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It's now over five years ago that four high-school=-or-just-out-
of-it kids, after looking at a handful of ALGOLs, one SCIENCE FIC-
TION REVIEW and a small collection of Edgar Rice Burroughs zines,
decided that they could pubiish a good fanzine.

Unblushingly, I feel they were right. PHANTASMICOM 1, in Aug-
ust 1969, was entirely editor-written, hand-cranked on a dltto ma-
chine by a friend with no interest at all in science fiction, and
collated in Don Keller's miniscule room--all 67 pages of it. Nobo-
dy called it a crudzine. There was a certain amount of goshwow, to
be sure, but there was a fair bit of intelligence, too. We didn't
quite take fandom by storm, but we had nothing to bec ashamed of.

This was the era of big fanzines; and of course we published a
big fanzine. But big fanzines are expensive, and soon we rcached
the point where I was fooling the bill for the entire thing, earn-
ing about three dollars in subscription moncy per isasue., I was
very glad when Don got a job. (I was working two, part-timec, and
not doing too well in college.)

But we rolled along, two more ditto issues, in 1970. For Christmas
Bhat, vaan, = ok &8 Jircosame e

In 19717 we were publishing jiants, of a sort. We still were-
n't aill that well known, but we published five issues that year,
three hundred and fifty-eight pages. It was a good year, We pub=-
lished the first fanzine work of Jeff Clark and the incredible
James Tiptree, Jr. The poetry and artwork of Paula Marmor. Char-
lie Hopwood wrote the first of his travelogues. There was an inter-
view with Roger Zelazny in which Don forgot to stencil one of the
questions, and I wrote "Then why was he maligned?" in each copy.
We ruined some Tim Kirk artwork in an experiment with cheaper poper.
I worked a small Steve Fabian drawing into a highly-controversial
cover; I'm still very proud of it,

Late in 1971 Don decided to loave PHANTASMICOM. (I had left
in the middle of the ycar, but now I had to come back.) The days
of the Kellor/Smith publishing jiant then cnded. Producing became
tougher and tougher. The February 1972 issue was so difficult that
it lay printed but uncollated for over a month. I was sick of it.
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I don't think Don and I wiill ovor rcalize exactly how much of
a team we were. I know that a large fanzine was a Lot of work for
the two of us., It's an cnormous amount of work for the onc of me.

So I decided to do a little fanzine, which I called KYBEN, and
I published many good articles in the first couple issues, and
everyone sald KYBEN was a great little fanzine. But I ran out of
articles, and no-one said KYBEN was a great little fanzine anymorc.
It wasn't. But it is still a good little fanzine and I'm starting
to get articles again, so we shall sece.

I planned a PHANTASMICOM for November 1972, and had it all run
off except for the middle ten pages. Thesec ten pages werc for
Don's "It All Started with Tolkien" articlo, eight pages of text
plus illustrations. The illustrations were done. And we waited
for them. In February I typed up a recent Bob Sabella articlec and

a little piece by Darrell Schweitzer I had saved for just such an
cventuality.

Discouraged, I announced that PHANTASMICOM 11 would be the
last PHANTASMICOM. I had had all thc pain from the monster that I
was going to toke. And now I'm writing this epilogue to almost
five years of a science fiction fanzinec.

(But I had a change of heart. Later we'!ll come to the pro-
logue to the next five years.)

This issuc 1s the culmination of five years of fanzinc produc-
tion. It is a direct descendant of PHANTASMICOM 1. The listing of
"Contents: 1-10" should prove that, of which I'm rather plecascd.
For 21l the many, many changes we made (not the least of which was
deciding whether an issuec was going to be edited by Keller, Smith,
or both), it is still the same fanzine. Bigger and better.

Everyone who has ever contributed te PhCCM has added to its
flavor, of course, but it tastes mostly of four people--and if
James Taylor hadn't decided he wantoed to bo a Poet instead of a
Fan, it would have becn five:

JEFF SMITH -~ the current proprictor of PHANTASMICOM, It was
his meager 1968~9 collection of fanzincs which served as the model
for PhCOM 1. He has typed hundreds of fanzine pages at over forty
words per minute using only his left thumb and the first two fin-
gers of his right hand. This is quite a spectacle, and his fricnds
when bored ask him to type so they can watch in amazcment.

DON KELLER =-- the Founding Fathor. The scrawny - high-school
kid who oponod Pandora's Box by saying "Let's start a fanzine' has
gained a pound or two and moved to Philadelphia~-apparcntly in the
belief that it is half-way to California, where he hopes to become
a Big Namec Fan,

JEFF CLARK ~- an integral part of PhCOM since his first precteon-
tious reviews appearecd in PhCOM 5. More than onc person has men-
tioned him as an Y"editor,” though plans for that fell through. He
is currently considering moving from California, and being precten-
tious in Chicago or Boston or somcthing.
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JAMES TAYLOR -~ onc of the four original editors of PhCOM, and
the second to relinguish the post before the first issuc was pub-
lished. PhCOM started out ditto rather than mimeco becausc Jim hap-
pened to have a large supply of liberatcd ditto masters, and only
a small supply of liberatcd mimeo stencils. He has now contributed
prose, poetry and artwork to five widely-spread issues--generally
under the threat of grievous bodily harm.

JAMES TIPTREE, JR. -~ depending upon whom you listen to, the
best writer in fanzines, tho best of the newer scicncce fiction wri-
ters, or one of the best short story writers in America. (Or a
crashing bore.) He is a private person not given to blatant auto=-
biography, so his rcminiscences this issue take a slightly different
form from the others. Tip is sometimes too original for his own
good.,

While we five have each prepared special srtisles for your de-
light, I have also put togcether an issuvwe of a science fiction fan-
zine typical of my scicnce fiction fanzines. We have our intervicews
among the new generation of sf writers, our book reviows (though not
quite so many as ugval}, our Paula Marmor poem, our non-commercial
short stories (I don't publish amatcur storics anymore--non-~commer=-
cial ones...). Also, the Donald G, Keller articlc that was supposed
to appear last issue. Some of tho Paula Marmor artwork for it is
that which also was to appear last year; others were done when we
assumed the first batch was lost forcver, This does put us a yoar
behind in fantasy rcviews, and it is a year lost to PHANTASMICOM
forever. Part VI of the series is appearing simultancously with
Part V herce in THE EILDON TREE 2, cdited by Don, and available for
one dollar from The Fantasy Association, P O Box 211560, Los Angeles
GA 9002l,. The Ballantine Adult Fantasy Scries is now in its death
throcs, so Don will not be writing this particular serics much lon-
ger anyway.

Two items in this issue are reprints, which I should explain to
you. The revicws by Roger Zelazny worc written for the Baltimore
SUNDAY SUN. I thought the revicw of the Clarke novel was cxceollent
and wanted to share it with you, and I threw his othoer two pieces in
ns a bonus. The story by Charlie Hopwood was sold to the somi-pro
anthiology FULCRA I was editing three years ago. The publisher ig-
nored the book into non-existence; though, and T returned all the
manuscripts. Charlie's was the only non~professional one I liked
well enough to keep for PhCOM, and Charlie agreecd. At the some
time, though, he usecd it for o creative writing assignment and from
there 1t went intc the Towson State College literary magazine., So I
am "reprinting™ it. It has nothing to do with cither science fic-
tion or fantasy, but it is good.

I could not get all the artists I wanted; they're 21l doing pro
work in some capacity or another and don't seem to have all the froc
time they used to have. But you should recognize Mike Archibald,
and Paula, and cveryone. New to PhCOM are Alex Eiscnsteln, and
Steve Stiles, and that lackluster old fantasy artist Judith Weiss.,

It isn't quite what I had in mind a year ago--but in many ways
it's even better, I hope you won't skim through this issue. You'lrc
quite welcome to leave it beside your bed and read twenty pages a
night before turning off your light. dJust start at the beginning
and glide through.

I did this for you, after 2ll.



o
ST

In the eleventh grade, before I had any idea that Dick Geis
was forming part of his reputation in fandom by his rather incred-
ible manner of talking tc himself, I wrote for English a homework
paper in dialogue form. The paper was based on a very dumb assign-
ment, one that seems to be a favorite of English teachers--most
people seem to have written at least one. The teacher gives the
class a list of a dozen unrelated words, each of which must be in-
corporated in a paper. HA real paper,4 she said; ¥I don't want you
to cram them all into one sentence and think you're done.¥ I don't
remember what all the words were (get used to it; I don't remember
half the stuff I'm going to talk about here), but by pulling some
at random off the liner notes on this record album here I can give
you an idea of how my paper starteds:

--Attracted by music from a beach party, seventeen green garbage
monsters jumped from an airpiane over the river and killed the
mother very dead by rclling her into a little ball.

==Wnat do you think you're doing? e sl -

--My English assignment.

==You idiot. You were told not to put them all in onec sentencec.
And why that horrible green ink? Ugh.

-~ left my pens in my locker, and this is the only one my mother
has that writes. £And I think it is more challenging to try and
get all of them into one monster sentence. Any fool could squaeze
them onto a page somewhecre.

==Yeah, well you might as well ball that piece of paper up and toss
it in the garbaze can. You did The assignment wrong.

. A4S you can see, by the time I reached the bottom of the
third page I had managed to sneak all the words in again at lcast
once. ind I had a ball writing it. (Sorry.) Everyonc who saw it
before it was handed it thought it was brilliant and by far thc best
in the class,

I got a C+, and the following comment (which to this day I
find incexplicable):s "I do not expect to be entertained by every-
thing you write." Jesus Christ, what was I supposed to do? Bore
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her to death? What did she expect from that dumb assignment?

Fortunately, my creative urges were not stilled. I persevered
into the twelfth grade--where I met an even more humorless teacher.
I don't even want to talk about her-~-except that we students specu-~
lated wildly on her sex life. We couldn't imagine anyone who was
that cold and who disliked every one of her male students (and yet
liked the girls) married, yc¢t she was. We hypothesized shamelessly.
(She was a big BEOWULF fan; my two major papers for her werc a com-
parison of BEOWULF and Andre Norton's STAR GATE, and a history of
sword-and-sorcery dating back to--of course--BEQOWULF.)
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Bruce Gillespie and I were talking on the way home from Don
Miller's. (That casual phrase is supposecd to make me sound like a
fan-about-town to those who don't know me. Those who do know me
know I don't often find myself in fannish company outside my three
or four cons a year.) Bruce said the rcason he continues to write
criticism and doesn't plan to try and write fiction is because
there are a lot of mediocre fiction writers but few good critics.

Similarly, I suppose, I am working on PHANTASMICOM 11 instead
of on the novel I was hacking out in hopes of picking up a few extra
dollars to subsist on. I would be very pleased with myself if I
managed to finish the book, but the novel would be mediocre at best.
PhoOM 11, if the reality comes even close to the plan, will be quite
an above-average fanzine,

So which is more important?
Be8efeBeBoBofiele 8ol foteBoBeRe B BeBoBeboRnBeBe Bele e 8ol BeffeBeBa BefeleBeeReBeBeBeBe fofefe feledele BelebeBedeleSe 8eBee Robiede delebe

Lh, suffert! I remember my first poem. I wrobte it when I was
.. .Very approximately...eight. It was called '"The Broken Gate' and
it went: ‘'Oour gate is broken/We have to lcave it open/Our dog gets
out/And runs about/But wc see her oncc more/When she comes back to
the front door."

