathy
Barbara Silverberg patted me on the headses.but I survived, as did you,



~d B

Then, close to three a.m.,, a strange thing happened., I saw Har-
lan in the hall and he stopped me and said he liked my story. He
even congratulated me.

The next morning my story was critigued. They liked it. Surs,
nobody claimed it was the latest classic, but they did think it was
good. Harlan said that along with Steve Hust, I had fulfilled the
assignment best, I felt very proud that morning. What doubts I had
about myself a few days ago were all gone then. I had come to the
Workshop knowing I wanted to be a writer; that morning I new I was
going to succeed. In my mind it was no longer a rjuestton of whether
I would be able to do it; it was a matter of how longs

This article does not have a completely happy ending. I sub-
mitted another assignment story to Harlan and it was a total bust.
He harangued it as badly as he had my first story. Friday afternoon,
after his week was officially over, Harlan made a point of telling all
the workshoppers what he thought each member's chances were of bccom-
ing a professional writer. He was as tough then as he had lodn all
week, He told guite a few people he did not think they would ever
make it, He told me I should give up writing. He suggested I try
authodontistry. I think he was tougher on me than on anybody else,
possibly because he knew how serious I was about writing. Whatever
his reasons were, I ignored them. What he told me did hurt quite a
bit, and while on Monday of that week I was so depressed I might
possibly have taken him seriously, on Friday nothing could discourage
me, And that's the way I feel now. To paraphrase Neil, I'm going %o
make it, I have not the slightest doubt about that statement. I'm
going to be a professional writer.

e

When I decided the write this article about the University of
Washington SF Writers'! Workshop, I was undecided whether to write a
subjective article explaining preclsely what it 1s and how it func-
tions, or a personal essay relating how I feel about the workshop
and what it did for me. It turned out there was no decision to make,.
Nobody who spent six weeks at the workshop could possibly be objec-
tive about it afterward. He may hate it (which is possible, should
he be extremely sensitive to harsh criticism or less than totally
serious about writing) or he may love it, but he will not be objective
about 1t.

I make no secret about the fact that I love the workshope. I am
spre that anybody who has serious inclinations toward being a science
fiction writer would do well to consider one of the sf workshops.
Don't be frightened away by those few so-called science fiction fans
who have been speaking out publicly against the workshops. I find
that most ef these people know little more about the workshops than
what they are told at late-night convention parties. Ask any ex-
warkshapper what his opinion isy I'm sure it will be very similar to
my AWIls

eSS
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I have never voted for a Hugo. Never, even though I've main-
tained a vital interest in SF and its fandom for nearly five years
now, have bullt up an almost encyclopedic storc of knowledge and
lore, and have probably written more for fanzines than anyone else
during that time, I didn't vote, but it wasn't out of gpathy.

It was out of thriftiness, The damn awards cost too much. Six
bucks can very casily be put to much better uses, I am very reluc-
tant to spend it on something as fleeting as a single Hugo vote when
it could be much better invested in something like a copy of ECHOES
FROII AN IRON FARP, which will no doubt be worth a small fortune in a
few years. I think a lot of people feel the same way, and are not
voting for the same reason,

This is bad, if you'll excuse me for belaboring the obvious. In
order to make the awards worth anything at all thev must have as wide
a base of support as 1is possible., With high costs lots of excecdingly
qualified pcople are not voting. What to do?

Well, there has been much discussion about this problem recentlw
Ted White suggested in FANTASTIC that the difficulty stems from
greedy con cormmitteemen who like big profits. Jerr y ILepidus thinks
that thoe costs should be lowered to one dollar, and the awards
seperated from the conventions, save for presentations,

Fine, but these ideas must be banged around a bit to make thoem
work., Suppose we assume the worst, and take it for granted that con
committee people really asre Scrooge-like misers who are intent upon
profiteering off ef 1ifl cld fandom. What are we going to do about

Ay

Nothing. It seems to me that an effective short-range solution
for lowering the Hugo costs isn't about to change the hearts and
minds of men, It will lower costs and nothing more, Then the
missionaries can go to work if they please, Personally, I doubt that
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there are many people left who are'willing to run an enormous world-
con without thoughts of finaneial ronumeration. Hate the profiteers,
sonny, but at the same time you must depend on them. Running a con-
vention is a lot of work. Are you willing to go through all the

trouble?
I thought not.,

Now then, assuming that the convention is designed to rake in a
profit, let's sec how we can keep the price down anyway. The current
six bucks for "supporting membership" !which means essentially a Hugo
vote) is simply too much. It must come down, but a workable solution
must be devised to keep the {§ rolling in to the con committees,

I propose the following:
1) The fee for voting on the Hugo be made one dollar,

2) lembership in the convention no longer be required for voting
and nominating in the professional categories,

3) Membership in the convention regquired for the same in fan
categories,

4) Placing of Bugo information and/or blank ballots in the
prozines,

5) Prozines generously donate the space required for 4).

6) Eugo voting fee and membership fee made seperate, but the
former deductible from the latter,
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7) All money taken in from the
awards goes to the convention committee,.

A bit of explanation:

s ;,,'/J
%

The first point is obhvious, but the
next six are reguired to make it work,
assuming the convention committee is not
made up of saints or would-be fannish
martyrs,

e .shijjeetaor the .second point- is
to gain a wider base of voting appcal.
3 The tastes of fandom are not always
those of the general readership, and
since there 1s no universally accepted
definition for "good science fiction"
(or even "science fiction" for that
matter) the award is, let's face it, a
popularity poll, The narrower the range
of voters, the less the poll reflects
what is really popular,

.

Number six, if you don't mind my
%&L} skipping ahead, is to prevent the con
, cormittees from getting carried away and
making the Hugo fee something to be
added to the membership fes, That
Wouldn't do at all.

Number 4 relates to number 2, We want readers with some
knowledge of scilence fiction in order that they might vote intelli-
gently, Not all recaders of any given prozine will have this know-
ledge (in fact, I doubt most ANALOG readers are at all familiar with
the rest of the field), but 1t does seem likely that anyone who reads
prozines and has enough interest to vote will know what he's doing.
The very general rcader who knows of nothing but STRANGER IN A
STRANGE LAND and DUNE is thus left out of the picture as he is inten-
ded to be,

However, it 1s also likely that this same prozine reader won't
have seen more than one or two fanzines, whieh is why he shouldn't be
allowed to voto in that categorye He may have seen a couple fanzines
such as LOCUS or AILGOL, but no more, If he were voting, those fan-
zines with high enough budgets to buy prozine ad space would totally
monopolize the awards and render them meaninglesse

Having prozines donate the space 1lsn't really necessary, but I
think it's a good idea. You see, it's a very nice thing from an
editor's viewpoint to be able to splatter HUGO WINNERL!:! all over
his covers. Sells more copies that way. Surely most pro editors
would be sufficiently interested in winning to print such information.
And those that don't, well, they lose out to those that do-~because
if prozine X prints the information and prozine Y doesn't, X has a
much greater chance of winning, (Such could produce a hundred votes,
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which would be all that's reguired to turn things around.)

In requiring convention membership for the fan categories, we
are assured of voting being done by fans, but then there!s that old
expesnse problem again. I see no solution for this right off, but I
think it's the lesser of two evils, At least we liberated the pro
categorics, didn!t we?

The final proposal id the hapny ending., Con committeemen might
gripe at getting their incomes shaved down to one sixth of what it
was previously, but they shéuld consider something, Even though 1t
will take six times as many voters to get things back up to where
they were, with tho combined circulations of the prozines printing
the ballots, it should be very easy to get those six people, and quite
possibly six more, Thus the con committce actually makes more money
than ever before,

Thus, even if they are all greedy bastards, the price of the
Hugo vote gets lowered, Which 1s what we wanted all along.

jdsmith -- Anyone considering Darrell!s proposal would be wise to
also consider thesc points: Does the worldecon possibly already have
more tasks than it can handle, besides taking on hundreds . moro
reople intercested only in adding paperwork? At a dollar a vote,
wouldn!t it be easy for some unscrupulous and rich pro like Bob Sil-
verberg to stuff the ballot box? (Romember, it is probably true that
QXXﬁkﬁgﬁﬁ a Canadian fan did this recently, at greater cxpense.)

Vi o .



Deep hast thou drunk at the tenmpting of tiume
of the wine of remorse bliat rains sour-sweetb
over the moorlands in showers of sorrow
to drown the remembrance of Faery mead

Longz hast thou searched in the mauve-heathered hills
Marooned in the still of the events last light
Sceking the willowisp'!s glimmering zuidance
to the shimmering gateway Ffrom mortal men's nicht

Soft hast thou fingered thy elven-hailr harp-strings
and set thewm to singing and sizhing forlorn
haunting the night skies with sweet pain and longing

and straining thy ear for an answering horn

Fast hagt thou stood through the tewmpest of time
temnered like stecl by the fire and frost
Porged to the likeness of heroces and voyagers
Visions forgotiten of princedoms now lost
0ft hest thou been seen, a wraitl: born of storm wind
W A

as
ight of tle moorland, the heather-clad sea
i

H"DJG

Yestertide blown to a lone phantom wandering
the hell that the northweirds have fashioned for thee

27-286 April 1971
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T am swamned with fanzines. I have heen digging through the
boxes in the closet that hold fan publications, trrying to find all
those T received since doing the review column in PhCOII 9--and while
T haven'!t commletely succeeded, I think I have most of them scatitered
here on the floors: over fifty, and I'm not going to be able to cover
them all. DPut I'1ll do ag wmany as I can without skimping too much,

Six editors graced me with over a hundred pages in the nine-
month veriod:. The zines: SF COMMENTARY, 4 issues, 232 pages; MCEBIUS
TRIP, 3 issues, 169 pages; LoCUS, 18 idsuesz, 147 pages (plus columns
and ads); RICHARD E. GEIS, 3 issues, 143 pages; YANDRO, 3 issues, 110
pages; and ENERGUIEN, 2 issues, 98 pages (plus portfolios). I have
not wanted for reading matter.

The highlight of the year has been the first three lssues of
RICHARD E. GEIS (POBox 11408/Portland OR 97211/$1 a copy), a fanzine
in which, day by day, Geis records his thoughts, his letters, hils
vook&fanzine reviews, his fiction, and anything else that comea to
mind, This is something almost anyone could do, but few could ds
well, Dick does it very well, There are plenty of weak spots--
frinstance: 1in the secgond issue, there was lots of real soap opera
in Dick!s life, but the conflicts were pretty well resolved by #3,
so that #3 has Dick straining for things to say in the "diary" por-
tions., ("I come halfway awake around 6 A.M, when stepbrother Jerry

L) THE CEAEAAN T
AL

fanzine reviews by jeff smith
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clumps down the stairs from his bedroom in the converted attic. He
pisses and shaves (electric) and eats a bowl of dry cereal and milk.
(Snap~crackle-pop.)") And the book reviews are a half-breed racse,
some full reviews and some mere comments., This is how Geis reviewsd
books in his SCIENCE FICTION REVIEW, but it doesn't seem as good here.
(Perhaps because in SFR the reviews were all togethner while they're
scattered here¢) And the fiction, which started in #3 and will pro-
bably be in each issue from here out, is not terribly good, If Vir-
ginia Kidd can sell this for him then I'll be positive she's the best
agent in sf, All told, though, the strong parts of the zine are
solid enough to support the entirety easily.

A portion of REG is sexually oriented, and it is not" the roman-
bic sex of an Anne McCaffrey novel. I give you warning,

A dollar will buy you almost a novel-length's worth of honesty
and wit., I find it engrossing reading. And Dick Geis has my vote as
Best Fan Writer of 1972--yea, even over Rich Brown and Terry Carr.