The poems I wrote in my later years were not much better, so
I gave up. I switched from one non-talent to another, and started
drawing. snostaigic sigh# Does anyone remember the early PHANTAS-
MICOMs, chock~full of my artwork and Don's poetry? Ah, for the good
old days...

What I drew, back in my youth, was comic books. Tons of them.
My first hero was Changeable Chuck, patterncd after Tom Terrific
from the Captain Kangaroo tv show. (As my previously non-existent
artistic abilities have atrophied over the years due to misuse, I
shall not attempt a portrait of Chuck.) CC's super-power was that
the antenna on his head enabled him to turn into anything he de-
gtrcd to turn into. His sidekick was Little Head, who was drawn to
match his name. I don't remember if hec had any powers or not.

I had a whole organization of heroes, called the Justicliers,
but for the life of me I can't remember who was in it. I know they
lived in Starland, which was shaped as a five-pointed star, and
that cach major hero lived at ono of the points--but the only other
one I remcmber is the Flying DBucket.
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The Flying Bucket had his origins in a pre-Justicicr creation
called "The Mountain Climbers.”" Now, bcar with me:; I swear that
what T'm about to tell you is true. Every Mountain Climbers strip
was identical--and there were dozens of them. In cevery single god-
da@ned episode, four stick figures, roped together, climbed a moun-
tain. The mountain would always rise to a point, and at the top
there would be a huge, round boulder. As our intrepid heroces
necared the summit the boulder would lose its precarious balance and
roli down toward them. And they would run back down the mountain
with the Dboulder in hot pursuit. Undauntcd, next time they'd go
back up another mountain with a boulder on top.

Eventually, I don't know why, I got bored with them, and I had
them bowled over by one of the boulders. Three of the four were
crushed and the other somehow fell off the mountain., As he was
hurtling to his death he was suddenly transformed into.,..The Flying
Bicket! About the only thing the Flying Bucket could do was catch
falling pcople~-he could change size at will--and he did a lot of
that. I don't remember if my villains ever rcealized my heroes
would never diec from a fall. Not with the Flying Bucket aroundl
(He might even have been able to save Gwen Stacy.) Perhaps the most
remarkable thing about the Flying Bucket, though, was that when he
resumcd his human form, which he eventually learned to do, he was
still a stick figure, even though the rest of the Justiciers had
meat on their bonecg. I'm sure there was somc sort of logic to that

9 9 0 e

I mostly drew the Justicicrs on folded pileces of paper, little
comic bocklets. I don't know the speed at which I produced them,
but it was prodigious. Ghod only knows where I got all the plots--
they were slipghtly advanced from The Mountain Climbers, I'm surec.
But T had enouzh ideas to run two series. One series was the book-
Teibier, - dlller - o Tl

T started to writc letters of comment on every issue of JUS-
TICE LEAGUE OF AMERICA--the model for my banding together all my
heroes. These were handwritten--ag I assume most loes to comic
books are--on onc side of a sheet of white paper. OCn the other
side was an installment of a Justiciers epic. I assume that was
suppozed to impress editor Julius Schwartz somchow...every month a
now chapter. (Again my memory fails me: How did I know where I
had left off the month before? I guress my memory was better then. )

So far as I know, nonc of thosc lettcrs was ever published,
for some strange reason. BEventually I stopped drawing on the backs
of them, but I kept writing them. And they started being published.

Again, I must confess to not remembering. I know of three
lotters I had published in comic books (one was a letter in THOR
suggesting Marvel do Conan in comics form); there may have been
more. My magnum opus was a long, rambling (you think I ramble
now?), practically strcam-of-consciousncss letter in defensc of
Gardner ¥, Fox, My Hero. Schwartz cut it to fit on one page.

Things started here with a HAWKMAN story about a lost city of
Plying gorillas, written by Gar Fox and drawn by Cithor Murphy /n-
derson or Joc Xubert. As I was at that time deep in my Bdgar Rice
Burroughs period, the story was very much to my liking. A couple
issues later, though, when the letters concerned the flying gorilla
story, onc letter-writer criticized the story in very strong terms--
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and not just the story, but Gar Fox in general .

I will not try to hide the fact that in tenth and eleventh
grades Gardner F'. Fox was cne of my favorite writers--he was my fa-
vorite comic-book writer, easily, and I read all his paperback books,
too. (I liked his two Burroughs pastiches, WARRIOR... and THIEF OF
LLARN, and a historical novel, THE LION OF LUCCA, best.) So I
wrote this long letter explaining how gcod Fox was.

A couple years ago: I found a copy of the issuc with my letter
in it, and...well, if I never find another copy I'll be quite satis-
fied. 1It's pretty awful. (I also found a shorter letter that was-
wY T Bad, At

I don't know whether it was my good letters, my weird letters,
or ths Justiciers, but Julius Schwartz did take notice of me. In
one of my letters I asked if there was any chance I could write for
DC. Schwartx said yes, and sent me a Fox script so I could se¢ the
form. I immediately launched into a two-Bart JUSTICE LEAGUE epic
of immense complication. A time-traveler on the Planet Rann went
into the past and while there killed Adam Strange. A descendant of
Adam's from the killer's time traveled back to our timec to get the
JLA to go into the future to save Adam. Somec memboer'!s also had to
go to the descendent's time to finish up the descendent's battle
with somcbody-or-other in his own time--in which he no longer exist-
ed due to the death of his ancestor. Vaguely, that was the basis.

I had finished the first half, and my neighbor was typing it
up for me, when I got a note from Schwartz suggesting the JLA was a

rather advanccd comic; why didn't I start off with an ATOM or ELON-
GATED MAN script?

And that was the last lctter to pass between us. I was an
immature high school kid, and if I coulda't do JLA like I wanted I
wasn't going to do anything. And so my career in comics cnded be-
fore it began. This is something I could kick myself for now, be-
cause I'd love to be writing comics today. But after that onc time
I never tried again. (These last coupiec years, since I've started
buying comics again, I've learned a lot about how a comic should be
written. I had no visual sense back then, and my script must have
been guite static. Wish I still had it.)

888 BeBedeBeBe &l Bedelede Se BeleBedudoBedaBaBedodododn dabede AoBodedodeBebeobot BebeBedododefedele BoluleSodeBefefedeBeolefodads fudede

iy first real publication--something of more than one copy--
was a newspaper I did in fifth grade. I lived a 1little south of
Baltimore then, in Glen Burnie, a one-yecar oxile. Across the strect
from me lived Gary Lake, and he had a sort of "printing press': an
ink pad and a stamper that letters could be placed in--a tedious
operation at best. We occassionally used it for headlines; but
even though we realized we couldn't use the kit, we had dccided we
werc going to do a newspaper, and so we did. Gary typed, and T
hand wrotc—-carbon paper was employed as much as possible, but to
get enough coplcs we had to write each pages out several times.

Gary was editor-in-chielf and news editor. I was featurcs ed-
itor. Ivery wcek Gary would choose the most intcecresting storics
off the ncws-summary pages of the MORNING SUN, I did a comic strip
and a feature article--generally a piccc on some foreign country or
other, complecte with map. We'd sit in Gary's room and do up 2
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stack of these thinzs tc sell to our classmates.

Gary's 'press’ came with three pre-made stamps: one was a lion
and one an airplane; I forget the other. One of these had to be our
symbol, and tie in with our title. Lion News? What? It was Mrs.
Lake who came up with the winner: THE JET GAZETTE. ©Not only did it
sound not too bad, the JG initials stood for Jeff and Gary. Gary was
apset that his initial came second, but he got over it. (If this
were happening now, I think I would call it PAPER AIRPLANE, Dut what
can you expect from the fifth grade?)
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_ In my senior of high school I was one of the major editors of
She literary magazine, WAWOYAKA. There wsre two co-editors (one of
shom did no work), three assistant editors (ta—dah!) and the rest of
he Advanced Composition class., We turned out a pretty good magazine,
>ut if I had had my way it would have been better (of courseil). I
1ad submitted a story (now lost) called '"The Waters of Oblivion." I
1ad to push to get it through--one of my coileagues disliked it be-
cauge I'd used the word "infanticide" and she didn't know what it
meant. But it was tentatively accepted. Then, when a physics class
went way over my head fifteen minutes before the end of the period,
I sat down and created a little thing that loocked like a crossword
puzzle. When I showed it to the WAWOYAKA people they went ecstatic
ancsiiscdgdct, 3L DLECE JOoT My" stokys Raboy

The major problem, though, was over a surreal space fantasy by
the most disliked guy in the school. It was a really neat, trippy
plece that was one of the best prose pieces submitted to us. I didn't
like the guy, either, but it was a good story.

OQur system was that all submissions went into a basket, and the
class members Were supposed to pull the pieces gut, read them, initial
them 'yea' or 'n~y,! and return them to the basket. If a piece got
five nays it was rejected, if it got five yeas it went to the editor-
ial board. One of cur psople tcok the fantasy arcund to people, said
You don't want him in the magazine, do you?", and people would nay
it without reading it.

I took the piece to the editorial board, and we managed to pass
it three to two. Out "tolerant' friend, who had passed it around,
said it was ineligible, that he had gotten five nays and it was re-
jected. From the front of the room, I charged him with finding five
nays who had actually read it. He said he had the initials. I said
the board passed it. We yelled and screamed at each other. Then our
advisor did me in. “Jeff, I've read the story, and I don't under-
stand it. Can you explain it to me?" 1In the heat of battle, on the
spur of the moment, I just cculdn't come up with a lucid explanation
for a story about a philosophical rock floating in outer space. The
story did not go in.

Instead, one of the advisor's dumber students had written a
rasesable paper. The advisor wanted to reward him by publishing it.
We didn't like it, but we published it.

It was plagiarized from the Baltimore NEWS~ MERICAN.

You can't win fem all.,

Q0 n I 0.0 " o o n a [ oo 000000 048000
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A11 the above represents some of the outlets my creativity found
to leak through. I also wrote some science fiction for a couple
years. I have a nice selection of rejection slips and letters you
can look at the next time you stop over. That died out, though.

The last few years have found me stuck in the second paragraph of
almost everything I've attempted. I don't worry about it. I still
start stories; someday I may finish one. If not, what's the loss?
You can't miss something you never really had,

I have found my current genre in the fanzine. I believe I am
more an editor than a writer, but I enjoy doing something in which
the editor is expected to write, to set the tone for his publication.
The best of both worlds. Almost the best of all possible worldds, in
terms of restrictions and limitations, and the lack thereof.

I could not express, in twenty~five words or less, what I hope
to achieve with the Phantasmicom Press Publications. For one thing,
I have no consistent goal. PHANTASMICOM has a specific broad form,
but is capable of infinite variety within its range. I point it in
the direction I wish, but I'm always changing that direction. I'm
not saying that is either a good thing or a bad thing--only that it
makes it quite impossible for me to define my goals.

At this stage in time I see fanzines as the most creative and
sultable thing I could possibly do. Not the most important, surely
not the most lucrative], but the project that could give me the most
satisfaction. (So maybe it is the most important.) I could write,
but I am consistently discouraged by the quality--I might enjoy my
stories if other people had written them, but they do not satisfy
me. I write a couple pages, look at them, and say: That's not bad
--but it's shit. I could be a good commercial editor, given the
chance~~1'd love to do that...but even that couldn't substitute for
the freedom I have here.

So. I can't tell you what I'm doing here. But I can tell you
I'm enjoying myself tremendously.