The second issue is Rich Brown'!'s BEARDMUTTERINGS (410 - 61lst St..
Apt. D4/Brooklyn NY 11220/one issue free for asking) is hers, and
damn if Rich (pardon--rich) isn't damn near as sood as dick (pardon--
Dick)., BHM (the temptation, the temptation...ah, resisted) consists
of rich saying opiniated things about fandom, hiding until the letter:
stop coming in, and then re-emerging and replying. Do send for your
free issue; do,

THE INCOMPLEAT TERRY CARR is available for $1 from Arnie Kabz
(59 Livingston St., Apt. 6B/Brooklyn NY 11201), but unfortunately
when I found this out I had just lost my job so I still haven't got-
ten a copy myself, I do feel qulte safe in recommending it sight
ungseen, and hopefully if they ever do a Part Two they will include
the eight pages in Arnie'!s FOCAL POINT (3/$1) 35, which is fabulous,
A short quote couldn'!t possibly do it justice, but here'fs a taste
(the Carrs! car has broken down in Billings, Montana): "So I sighed
and we began to read some books, and I thought it wasn't really such
an unpleasant place to spend the weekend: there was that nice crisp
smell of smoke, for instance, Then the motel burned down,™ (Arnie's
editorial and Ross Choymberlain's marvel~ous cover are also note-worthy
this issue, And John D, Berry'!s final lines: "This fanzine 1s round
like a ball, you know., And I'm going to sail off the edge,")

Other faanish stuffs I haven't room to review, but which I en-
joyed, are: FIAWOL (Arnie and Joyce Katz, 5/$1) the faanish news-
zine (that'!s two dollars I've got to send him), RATS! (Bill and
Charlene Komar-Runkel/84-45 121st Street #1-D/Kew Gardens NY 11415/
50¢, 3/$1), MOTA (Terry Hughes/Route 3/Windsor MO 65360/25¢), and,
in a different vein but at least as good, AWRY (Dave Locke/915 IMt,
0live Dr, #9/Duarte CA 91010/six 8¢ stamps).

A note to the Brooklyn Insurgents etc.: I'm only trading KYBEN
for your zines unless you really want PhCOM, too., If you do, let me
know,

Frank Iunney (212 Juniper Street/Quakertown PA 18951) is publish-
ing again, and has produced SYNDROME 1 (50¢). However, Frank says
future SYNDROMEs will only remotely resemble this one, so I canft yet
suggest you enter into a strong commitment with it, Actually, SYN 1
reads almost exactly like a BEABOHEMA 21 would have read had Frank
kept that up--except that BAB 21 would have had one of my music col-
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wme, Ahal I underctand now, Frank, I sgec it ¢ll, You wanted to
dron =y column wit-out hurving wmy feelings, so you killed BAB to do
15l

SYNDROME 1 would have made a good i1lssue of BEARCHEIA, even if 1t
moybe isn't a good is=ue of SYNDROIE.

™o of my favorites among the newer fanzines are KRATOPHANY (E1i
Cohen/417 W, 118th St, Apt. 63/New York NY 10027/504) and PLACEBO
(lloshe Feder/142-34 Booth Hemorial Ave/Flushing NY 11355/and Barry
Smotroff/147~53 71lst Road/Flushing NY 11367/35¢, 3/%1). KRATOPFANY
somehow evokes the aura of the Pittsburgh fandom of a couple years
back, (Was Eli there, or d4id he admire it from afar? T don't rcmom-
ber,) The best part of the second issue is a little piece by Ginjer
Zuchanan, who was of that early-PgHlange era, It also has E1i Cohen,
of course, who s good, and a Judy ilitchell/Mike Hason comic strip
that is a bit slopny but still hichly enjoyable. (Judy is good, and
does a lot for KRAT.)

The editors at PLACEBC are stuggling hard to nublish a good fan~
zine, and they are struggling, butv they are struggling, and the issue-
to-issue imnrovemeut 1s, I'm sure, quite heartening to them, They
have more than a counle visual problems, but the layout has finally
reached a scrviceable level by the fourth issue. The two staff art-
lsts, Stu Shiffman and Paul Jordan, are neither very good, though,
and thie hurts thems. They try for a sercon/facnish balance, though
predictably the faanish material outweighs the serious stuff. (It's
casier to write,) I thoroughly enjoyed Dave Emerson's "Tales of the
Hula~Foop llythos" in the third issue, and the two editorials which
comprisc the entirety of the fourth icsue are well done, both., I
want to watch this one grow,

LCCTS won the fanzine Hugo again, and is still going strong at
its new address (Charlie & Dena Rrown/34OO Ulloa Street/San Francisco
CA 94116//12/43, 26/86:. I voted for it last year, but not this year;
because I felt someone else should have a chance. I hope the Browns
realize that their huge circulation (1450) gives them an unfair advan
tage over the rest of fandom and tihey don't try for three in a row.
(I don't think they should witlhdraw thelr names or anything, but come
Hugo timo next year just suggest their readers vote for sometining
else~~of the reader's own choice,)

LCCUS, if youlre reading this in your doctor's office and have n
idea what'!s going on, is "a bi-weekly newspaper covering the science
fiction field." After working on it for a while, I have come up with
two main criticisms: A) Stories are souetimes not followed up. In
#110 they promised they would print the contents to Fred Pohl!s BEST
SF FOR L{&" anthology, but they never did, In #118 they told us Bett
Ballantine had left Ballantine Books and that Fred Pohl had left Acse,
but we haven!t heard anything since, There should at least have been
2 note saying thery hadn't heard anything yets B) They had a tendency
to occascionally sgend news out as third-class mail, so that sometimer
I would receive a first-class followup before I had heard the origiw.
third-class story. I wrote and suggested sending only non-news (re-
views, antliclogy contents, ec.) in the bulky third-class is=ues, but
there hasn'!t been a third-class issue since so I don't know if they!'l
keep doing it or not,

(Incidently, when I looked at Steve Stiles'title drawing for
LOCUS 124 T finally saw where the title came from, and indeed why
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Charlie started it in the first place. We all know that to a fan,
Happiness Is a Full Mailbox, This craving for mall appears to be
even stronger in Charlie than in the rest of us, so he starfted a
fanzine the entire nature of which demanded an incredible influx

nf postal material. And furthermore, in his title Charlie asks for
more! What else does LOC-US mean?) (Took me about two years to
figure that out,)

I just started getting Ed Connor's MOEBIUS TRIP (1805 N, Gals/
Peoria IL 61604/50¢. 5/82), who this year has been publishing on a
fast quarterly schedule., I don't think I'll ever forgive Connor for
not attenting PgHlange 1970 (since Connor wasn't there, Harlan at-
tacked me instead), but he has been sending me some nice fanzines
lately., MI' is a 50~60 page gonzine of varying quality, and the good
is quite good while the bad is quite bad., Paul Walker, who never
impressed me when he was reviewing for Dick Geils, is the shining
light here, Part of this may be due to the fact that MT is nowherse
near as good as SFR was, but Walker has improved with age, it seems.
The highlights in MT are his interviews with writers (Blish, Russ and
Schmitz in igssues 13-15), and his reviews are good, too--particularly
the one on LOVE IN THE RUINS in #13. There is a good article on
Philip Jose Farmer by ILeslie Fieldler in #l4. There are nine awful
pages in #15 by Jack Wodhams, who drew cartoon answers to the questicn
Walker had given Russ the issue before, In all, a wild mess of good
and bad, but, as I said, the good is good, if you have the patience
to seek it out,. 3 "
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Mike Glicksohn (32 Maynard Ave., #205, Toronto 156 Ontariec) is
folding his Hugo-nominated ENERGUMEN, a process known as Quitting
While Youtre Ahead. If you send Mike two dollars cash you might be
able to be around for the swansong.

It!s an unusual comment on me, I guess, that one of the reasons
there was such a long interval between PHANTASMICOMs 9 and 10 was
that PhCOM was in some ways becoming like NERG, and in ways I didn't
likee Nerg is a near-perfect blend bhetween faanishness and sercon-
ism--and what that means by current standards is that there are some
intelligent sf discussions tossed into the personal reminiscences of
Mike!s contributors. This is how PhCOM was headed, and that isn't
what I wanted., But it 1s what Mike wanted, and he did it well.

The thirteenth issue, in particular, had only one undistinguished
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pilece ("What, No Mad Scientists" by...Bubbles Broxon?)., As to the
rest, Mike and wife/co-cditor Susan each wrote faanishly, as did
Rosemary Ullyot. Walt Licbscher wrote on a variety of unusual words
enjoyably, Grant Canfield drow seven of his little creatures full-
8ize., And thon there were two articles of sf--Sandra Melsel on Fred
Saberhagen and Angus Taylor on Philip K. Dick. (And Taylor is the
only person who has finally corvinced me %to try Dick again someday,
a feat no-one else had managod, A fine articlse.)

Can you imagine PHANTASMICOM like that? It almost happened. I
have noticed that most genzines have a preponderence of faanish mater-
lal--as I noted earlicr, it's easier to write faanishly., The new
LCCUS that cams right after I typed the last sentence mentioned that
ENERGUMEN 13 "leans more to serious SF than fannish,® and you can sese
above how much serious sf is in thero. NERG 12 had a review of A
CLOCKWORK ORANGE and an article on Marvel comics as its sercon con-
tribution, so there has indeed been a slight upswing, eh?

But the material in 14 was very good, making 1t the best issue
I've seena

T should briefly mention Bill Bowers' OUTWORIDS (POBox 354/Wads-
worth CH 44281/60¢, 4/$2), which has gotton rather small, 20-30 pp.,
but which is betteor than eveor., Visually it is as attractlve as over,
with many full-page drawings and good small ones as well, Issue 3.2
featured Canfield and 3.3 Fabian. The written material no longor
takes a back seat, though, as it did at first. Theo article Piors
Anthony wrote about his collaborations and collaborators found a home
here, and Susan Glicksohn has a fine faanish piece in 3,4, and Pauls
and Brunncr and Meliseol and Bonford and Anderson andes..I even think
Bill's sercon/faanish balance Jleans slightly sercon, which is nice.,

GW is no longer guite as noisy as it started out, but it is
better. Very literate, very attractive, very nice.

Bofore I close out the fanzine section, I want to mention mine
againe, It is callecd PHANTASMICOM. phantasmicoM., And therc's no
1i" between the "s" and the "m", And it's not PHANTISMICOM. I want
it spelled correctly, y'understand? Or I'll drop you off the mailing
1ist! You betchal

) T
W’”\ Den'T grCoORAGE

/ THE




HAD UE BUT WO D
CHOUGHEND THE.

4€33 SMITH

The battle over Robert Silverberg's THE WORID INSIDE was a hard
one. On The one hand was the Hugo Coumittee, which passed the edict
that the novel was a collection of short stories and hence ineligible
for the Best Novel award--although any story fron it pnublished in
1971 would of course e eligivble for one of the short fiction awards.
On the other nand was a nuwber of fans deluging Los Angeles with let-
ters insisting the work was a true novel, (Save Star Trek.) (If
letter was a page and a half.) So, very coimendably, the Committee
revercged its decision and placed THE WORID IWSIDE on the ballot,
along with another Silverberg novel, A TIME OF CHANGES,

The author withdrew it

This withdrawal tactic is one I disagree with imnlicitly, under-
mining as it does my freedowm to vote for my choice, In this instance,
it also exposes Silverberg!s desire to win an award, his fear that
having two novels on the ballot would result in a split volte sending
both down to defeat. (Okay, Bob, zap mel)

And the worst part of it is, I feel A TIME OF CHANGES is a far
inferior book to THE WORID INSIDE, so much so that had T not been
reading down the list of Hugo nominees I would not have finished the
book at all, but rather abandonsd it in midair in search of more re-
warding readings

The second half is exuremely good, but the half leading to it
struck me as a monumental bore., It was far too slow, full of far too
many irrelevant details, (Incidently, the one criticism of the novel
as a whole that I've seen often has been that it's Ranother salvation-

hrough~drugs novell! which is patently ridiculous. The drug in the
novel i1s not so much a drug as it is a metaphor, an artifielal device
substituting for a natural feeling, The book cannot be faulted here.)