Hoping you are the same...

i i i

FOUR-THREE
PERHAPS HAD HE BUT KNOWN THE TRUTH,
WOULD
LUT, HE DID NOT STAY,
WENT, HAVE
GONE.
FOR
AND THE WORLD IS & POORER PLACE,
CONVICTION
HE T00
HAD IS RARE,
T0
BE

IN OUR LOST TIMES.
--from WAWOYAKA 1968









TLE CAS TN/
't 8L TON U/
[ TOUA VoL PP

Looking back over the five years in fandom for me that this is-
sue marks, I find that they have been the most changeable and tur-
bulent years of my life. The person who co-edited that first issue
of PHANTASMICOM bears only a vague resemblance to the person here
at the other end of the tunnel. /And I owe the vast and beneficial
changes I have been through largely to fandom.,

At eighteen I was much the same as I was at twelve; true, I
had graduated from high school, and had acquired on my own a lot
of knowledge on more or less useless subjects, but at bottom T
was no different. Introverted, nose always in a book, uneasy
arowund strangers (particularly girls), I was a social zero. The
seventii-grade get-acquainted dance (where I danced around all by
myself) was the single social act of my entire adolescence: I mis-
sed out completely on the whole phenomenon of dating, dances, and
partics. I never went "out" at all, beyond to an occasional movie,
and that was almost always with my family. My experience,; such as
it was, had come vicariously through recading.

For like most fans (of which I am a typical example), I read
voraciously in my youth, so much so that my mother despaired of
my ever getting enough "exercise and fresh air.” She also used to
limit the number of books I could take out of the library (creating
a feast-and-famine situvation in the time before I startcd buying
paperbacks), and her direst and mcst potent punishment, only im-
posed once or twice, was to forblid me to read. 2sh, lost are those
bygone times when I weuld read sometimes three or four books in a
single day, and gtill find time to eat and sleep and play sandlot
ball with the neighborhood kids. (Unlike a large percentage of fans,
I am a reasonable amateur athlete.)

Despite parental badgering, I had never held a job by eighteen,
apart from helping out in the shcool library for a few dollars and
the like. I had never traveled farther than New York or Richmond,
and these werce anomalies, special trips; I hardly ever left the en-~
virons of Baltimore's western suburbs.

Thus we have a portrait of me at my eighteenth year; I had
little to recommend me except that I read a lot, mostly science
fiction; and indeed, the only close friends I had were sf readers
as well. Iitcerary discussions were (and still are) the best
method of opening me up.

Chief among my friends was Jeff, whom I had met when I was
seventeen, We fell quickly into the pattern of ceaseless conver-
sation about bocks, lending them back and forth, and keeping an
eve on what was coming out next. His consiming interest in Bur-
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roughs led him to start getting ERB-DOM, and this in time lcd to
his getting SF REVIEW and ALGOL, the first real fanzines I cver
SOW,.

I found the whole concept immensely oxciting. I had just be-
gun writing seriously, and of course the obvious daydrcams of pro-
fessional publication had followed; but as well, I wanted to do my
own publishing. I was intercsted in books as acsthetic objects
as well as containers of entertainment. Now, most daydreams of
Being a Professional (whether it be a basebsll star or guitarist,
to name two I have also had, or whatever) arc safely indulgcd bc-
cause they are all well out of reach. But here I suddenly found
my daydream possible to realize, and never being one to stem my
entusiasm, I suggested to Jeff that we do our own fanzinec.,

Jeff was cautious at first, because he was always better at
recognizing the difficulties that lay before us; he knew why the
angels feared to tread where I wanted to go. DBut the enthusiasm
was infectious, and we embarked on our first issue. We had to
teach ourselves everything: how to write book reviews, articles
and editorials; how to arrange pages and fit in type around illus-~
trations; how to run a ditto machinc and type the masters; and
we lcarncd quickly. The first issue came out in Septcmber 1969,
in time for my ceightecnth birthday, and I think it rates prectty
high as first issues go. However, because our connections in
fandom were limited, and we had only our own writing to offer,
it did not do so well. We lost money on the effort. (Little did
we know that this was going to be standardé procedurc.) We cven
contemplated folding it .after the second issue, cxcept that an
important cvent occurred.

An inguiry about & Roger Zelazny radio intervicw had gotten
Jeff in touch with radio announcer Pat Kelly, who proceccdcd to take
Jeff to his first convention, Philcon 1969. So when Balticon 1970
came around, we both attended, and an cncouraging sale docided us
to continuve PHANTASMICOM.,

The convention was important for mc, because I recalized that
there were a lot of people in the world who read sf and liked to
talk about it. The discovery of like souls was immensely hcarten-
ing, and only my Gtotal lack of money prevented mc Crom attending
more conventions immediately; the next onc I made was the Balticon
a year later.

But by that time my world had changed completcly, because
1870 turned out to be perhaps the most eventful year of my life.
I finally got myself a part-time job in a bowling alley, and typ-
ical of my laziness and lack of ambition, I held it for two years.
My three-ycars-younger brother, tho had dominated the family,
tragically drowned; this hit me hard and brought on a good deal
of deep thinking and emotional maturing, not least because I had
to take on a good deal of home responsibility his presence had
taken care of. And most importantly, I gained a social life.

My first year of college had been much like my last ycar of
high school: I dubifully went to classes and spent my free time
in the library pursuing my own studics. I also had a ride back
and forth with a friend, so I was still lcading my shecltered, in-
troverted 1life. Paul Simon's great song "I Am a Rock' was a great
Pavorite of mine because it doscribed my situvation so perfoctly.
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But early in my second semester my ride fell through, and I
began having to take the city busses back and forth. This was
very good for me, because it threw me out into the city, in con-~
tact with all its advantages and services as well as its dangers
and unpleasantnesses. I explored new bus routes and crecated in=-
tricate itinerarics to take me downtown to the librarics and book
stores, which meant I could go any tiie and not depend upon soric-
onc with a car,

Most importantly, though, early in my sccond yecar I mect the
Towson Table Gang. - Jeff had transferrcd to Towson, so we were in
schocl together again-~for a while. He met Mike Archibald, one
of the Table's charter members, and I subsecuently met him in a
bookstorc, and it was he who startecd me caning to sit at the Tablec.

My integration into the Table must stand as onc of the central
cvents of my lifc; the mombers' rcady acceptance of me completely
for mysell was a much-nceded cgoboost, and I began sitting at the
table rather than going to class. My grades gradually but steadily
diminished from that point, and college became for me, as it often
ig, more a social event than an educational onoc.

36111, T did learn a great deal. I lecarned how to play cards
properly, and began seriously practising guitar after sceing how
good Mike was. Morc seriously, I watched and obscrved the social
interaction of the group, and started to open up and participate
mysellf, I learned that girls werc not some aweful alien racec, but
people you could talk to like everyone else. I went to parties
(mostly at Charliec Hopwood's; I'll never forget that first Christ-
mas party) and learned how casy it was to get roaring drunk. In
short, I was going through my adolescence ratheir late.

So a whole gang of us went to that 1971 Balticon, with the
first mimeocd issuc of PHANTASMICOM. The medieval revel there
led me to change to a more appropriate hairstyle that looked
better the longer it got, and so I was in style with the times.
JefT and Ann got together at that con, which had a decided influ-
ghce onrmyslife fremr that .peint.

Also in 1970 I had begun cxchanging letters with Darrcll
Schweitzer, and discovercd thc pleasuircs of fan correspondence.
We traded hundreds of pages of letters (Lo say nothing of books
and opinions) before we finally met over a year later., In the
sumer of 1271, following up an ad about a linguistics fanzine
(languages being a favorite subject of mine), I got in touch with
a Los Angeclcs fan, Paula Marmor, who introduced me to the wonders
of fantasy fandom out there, and profoundly influcncing my eschat-
ological thinking from that point on. DBetween these two and scv-
ecral lecsser correspondences I learned to writc letters and how
to communicate striectly on paper, which helped my pedantic writ-
ing style to loosen up.

For PHANTASMICOM it was a year of consolidation; we refined
our techniques and produced igsuc after fine issue, and carved
our nichec in fandom. We began to get good reactions finally, and
when we took an issuc to Noreascon, our Tirst worldcon (and still
cne of the best cons I have ever been to), we were recognized,
people knew us.

Socially, Noreascon was important at the time only. I me



lot of pcople, and bocame casicr with vtelking to strangors, but
no one I met then did T evor sco agein. (Conversoly, maony of my
closer acquaintances wore therc, and I did not meet them tiil ilator.)
My other con for the year, Philcon, led me to mecet Darrell, and
&lso Bob Whitaker, who became onc of the PSPFS gang. I also learned
how to find a place to stay in a far city (fannish conncctions),
and thot it was possible to approach pros like Lin Corter and talk
to them.

The next year was even stranger, At my third Balticon I motb
Geo. Alec Iffinger (Piglet), the first pro I got to know well, and
alzo Judith Weiss and Morris Keesan, still very close fannish fricnds;
and got in touch w1uh Bob Dlllu, another important friend, whoso
artwork adorned my Cirst solo fanzine, HOLWE LOND. Tor Jc and I
had come to an amicable parting to pursue our differing goals; my
Tantasy influcnce was getting much stronger. Lunacon '72 was im-
mensely important: I met Dills for the first timc, got to know
Judith and Morris better, and learned to sleep on pcoples! Tloors
and stay up all night. Frowm that point on I was a truc congoer.

Judith and Bob both lived in Philadeclphia, and they convinecd
me to start coming to PSFS meotings every month, and it wasg the
best advice I cver took., Darrell lived there, too, and Whitaker
came from Delawarc cvery month, and Nancy Harris (soon to be Bob's
fiance) lent her unique porsonallty, and this made a regular social
gathering that vied with the Table in its contribution to my growth.
It also refined my skills in arranging transportation to get there

And the best con I ever wont to was LACon, the 1972 Worldecon.
(It also vied with the LOllOWlng Balticon as the most emoblonﬂlly
upheavalful,) I had the time of my life, mceting Harlan Ellison,
og well as the LA people I had boen gebting to know by letter, and
grooving on LA as a place; I decided I wanted to move therc. 1t
wag also the Tfirst time I ever flcw. The power the con excrted
on my mind, both before and after, cannot bo cxaggerated. And as
a result, I came by a complicoted process to adopt the pscudonym
Carlton Balfour; it seems in rctrospect to be a most appropriatce
baptism, because I was a new poerson in many important ways.

Not that I have not continucd to grow, and still have room
to improve, but I reached a plateeu where new growth was casier.
Since then I have been through a number of strong emotional ex-
periecnces, of which my move to Philadelphia to share an apartment
with Judith was only the most important., I got to know Gardner
Dozois, a writcr whose work I wors hlpped and I discovered that
oven the best writers are people, too. I got acquainted with the
hip world, acquired a full-time job, and learned how to live on
my own in the city. £4nd, with my moving to LA after Discon, my
1life still changes.

Whatever the fubure holds, I am gratefvl for how Carlton Bal-
four is diffcerent from Don Keller: he is traveled (even out of
the country to Toronto), securc in a job, morc emotionally adjusted,
confident of the res poct of his friends, in short, a more completec
person. And I owe it (either directly or through Jeff) to my con-

nection with scicence fiction and fancor.
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It was called "The Untimely Death of Arthur J. Kronos” and,
though the picce is no longer within my grasp, I rcmember that it
was about a man (Arthur) who invents a timoe machine thatis a sort
of dial-and-wristband affair, with a cubiclc as home basc--to
launch him from the prcescnt, so to spocak. He goces into the distant
past where a Neanderthal does him in with a mortal wound and, in
his final dying reflex, Arthur twirls thce dial and transports him-
gelf to the rar fiture, after ithe Tindl! dtomic wars " He 1iés Adying
on top of a small mound-like hill, with thc fall-out, likec snow-
flakes, drifting down about him. I secm to remember that the last

line wont something like: "And somewhorc far away, a distance of
time, eons removod, a dog barked expcctantly.” That was Arthur's

dog, waiting for his return.... Ahhh, such a beautiful touch. It
struck me at that time: Jeff, you'rec pretty damn good.

Not too many years ago I was to writec an end-of-the~world
short, "Grand Finale," about a sccond-ratc roscarch scientist who
causcs the inadvertant end of tho world with a revolutionary ncw
suGQﬁng clecanscr for houscwives., His first cxperimental dcocmonstra-
tion proves to be the last thing ever secn, and the story begins:
"The vats were infinite--nohow could the bottom, the stainlcess-
steelistic nether-surface, be glimpscd. The 1iquid depths werc
perspecbivelcss, ~this “offeet Erhancedby -ghs-Bubbles,  drif ting
singly and in myriads, glinting siivers of reflectced iight from the
intangiblc thrumm-thrum quasar pulsc fluorcscents, appcaring as a
cosmos of star-patterns, form-shifting and disorienting.'" And this
one ended: "At any moment now the world bruises, dissolves, dif-
fuscs, perhaps to shroud its satellite, unobscrving." Now that
last linc is cven botter. I submitted this piece as a final as-
signment in a literaturc class, whoso teacher I respected, and who
wrote in part: "Excellent in style and imagery, dcscription and
dialoguc, etc., with good satire..." Well, I didn't gquite agrce
with him aftcrwards, and ncither did my best critical fricnd...but
inside I knew, and had occcassional outsidec verification, that therc
was some talent.

But to go back...

"Arthur J. Kronos"” was written by me at about age 13 or 1l.
I composed it in my bascment room of my family's suburban homc in
the small town where I've lived most of my 1lifc so far. It was
done at the same desk I'm sitting at right now--an old, flimsy
thing with scoring and patchy varnish across its surface. But it's
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served me well, and I think I may have written my first review for
PHANTASMICOM on it, and in that same room. That room, which was
the only non-tecmporary part of the basemoent fcr me, became a point
of concentration for a kid who was usually introverted. There, I
could escape the more supcerficicl, social problems caused by unwan-
ted adult visitants, as well as distractions to reading. It was a
good place for hours of reading, but carlicr things had been a lit-
tle different.

A couple of friends and I used to have specd-reading bouts at
about age ¢ or 10. Mostly Tom Swift, Jr.--though I did read a few
Hardy Boys and even a Nancy Drew once--and these books were probably
my first SF reading matter. One day, however, I decided to stay in-
doors instead of playing, and rocad, straight through, TOM SWIFT,
JR., IN THE CAVES OF NUCLEAR FIRE., I spent the better part of the
day doing this, lounging about the livingroom and gulping it all
down with perscverahice. It was very satisfying. This was about
the time I began to realize the pleasures of reading are more plea-
surable as a solitary activity--if not solitude in physical fact,
then at least in the all-important mental atmosphere. With this
deduetion there could be no morc sceing who would finish a book or
o chapter first.

Hence, the blessing of a private basement room.

But the beneficial atmosphere didn't make me turn from rcading
to eventuel writing...not in any voluminous scnse. Writing was al-
ways a tough chore, just in the act of handwriting till my hand was
soro from the wneeded pressure I exerted, not to mention thinking
things up I was sufficiently interested in. Most of my crcecative
writing was for school, when I had to do it for a class assignment.
Reading was an casier thing to do.

And of course, there were other interests. Sports for a while,
rag-tag amateur baseball, which fallaciously caught my intercst
wnen I hit a home run one day, much to even my surprisec; that made
me o valuable player for a whilce, though I hardly ever hit one a-
gain. And there was an early passion for inscct hunting and ccllee-
ting, and the formation of a little zco of jars. My family owned a
large open field or lot for a rard and there was plenty of oppor-
tunity for that. The praying mantis was a favorite as a pet: I
used to feed whatever cne I currently had white bread and pound
cake, a dubious diet at best. And I caught large, impressive black
ants from the colonies under the slate sidewalk, and terrorized my
sister by occassionally putting one--with its positively gargantuan
rinecers--onto her young and rcpulsed flesh. I was sure she had to
love 2t...at least a little. PFinally my parcnts sold the lot to be
built upon and the backyard wilderncss dried up, and with it the
avid interest in insecis.

But later on I discovered "the cinema." Always an impassioned,
mindless fan of cevery horror movie, I had previously made trcks in-
to the nearest large city most wceekends with fricends to sec thce la-
test opus at Leow's or RKO's...even if i1t turncd out to be ATTACK
CF THE FIFTY FOOT WOMAN, which I knew even then was really bad.

But I loved to watch. My first viewing of FRANKENSTEIN on TV had
scared hell out of my sister and me, and I got into the habit of
catching everything, whether on the tube or in the theatres. When
(John) Zacherly first sported his antics in and about such movies
on local TV my friends and I wore promptcecd to set up a socret sanc-
tuary in the basement room and perform rauccus, argumcntative brain
operations with large chunks of raw cauliflcwer.
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But that was not sericus activity; its impulse didn't spring
from a fearfully intelloctual basis. As I said, I at least discov-
ered the cinema. One day I felt somchow compellcd to go and see
BIRDMAN OF ALCATRAZ....It secmed like a fascinating subject. It
was. Wow! It was the best film I'd ever seen; it even made me
read the book. For the first time, I told myself, I had begun to
notice direction, photography, acting, the works. The works! It
was a positively eye-opening expericnce, and I pursued it further,
through other films and other revelaticns.

I was pushing my way up through high school soon, and I knew
that some day I'd have to make a carcer chcice--if for no other
reason than to have a direction once I encountered college, which
scemed to me inevitable: one couldn't conceive of not golng, it
wasn't done. Film became a serious cnough interest for me to opt
for it, first as an acting career (I was truly mad), then as a
directing and general filmmaking activity. It seemed reasonable to
follow such a passion. I would be an artist in the newest art
there was.

I had wontcd to be a chemist beforce that. That is, until I
had to take high school chemistry; all that nitpicking and turgid
ritual became too discouraging. But as a childhood activity, with
a Gilbert chemistry set, it was passionate fun, another kid-commun-
ity project, random and reckless. We came oh-so-close to making
that old charcoal/sulphur/potassium nitrate combo work properlys
btt we never really discovered the missing ingredient. 1 used up
more of the nitrate than any othor chemical, though I tried to fair-
ly cmploy some of the less-interesting-loocking ones in various con-
coctions for balance, anyway. My cousin and I even conjured up hi-
deous mixture after mixture to pour onto a large flat trce stump,
cut down close to the ground, in an attompt to destroy the poor
thing. We probably thought it would wither and somchow fall apart
astonishingly.

I watched MR. WIZARD religiously on TV. Even attempting to
duplicate his efforts was less taxing than suffering through chem-
istry class.

So the cinema scemed like a good bet. As I look back upon it
now, I re-lize it was the big mistake I made in terms of my later
dlgifi R, t routed me in the wrong direction for four years, while
tel cd to iiarat pEewe to myseld; 4thent howfools mijeel i, “that I was
intercsted in making movics.

I know better mow, but I had what I felt were genuine impul-
ses of decdication at the beginning. I started foolingz with Bmm
film and the animation of plastic models and dolls (thanks to that
ubigquitous inspiration, Ray Haryyhauscn) cven before attending
school. I supposc that, way in the back of my mind somewhcre, and
beyond thc simple felicities of animation, I had big plans to whip
the old celluloid into the shapc of my visions. But then, working
ny way throuszh two schools and doing morc and more the bare minimum
of what was cxpectced of me, I became increasingly alicnatcd from
the technical oricntation of film, thc blcak prospccts of commer-
cial enterprise. I was still 2 reading mcn. My last effort, my
farcwell performance in film, was as assistant editor on a '"pilot
rcel™ for a featurc film, a project which eventually proved to be
almost a skin flick. It was a hell of a lot of fun, but I could no
longer fool mysclf that I was intercsted in sticking with film as a
mode of expression and livelihood. It is much too unstable for
someone who likes to center his concentration in one room. Writing
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is a more personal medium of ecxpression, and it's an awful lot eas-
ier to werk with physically, because you only have ycurself and the
paper.

Writing... I can't say it was & rovelation. I had really al-
ways known it was lurking just behind thc rceading which had never
faltered over the yoars. All along I had received favorable com-
ments concerning my "crecative" school assigmments ("You know, Jeff,
you really ought to try writing sometime"), which usually indicated
that T could do a better snow-job on term and thesis papcrs than
anyone else. Yes~-I had real style...and some substance, too.

There once was a lamb named Mops,

Who thought that he was tops.

He strayed onc day and then

Landed in a bad wolf's den,

And Mops, who thought he was tops, turned into lambchops.

That was a limerick done in the fifth gradec. My younger sis-
ter used it three years later for the same teacher, and the woman
remembercd it. "Try to be mwore original,™" she wrote on my sister's
paper. I remember it, and dquote from memory, over many morc ycars.
It's strange what the mind choosecs to proudly recall.

But to consider writing as o prime activity: how long and at
what pace could I expect to go on beiny clever? And secure in that
cleverness? (I am nothing if not threatened by insccurity.) Having
réjected film, I still couldn't consider writing in a serious ca-
reer light.

But my bout with film had done some subtle things with my out-
lcok. BIRDMAN OF ALCATRAZ had brought me tc a small scnse of ar-
tistic awarcness. In time I found mysclf{ becoming really critical.
(What elsc would an introvert who's seriocus about concentration be-
come?) This carricd over into my readingzg, and I began to examine
SF more closecly and with better (I think) pretension than I had
film. At least, I think the results were, and are, morec worthwhile;
cinema has a long way to go before it becomes as accomplishced a me=-
dium as literature. (No, I am not going to claborate on that herec.
That's a tirade.) I had forever feolt aincc first roading it that
SFF has something really going for it, something spocial. That's
what all of us feel onc way or ancother. I had sccretly snccred at
my celders for either ignoring or shoming me for my choico of read-
ing matfer. I knew I was right. I snuck science~fictional subjoects
into school projects whencver I could. I was meck but rightcous.

Socn aftcr artistic awarcness, I becamec righteous but intellec-
tual. I still am to a great degrec--"righteous,” that is; the "in-
tcllect" gocs without saying--but with a botter sense of proportion
and vindication, I fecl. (Do I hear some disscnt out there? Si-
lence yoursclf or I'll put large black ants on you.) I was begin-
ning to attempt a justification of my love of SF, what I had a2ll a-
Long i clt-to (be ipeelaisniE st A IAnE aptempt ab & def inistion of these
things, but working from the particular to the general in isolated
works. And further; I wunted to pinpoint what elsc I thought good
and valid about various SF works--on their own terms as far as fic-
tion is concerncd.