Perhans the major provlem of the book lies in the language of
its people, Iuch ado is made over this, but it Just doesn't ring
true. The people of Velada Borthan are very reserved, very cold,
very unemotional, very stricte, The words "I" and "me"™ are obscenities,
and the word "one" is substituted for them, ("One was needed! for "I
was needed,") However, the book is told in standard first-person "I'
throughouts A rebel, his consciousness expanded by the drug, has
learned the folly of his planet!s ways and i1sg seeking to subvert them.
Be 1s telling the story, after his converslons Consequently, when one
of the characters speaks of "I" blasphemously, the affront does not
immediately reglster, Sllverberg conscientiously labels each occasion
with a "blasphemy" sign, but the effect is more intellectual than
emotional-~and at ite best, Tthe book is highly charged with emotions,

Toe, I could not convince myself that the language would be as
Silverberg has set it up, mere substitutions of one word for another,
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I feel rather that the whole grammar would have changed to nassivity.
(We say, "I went to the store." Silverberg'!s peonle say, "Cne went

to the store." I think they would have said, "The store was gone to,"
eliminating the active subject entirely and even casting doubt that
the speaker is even talking about himself,)

Now, a little thought shows that Silverberg's novel could not
have been written my way--he would have had to further extend the
book putting the hero on Barth several years later (so he could write
with Terran grammar), further framed the novel so the fact that it
was "translated" gets mentioned, or done it (far less effectively) in
the third person from an ommiscient viewpoint. And, obviously, none
of these fit what he was trying to do.

Unfortunately, as it stands the novel suffers from a vague im-
plausibility, and to write an award-winning sf novel you should only
tamper with improbability--as in, say, THE WORID INSIDE. ..

Interestingly enough, the tally of Hugo votes printed in TLCCUS
show A TIIE OF CHANGES running a solid fourth all the way through,
never far behind third-place THE IATHE OF HEAVEN until the IseGuin
book leaped over Anne McCaffrey'!s DRAGONQUEST and edged into second
place, HNcCaffrey beat Silverberg easily for third, but as far as
LOCUS took the balloting Silverberg was far snough above Roger Zelaz-
ny's JACK OF SEADGWS to seem assured of fourth place~—~yet it placed
fifth, I get the impression that a fair number of people cast no
vote whatsoever for A TIE OF CHANGES--my wife didn't, feeling that
no great second half was worth a2 Hugo if you had to sleep through the
first half to get there, I gather she was not alone; I can think of
no other explanation, And I think it shows that Silverberg may have
been wrong in his pull-one/push-one ploye

I don't think having two stories on a ballot necessarily means
hey!ll both go down to defeat anyway--if there wasn't much support
for them they wouldn't have been nominated in the first places

I also don't think any rule could be et up outlawing withdrawal,
but I do wish double-nominess would control their Hugo-~lust and re-
frain from exercising their rights—-and depriving the voters of theirs.

{Are we still friends, Bob?)

THE IAST FLIGHT OF DR. A

The advance news that Isaac Asimov had written a new novel left
me with mixed emotions, Asimov had always been one of my favorite
"0ld wave" writers, varticularly for THE CAVES OF STEEL and THE NA¥FED
SUN~-and an odd fondness for THE END OF ETERNITY. But the recent
memory ef Heinlein'!'s I WILL FEAR NG EVIIL reminded me that things had
changed in the sf field since 1957, and I feared that Asimov might
be as muit-of-step as Heinlein,

There are gnad things and bad things I must say about this novel,
now that Itve read it. The main good thing is that I enjoyed it very
much, most nf it anyway, and for a while I thought I wouldn'!t have
anything te really complain about when 1t won the Hugo-~as of course
it will, And while there is very little physical action, the Qlalogne
is nowhere near as cute as Heinlein!s generally is, and makes for
pleasant reading, The characterization, while hardly comparable %o
that of, say, D.G. Compton, ls competent enongh to be noteworthy,
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The novel is divided into three parts,
pach with ite own set of characters. This is
an awkward form, but, as in Silverberg'!s THE
WORID INSIDE, we are primarily following an
idea.

Part I takes place on Eaxth, and presents
the basic problem: Due to the scientific ad-
vances resulting from our non~verbal ccntact
with a vmarallel universe, Earth is at the peak
of prospsrity. However, due to physical
changes in the universe, our sun will super-
nova in the indterminate mnear futurs. Proof
of this is tenuous, to say the least, and
Earth is not going to give up its properity
for a cracknot theory=--pvarticularly when %the
tinventor" of the Electron Pump itself is the

one to label it Yerackpot." His reasons for
doing so are his own, however, The para-
humans of the other universe were the true
inventors of the Electron Pump that made Earth
wealthy-~they needed those electrons pumped
nto their universe, Admitting that the Puap
ight be dangerous would also force the
“inventor" to admit that it was not his own
aation, And that would not doa

The hero of Part 1 1s Peter lamont, thwarted at every turn by
those in vpower, possessing g communication from the para-Universe

verifylng the dangeronsness of the Pump, but helovless to do anything
about i% "

Part II may well b8 the best bit of science fiction Isaac Asil-
mov has ever written, a gorgeoud depiction of a totally alien world,
peopnled with Hard Cnes and Soft Ones, Ratlonals, Emotionals and
Parentals, The connection between all these is not original, but it
ls nicely realized. The loving detall spent on alien sex is unusihal
and very well done, The different types of aliens are depicted ex—
cellently, In all, a truly fine bit of sf,.

A "family" consists of a Rational, an Emotional and a Parental.
Cne of these "families"™ is the focus of Part II, as the Emotional
member realiges that their universe is killing ours off with the
Electron Pump, @It is she who sends the message to Iamont,

Part TIT concerns another Earth scientist with misgivings about
the Pump, and takes place on the Koon., Again, the lunar society is
nicely handled, if not un to the second part's excellence. Denison,
the scientist, and Selene (gighi), a highly intuitive girl, set
about trying tm solve the preblem themselves, Alas, they do. If you
were going to wonder abaut whether the world would be saved or not, =
apologize for giving you the ending. But it's so damed unsatlisfactory
that I must bHitch about it for a while,

You see, the threes parts are largely independent, in that no-ore
from any one section actually apnears in either of the others--except
for Dernison of IIT, who appears briefly in I, So, when Denison solves
the problem, nobody else who has worked on it and with whom the reader
would 1like to share a victory is around, We are told that ILamont has
been acclaimed a hero, but that happens offstage. We are told the
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golution will not affect the wara~Universe any differently than the
meddling with ours (which they wanted) has done, but we don!t know
what the Hard Ones think of the matter.

And the solution itself is highly disappointing--the deus ex
machina of going to yet a third universe for electrons to send to the
para~Universe., It wmakes good logical but voor literary sense, The
Big Solution does indeed (presumably) solve everyone's problems, bub
it does not arisge out of the conflicts the characters and thus the
readers have been wrestling with for over two hundred pages., The
real problem of the novel was not to <«ave the universe, but to con-
vince people the universe needed saving, The solution was %o save it
without telling them, which is a bit of a cop-out. (Asimov does pre-
pare us for the cheat by stating several times in the novel that when
you can'tt solve a problem by the sbvious method, you try something
else. It doesn!t help,)

The novel just scems to fizzle out in the last thirty pages;
when the neonle become Intrepid Eeroes conducting experiments on the
lunar surface which prove to be wilidly successful and everything!'s
ducky, love,

It's a damn shame, I liked Peter ILamont of Part I, and I liked
everything about Part II, and I liked the lunar soclety of Part IIT,

But the snding destroys the work as a whole, leaving me with
just pieces. The pieces are of sufficient quality, however, that I
can say with all sincerity that I don'!t want to have to wait difteen
years for the next Agsimov novel, Bubt this one, for all its good
qualities, is a failure.

And when it wins the Hugo next year, I will not be happye

BEST OF THE YEAR VS, REST OF THE YEAR

tn the next twn pages you will find a list, laboriously complled
by me, my library and LCCUS, of the 69 best stories of 71, as chosen
by the editdrs of the six (sixf) best-of-the-year anthologies. I
hope you find it interesting--and readable, I realize now that instes.
of the x'!'s I should have used B'!'s, c¢'s, dis, h's, p's and w's~~but
what!s done is done,

I find the list very interesting myself. "Y(Cccam!s Scalpel" by
Theodore Sturgeon was the winner with three inclusions, but was on
nelther the Hugo nor the Nebula ballot. Of the fourteen stories in
Robert Silverberg's anthology NEW DIIENSIONS 1, seven were reprinted
in the six books--and Ahf the sevsn het selected, two were among my
favorites( Gardner Dszais's "A SpecTal Kind of Morning" and Josephine
Saxtenl!s “"The Pewer of Time," I think that clearky shows that D1
was the best of the new anthologies last year. (On the 6ther hand,
Terry Carr's UNIVERSE 1 placed four stories, three in the Nebula
book and one in Terryl!s awn--the latter Piglet's marvelous "All the
Iast Wars at Onceo')

I can't claim to have read all these yet--at this writing I
haven'!t seen either the Harrison/Aldiss or the del Rey book, and the
Biggle hasn!t been published., Bubt a few vague generalizations can be
nffered, 1f you feel like sticking around.
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The first thing I noticed about the Bigglo/Nebula anthology tras
its size, In the last coupnle ysars the Nebula anthologies have had
so muci non-fiction the fiction seemed in danger of being squeezed
out altogether. This year therel!s a lot of fiction, and good splid
stuff, too., A lot of perhaps minor stories, but not bad ones,

Terry Carr!s 1s much the .ame way, and I would say his is the
best of the lot. Of course, It've known all throughout the history of
the Specials that Terry's and my tastes are quite similar--so mayve
it's not so rwch that his is the hest anthology as that his is the
one trat most avndeals to me, For instance, I hardly consider Ursula
K. LeGuin's "Vaster Than Empires and llore Slow" one of her better
stories--perhaps tiris fits in with Judith Merril's comment once that
if she were only to include what she thought were the best stories
of the year in ner books, she'!d be publishing an awfui lot of Ballard.,
The moral? A good story by one of your favorite writers may get in
your book over a betier story by someone else, just because you like
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ILloyd Bilggle, Jr.—--NEBUIA AWARD STCQRIES SEVEN (Harper & Row)
Terry Carr--THE BEST SCIENCE FICTION OF TEE YEAR (Ballantine)
Zester del Rey--BEST SF STORIES OF THE YEAR (Dutton)

Harry Harrison and Brian Aldiss--BEST SF: 1971 (Putnam)
Frederik Pohl--BEST SCIENCE FICTION FOR 1972 (Ace)

Donald 4L, Wollheim—--THE 1972 ANNUAL WORID'S BEST SF (Daw)

B D B PW

Brian Aldiss~-The Hunter at His Ease X
Kingsley Amis—~Report X
Foul Andergon--~A Little Knowledge x X

~-The Queen of Air and Darkness 5% 5%
Averbach-~If HAIR Were Revived in 2016 X
Donald Barthelme~-The Genius X
Charles Baxter--The Idea Police State 3%
Eddy C. Berfin--Timestorm X
Iloyd Biggle, Jr.--The Frayed String on the Stretched b

Forefinger of Time

James Blish-~Statisticiants Day e
John Brunner-~The Easy Way Out x
Doris Pitkin Buck-~The Giverel bs
Be Allan Burhoe—~~Ornithanthropus L
Arthur C, Clarke--A Meeting with Iledusa Zo 1) 5T

—Transit of Earth

Ifichael G. Coney~~The Sharks of Pentreath

Thomas If, Disch=-Angouleme %

Gardner R, Dozols--Horse of Air

George Alec Effinger~-All the Iast Wars at Once X

Harlan Ellison-~At the Iiouse Circus X
~—-fne ILife, Furnished in Early Foverty X
~~Silent in Gehenna X
and A, E, van Vogt--The Human Operators

Philip Jonse Farmer--The Sliced-Crosswise Only-on— X

Tuesday World
Burt K. Filer--Hot Potato P
Llan Dean Foster—=-With Friends Like Thes€see X
tenhen Goldin--The Iast Ghost x

Harry Harrison—-~The Wicked Flee X

Steve Herbst-—-An Uneven Evening x

H.H. Hollis--Too Iany Pseopls X

M

"
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the one author's work generally.