It was & little execiting to feol I was intensifying and so-
phisticating my original bliss with SF. Yes, I was beccoming intcl-
ligently righteous and was able to put up (thereforce not having to
shut up), but I didn't really acquirc a head of steam until I quite
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tentatively submitted a first rcvicw to PhCOM via Jeff Smith. He
was awfully nice about letting mc¢ in at the time, though I felt I
was being a little stuffy for fandom. Such is thc monstcer he cre-
ated, however, that I no longer care about sceming stuffy. I posi-
tively flaunt obtuse crotchetiness at’ times.

Here I border on my relations with fandom. I'm not surc what
they arc, or what to say about them, c¢xcept that we kecp our dis-
tance much of the time. My first con quite a few years ago was the
Lunacon at which Don Wollheim was gucst of honor and in which Dela-
ny and Clarke took part. The year of 2001: A SPACE ODYSSEY. It
was a veritable paradise--discovering all the people and all thoso
fascinating things in the huckster room. I could cobscrvc without
really Dbeing observed myself. I still maintain it was probably my
most plcasurable convention, for they seemed to become less and
less so, overall, the less anonymous I became. They scemed less
appreciable as whole centities the further in I moved, thoe more fa-
milier I became. Thoe general flux of cons often somchow remains
alien to me...though, on the credit side, it's become very impor-
tant to me to see 2gain and again the friends I can share enthusi-
asms with. One of them I met at Noreascon, probably my sccond favo-
rite. But there I wes back in a congenial clement: I was living on
the cheap for a weck at a flca-bitten hostel and, after thc con was
over, I spoent the rcst of tho timec losing myself in discovery of
Boston.

The isolation and indcpendonce was always there, one way and
ancther. Having begun to roview eritically, I could no longer read
books with completcly the same simple plcasures; but the new oncs
I discovercd made the entire cexperience more important to mc. There
wes more than cver rcason to take up that independent, personal ac-
tivity, writing. Unfortunatcly, I was becoming so sclf-consciously
critical that writing was a laborious, difficult activity--as it
vet remains.

As I poked my way along, film had falloen by the wayside and had
died a quiet, neglccted death. It's strange, bubt: I hardly ever go to
films anymorsc except for curiosity about cortain subjects, or the
echo of a preference for a formerly favorite director--or the still
strong and happy need for horror and SF movies. But I don't now go
to see them with the same intent seriousness, wanting to be devasta-
ted by something magnificent. (At best, they usually hover not far
above the pleasure-level of ROGER TOUHEY., Ask Jeff Smith about him.)

Yet apart from those two tracks of interest sincc childhood--
one mounting while the other surged and finally fell--random things
Hpwiss WD BEECE: oddlk pre ssuies o' Fokidmst diveowmiive rceently renewed
with a wvengeance an almost unrecalized and ancient interest in the
pre-Columbian cultures of Central America. This had begun because
as & child I was gruesomely fascinated by the imaginative gore of
the Aztec sun-sacrifice in particular--you know, slicing open chests
and pulling out palpitating hearts, the sizzle of frying blood and
the aroma of ecstacy--but it's gonc far beyond that now, I'm glad
to say. The Maya were morc highly developed, and so am I. Then
again there are maverick intercsts in both rock and classical music
which hit upon odd conclusions. I'll maintain to you any day that
Charles Ives was doing raucous, superimposed rhythmic patterns to
better effect (see especially the picces "The Fourth of July" and
"Symphony #4") fifty and sixty years ago thoan most any rock group
today has been able to achieve, for all its amplified force. And
I could cxpound--once we've pinned down or set aside considcration
of what "rock" is--on the fact that Procol Harum is beyond the sha-
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dow of o doubt the best (rock) group workingz in contemporary music
today. Undoubtedly, I say stubbornly. A grcat deal to do with the
fact are the lyrics of Keith Reid, who is about the only writer on
the scene having morc than prectensions to his work, which is altle
to stand up under closcr scrutiny...though I won't give you that
term paper now.

But perhaps by now you know whether you might want to read such
a.pieoce (some day. 4 -Thaths, theypointl

The bascment room I had was about 10 x 14 with a window each
on the longer walls, one of them a sort of picture window I could
look out of over the desk, into the backyard. Apart from this
desk, lamps and bookcascs, there was a horizontal file cabinet on
a wooden dolly in one corncr, full of colleccted, plastic~-bagzzoed
comic books of the FLASH, GREEN LANTERN, MYSTERY IN SPACE and ATOM
ilk. I liked some of the artwork very much, and still own them all.
Around the walls were bracketed shelves with plastic models; an
carly hobby rcquiring skill and concentration to do well. My fave-
rite type of model was military ordnance stuff--howitzcrs and tonks
and half-tracks and such. They had begun to decay from morc than
clogping dust once my kid brother had rcarcd his ugly little hcad
and pgotten his uncomprehending hands on them. But they still af-
forded pleasures I took the broken oncs, onc by one to relish them
all, and burned them beautifully and osthetically. Once I took a
half-finished aircraft carrier, the "USS Forrcstall," which bhad
parts all in o sickening neutral gray that I refused at last to
bother painting, and blew it apart in front of my youn; frionls
with a one-and-a-half inchcr. It was a good blowup; thce others
were good burns. Thesc were small sacrifices which could always
be replenished in the rcoom, thcey were piecos of atmosphere touchced
upon by those who invaded my domain, imposing upon mc even as rocl-
atives or frionds, and unstabilizing things briefly, like rcmoving
the powder from a butterfly's wings just by touching thom. Jabs
of unconsidercd and sometimes inconsiderate curiosity. They didn't
actually mean it; the things of my domain did not mcan the somc to
them. But it was usually all right with mo in the cnd, I was al-
ways accumulating new stuff, and I often gave up the sacrificos
willingiy after an initial fit, perhaps, so I could appreciate them
myself. Yct I don't know whether that was how I considered the
thing at the time. The perspective 1s much clearer now.

I try to write 2 lot more ncw, and I haven'’t built a plastic
model in years and years. I've made a temporary trucc with the
desire to be a pen-and-papor artist; I go about it slowly and part-
time, trying to grasp only when I'm being scized by the conception
before me. My character names have cvolved from Arthur J. Kronos
and John Starmer through Jason Crimpson and Winthrop Farnington to
Rudger Falcoven, Norton Mackloy and Wilma Deery. Thero is o dif-
fercnee in the sound of thosc names, ceven out of context. I think
I've ot some style. I gave up the basement room quite a time ago,
but discovercd that isolation could be gaincd in citics if and when
I wanted it. Cities arc full of people, truc, but past a certain
density you nocdn't be bothered for long stretches at a time paTe
you prefer, like attending a con for the first timid time. With
nothing much more than my desk and ever-increasing collection of
books left from my original cnvironment, though, I am now and
then awarc of what I'm doing and where I might like to go--and
at times I can evon control these things, as well as the degrec
of anonymity.

But, more oftcn than not, it takes a lot of concentration.
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Once upon a time long long ago in tho daric woods there 1lived

a group of singular animals who called themselve§ the Berserk-
ies and who were lithe and fair-haired and who made their liv-
ing destroying state property and getting screwed on hash, grass,
PCP and many other rare and exotic rainbow-producing chemical
agents. There was Zonzo and Lizard Man and Bullweenis Kareenis
and many many fine furred creatures too unhealthy to mention even
at this late date. As spring dawned each year on the now long-
incinerated Grayhouse (home of the roach, the mouse, the Volta
Fiore, the Tricycle Magician and at one time even Bucky, though
he preferred the library after hours or unlocked anonymous vans)
one could hear the pearly tones of guitars and recorders and
allthreads (lobbing off sundry non-essential portions of the
aformentioned house till all hours. And the police kept away
from all these fine proceedings because gentle and understand-
ing and because they had been bought off long long ago. And

all this went on for many many years (at least three anyway)

till the arrival of Pope Little Winge (which mattered little

if at all.......)

Well.......that was the fairy tale I lived for a couple of years
anyway....until the old art building burned down at college and
took a greater portion of my accumulated mental debris with it
(as well as depositing at least twice as much to fill its place).
Since then (spring of 1972 for all of you history/fact/time/

“id state of the artist" people) there's been a trip to Europe
{second lost love of my life), a master's degree in creative
writing (none of which is evidenced here.....as if its acqui-
sition could or will be evidenced qualitatively), & national
poetry publication called CAIM (a '"thing" whose existence, ra-
ther than the garbage/weird feelings/strained relationships
which its birth involved, I will crow about), a trip to L.A.

(2 nice place to shit but I wouldn't want to get killed there),
a $1000 poetry prize (the poem was worth that much even if
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the contest wasn't.....the other thing I'll crow about), a
mannequin nemed Esmerelda (the lady on the bus, lady of the
moon, the queen of ice),countless love affairs and a coupie

of "in love* affairs (ch well) and (£ili in the
blank). But all of this, really, is so much norseshit. His-
tory is, after all, just history. Peopie come and go, degreecs
come and go. College (this country anyway) teaches you that
you must somehow validate your existence. Not how or why, ..
Just that you must., History becomes important. ‘'Social milieu"
becomes tragically "relevant." Whether one's work/life/etc.

is worth "looking into" becomes the tepic of debate even before
discussion of the work itself. Whether one is reading the
right books {as in college), whether one is aware of the re-
cent developments (as in politics) or whether one is "up on”
the innovators (as in "science fiction") takes on the respon-
sibility of somehow "proving" one's existence. I'm not against
discussing (whatever that means) literature, but, mostly, I
don't anymore. I don't really care whether I “got' the '"mean-
ing" behind what somebody was ‘‘reallyv"' doing. Mostly, I just
try te enjoy what I do (a hard enough thing to do today even
without all the academic head ciutter that's so prevalent) with-
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¢ giving a good fuck who sees what I make, who knows what I
read/have read or who cares. If my existence is "validated"
writing "artistic” poems and fiction, I really don't see how

or whether that places 1t above a ‘“science fiction™ piece I
writs. Or if that whole thing rates above not writing at all.

I gave up on making art “in the garret waiting for that 1it-
tlie man to come in through the one window, tap me on the shoulder
and whisper in my ear, "Hey fella....you're an artist now."
Thatl's a New York art critic trip I can live without. I can

do without getting a coilege teaching job just to prove I'm a
"real " writer., I can do without talking about my fiction as
"science fiction” to get a handle on it or saying my “science
fiction" is getting closer to "mainstream' to prove I really

waa trying "to write good fiecticn." I try to ook impressed
whenever somebody shows me where some college or other is tsach-
ing a science fiction ccurse, proving (I guess that's the point)
that “science fiction" is finally "being recognized.” Mostly,
I've been trying to do away with titles. In my last semester

of bachelor's work, I had to take a course where I was required
to ("...in my own words and as a result of what you have learned
in this course...”) define "Art." I concluded by saying that
there were no "...objscts of art (a set of objects beyond ade-
quate definition and thus without membersj...”" and that art should
be ”...EeODle making objects no aesthetic definitions, in their
narrowness, could ever fully satisfy."

P.S. The instructor didn't like thes paper.



PAGES FROM THE JUNGLE ASSASSIN'S NOTEBOOK

MORNING
The return.
Rifle scope and gun
in case, I set foot for home weaving
through underbrush thick with morning.
Sun over left shoulder, I make my
way to camp--a day's rest.
The sun raises the blood in the world.

DUSK
The sun, gorged, drops
blood. The jungle
beats like
a heart--
my time.
Cut with paths and diced
into rice paddies, the marshes
bubble in the wet dark.
I'11l halve the sky with steel.

NIGHT
The departure,
infra-red scope in palm.
Sun's brother,
brother of sun's
fire. Moon
over left shoulder. The world
turns on a steel pin.