I've read very little of del Rey's selsctions, but the general
impression I get is of a good selection of more traditional material.,
Again, mostly minor, but it doses look like a worthwhile collection of
more concept-oriented stories,

The Harrison/Aldisg is, of cource, the replacement for the defunc
Merril series. When the series began with stories from 19687 (actually
you could claim the soeries began with the 1966 Nebula book, which thg
edited) they ran a credo by James Blish stating that a best-sf~of-the~
vear anthology should run science (pause) fiction. Harrison did in-
deed hegin as if he were taking the credo To heart., Now, as I said,
he is running the Merril route, I will be quibte interested to see
what he has managed to dig up this year, but I donit expect to like
it, Among the recognizable items, however, are a few goodies, so the
paperback won'!t be a complete loss,

ReA, Iafferty~-All Pieces of a River Shore X
-~-The Man Underneath x
-=Sky X
Tomasso Landolfi-~Untitled bid
Ursuvla X, LeGuin--Vaster Than Bmpires and lore Slow %
Graname Leman--Conversational Ifode x
A, Lentini-~Aubtuwun Time
David Iocke-~The Power of the Sentence
W, licFarlane--To llake a New Neanderthal
Katherine IlicLean~~-The Iissing lian x
Barry lalzberg-~-Conquest
~-Gehenna
FEyu Witsuse~-~The Sunset, 2217 AD X
Larry Niven--The Fourth Profession X X
~~-Inconstant Moon X
=-=Rammer x
Cynthia 0Ozick-~The Pagan Rabbi b
Edgar Pangborn~-llount Charity X
Alexel Panshin--~How Can We Sink When We Can Fly? X<
Richard Peck-~Gontlet X
Doris Piserchia--Shelbtering Dream
Frederik Pohl-~The Gold at the Starbowis End
Christopher Priest--Real-Time World
Joanna Russ--Gleepsite
—~~Poor lian, Beggar Iian X
L, Sail~-Fisherman x
Thomas N. Scortia--When You Hear the Tone X
Robert Sheckley--Dr, Zomble and His Furry Little Friends pd
Robert Silverberg~-Good News from the Vatican X 5
~-~In Entropyls Jaws
Norman Spinrad—-No Direction Home
Theodore Sturgeon~-Cccam!s Scalpel
Stenvhen Tall--The Bear with the Knot on His Tail
Jemes Tipitree, Jr.~-I!'ll Be Waiting for You When the o
Swimming Pool Is Empty
~—Mother in the Sky with Diamonds X
Zeonard Tushnet—~iunt Jennie'!s Tonic X
Kate Wilhelm-~The Encounter X
Gahan Wilson-~-The SF Eorror licvie Pocket Computer 54
George Zebrowski-~Heathen God x
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sy Unfortunately, Frederick Pohl's does
- % not look to be too good of a one, Its
main feature, in fact, is probably Pohl'!s
own novella--which might conceivably turn
up in some of tne others! books next year,
(Prhl junned the gun and included a couple
1972 stories.) The Tiptree story is not
all that good, to my mind, being far too
dense and ocvercrowded with incidents and
ideas and etc, (The one in the del Rey
book is guite good.) Of the Ellison
stories, "At the liouse Circus" is fascin-
ating but "Silent in Gehenna" is very
second~-rate Harlan. There's definitely a
balance to the book, but who needs that
kind of balance?

0
éﬁni

Don Wollheim'!s is a pretty good one, The two ANALOG stories
(by Anderson and Poster) weren't too impressive--and sppaking of
unimpressive, I didn!t realize I was rereading the Priest stvory until
the end, when they argued about whether the hamrer was falling fast
or slow, Oh yeah, I already read this one... But Wollheim did indeed
pilck some good stories everyone €lse overlooked--the Tushnet, the
Coney, the Tall. Desnite some failings, this is a goodie, and you
should »ick it up. (Be sure to read %tue Bertin if you de, )

Zut I still feel the Carr is the best. He picked real stories,
with people in them even. Watch Terry's books, and Bob Silverberg's
ND-~thig is where sf is heading, really, It's becoming c¢liche, but
it's nonecheless trues sf has learned the tricks, and now it's using
them instead of just showing them.

SELECTED SHORTS

I've been into collections lately, for some reason or ancther,
£ Y

so that a full-size novel will be ouite a welcome relief. The col-
lections, though, were mostly enjoyabls. A few brief comments:

THE WORIDS OF THEODORE STURGEON (Ace) is billed as "representa-
tive of Sturgeon at all the periods of his career," which isn't truse.
There is one story from the beginning of his career, five from the
late forties, nothing from his best periocd (the early fifties) and
three from the good late fifties, ©Nothing since. However, 1t is a
good collection; just not as good as it could have been, (A nfinber
of his best stories have never been in any of his eleven collections.,)

The highlight of WORIDS is "iMaturity," a gorgeous depiction of
an immature genius, presenting the thecory that tihie two terms are inter-
linked., (This, "Shettle Bep" and "MHemorial"” are reprinted from Stur-
geon's first collection, WITHOUT SORCERY. They were not in the paper-
back edition of that book, NOT WITHOUT SORCERY.) Another of his ex-
cellent psyvhological studies is "The Other Man," "There Is No De-
fenge" is one of his best space-ornera stories. In fact, of the nine
I only disliked "lemorial® and "The Perfect Hoat,"

After a bit of an absence, Frederik Pohl has begun writing sci-
ence fiction again, and the only reason I haven't mourned the scarclity
of new Pohk fiction lately is because I've far from caught up on the
twenty-odd Pohl books already available frow Ballantine. Yet, 1f THE
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GOTD AT THE STARROW!'S END is any indication. The next time I pick up
one of %the older books I'm going to be disappointed a little, because
this new book shows Pohl to have immroved--and not at all left behind
Oy tl:e genrels recont advances.

The new book with the awkward title is a fine one, with three
good shorts and two better novelettes, (Actually, T suonose the title
story is a novella, even though it's shorter then "The lierchants of
Venus.") The novelette is a good story story, Jjust a highly enjoyable
narrative, The shorts are witty (especially "Shaffery Among the Tin-
mortalsh) and the title novella is fabulous, If I were giving these
four cellections long reviews I'd spend as much time on these seventy
paces as I do on most novels, Pohl-the-writer has never won a Hugo
or Nehula, but next year he might. This story, of a secret nlan to
develop a space crew into genius mentalities, is one of the best
things he has ever done,

Ar»trur ¢, Clarkels THE WIND FROIT THE SUN (Harcourt Brace Jovano-
viteh) is somewhat disappointing, in that in its brief 193 pages, 43
are full of junk. There are eleven stories in those forty-three
pages, and Clarke just isn!'t one of sf's masters of the short-short,
To say just how bad ey are would be disrespectful to a man who has
proven himself one of the genre'!s best writers, and who is still
occassionally producing quality work. (Should you count the pages

yourself, youl!ll find fifty pages of short stuff. One, "The ILight
of Darkness," T liked,)

But in the remaining 143 pages are six stories that show Clarke
still writing well, Millaelstrom II" has a man in trouble on the moon,
flying unaided and uncontrolled in low Xunar orbid and heading toward
a mountain range. "The Shining Cnes" is about underwater intelli-
gence, "The Wind from the Sun' is a fascinating, almost plotless,
story of a unique space race., (Thinking hacke..yes, I did read this
in BOY!S LIFE back around 1963.) "The Cruel Sky" is a minor piece
about mountain-"climbing" with anti-gravity devices. "Transit of
Earth" is the last recording of a man on Mars knowing ne'!ll soon be
out of oxygen,

And Y“A lleeting with Iiedugal
is thd e:xzcellent story of descent
into’ Junitcric gaseous atmosnhere
with a modified diriginle. I
thnink i1t shows hints of the time
Clarke spent on 2001 in its
cinematic qualities: a highly
visual series of images (Clarke
double~crosses you at the end
and shows you you haven'!t been
seeing what you think you'lve been
seeing) and an interesting and
effective lack of transition bhe-
tween enisodes, vnarticularly be-
tween the first three.

In all, a thin book, but a
good one, And it would have been
better thinner, witioult the Junk
and only 150 pages,

ITn the Clarke book tiie stor-
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.ei are arranged in curonological order, a loglical sequence for this
particular collection. Unfortunately, the order to the stories in
Roger Zelazny'!s oddly titled THE DOORS OF HIS FACE, THR ILAMPS OF EBIS
ITOUTH, AND OTEER STORIES is detrimental to the book as a whole. I
don't know whether Roger or Doubleday ordered 1it, but the thing is
odd, -

(To dispose of the matter of quality right off, the stories are
mostly good. There are five long ones and ten short ones; and the
long ones ave very, very good (in descending order: YA Rpse for Ec-
clesiastes," "This loment of the Storm," "The Doors of His Face, the
Lamps of His Mouth," "The Keys to December" and '“"This Mortal Mountain®
and the short cnes vary from the highs of "THe Man Who Loved the
Faloli® and "Iove Is an Imaginary Number" to the lows of "Corrida"
and (poor}) "The Monster and the Malden." It is a good Dbook.)

However, it is oddly balanced in that the long pieces are at the
beginning and most of the short pleces are at the end; so the reader
gets the gorgeous fictions right away, eight stories in 180 pages,
and then in the last fifty one very short story after another, bang
bang bang. (Unlike those in the Clarke book, these are most*y genu~
inely clever,)

The main problem with the book, though, is a sense of sameness.
(I'm about to give away story endings: be warned. The stories are
good enough LWaL they won'!t be hurt, as they are eminently rereaBabls.
There are the five major nieces, In each there iz a mgple vnrotagonist
and a girl, In three the girl dies at the end, A fourth is another
tragedy, (In the fifth shefs just"sick,") Toward the end of "This
lMoment of the Storm," which I war reading for the first time, I was
muttering, "Clmon, Roger, just this once, don't kill the girl off this
time," but he did, This ilmpaired my enjoyment of the story a bit,
even though I recognized that it was ons of his best works. I would
have enjoyed the story more had I read it isolated,

The 1deal solution would be to have not included all these par-
ticular stories in this »artvicular book, Buf, if all were to be de-~
finitely included, they should have been arranged better. The short,
minor works should have seperated the long major ones, Interspersing
several other plots between each tragedy would have helped consider-
ably to make the reader forget that the story was bound to end un-
happily, Also there would have been something meatier toward the end
of the Dbooka

Maybe nothing would have helped, But something needed trying.
It's a shame when a writer overkills his own good book,
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EDITORIALITIS

he —mavks above are supnosed to represent the editor who feels
a bit lize a z-wite. The review of the Asimov book a few pages back
does not include the name of the book, which 1s of course THE GODS
THEMSELVES, Ly Isaac Asimov, published by Doubleday, This omission
occurred because the review was originally written for "Prosoverseplx,
the review column which will no longer appear, In "Prosoversepix,"
2ll such information apneared as a heading. Displaying his acute
editorial awareness, the editor failed to notice that no such infor-
mation anpeared in the actual body of the review, Ah, wellsss
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" Thank you for PHANTASMICOM, a handsome production, I am moved
to comment on Jeff Glencannon's "How Do You Dream Your Dream??¥ gince
it is an eloquent statement of a much too real problem,

Of course the self-appointed literary intellectuals have from
tha start been either exgulsitely bored by the gpace program or vio~
lently against it, For fifty years or more their class has cut 1t-»
self off from, taken positive pride in its ignorance of, scisence and
tochnology~-which is to say 1t has igolated itsslf from the heart of
all modern creativity. So ignore them; they have scant relevance {c¢
anything except each others

But when many science fiction people begin to feel the sams way.
and when even dedicated ones like Mr, Glencannon admit the wonder of
something like a lunar landing is flagging in them, we'd better stop
snd inquire why, It's a symptom as well as a symbol of a possibly
very grave condition. _

To a large extent, NASA 1tself is to blame, In its pslmy days
it hired the usual flacks, who treated us all with their usual cone
tempt for our intelligence., There was no particular attempt o get
the truth to us, both the scientific and the human truth. In settlng
launch dates, the idea of making them convenient for the public neve:
entered into the calculations, N&ZA is now in trouble and is trylng
. bo. reform a1l this huk admitiie? v ke wather late in the .d8Ye

st

However, the truth is awva. 2vile, and what we personally ca

1 LG a (9.8 'nd
is take the small amount of %ruuble rneedsad to find it out fzr ouufu-uo
selves and pass it on to otheirs. We will quickly discover, then,

that the space program isg not taking bread out of th ut

poor. Hather, if MNASA Werémghtirelg abolished, inclﬁd?gétggsogezgi
nautical functions, and its annual appropriation turned over to %he
poverty program, the percentage gain would be negligible, (The resal
gain would be-nonaxistent, since the poverty program doesn'!t seem to
be aeccomplishing a damn thing except support a gaggle of bureaucrats
and dema%ogues; but that's besids the present point.) In facit, me-
t?orologlcal satieliites alone have already repaid society maéy’

times over for the sptire space program, in terms of resourcés gained
and liveg saved, Only by dstailed studies--the kind which can only
ba ?aqe hy msn on the spot-~will we understand our own planets noty
just its 1m§9d1ate space environment, but comparison with its’héighm
bor globesn 3.8 egsential to this; and only by understanding Earfh.cén
we ?ope to find means of saving it. The industrial, bioclogical {thus
medlcal_and agricultural), and even psychological implications of re-
search in space are incalculable, but the most conservative forecasts
based strictly on known data, make them enormous.

Well, I need not multiply examples, though believe me, I co

ulda,
The works of Arthur C. Clarke and Neil %. Ruzic, among othérs, will
do that for you. They ask merely to be read,
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Trie asbruonuis are nun, reveat not robeta. NosTly, tneyrre
prisoners of the flack mzchine, and something ought to be done abocut
that. To some ezbteni, nc doubt, they use the robot facade to probect
their privacy. Rsmember what happensd to Lindbercgh. And the 1liftofs
of a Saturn 'is an unbelievable srectacle; Lo wabtch it is almost a re-
ligious experience, And the pictures brcought back include some of
the most beautiful you will ever see; Rembrandt, as well as da Vinel
would have known how to appreciate thems And the scientific discom
verles being made--~even in #c¢ dull-sounding a place as a laboratory
enalyzing moon rocks—-are truly mind-expanding, yes, splrit-expand-
ings And the sheer asdventure}

Was it Amundsen or Nansen who said, YAdwventures happsn %o the
incompatent®? By that, of ccurse, they meant disasters,—certaimly
not ths achievament and beauty and discovery and widaning of their
own intericr selves which they experienced. I mukes sense for NASA
o crganize a lunar venbturs at least as carefully z# those men cr=
ganiged thelr poler expeditionsg. Doesn?!t iu7%

01d sciencs fiction hands feal scme disappointmeant thet spaco
flight isn?t being don2 by individualistic professors who buillh tha
shipa in their back yards. They make unfavorabis conparisons o
Colwunrbus or perhapa--since he had government backing, was on a Ifrank
1y ccmmercial guest, and was himself grsedy for wealih snd powsp--hHo
Loif Briksscr. Well, okay, take your bold Viking type (though ILsif
wasnt't, really). The ship which made it possibls for him to sross
ocoans was the culwmination of Thousands of years of growilng tachio-
logy, pight on from the first log which somebody paddled across a
river, 1In other words, a vast collective effort, nearly all of it -
made by ccmplstely unknown pecple, lay behind the Viking ship, nob
to speak of laler types. t was simply dispersed through tims, The
collective effort of "the space program has besn compresaed in time,
and thorefore is rlainly visible, DBut 1% doesn?!t change the fact
that before we can do wonderful things, we have to work out hows

The wonder hasn't changed, W3 only need eyes to see, minde
understand. Our own Ray Bradb.ry dces, and he'ls about as’humaniuw
tic as they come, Normen Mails., even, does: he admits he féught
it every step of the way, but weg finally foreed to confesg to
himself that here is something beautiful, marvelous, and profoundly
meaningfuls '

The Pussians do. Never m:.ud chauvinism, power rivalries, or any
such thing, I recommend a book whose English title is RUSSIANS IN
SPACE, by Evgeny Riabchikov; smong other things, it will give you the
human side of thelir space effort. Well, no matter how peaceful the
world of whe futurs, the only people who'!ll have much real say about
what 1s decne in space will be those who are out there deing it, Is
our country, our tradition nct entitied to a vote?

I wonier if ths downgrading of the Amsrican space program--by
Americans, not by the Russiens or by ordinary folk and working intsel-
lectuals throughout most of the werlid-e<is basically due to the fact
that so far it has overcome its initial difficulties and succseded
splendidly, Could it be that the West is not supposed to have any
successes? Its literary intelligentsia seem to have developsed a pro-
found death wish, That's their business, until they start trying to
drag the rest of us down with thema
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We are not compelied ta Iistcn, though, We?r? still fﬁee Pa
turn oupr senses and our minds outward, toward a universe which is

' : - i and marvels, and a
i ull od challenges and changes, mysterlies an els, an
35?%2 gncredible beauty. Of course we are awkward and loudmouthed

as we reach for the sutars, and do a lot of that reachling for al% Ehe
G;ong reasons, Has man ever been any different? Will he-ever e
T doubt it. No matter, What counts ia that we are rsaching,

f that, you can
and you and you can help, In Fhe course © hat, \
expergggce a %onder and exhiliration which makes anything that fic

tion can do look very small indeed,

JAMES TIPTREE, JR. _ :
Somewhere in East Quintana Roo/31 liar 72

. Can!t comment on the cover; it got into seawater before I saw
its The result is definitely pleasing but may not reflect the nore
mal state.

Dear Don, Being as you may have guessed on annther track than
fentasy, I wasn't too keen a reader until this last issue, But Iim
rrich impressed with your swansong, and feel I may have missed some=-
taing, or maybe a long~abtrophied tendril is reviving., Anyway I?td
tilke to say thanks and maybe you'fd like to know that your Teclkien-
IV piece was read with very serious Interest, and I am counting
seven marginal marks meaning seven books Im going to buy. Your
Lywe of review ls the best possible, most persuasive persuasion,
na demenstration of a literate person obviously interssted and
aluativa, It makes the bystander want to get in and paddle too,
cur own prose ls admirably adapted to the job, being gontle, pore
nal, and with that clarity which comes from-~-and only frome=di-
ot revorting of genuine thought, Hale that word genuine but it'ls
1S AlMso.,what I msan is clear, I hopes the person simply explaine
ng why he personally prefers a nodified V to a trihedral hull is a
11 of a lot mores memorable than 2 huckster,..(That isn'tt much
tter, but it's still 5346 AM) .. -Loyways; iF you have any interest
in proselyting the barharol you surs sucovaded with this one, Ale
though I prefer your own pross oo e whiloms and wood=reeves, hus
thatfs because In my own 1lifo I'n siriving to clean up the ginger-
breadsee Your cere & work in giving examples & synopses iz appro-
ciated, By the way, furny you menticned Phcitcgen & Nycteris,

That came in through ons cf fthe lsndsr chinlks in my own early life
and I'm glad to know who wrote it., Again thaunks and mey the secret
herb Moly defend youme
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I agreed with most of the review on loorcockis QRLY 2 except
that for ms Pandora's Bust (Pollack) was the 2nd best tale, after
Roberts! Monkey Pru & Sal, Maybe bscause of my own writing efforts
the freshness of Pollack!s yarn struck me more, it's genuinely (oops)
idiosyneratic, I thought it was one seamless piece from beginning to
end and a great send-up. My only criticism, looking back at the
marging, was the word"slurping” (too easy) for the sound of the ul=
timate organic nexus (how's that for a euphemism?), Those touches
on the "rude "beast shambling toward Bethlehem to be born" (Yeats,
dear) was the kind of thing that joys these old viscera., Yay,
20llackf! Can he keep it up??? The bhastard is original and complex.
AND funny. ©Oh, christ, those taxi-angels, No, for my money, or
rather my life, Pollack's to watech; that's a real footprint on the
sand, Gave me the shiver that maybe a dog gets when a strange
miscly=looking dog with real teeth looks down the ends of the street,
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ooeFuUnNny thing about writers, There is a hasic tendency to
competitive evaluatiocn, Could I have wrlt this? Thunk that up?
(I mean, if it'!s worth doThng, 11 1¢ SCAreS yoU,] Low Te6d Foal
benevolent toward the ones you know in your secret heart you could
have done if you'id wanted to work at it, but the ones that know some=
thing vou don'!t are in a sgpecial clacss. Part of learning to write
seems Lo be reducing that special clasS,..little by little,o.until
it just holds people like Dostoieveky and you'd have to go back and
get some different genes to figure out how they did it.

By the incredibly irrelevant way, I hanpened to reread Ellison’s
“Prowler in the City at the Edge of the World." I take that one
seriously where I do NOT take seriously many of the lads conscien-
tiously doing their 1little sadism bibt, or their 1little free~agsocisa-
tilon-brilliant-phirase bit, etcs Ellison would probably faint, but I
regerd him as a serious, sober guy with actual wings. The ego~bashing
L8 strictly frostings..I think vou know this, Jeff, Although the guy
it apparently traumatic in personal contact, that just happons and
dossn !t fundamentally matitersse.You know this too. (I could nct
heve thunk up his list of thinges that happened in the city during the
valkaeo And the end horrified me, 2 real despair.)

I aave a commeL. vn ¢sil Glencannon's Dream piecs; it comes in
two parts, one of which is offensive, The non-offensive part is that
I agree with him whole-~heartedly, goddamn, goddamn, the 108Ss...The
offensive part is that the plece was a beautiful example of sentimen-~
hal ranting in the strict sense, and not thunk through. I canft go
along with anybody who for several pages seriously bewails the fact
that water won't burn, or that shit doesn't taste good. WHADDID YOU
EXPECT? To correct the dreamlessness of the Apollo missions welve
got to correct severali of the things that are wrong with the whole
fucking scene, MNMoreover, the earnest clunks that put Armstrong up
there and littered the moon (the moon!) with golfballs aren't vil-
lains, spielera, or plastic andrcids...they are just badly deprived
and deformed exampies of Homo Sap asting out their cultural impera-
tives and doomed Lo dream their de~-halled dream by the special nature
of USA 1960~-1970, which has its ivou3s ln a whole complex of history,
and there but for tne gracs of gl goes Art Pelsudski himself. (I
mean, had Aru OF DUR COr J& beew born ilto Lhat groove, Bo'd have come
out the same dedicated plastic.! Fore cne thing--and thi: is only a-
symptom--the divorce between sclonse and humanity is partly te blame,
the fact that half=people are found on both sides, Bath sides, Can
you (or Art) do simple calculus? 4 humanist thinker, even a playboy,
of the Renalssance could do the equivalent ef his day. We are chop-
ped off t00sc0.And 1t's beautifuvl, the calculus I mean, Tt moves,

I won't even go into the oiher awful cause, the runaway growth of
tribal militarism and its take-over of our economic schivi?yo A ten=-
year-old cub scout can define the evils and dangers in our 1nstitut§on-
alising of aggression., (By the way, don't be too sure they won't fi-
gure some way bto involve the moon in it.)

Now Glencannon is a good lad; he ends with trying to recommend
something practical, and his basic idea is really the only‘?ne, We
shruld get in there., But what that really means 1is, our ?hlldren
should, You and I aren't going to learn the technical skills that'll
put us in there, And let's not kid, it takes skills. And it takes
a vepy reliable nervous system--can you honestly point t9 ocne pegfect-
ly flawless job of driving between, say, Philly and Baltimore? Tf
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absentminded moments you correcicd for, no vagaries? There really is
zero room for hlooners the way thuings are now in space, It takes
tolerating sustained real discoufort not only on the trip but all the
boring training., And it takes not realizing in your guts that you're
the hell and gone irto dark space and out of sight of earth and in a
STDANGE place., AND it takes being willing %o sit 1n the command mo-
dule while other guys go down TO., THE, I00ON, In short, it takes ex-
tremely thick, stable, compuber-~like peopleéss...S0 then we damn them
for being such. And is it really sane to damn them for not carrying
along a noet or a kid or a creative tihinker? Is it?