DAWN
The moon drops.
Sword and angry face, the
sun cuts through the clouds.
Here, at the left hand edge
of' the world, in the sky behind the sky,
the saw tooth clouds gnash the wet ground.
An old weapon, an old fight.
Unturned, the sun and moon,
those twin eyes, watch and turn the world.

James Taylor
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E?i?ednby Donald G. Keller and Jelffrey D. Smith
E:t@g/xronu cover offset/68 pages incl. covers/100 copies/"quarterly"
Front cover--Apcllo 11 mocn plaque/Back cover by R. Pennington Smith

Contents: 'Bditorial" by Donald G. Keller; “Ad Astra" (fiction) by
Donals Goan}ler;_*State of the Field" by Jeffrey D. Smith: "“Parallel
f}ne% (fiction) by James R. Taylor; 'William Morris and Héroic FPan-
caay bi Donald G. Keller; ‘‘The Walden Report' compiled by Jeffrey D
?Mlthj Fﬁom the Sin Bin" by R. Pennington Smith; 'The Kindness of ﬂ
?tringerS'igfiction) by Jeffrey D. Smith; “The Late Show" by Jefffev
?i umltha Sonnets on Time" (poetry) by Donald G. Keller; 'Book Reviews
0y Donaia”Gu Keller, Jeffrey D. Smith and James Taylor TI13 ‘Caveat
%ec?g?rg1”(feghoot) by Jefrrey D. Smith; "Bditorialitis" b§ Jeffrey

Artwork: Jeffrey D. Smith, R. Pennington Smith, Randy Smith.

PHANTASMICOM 2

“Winter 1970

Edited by Doneld G. Keller and Jeflfrey D. Smith

Ditto/front cover offset/6l. pages + covers/50 copies/'sporadically"”
#ront cover by R. Pennington Wmith/Back cover blank

Gontents: "Editorial" by Donald G. Keller; "State of the Field' by
Jeffrey D. Smith; "How About This? Roger Zelazny' (interview) by Pat-
rick Kelly: “Sonnets on Time'" (poetry) by Donald G. Keller; "F. W.
3ain's 'Hindu Fantasies'" by Donald G. Keller; maze by Jeffrey D.
giths '"State of Mind" (fiction) by Janet Fox; 'Caveat Lector #2" (feg-
hoot) by Jeffrey D. Smith; "Philcon 69¢ by Jeff Smith; “Prosoversecpix’
‘book reviews) by Donald G. Keller, R.J. Raub and Jeffrey D. Smith;
"Phantasmicommunications® (letters); "Editorialitis" by Jeffrey D.
Smith.

‘rtwork: David Keller, Jeffrcy D. Smith, R. Pennington Smith.

PHANTASMICOM 3

Summer 1970

Edited by Donald G. Keller and Jeffrey D. Smith _
Ditto and offsct/66 pages + covers/100 copics/ “'quartcrly"
Front cover by S. Randall/Back cover by William Rotsler

Contents: ‘Writerscan’' by Donald G. Keller; ‘It All Started With Tol-
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kien, Part One, 1965-1968'" by Donald G. Keller; "From the 3in Bin" by
R. Pennington Amith; "R.A. Lafferty: The Man and His Work" by P.S.
Price: 'Croccdile™ (fiction) by R.A. Lafferty; “The Gatemen” (fiction)
by James R. Taylor III; "R.A. Lafferty: A Bibliography' compiled by
Mark Owings: "Cavcat Lector' (feghoot) by Jeffrey D. 3mith; "Platitudes
on Paradc¢'’ by John J. Picrce; "Prosoversepix’ (book revicews) by Donald
G. Keller and Jeffrcy D. Smith; "Sonnets on Time' (poetry) by Donald

G. Keller; "“Phantasmicommunications” (letters); "Editorialitis" by
Jeffrey D. Smith.

Artwork: Dcreck Carter, Tim Kirk, William Rotslor, R. Pennington Smith

PEANTASMTIOOM 3.5
1570 ({Augvst))
Offset/~ pages/100 copics

Contertgs “Crocodile” (fiction) by R.A. Lafferty.
((The version published in PHANTASMICOM 3 was incorrect.))
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Mimeo and ditto/offset covers/68 pages + covers/150 copics/"bi-monthly:

Froui cover drawn by James Taylor, bascd on a sketch by Donald G. Kol-
ler/Back cover written by Donald G. Keller, lettered by Mike Archi-
bala

Phantagmicom Press Publication # 1

Contertss: '"Speaking Of...'" by Donald G. Keller; "Aenon and the Air-
Maiden'" (fiction) by Donald G. Keller; "The Quest of the Golden City"
(fiction) by Darrell Schweitzer:; a poem by James R. Taylor III; "Mid-
night Fantasy" (poetry) by Darrell Schweitzor; "Sonnets on Time' (poet-
ry) bty Teoneld G, Koller:; "It All Started with Tolkicen, Part Two, 1969"
by Donald G. Keller; ‘'Like the Title, Baby" by James Taylor; ‘'‘Proso-
versepix' (beck reviews) by Donald G. Koller and Jeffrey D. Smith;
"Phantasmicomrunications” (letters); "Editorialitis' by Jeffwrcy D.
Smith,
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Artwork: Mikc Archibald, Charlic Hopwood, Tim Kirk, Dan Ostcerman,
Randall, William Rotsler, R. Pennington 3Jmith.

PHANTASMICOM 5

April 1S71

Edited &y Donald G. Keller and Jefirey D. Smith

fimec/53 pages + covers/150 copies/"bi-monthly"

Pront cover by Bill Rotsler/Back cover by Charlie Hopwood
Phantasmicom Press Publication # 2

Contents: Speaking Of..." by Donald G. Kellcr; "State of the Field®
by Jeffrey D. Smith; "How About This? Roger Zclazny' (interview) by
Patrick Kc¢lly; “Sonncts on Time" (poetry) by Donald G, Keller; sclcc-
tions from A DIGIT OF THE MOON (fiction) by #.W. Bain; "Prosovcrscpix'
(book rcvicwg) by Jeff Clark, Donald G. Kellecr and Jeiffrey D, Smith:
"Phantasmicommunications' (lctters); '"Editorialitis' by Jolffrey D.
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Artwork: Mikc Archibald, Joff Cochran, Charlic Hopwood, Jonh Ingham,
Tim Kirlk, 3. Randall, Bill Rotslcr,

PHANTASMICOM 6

June 171

Edited by Jeffrey D, Smith

Mimeo/of fset covers/T70 pages + covers/200 copies/"quartcrly

Front cover: art by Steve Fabian, design by Jeff Smith/Back cover by
Charliec Hopwood

Phantaamicom Press Publication # 3

Contents: “Spoeaking Of...'" by Donald G. Keller; If You Can't Laugh
at It, What Good Is It?" James Tiptrec, Jr., interviowed by Jeffroy

D, Smith; “Bibliography as of April 1971" by James Tiptrece, Jr.; “And
Shooby Dooby Dooby™ (fiction) by James Tiptree, Jr.; "Sonnets on Tinc®
(poctry) by Donald G. Keller; "Kangaoroo® (fiction) by Joeffroy Diven
Juith; "The Sccret Place' (poetry) by Darrecll Schweitzer; "Eunuchs
Arigc™ (cartoong) by Michaol 3. Archibald; “Sormc Commcnts on the Hugo/
Nebula Awards' by Robert Sabolla; "Prosovorsepix® (book rcvicws) by
Jeffroy D. Smith, Joff Clark and Donald G. Kellor; 'Phantasmicommuni-
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cations® (letters); "Bditorialitis® by Joffrey D. Smith.

Artworis Mike Archibald, Jeff Cochran, Charlic Hopwood, Dan Ostocrman,
S. Randall, Bill Rotslcr.

PHANTASMICOM 7

Septembeor 1971

Edited by Donald G. Kellecr

Minco/front cover offsct/6ly pages + covers/200 copilces/ “quartcrly"
Front cover by Jeff Cochran/Back cover by Jim Taylor

Phontasmicom Press Publication # 6

Contents: "Speaking Of..." by Donald G. Kcller; “The Folk of the
Mountain Door™ (fiction) by Williom Morris; "Glastonbury” (poctry) by
Paula Marmor; "The Onc True God' (fiction) by Darrcll Schweitzoery "I
Jas a Partner in Wondcor' by Avram Dovidson; “Voices in the Sky' by
Robert 3abclle! '"Dark Odyssey! (poctry) by Darrcll Schweitzer; “Proso-
versopix' (book rcvicws) by Jeff Clark, Donald G. Kcllecr and Jeffroy
D, Smith: "“Pnantesmicommunications' (letters); 'Ah! The Corcaland Pa-
radel’ fanzinc roviews by Jeffroy D. Smith; “Associoted Editorialitis!
By Jefirey. Dy Smitht

Artworks Mikc Archibald, Dan Ostcrman, S. Randall, Bill Rotslcr.

PHANTASMICOM 6

Deceember 1871

Editced by Donald G. Keller

Minco/offsct covers/86 pages + covers/150 copics/ ‘quarterly”
Covers by Poula Marmor

Phantasmicom Prcss Publication :#

Contents: “"Spcacking 0f..." by Donald G. Koller; "It All startcd with
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Tolkicn, Part III, 1970" by Donald G. Keller; "For Bedwyr' (poctry) by
Paula Mormor; "Alternatc Wordline ' by Jeff Glencannon; “The Last Mcet-
ing" (fiction) by Darrcll Schweitzer; “Ahl Boston: Noreascon '717 by
Charlie Hopwood ###%KYBEN 1 cditcd by Jeffrey D. Smith (pp. 27-L6):
"Associated Editcrialitis® by Jeffrey D. Smith; "The 20-Mile Zone" by
Jemes Tiptrcc, Jr.; "Parallel Worlds" by Jeffrey D. Smithi*# 'Proso-
versepix' (book reviews) by Jefi Clark, Donald G. Keller and Jeffrey
D. Smith; "Ah! The Corcaland Paradel' fanzine roviews by Joffrcy D.
Smith; “Phantasmicommunications' (lectters).

Artworks Mike Archibald, Cy Chauvin, Charlic Hopwood, Tim Kirk, Dan
Osterman, S. Randall, Bill Rotgler.

PHANTASMICOM 9

February 1972

Bdived by Bonald G, Wellor,s8hd Jeffrey D. "Smith

Mimeo/front cover silk~-scrcencd/88 pages + 1 oxtra sheet + covers/
175 copics/"quartecrly"

Front cover by Mike Archibald, printed by Donald G. Keller/Back cover
by Charlic Hopwood

Phantasmicom Prcss Publication # 11

Contents: ‘“Spcaking Of..." by Donald G. Keller; "How Do You Dream Your
Dream?"” by Jeff Glcncannon; “The Rock Scone” (cartoons) by William
Rotsler; “The 20-Mile Zone' by James Tiptrcec, Jr.; 'The Reaper’ (poct-
ry) by L. Spraguc de Camp; "It All Started with Tolkicn, Part IV, 15717
by Donald G. Keller; "The Story of the King Who Lived Forover' (fic-
tion) by Darrell Schweitzer! "The Seca and I (poctry) by Paula Marmor;
‘Prosoversepix’ (bock reviews) by Ted Pauls, Jeffrey D. Smith and Don-
ald G. Keller; "Gothic Corner" by Angela Sordillo; "Ah! The Cerealand
Parade!" (fanzinc reviews) by Joffroy D. Smith; "Phantasmicommunica-
tions” (letters); "Editorialitis® by Jeffrey D. Smith.