Iook at it this way: The moon, really, is a rather boring chunk
of close-in real estate., So maybe also is Mars, So let the Tin
Vioodsmen get us there., The cruncih, the time we have GOT to do it
different, is when we meet aa..50mebody nas.Else ,oo0ut there, (And
think of the shock if they are sending their clunksi) It seems to
me our job at the present time is to getT dreams going again in the
garth, in our socievy, to close out the Bronze Agse, to change the
aystem so that greed and fear are not the engines cf our social 1life,
By, as Glencannon says, zetting in there, Part of our troubls has
been that welve let George do 1it. Do polities, do business, do
science, do national nolicy (wer)e And George has a nointy little
head and mad eyess And he's made our world--not by malice, but be=
cause he couldn't think of anything different. Cecrge takes, not only
telling: Georgs doesn't hear oo good,  George takezs Jjeoining;nborfix
George you have to he physisally with him. (Or you.canm kiXl-him; but
therels an awful lot of him, 01d age will reduce his numbers:ssomé,
but unless we get into his operating=-space thereflil be enough-of him
to go right on.) liaybe, as Herbert Gans says (16 Feb NYTIIES, = i
good niece), things have got so centralised we can'‘t break in. - -iaybe
We have to try. ' ~ :

sohnd, if we gucceed,  then therefs the job of keeping our own

s
dreams, a task very few humans with a full belly and a big desk have
ever succeeded atfi...but thatv!s anctheor storya

JEFF CTIARK

223 Lenox Road, Apt., Eli/Dreokiyn NY 11295/ iay 3, 1972

Den's fourth installment o7 "It ALl Started With Tolkien" is up
to par=--and sort oi useful, bacmus2 I nsver hove the time to read
most of the books he deals witin. 7o does invoke one writer from

rather far afield, though, whom I'd iike to make a vnoint of: Charles
Williams, I donit sce rmch written on him. despite his being more
avallable in naperpack now., I discovered him not too long ago, and
on the basis of having read only two novels so far, I think hefs some
sort of grvat and hishly individualistie writer, (He can give me a
snecioes of religious creeps in swite of my not having nearly the same
kind of sensibility and bent as he does,) Don seeis to have mixed
feelings concerning him, I wonder if he!d consider discussing Wil
liams in an article for PhCOM or his own HOWE LOND sometime in the
near future, Ilore people should be aware of this writer. (S\William
is-one of the prime concerns of the ifythopoeic Society, along with
Tolkien and C,3. Lewils, but Lthis does not exnose him to fandom as a
whole, )S) e

Ted Pauls? reviews are two of the best I've ever seen from him,
as far as my limited reading of his work allows me to judge, MNore I
would not be able to say--other than that he's expansive and thorough
as I haven'!t read either Dook under scrutiny. But he makes me want t.
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read Compbton (--in faclt, any of throse Special volumes lying on my
dusty shelves)e (8(I recently read Compton'!s FAREWELL, EARTH'S BLISS
myself, and hereby seccnd Ted's recommendation, There aren't many
writers in sf who have Compton's feel for characters; I couldnft help
but care for all of them, even the "heavies," because their own per-
sonal ovroblems were evident, and each was struggling with his own
demon, And the ending, which was so quiet it almost slipoed past me,
sent shivers up my spine--if I may utilize an aporopriate cliche,
Comnton has been far too ignored in the fan press; a lot of writers
are trying vory hard -to get where Compton has already reached, and I
can’t helo but wonder if they have read him, )S)

Jeff Glencannon'!s "Apollo piece" is certainly a special feature
in this lesue, and I'm very taken with it, BEven though I don®t think
I agree with everything he implies, But he scores anyhow--he usges
that informal, conversational style of his eloguenily, and for all
it's worth, I wonder if Jeff's feelings have altersd at all concern-
ing anything he's put into that niece? I know some of my feelings
about the moon shot(s) have altered across time-~-as my thoughts about
a lot of things I write abdut do eventually, and even rapidly.

Tiptree, again, It's nice to tee a writer talk about writing
the way he does. I can be hompous (sic), but he can be informal and
rambunctious without taking to "aw, shucks!! nposturing. He says
guirte a bit and says it strikingly: Y“Start from the end and prefer-
ably 5,000 feet underground on a dark day and then DONIT TELL THEN.
Straignt from behind the pancreas," Anyone who can write lines lilke
that has got my admiration, I agree: "Realibty, go away." Good
wrilters deserve to be reread, and need to.

Jerry Iapidus, in the lettercol, seems to have a problem which
concerns me, He thinks I over-read books, though he refrains from
nutting his finger on any specific thing in my reviews., Could this
mean that hefs really not quite sure that he believes what he says he
avoes? Believe me, I do question what I'm reading into a book-—-—but
generally before I write the review, I read rather slowly, leaving
spaces To think--and probably don!'t get through more than several SF
books a .ionth, Bubt there 1s a point somewhere around heres: even if
I were to read things into books that would amame the authors, this 1s
not a bad Thing in itself., Especially if the nerceptions are valid
cooolet me vut it this way:s If an author's stated intentidns are
greater than what hel!s actually achieved in Lis book (which mgst stand
on its own merits), then that's %tough for him, Hels failed, irregard-
less of hig earnestnesse On the other hand, a sgimilar pergpe?tive can
apply to the things or gualities apparently extra beyond his 1gten—
tions, Because he is unconscious of, or did not intend, certain
things dees nolt mean they don't exist, Much of the best writing is
at least partially unconsciousg when you're writing good, no ma?ter
what you think, you can'!t be awvare of and in control of everything
that!s coming out, (I'1l bet Tiptree knowsn) All this, of course,
depends on whether my or anyone else!s oddball comments are gsoundasooe
hut therels one later aspect %o thls thinge What an ap?ayently over—
reading reviewer says can be other than expressing qualities beyo?d
the author'!s knowledge: he can be saying essentially the same thing
~-only not as good (a valiant try, but to the reviewer!s detriment),
or better than the author (and that's not saying too much for t?e
author), or simply differently than the author would have conceived
it (and did conceive it)e This last is perhaps best of all because
it acds @ new perspective that benefite the reader-—-—and maybe even
the authoreeee I think that explains it as far as I'm concerned.
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HARRY WARNER, JR. ) :
423 Sumnit Avenue/Hager<town D 21740/llarch 31, 1972

Jeff Glencannon's long article had special interest for me, be-
cause of how strongly I feel about the spage program. I can sympa-
thize with his viewpoint, I share some of his opinions, and ye
don!t think he has the right basic answer. "Dream" is a word that
runs through the article once or more in almost every paragraph, Itte
proper to dream of things like the first trip to the moon, and to feel
regret when the first trip to the moon differs from the dream, But
when this feeling of regret has run its course, it!s important to
start dreaming about other unaccomplished feats, Continued nursing
of the dreain about the first flight to the moon after it haz happened
brings the mind too close to the habits of the scizophreniac, And I
don!t think that the reality was really so much woirrse than the drean,
Astronauts aren!t the cookle~cutier figures that Joff impilos. Itve
met one and he'ls a complete human in my memory from just a few minubes
in his presence. I heard one of them mutter "Son of a bitchi! when
something went wrong with his rocket ship in outer space and thatls
something I never found a fictional space explorer say in a prozine.
If the astronauts do exactly as theyire told on their missions,
thatls good for the mission, no matter how much it may offend the
peonle who prefer to do asz they please in every circumstance, because
obedience to whims is dangerous in Apollo conditions. Once again, I
wonder about the way people are grasping for ways to criticlze the
Fpsee program. Nobody complained when polio vaccine and anti~biotios
were created that they werenit discovered by a half-mad sclentist with
a beautviful daughter while a newspaper reporter was watching, as such
things aliways happened in the science fiction stories that gave us
dreams about advances in medicine %o save lives. (S (But neither was
Jeff complsining that the first wmoonship wasn't condtructed out of
win c?nﬁ and manufactured in the brilliant young inventor'ts back
vard., )S

I 1liked "The Rock Scene” immensely. Itfs even educaticnals: it
shows clesarly the meaning of some symbols that may have left us a
trifle mystified when we encountsred them in singlie Rotsler cartoons
containing rocks in cother fanzines,

When epare time stretched out in vast expanses on all sides, I
used to do a lot of rereading., I even had some annual re-reading
rituals, because a story had seasonal appepal or simply because I!d
first read 1t on a hot swmer day on the porch swing with a hunk of
ice wrapned in a cloth to lick and gnaw, so the following summer I
would lmitate my younger self to insure repitition of all the elements
that had entered into the previous enjoyment, But now therels not
snough time te read the first time most of the things I want to read
and I deliberately aveid some fiction which has the reputation of
requiring repeated readings to be fully enjoyed. Bub I still found
James Tiptree'!s article fine and it's warth reading again,

Ted Pauls! reviews are always better when he stretches them out
to a counle of pages and goes beyond the usual plot synopsis and brier
value judgments Now if he would just remove about one-third of the
long words and in tlhe space thus gained he would say a bit more about
the books, all would be splendid, It fs odd about your opening re-
view, because I just recently read CITIZEN OF THE GALAXY for the first
time, too.I also liked it, but kept feeling unhappy over one thing:
the fact that it hadnlt been written when I was about twelve years old.
It would have put me at that age into the state of total bliss that



only a half-dozen books of wy boyhood provided.

Dies irae are the ownening worde of an old Iatin poem that is part
of the liturgy in the Catholie church and usually turns up in requiem
mazsese It describes The day when fire will consume the earth and the
last judgment will occur, The old Gregorian chantfs melody has turned
un in several works by famous composers, particularly Rachmaninoff and
Dohnanyi, But I like it best in the setting Verdi gave it in his Man-
zoni Requiem. You hear the women screaming and there are loud thuds
as piece< of the earth go crashing down and the strings whip up a
genuine firestorm with chromatic scales,

If the Hugos are kent in proper perspective, there!s no need for
the fanzine editors with small circulations to feel too bad. Hugos
snow the oreferences of the peoples who join worldcons. This is not
neces~arily the same thing as the preferences of the peonle who read
fanzines, despite the overlanping between the two groups. Sometimes I
Grink that some sort of new award should be set up, to be gilven out by
mail after the worldcon: the winners would be determined not by the
poll of one particular fanzine or the people who go to worldcons, bub
by compiling the preferences of fanzine editors, ILots of fanzines al-
ready publish recommendations on how the Hugo awards should go, duch
as Don Keller!s editorial in this issue, The results wouldn't repre-
sent eternal verities any more than any noll can give insight into the
only true values, But the system would guarantee an assemply of opin-
ions by peonle who are interested and energetic enough to publish
fanzines, unalloyed by lots of votes from people whose fanac consigts
of going to one con a year or subscribing to one fanzine, (S (Hmu.

We could have an or-anization like SFWA: Fanzine Editors of America-—-
except that there are excellent Canadian and British and Australian
fanzines, toos Okay--~Fanzine Editors of Terra: FET, We could have
awar?s)and closed parties and all kinds of neat things. Sounds like
fun, )8

I liked the front cover very much., Why fret about the way it
came out, when the whole course of modern art is rolling along on the
premise that it'!s the total effect that counts, not trivial imperfec-
tionsg of technique or reproduction mechanics?

CHRISTINE KULYK
15407 80 Avenue/Edmonton 51, Alberta/ifarch 26, 1972

MYaybe there'!s an oracle somewhere that can explain to me why I
always feel slightly dazed after reading an issue of PIANTASIICOM.
It's as thoush I had just passed unprotected through a room filled
with hundreds of people, all discoursing on different subjecis, leav-
ing me vainly to try and untangle the barrage of words--it's tough
enough for me to just tie it all together in my mind, let alone com-:
ment on it, I can!t think of any magazine iore difficult to write a
loc on than yours is, I guess I could try it, but I get the feeling

hat I'd have to write a book to say even half of what runs through
my 1ind as I read tiie articles and the reviews, not to mention the
fan fiection and the other unclassifiable goodies in each issye. If I
had to find one word to deccribe PhCONl, it would be "variety"-~IMm
almost swamped by it. It's rare to find a zine where the editor!s
prerogatives don't eliminate the presentation of conflicting points
of view, and of contibutions by individuals with widely-differing
nhilosovhies, PhCONM continually opens its doors to contributors
whose views are vehemently opposed to those of the editcrs and the
other contributors, As I said, I'm often confused by the variety,
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but I wouldn'!t have 1t any other way--I love 1it,

0f course, now I!ve worked myself into a corner. Having already
stated that I couldn't unscramble my imnressions of PhCOM enough to
commaent on it, I%n still beft with the Task of finding something to
say for the rest of this letter, (And if by now you're saying to
vourgelf, "Boy, is this kid in troublel", just think--Ifm the kind of
person who LIKES PhCOM, )

Well, how about this: I!ll tell you about one of the little
nageing irritations that disturb me in the world of SF and fantasy
fandom. Narmely, Ita disenchanted with the bulk of fantasy fiction
which is published because of the type of hero which it nortrays., The
few fantasy stories that I do like deal with people who are facing the
dangers of tieir world--strange as it may be--head on, in attempts to
solve the bigzarre problems of the situations into which they are
plunzed, They don't go out looking for trouble, any more than you or
I would do, although thev might go out looking for fun and find the
trouble by accident, I find it extremsly difficult to empathize with
the swashbuckler who seeks fame and fortune through luck and/or muscioc
.power, and who feels it necessary to seek his glopy somewhere outside
the vales of normal exverience, I guess I'mn as susceptible to the
charms of the adventure-romance as the next person, but I'm much more
apt to be caught un in the perils of a hero who solvez his dilemnas
and his cravings within the framework of his world than with one who
takes off into the dark depths or the unreachable high reache= in
search of only-he~knows-what,

Oh, what the hell! Herels something I wrote a while back which
says it as well ac anyisbing I'w goinsg to come up with nows

"The Song of the Merry Buccaneer"

Ha, ha, Buccaneer, you journeyed far, you travelled near,
You pommelled many a tortured ear
‘With stories of your Quest, I.fvar!
But did you never halt to think
What were the dreads which made you shrink
From all attenpt to ever drink
At living!s bitter foaming brink?
(You touched the edge, but missed the sink,)
Weary me not with tales so dry,
O0f golden hoard and Dragon skye.
'Twere better you had stayed at home
And bartered at tie banks of foam
Than to have quitted life to roam
So far,

You'!ve nothing but a Giant Shell,
A prize from Where the Glants Dwell,
A ring of Glass from once~fair Iass,
A passage from a Sage's Rhyme,
And one small angel's wlng of stone
To show for all your mighty deeds,
-7 " (So thatils where mighty valour leads!)

Your pockets still are empty, although your words are fullj
Your.legend never wrltten, because your life was dull,
' e : --Christine Kulyk
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CY CHAUVIN
17829 Peters/Roseville MI 48066/March 5, 1972

Despite all Don's lamenting, the cover of PhCOM 9 is exceptionall
striking, and I hope you try something like it again, The thing to
do is to simply eliminate the name of the fanzine from the cover-
design, if that's too complicated to print well; after all, you aren't
selling PhCOi on a newsstand, so it doesn't matter if the title is on
the cover or not. The repro and especially the layout for the rest of
the issue has improved tremendously; there seems to be a great deal
more creativity in the arrangement of 1llo3 and title headings this
time around, The stencil-guide lettering also looks a lot Dbetter
than the hand-lettered stuff, I think if you can keen upn this level
of competence, no one will comnlain about the repwro/layout. I might
add also chat I like the way you use one artist'!s artwork throughout
an entire article; even if his stuff doesn't actually "illustrate®
the article, it does add a sort of continuiity to the piece that is
quite effective.

I share both MMike Glicksohn's and your own concern about the
"Best Fanzine" situation. But why couldn't some notice like the fol-
lowing be put on the final Hugo ballot (in Big Black lettersg): "IF
YOU ARE FAMILIAR WITH ONLY ONE OR TWQ OF THE NOMINEES IN A CATEGORY,
PLEASE DO NOT VOTE IN THAT CATEGORY .Y t the moment, every effort
seems to pe directed at encouraging people to vote; perhaps if more
emphasis was placed on responsible, knowledgable voting, things would
woerk out betier, Of course, fringe fans might not pay any attention
to some notise like that, you can't really tell, But if it did work,
1t mignt produce better results in all categoriesa..

I enjoyed "Jeff Glencannon"!s (isa't his real name Jim Saun-
ders?) (S(No)S} article on Apollo and the moonlanding immensely, and
I think he pointed sut all the faults of 1t nicely. As far as the
"hlandness" of the astronauts goes, however, I might like to remind
Joff that while it would have heén nice to have had a couple of long-
haired radicals (denending on how radiwal) on the first moon landing,
we could have had a counle of bigots instead...or something even
worse, Of course, verhaps we should have, Perhaps we should have
had a bigot, a radical, a black...at lezst it would have bheen more
realistie, Perhaps we would have finally learned, too, if the chal-
lenge/ordeal of space can truly unite different people together, as
some sf writers have prophesied,

I ran across one of the stupidest objections to the space pro-
gram vet: "Space exploration is not yet emotionally permissablecs..
To find the advent of the space age premature and therefore alien and
renulsive, i the proper reaction of any =zensible man." (from Encoun-
ter, quoted in SPECTRUM #3) I suspect that Thomas M, Disch would
agres with that statement, howeverj here's another similar gem from
the introductionh to his anthology, THE RUINS OF EARTH: 2001 "with
devastating clarity showed that the physical grandeur of the Spacs
Program can only be achieved at ruinoue spiritual cost, Technology
was equated with the curse of Cain," Such beautiful thoughts these
p3ople have., Pergonally, I have always found the astronauts bring
back of sweeping lunar landscapes and the rising earth to be quite
dramatic and even religious, There is a certain sense of grandeur in
a nicture of a Tiny spaceshin lost in a field of billowing stars, as
well as a certain insignificance that emphasises, for me at least,
the spiritual side of man, John J., Pierce, in fact, wrote an article
in which he said that science fiction deals with the same stuff that
religion is so concerned with,.,"eschatology.” You should read it,



IITKE GLICKS CHN
32 lMaynard Ave, #205/Toronto 156, Ontario/May 3 1972

Perhans the cover didn't quite live um to your expectations but
I found it an impressive attempt nevertheless, And the mere fact you
tried it gets plaudits from this source, Itfs a truism that an artist
always sees the flaws &n his work with a magnifying eye, and this is
equally true of a faned., Flawe in repro that seem to leap off the
page and shout "Mamateurish® at a faned are generally unobserved by
the readership, I!'m not saying your readers will not notics that the
sover is flawed, but if they say it really isnit too bad, believe
them, because it is a striking cover despite your dissppointment,

Don't you realize what an anachronism you are? Nci only did
glant siged fanzines disappear from the fannish scene sounme Lime ago,
but American fanzines devoted to reviews and serious discussion are
one with the dodo and the great auk, And here PaCOM is a combination
of the two! (And, before you think I'm trying to vut you down for
i¥, a refreshing and generally interesting change you make, to0o0:)

Jeff Glencannon, whoever he may be, has written a piece that I
can only describe as sloquent, I don't agree with everything he says.
and I think he!'ll »nrobably have changed many of his opinions since
that firet moon landing (the last pair of moon walkers were so damned
human they seemed incompetent!) but I could still understand his
views and enjoy the elegant manner in which he presented them, Ba-
sause of the somewhat dated nature of the piece, I rather doubt that
a detailed rebuttal is either necessary or of much use. I will say
that Jeffls deslire for the romantic hero ideal of the spaceman ls a
bit unrealistic in light of the technical requirements of the missions
but I imagine he'!ll agree that later astronauts showed a bilt more
smotion than did %the firet three, I too have objected to the propa-
ganda dispensed by some of the missions but again I'm realistlc enough
to expect that this will be a part of a space program set up the way
the US one is., For me, at least, the sense of wonder is still thers,
no matter who the men themselves may be, or what they may represent.
But then I guess in some ways I'm one of Jeff!s dreamers, (Tmagine
yourself as Armstrong, Jeff, knowing that whetever you sald would be-
come one of the most famous phrases in the histeory of man. Do you
think you!d have been any less pretentious? Academic quebtlcnq .
though, isn!t 1t? Did you catech Bob and Ray on the Vonnegut Through
Time and Timbukto" special? I think they put that particular pnrase
into its proner verspective.) (S(David Frye an his first album also
took on that Famous Saying--which I still bslieve Armstrong misquoted.
On I AM THE °PRESIDENT Nixon wanted them to say I am the first man en
the moon, and make no mistake about it," the astronauts! own choices
were "Shucks" and "Hey! I'm on the moonl" It was William F, Buckley
who caite up with the Histeric Wordg.)S)

DAN AYRES
2020 W, Mansr Parkway/Pesria IL 61604/August 11, 1972

I back you on the statement about SF as werthwhile literature
for the wost part, IMmdern fiction offers little that interests me,
with the notable exception of Nikos Kazantzakis. I think it was
Guatav Mahler who said something to the effect that he couldn't ex-
plain his music in words because he needsd an enormous canvas in
which to work, which is my feeling as well, What canvas is there
larger than the entire universe?
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The one thing I hate is a review that gives away the plot, which
is part of the reason I skipn through them,; looking for words that I
can use as a guide to buying without telling me the story. Maybe
that's why I tend toward shorter ones, If T want critical analysis,
If11 go read %le book and come back, (S(That!s as worthwhile a thing
to do a® any, and I like reading reviews after reading the book, as
well a=s before, Howevsr, one of the basic feelings we at PhCCQIl seem
to share is that you can?t hurt a good book by talking about it. The
curprige~ending story just hasn!t the power of a story in which the
highly~charged emotions are present throughout the work, Also, sf _
today is highly mythic, and mytha--due to retelling and retslling--
are not prized for plot and ohenryendings as much as for the qualities
beneathe In "Making Waves" Jeff Clark reveals the ending to Bazry
Halzbergls TH:Z FALLING ASTRONAUTS, but knowing the ending in advance
will not lessen the novel itself for you., IMalzberg hs a very mythe
centered writer, although he works more in the realm of contemporary
society than most of writers, ## I'm not gaying that plotting is ob-
solete or any such thing, I'm saying that plotting and storytelling
are very important...crucial, because you have to tell a story and
youlre Dbetter off velling it well, But the state of modern sf is such
that the story is not the only thing, and knowing the story in advancse
will no% keep you from enjoying it.)S)

DARRELL SCHEWEITZER _
115 Despdale Road/Strafford PA 19087/Feb 28, 1972

I supnose the Glencannon article is something of a debut for him,
being the first non-offensive thing he's done, and therefore the first
and only itewm of his which may be taken seriously, So it is a debut.

I tried to read it, too, forgetting who had done it and taking
the article by itself, (Not a difficult trick--any editor must learn
S0 seperate biases from material, you know, And I?ve been editing
for three -years now,) I say I Sried Fo read it because I never did
manage to finish it. For openers it seems to be twice as long as 1t
needs to be, and the prose is just two flowery and purple for a non-
fiction work, (Jeff is not alone here; Leon Taylor sometimes has a
similar problem.) Occassionally he does turn a good phrase, but then
he goes on to beatvw it to death by repitition, And even that is lost
in the rattling of every cliche imaginable, and the constant knocking
down of straw figures (politicians, "hacks"--that word crops up every
other line), All I can say is that it's obvious why it took him so
long to place tne thing, but why you were the one who gave #n Illl
never know, (S (The main reason he could never place it 1s because he
had only vague ties with fandoimn for a while., Also, Phantasmicom Press
has always--and you should know this, Darrell--been willing to publish
long works, As for your reading without bias, I find it interes=ting
that yours is the only negative comment received, and at least two
peonle~=-Poul Anderson and ilike Glicksohn--found it "eloquent." And
that's why I published ite)S)

I sunnose it is a start for Jeff, though. As he matures and
gains more experience in fandom he!ll soon see that more and better
egoboo can be had by creatinzg things and trying to get points across
than by tearing down others, And his prior course always comes into
a diainishing returns type thing where it inevitably blows up in the
perpetratorls face.