Artwork: Elman Brown, Grant Canficld, Jcff Cochran, Cy Chauvin, Jack
Gaughan, Dan Osterman, 3. Randall, Bill Rotsler, Bob 3mith.

PHANTASMICOM 10

November 1972 ((February 1973))

Edited by Joffrcy D. Smith

Mimeco/offsct covers/78 pages + covers/165 copics/penultimate
Front cc¥oer by Connic Faddis/Back cover by Bill Rotsler
Phantasmicom Prcss Publication # 20

Contents: “YEditorialitis® by Jeff Smith; "Tho Universc; R. Zclazny,
Owner" by Stephen Hunter; "Up Agoinst the Wall, Roger Zelozny' (inter-
view) questions by Jeff Clark, Don Keller, Jeff Smith; "Making Waves:
Malzberg Scales an Apogee’ by Jeff Clark; "The Rag-Bonc Man' (fiction)
by Michael S. Archibald; "Spaccships, Dragons & 3ccondary Universcs!
by Cy Chauvin; "“Clarion West: A Look from the Inside” by Bob Sabellaj
'On Lowcring the Cost of Hugos" by Darrcll Schweitzer; ‘The Moor Ghost®
{(poetry) by Paula Marmor; "Ah! Thc Cerealand Paradce! fanzine revicws
by Jeff Smith; “Had We¢ But World Enough, And Timc..." (book rcvicws)
by Jeff Smith; "Phantasmicormmunications” (letters of phcommeont): Smith
Pulls A4 Glicksohn" by Jeff Smith.

Artwork: Mike Archibald, Cy Chauvin, Seth Dogramajian, Jim McLeod,
Dan Osterman, 3. Randall, Bill Rotsler.
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LIN CARIER

It's certainly discouraging to hear that PHANTASMICOM, under
new management, is re-orienting itselrl awey from Tantasy and fantesy
criticism, towards science ficGion criticism. I had regarded the
magazine as about the only fan JOthLl that was not alreaqy oriented
tow”rdo science fiction, and as about the only fanzine in this coun-
try which dis cussed fentasy at all (and I do not except AMRA in this,
as AMRA at best gives miniscule book reviews, and no criticlsm wor-
thy o the name); now to learn that it, too, was turning to science

fiction strikes me as very sad news indeed.

Does anybody really carc much about science fiction these days
~-or, Crom help us all, actually recad the new stuff? I‘can hardly
believe ke | T Sallscom read more than four or five science fiction
titlecs a year these days, so dreary has the stuff become and so un-
inspired the current crop of authors.

With PHANTASHMICOM turning away from rantasy, to perusc the
worlks of Barry Malzberg and nis peers, all I can say is, thank Crom
for Morrie Englendi At lcast SHADOW and BALTUS and ANDURIL arc still
flourishingi

(S{While sciencoe fiction will be our primary intcrest here--wec
PhCOM-people, at lecast, find modeorn sf vital and important--{fantasy
will remain a major concern.)S)

DENGIS SULANE

Tho Zelazny scction was good, particularly the intervicw. Whilc
Zelazny is not one of my favoritc writers (I'm one of the old-fash-
ioncd type. who prefors the Heinlcin-aAsimov-Anderson-Clement axis,
and subscribes to ANALOG), he is a damn good writer, and knowing
more of him will cor*ainly not hurt apprcciation. Onc of the rca-
gsons I started getting fanzines was prccisely that they included
this typc of mutcrlﬂl fter reading Alexoli Panshin's Advent bool:
on Hoinlcin, and learning that the matecrial in it had ori“inally
becn publishod in fanzines, I felt that if this sort of thing was
going on, then fanzines might be worth looking into. Well, I find
that sort of thing is being donec, and donc well, in some fanzincs,
but not cnough.

Chauvin'g article loft mc with the fecling that what he says
has been said before, at lcast approximatcly, by others. DBut cven
if? it isn't original, hc doos express clearly onc of the most impor-
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tantlospects ofywhetgrakes s distinetdwess With Seocmuch nonsensc
being writton on the subject theso days such & cloar statcmont is

valuablc. As ugual with cirforts to wmoke aGistinctions, thcere arc
Some cascg where asgsigrmaent into oabc;o“ios by fixed C“lthlm lcads

n

to unsatisfactory rosult ¢z Irheve! thisd eenpulslefil tolmake! Lisgter and
keepy e ceircie, 0l g cyc npbhiinz g ishe cdmabl epy [ FoEl oy peves”; I have  been
kogpiing, gsddstweiysd Bpglisrpireads ¥ CGolngnbalekiomer the bd sfhp, TLLdnd
that Dbooks in the tradition of Campboll's UNKNOWH, such as Heinlein's
"lagic,, dnce'y oy @@ Ganprand: Probtiis Heroldl Shseistories, . wore dn-
cluded on the list, whereas other fantasicg, ovon by established srl
authors, such as thosc Conan stories written by deCamp or Loibor's
Groy Mouscr sorics were not listed. What is it about the first sot
thot made me unhesitatingly clags thowm ag sf on first reading? It
could not be the symbols thcemeclves; the usvael mythie symbols--dc-
mons, knights in armor, magicians, uuco—-ufﬁ prcscent, whercas tho
technological/scicntific symbols arc cithor absent or only minimelly
present., Rcthin&ing tho. guegtion, [#tuis 'ohvieousythas it dis the at-
titude toward the symbolg, rather than the symbols thcemsolves. In
"Magie ;1 Inea' orrthesHarol dirshea storieay therdlaws 't of naglc Arc
usocd as if they were geiontific lews, thc mythic symbols ag if thoy
wore tochnical phenomena. This tradition is a continuing onc, An-
dcirson's OPERATION CHAOS being a recent: cxample.

ARRELL SCHEGTZER

I have to disagrcc with Cy Chauvin on the major premisc of his
age Glisglig , yem ol ypidlaeit ‘9E:sand LﬂndeJ work in the same way only using
differcnt symbels. -~ A-point like' this come up 2 while back in o sci-
cipge rif el o, oprse &ty Villane vagihighod-pélped design, sat! inpon,
and half taught. Tho c¢lass was rcoding THE MOON IS A HARSH MISTRESS
this week, having rcad THE MARTIAN CHRONICLES the weck beforc. I
suzgested that the Brodbury book wesn't rcolly scicnce fiction bo-
cause it wesn't serious about itz promigos. lMuch discussion follow-
cd, basicnll“ to the tunc of what the hell did I mcan. I mean sinp-
ly that the Brucbufy beokiricltesda Dpoetienebattment using:seientifi-
cally derived symbols. The Heinlein is about -oWonizing the moon.
Broadbury didn't really think that the colonization of Mars would be
1ike pheat (orlabfleasinIcliopedhed dddni el Jode dirdn ' pocamo  beouse o
hard look at the possibility of intcerplanctary sctilcment wasn't
what hc had in mind when writing the book. It is very significant
that Clifton Fadiman comparos TMC with Lord Dunsany in his intro,
rathcr than assorted gcionce fiction writcrs. The book probably
qualifies ag af bocau e 1t is not impossible, but its intent wasn't
towards serious onculatlon of 2 possibility. ("Speculative Fiction'
1s a mlunOMCP, by the wa Heinlcin coincd it to describe what we
el 1 sleiven e i eiv e Ind it best fits his own work, not the now
wave stuff that has bornc the label.)

MISTRESS was about political, social and scicntific rcalities
csulting from its prcmise. It is esgentially what we'd have to call
ruo” seicnce fietion,. as opposcd to tho kind of thing which mercly
s fheysmcicneerfietiont veeabul arys

it
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Fantasy and scicrnce fiction do not work the same way. Scicnce
fiction is not symbolic. It talkcs its basic promiscs seriously on
their own teims. Of course in order to be taken soriously, such i-
decas must be within the rcalm of possibility. In othor words thoy
nust bo no» QRS oi-ble . g ilcn’ thig~d sy theyemae gFheq author treats
his materlal 1n o corcain way, so that it doecsn't fecl like fantasy.



{Thus old and outdatoed science fiction about promiscs we now know to
be faulty can still hold up if woll cnough writton.) PFantasy works
oxactly as Cy says it docs. It cvokes symbols, it works on thc sub-
conscious and the cmotions. It scems to me that rcal scicnce fict-
ion must bo by its vory naturc litgrel and intcllectual, the polar
opposito of fantasy. It also sooms; that thore is a lot of matcrial
publishod today labelled science fiction that really isn't. THE
EINSTEIN INTERSECTION is a classic cxample. I don't think Delany
considorod the possibility or impossibility of his premisc. That
didntt matter; the story was supposed to producc an offcct from tho
symbols it used. It was fantasy.

CY CHAUUIN

Joef'f Clark's rcviows and articles arc always intcresting. Like
someconc pointed out, Joff's stylc tends to beo tvuily complex and
cluttored (like the picco you quoted on page 78, "ovorall stoggor-
ingnoss of conception," whon "staggering overall in concoption' would
e so much casier to read), but I'm surc Joff will cventually get
that straightened out. (S(It's not quitc fair of us to criticize
Jof'f for a lino he dashed off in a letter, rathor than a linc in
onc of his polished articles. And whilc I agrco with you about the
awkwardness of Jeff's linc, I disagrce with you in that I don't think
yours is any better. My turn? If I add a couplc words I got: ‘the
staggerring qualitics of its overall conception.'" Hext?)S) Anyway,
I'd rather rcad any of Jeff's articles, despite the stylistic bar-
ricrs, than most othor pcople's scrious stuff bocausc Joff puts a
lot into his material. He doesn't do an off-tho-top-of-the-hcad ro-
view like too many pcoplo--ecvon Ted Pauls, I'm afraid. Somctimos T
wish Jeff would direct his encrgies toward more worthwhilc books,
though. Hc really should considor doing a scries on tho "classic"
gl books--A CANTICLE FOR LEIBOWITZ, THE MAN IN THE HIGH CASTLE, A
CASE OF CONSCIENCE, otec. I don't think I've over run across any in-
depth articles on any of thesc books, and whether Jeff's conclusions
were favorable or unfavorable, I think his vicws on thom would be
most intcresting.

Joff makcs some good points in his latest article. I've liked
some of Malzborg's short storics, and his style is densc, and in
such short picces as A Soul Song to the Sad, Silly, Soaring 3Six-
tics™ (FANTASTIC, 2/71) he scems to be constructing proso poorns roa-
ther than storioes. Some of his material is quite intriguing. How-
cver, I don't rogard Malzborg as an important writer of sf--not im-
portant in the samo sensc that LeGuin, Lafferty, Dick, Clarko, Cord-
wainer 3mith and quite a number of other writcrs arc. I rccall that
Jef'f mentioned in a prcvious issue of PhCOM that he had rcad o lot
of fiction outside s, but was drawn back into it for somc rcason,
becausc he relt it held something unique. I can!t pretond to know
vhat it was that Joff found unique in sf, but I would gathcr that
it's imagination--I hardly think that Jeff's a hard scicence nut, ond
unless you want to talk about cvon vagucr subjocts such as 'Yscnso of
wonder' therc's hardly anything clso but imagination. And it’is
prceiscely in this arca that Malzborg falls down, particularly in THE
PALLING ASTRONAUTS.