In answer to Jerr»y Lapidus' question of why Glencannon Whates"
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me, I!'ll first ooint out that it is nothing psrconal, as I'd never

hacd any contact with, or even heard of, him before ke started this,

I suspect there was no reason at all, his choosing of me as the object
on whicir to exercise his ego was entirely arbitrary. He probably
spread a few recent fanzines out in front of him (he told me he is

not familiar with those of a year or so ago) and saw my name occurring
quite often and then picked his target very much like drawing a name
out of a hat. And considering the fact that it's taken him this long
to fturn out a plece that isn't devoted to insulting me (probably weit-
ten prior to the whole thing) I must have developed into some sort of
obsession with lhim, Also considering that he admits not having read
the material he nretends to review, there is a suggestion of some

sort of mental disorder which is most unnleasant. (S(Careful, Dage
rell,)S) He certainly isn’t alring a legitimate disiike,

So tiis new piece, poor as it is, is something of an encouraging
bsginninge. (S (For those not in the know, the Shweitzer—Glencannon
feud began in GRANFALLOON, where Jeff reviews fanzinses-~-and where he
has no good words for Schweitzer's writing, Darrellis views above
come from a rather strange encounter at last yeawfs Philcon, which
had Darrell expostulating and Jeff amused., I doubt that the total
confrontation will ever be resolved,)S)

DAVE HULVEY
ft. 1, Box 198/Harrisonburg VA .22801//3/8/72

Jeff Glencannon'’s piece was powerful, Extremely well written,
it highlighted the dilemna of the hardcore sf oddball confronted with
the empty reality of his glorious vision of man on the moon. His
feeling about the commercialization, the grotesque appeals tc mori-
bund hationalism and how the men of little imagination and idealismn
raped the space program are closely akin to my owne

When I was young I accepted the prophetic words of J,F. Kennedy
as a solemn vromise to reach the woon with only the best in the Amer—
ican Dream liachine. This was not to be. The bureaucrat, the capi-
talist adman, the short-sighted Mid-American, the political admini-
stration decided their own "enlightened" self-interest btook precedence
over something Authentic or Real, The astronauts might well have been
sent to Harlem in solid gold Cadillacs for all the inspiration they
received from the words of social nrophets, For rmany, the moon is for
Yyhitey." For many others, it is for the "straights," For a few, it
is for fun and profit, Pass the green cheese, -please, and praise the
Iord (for with Him and Money anything is possible., In fact, He is
l'oney). Moneytheism made it possible for us to go to the moon,

soheardfremwahfwealsoheardfromwahfwealsoheardfromwahfwealsoheardfromwa

A few ether members of the great unwashed out there were heard
frem, but net teo many, Those we did hear from were:

Paul Andersen Robert Bloch Mark Francis
Mike Glyer Seth McEvoy Taurine White
Alan Sandercock Robert J, Whitaker

That'!s a grand total of sixteen lettersofcomment received on
PHANTASMICOI 9, a truly inspiring total, And I check through ENER-
GULEN 13 and see that on his last issue he got somewhere in the vi-
cinity of 75. Sighe Sigh,
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Continued Yrom pagc 6--

As long as there arc awards--in any arca, in any ficld--
therc arc going to bo cmotional rcasons as wecll as tochnical or
intellcctual or whatever rcasons. People ARE going to give
Oscars to actresscs becaucc they lost out the ycar boforc, ete
cte., But it's another Oscar, not a home-made onc,

Granted, evoryonc should give yearly awards on the basis
of the work done during the ycar, but you and I both know thoy
don't always. There is rcally no way around it. But "Minorlty
Roport” awards rcally downgrade the whole process, in my opinion,
as much as 1t might ploase thc cgo of the receiver of such bles-
sings.

So don't got uptight becausc I said No. But like I said
before, the winning of a Hugo should be by the rules of thatb
game, If you don't 1liko that gamc you arc froc to start your
own, Perhaps I would not havo beén so negative if it hadn't
boon rcproscnted to mo as a Should-~HavoesBeen Hugo, But I assurc
you that you are incorrect in saying "es.oyou had Just opened
PhCOM and scen it you'd have been pleased,"

I suppose I'mlght take any award offerod, I mean, why not,
nnless there arc strings attachod...oxcept I won't take any
Minority Report Hugo, Ncbula, Oscar, Emmy, Little Orphan Annio

Socrct Docoder Ring, Best of, or any such. It'!s the Real Thing
or nothing.

This time, I hope you undorstand.
But c.n't go away mad,

And that'!s it for now on the Phantasmicem Award. I have ne further
commonts,

In the homo stretch now, twenty lines to go and PHANTASMICOM 10
is over--almost. Don's article is not yet stencilled, and I pick the

covers up Tucsday night. Wednesday night I haul Don back over and we
finish up.

Don,

This couldn't possibly be done now if not for Don. He'!s come
over and been running the mimoo while Ifve beon typing and electro-~
stonciling and lettering, and it just couldn't have been done without
him, I had to wondcr, though, if it could bo done with himaee.

He started one page upsidc down, {(Remember how closely I compu-
tcd tho papor? Scratch 35 shcots of paper.) Ho forgot to take the
stencil off once and ran it againe. (Scratch 25 sheects.) He managed
to knock the drum loose onceo, and to movo tha speed control that is
compleotoly inaccessible frem the outside. IE's boeonm incrcdiblo. T
dsn't know hew hc's managod somec of this.

But we love him anyway.

Next issue--I actually havo somo material ahoad; an articlo by
Darrell Schwoitzer, another by Cy Chauvin, and a ncw series: .story
fragments by writers, an idea from Tiptroc, Sea you thena
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And what that means, in essence, is that there will be but
one more lssue of PHANTASMICOM after this one., It just doesn't seem
to be worth it any longer. For instance, the typing of this stencil
is the first bit of work to be done on PHANTASMICOM 10 since the
covers were printed up last November. Everything but the space re-
gerved for Don'!s fantasy article has been printed and collated since
before Philcon, November 17-19, Tonight is January 31, 1973, So I
am going to f£ill in the hole with an article recently receilved from
Bob Sabella and whatever else fits 1ln after that. Don's article will
appear next issue.

The delay was caused by non-receival of artwork drawn by
Patla Marmor for the reviews, When they were completed, Paula sent
them to Mike Glyer's, ~leciro-stenciller, =l Groon of Ld, Cis
This was a mistaks, We havo nover seen either originals or stencils,
ner have any inquiries concerning the matter been answered,

This wes a big disappointment, and may have been the siraw
that broke the camelfs back, At any rate, ths only thing to do with
9. Broren~hacked camel is put 1t out of its misery.

I do think my continual policy changes--something like five
siacs PhCOM 9 came out=-svinced a desep dissatisfaction with the gine
a3 an entity, On the other hand, I am very pleascd with KYBEN-~and
with the tremendous egoboo it has been netting me--go I will devcte
my wnole faned!s-werth of energy to it. That too will changs some-
vhat-~without PhCOM around It1l1 have to add a 1little sf to KYBEN,
But KYBEN will always be a peeple zine, and any sf comments will be
people~oriented in some way or another. Don't ask me for detalls—-
I don't have them. I just know that tight standards will be imposed
on KYZBEN materials if I put out mediocre issues I don't get nc more
egoboo. And I love ©gobo0o.

The next PhCOM will be a wrap-up lssue, It will be retro=~
spective. The peopls who were most involved in PhCOM will write of
their sexperiences with it; I'm going to try and get new columns from
all past and present columnists, and other stuff. A true farewell
issue, Pulling a Glicksohn, '

All subs willl be transferred to XYBEN 1in some arcane manner,
If any of you subscribers have any real objections to that, T will
refund whatever balance I may owe you, But I!'d rather send you
KYBENa

There's little more to say now, Next issue is the obltuary.
Tune in then. For the moment, if you turn the page we'!ll talk about
the best sf of 1972 for sixty lines or se. We may hgave Hugo ballots
enclosed; if net, they are readily available elsewhere. TUse them,
please, The Hugo Award is useless if you do nots



1972 was the Year of the Novella; so much good, so much,
How does one chooss between Ursula IeGuint'!s "The Word for World Is
Forest," Frederik Pohl's "The Gold at the Starbow'!s End," and Gene
Wolfe'!s "The Fifth Head of Cerberus"? While I have not read all the
stories I am about to mention--lists compiled by Don Keller, Jeff
Clark and Jeff Smith--sach of those three rank in my mind as among
the best sf ever written., They are all so fine.,.. The middle sectior
of Isaac Asimov'!s novel THE GODS THEMSELVES 1s also a very fine=~if
not independent~-novella, Don listed Richard ILupoff's "With the Ben-
tfin Boomer B,ys Iin Little 01d New Alabama," but mentioned it wasn't
as good as the others., Also, David Gerrold's "In the Deadlands," but
who knows what category that belongs in? I'm sure it's less than

ten thousand words, but it takes up 67 pages of his Ballantine collec-
tion, Probably a novelstte,

Don lists for novelette Kate Wilhelm's "The Funseral," James
Tiptree's "Painwise" and Gardner Dozois! "A Kingdom by the Sea," with
I believe the preference toward Dozois, which I haven't read, I
wlll agree on the guality of Wilhelm's-~I like her stuff very much anc
this is one of her better works--but not the Tiptree, which I thought
too spotty and eplsodic, though it has a very powerful ending,

For short story Don mentioned three from AGAIN, DANGEROUS
VISIONSs "Totenbuch" by A. Parra (y Figueredo), "The 10:00 Report
Is Brought to You By..." by Ed Bryant, and Gene Wolfe's "Against the
Iafayette Escadrille,” (I haven't read the first, thought the second
was good buit not that good, and did very much like the third.) I
would add Ray Nelson's marvelous "Time Travel for Pedestrians" and
Joanna Russ's moving "When It Changed." I also though Bernard Wolfe':
non-sf "The Blsquit Position" was excellent. The fourth story on
Donfg list was Tiptree's "And I Awoke and Found Me Here on the Cold
Hill'%s Side," which I must agree upon. I have ornly read 1% oncey
and thought it was one of Tip's better stories at the time; by necw
it seems I have read 1t often, though I never have gone back to i%,
for the story is so disturbing that it comes back to me at odd moment.
I picked up the HISTORY OF ERIC CLAPTON record set and browsed throug
the liners, and there in the "Clapton Is God" phrass is Tipfs stery--
or a small part of it., "And I Awoke,,." 1s a story that could only
have bee n told as science fiction, yet which is a vital portrait of
our current culture,

Novels=--I haven't read anything yet which I would be inclined
to vote for, I fully expect Asimov's THE GODS THEMSELVES to walk awa,
with the prizes, but as I explained in my bookmeview section, I
found it totally unsatisfying and it is not That Good. It is not
bad, Pubae, Barry Malzberg's BEYOND APOLLO is totally paranoid; I
didn't like 1%, but I sort of admired it. Jeff Clark liked it a lot.
Roger Zelazny's THE GUNS OF AVALON is to my mind the best hel's done
gince LORD OF LIGHT, fthough by no means approaching that novelts
stature, Yeu should read it even if youlre not familiar with NINE
PRINCES IN AMBER., But best of the year? I would like to think there
is something hetter, I must read THE SHEEP LOOK UP. Don and Jeff
bath liked it, though nnt as much as STAND ON ZANZIBAR. Jeff said,
Yoften lengthy moments of brilliance, overall staggeringness of con-
ception," Don recommends Piglet!s WHAT ENTROPY MEANS TO ME and
Gerreld s WHEN HARLIE WAS ONE, (I hadn't liked the origina 1 short
storys.) Jeff also liked Avram Davidsen's PEREGRINE: PRIMU3, LeGuin's
THE FARTHEST SHORE, Richard Matheson's HELL HOUSE, Bob Shaw's OTHER
DAYS, OTHE® EYES (yes, good), M, John Ha rrisen's THE PASTEL CITY and
Bob Silverbergts DYING INSIDE, Read and decide,
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