On page 12 of this issue, Roger Zcloazny says, "Scionce fiction
has ovolved from what it weas back in tho Thirtics and Fortics; now,
2 novel about spacc travel is passc.” Moro than passc; cliched
gven. In an article I wrotc rccontly, I remarked that pceople con-
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demn writers when they usc cliched or stock plots and characters in
their storics; why should we treat writers who usc cliched imagina-
tive elements in their stories any better? Or at least, why should
we call them gredt' ar, wnitfens? . Halzberg i3 2n.sL Wi ten, bub I cors
tainly donft think he exploits sf's imaginative potential to the
Tullest, nor do I think it should be inplied that he does.

On a purcly imaginative lovel (as opposed to a purely literary
level), THE FALLING ASTRONAUTS strikes me as being about par with
MAROONED. Perhaps Jeff would regard it differently? Of coursc; a
novel's imaginative worth isn't cverything. If it doesn't have somoe
literary worth, too, I don't think it should be praiscd--I'm not the
type of fan who slobbers over Niven's RINGWORLD or Farmcr's TO YOUR
SCATTERED BODIES GO. But it scems to me that the best kind of sf
work-~-thc kind thot LeGuin, ete., most often writs--combines litcrary
virtues with sf's imaginative ones, and this is why I don't think
Malzberg is an important writer of &f.

Of coursc, maybc Jeff doesn't either. I don't rrally wish to
condemn Malgzberg; I just think he should bce kept in proper perspec-
tive.

HARRY WARNER IR

The essay on THE FALLING ASTRONAUTS was splcndid. If every now
science fiction paperback could receive just one fanzine articlc a-
long the lines of this one, it would bc possible ceventually to prove
the long-held theory that all knowledge is contained in fanzines.
About the disclosure of the outcome of the story: I'm naive cnough
to prefer to be surprised when I read 2 story for the first time,
but I'm not mcan enough to cxpect all c¢ssayists to refrain from dis-
cussing thc ending just because it takces me years to get arocund to
rcading most storics. Maybce fanzinc editors could adopt an informal
agrecement on a sort of gtatute of limitations: perhaps five or 8ix
months aftcecr first US publication of any fiction would be a protcce-
ted zone during which the fanzincs wouldn't rceveal anything which
the author clearly meant as a big surprisc to his readcers, and after
that therce would be no holds barrcd on the theory that most of the
fanzine readers had had a fair chance to read the book.

Bob Sabgella's article may be the best of the muny articles that
have becn published about the writers' workshops in fanzincs. Not
the funniest, perhaps, but thc one that gives the most complote-
sounding description of how things go and conveys the strongest c-
motions to the recaders out of the cxperiocnces of one participant.
I'm very glad that Bob didn't take Harlants advice. But obviously
that advice could be valid only if Harlan had the ability to see in-
to the futurc. What Harlan probably mcant, whether hc rcalized it
or not, when he told people thoy should give up writing was: "You
haven't made any progress as a result of writing under thesc work-
shop conditions toward writing the kind of scicnce fiction that mag-
azine and paperback clit.rs are buying this week, and if you keep on
writing and gain the ability to sc¢ll fiction, you'll damage the re-
putation of workshops as the place where a fellow can learn how to
write better."™ I foel certain that a lot of workshop participants
neced badly the barrage of candid criticism and the orders to writc
storics on spocified topics in next to no time at all. This must
shakc them out of lazy writing habits or destroy any fond delusions
that their stories in thc past were rcjectcd becausc all the editors
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coincidentally were ovcrstocked at the timc of submission. But a lot
of cxccllent writcors simply can't write ropidly, and somc writcrs'
reactions to crificism in fanzincs lcads mc to suspoct that they
would ncver have become good writers if they'd undergonc the cxpcr-
icnce of onc of thosc workshops.

Like you, I suspcct that cither vote-buying or vote-buying ac-
cusations would causc all sorts of troublc, if Darrell Schwcitzor's
Hugo idecas were adopted. Maybe things could be changed from the
other direction: lcave the rulcs cxactly as they arce now, but put
the stress on the nomination rather than on the Hugo. Everyonc can
nominate without paying a penny. So therc gocs the cost objcection,
if a propoganda campaign succceded in making the honor of nomination
virtually as great 2s the honor of 'receiving the Hugo. Instead of
the quict announccment of nomineces in fanzines, trumpct thom forth
in some¢ special kind of publication, complcte with picturcs and bio-
graphizal matcrials and so on. Give the nominces something in re-
cognition of what they!we achicved: a certificate or a distinctive
pin or something else, and present these awards at whatever cons the
nominees happen to attend during the summcer months beforec the world-
con. Put the nominees into the worldcon program officially somchow:
an official party honoring them, maybec, a display of the nominated
artists' work at the artshow, 2 room where nominecs could stage pancl
discussions. I think this would be much bettcr than the attitude
which now precvails, the one that Bill Rotslcer exprosses in his let-
ter, that finishing sccond is meaningless. I think finishing in the
first five mcans an cnormous amount, particularly Jjust now when there
arc so many worthy condidlates for Hugos in most catagories in the
typical year.

The lctter column containg some things too good for inclusion
GlEecta e S anicE =S e eEe A S et REndh Neire e tisillc et Jemes, Tiptree! s any -
whore, and how much chancc is there that fanzine editors in 2001,
locking through old fanzines for outstanding stuff to rcprint, will
cver think to lcaf through your letter scction? Christine Kulyk's
poem there is superb, better than 2ll but a trivial half-dozcn or so
pocms I've scen in fanzines in the past six months or more.

MIKE GLICKSOHN

The Zclazny material was cxtremely intcresting, both the origi-
nal article and your intervicw. " While I don't really give a shit
what sort of typcwriter Roger uscs (this is being done on a Simpson-
Sears "Specdwriter" portable with pica type, by the way) I did find
some of the background on his novels intercsting. What I'd like to
sce @me couragecous intcrviewer ask Roger is how he reacts to the
widespread opinion in the fan press that he has failed to live up to
the potential shown by his carlicr works. When I first cntcered fan-
dom, Roger was onc of science fiction's bright hopes. (The other
was Delany, of course.) Nowadays it sccms that fan revicwers and
crl v ceiare! Tncrca siine ity dicailasionE dSmakeiNn I m . "What ''1s his  reac-~
tion to this? How does he view his own dcvclopment as a writer? Is
he satisfied with the books he's now creating? Is therc any truth
to the allegation that he's to some extcnt copped ocut on that initial
promisc? You skated around the area a wee bit, but understandably
didn't become too direct. I wonder if somcome will some day?

Ahem. I've just gotten to your addendum:to Darrcll Schweitzor's
article. Might I ask what thc fuck you mcan? If you're referring
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to Sapiro's attempt to buy a Hugo, I'd apprcciatc it if you'd point
out that the refcrcnce to mc was your half-~witted attcecmpt at a joke.
If you're not referring to the Scourgc of Saskatchewan, then just
what the hecll arc you talkln“ about? That's a prctty low blow,
friend, and it hurts, beliceve me. I've been very, vory carcful not
to ovorly push ENERGUMEN for a Hugo--if you'll check rccont issues,
you'll find that nowherc do I ask peoplc to vote for it. And I've
certainly never attempted to buy votes. So please retract the alle-
gation, or at 1least explain it. Perhaps I'm dour, but I fzil to
find it amusing. (S(That referencec would have been okay in a letter
when I knew the other party would recognize the truth behind it--
that I was referring to Sapiro--but was inappropricte in & large-
(well, mediun-) circulation fanzine in which I couldn't know how many
readers would know that it wasn't a serious cament. I apologized
to Mike immediately, and I now apologize to any of you whom I might
have confused with my slashed-cut reference.)S)

BEB SABELL A

I especially enjoyed the Zelazny scction. It blew my mind to
know he typed in a reclining position with a typewriter in his lap.
Being ver% lazy, I do some of my writing in a rocking chair, but
that can be quite awkward, usually forcing me to retreat to a hard-
back chair and a desk.

I rcally wish Roger had not turncd fulltimec pro. Now he is
forced to churn out novel after novel merely to make a living, rather
than lingering over shorter pieces until they are perfected. I wish
ne would write a giant bestseller soon so hc could get back to the
shorts. (S(Now short storics from his typcwriter should be coming
along soon.;S)

My opinion and yours arce complctcly oppositc on the merits of
THE WORLD INSIDE and A TIME OF CHANGES. I found the former novel
very worthwhilc in content but extremely dry in cexccution. So while
I was easily able to read a2ll the original novelettes, I could not
get through the novelization at all. CHANGES was much better, but I
don't think it was necarly the-best novel of last year. Compared to
Silverberg's two 1972 novels (THE BOOK OF SKULLS and DYING INSIDE),
it pales terribly. Still, I onjoyed it much the better of the two.

However, we tend to agrcce on the merits of THE GODS THEMSELVES.
I was very disappointed in it and hope it is purecly a result of Asi-
mov's rustiness rather than a true picture of the 1973 Asimov. I
fear it will win the Hugo, though, and I cringc at the thought of
what that will do for critical opinions of sf (about comparable to
what ?HE ANDROMEDA STRAIN's winning a Hugo would have donec for the
field],

MURRAY MOORE

Look at all of the great fanzines, and you will sce that they
211 have one thing in common: simple, one or two syllable tifles.
WARHOON, HYPHEN. OOPSLA., YANDRO. Yow you know why LOCUS wins Hupgos.
wWwhet's in a name, indecd? You've stated-in print that KYBEN brings
in more cgoboo than that other thing, PHANTASMICOM. There is little
1 reader can do with the latter in the way of brecking it down into
something morc familiar. (S(What's wrong with PhCOM?)S)
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KELLER: Which are your particular favorites among your own

stories?

DOZ0I3: That's kind of a dangerous question to ask an author,
because stories are like children to him. It's like asking a mo-
ther which child of hers is her favorite. She may actually have
one that on balance she would consider to be the favorite, but cer-
tainly all of them have thelr good points and their bad points, so
it's hard to actually say. I would say, if absolutely pressed to
it, that "Chains of the Sea is probably my favorite of my own
stuff so far. I kind of like "A Kingdom by the Sea,"” and I'm some-
what partial to "Flash Point," which just came out in ORBIT 13.

KELLER: Why do you like "Flash Point? That one struck me as
one of your lesser ones recently.

D0Z0IS: I don't know. I liked--it's rather ridiculous for an
author to talk about why he likes his own work--but I liked the
philosophy that I put across. I thought I put it across fairly
economically, and in a fairly interesting way. Almost disaster-by-
implication, since nothing is ever definitely stated in the story
about what's happening. However, if it works the way it's supposed
to work, you gect a definite sense of the catastrophe that is about
to sweep upon the world and why it has come, and what the causes of
it are, which I think is a good way to do something like that. If
you take it at too direct a focus, if you just concentrate upon that
one element, then you tend to belabor the obvious a little bit.

I like stories that make the recader work a little bit, and yet
are not written in such a private language, or so cnigmatically,
that he doesn't have a good chance of being able to figure out what
is going on. I think there's a happy medium or balancc that you
can strike between the two. I think a story that doesn't make its
recader work a little bit is probably pap, or at least a lazy story
where everything is prechewed for you and you don't have to think
about anything that's going into it. On the other hand, certainly
there are any number of stories written that don't really give the



_35..

reader a ighting chance to understand what's going on; because
they're written in such a private language of symbols that they are
in fact uncrackable to anyone except the author and whoever of his
friends have been let in on the secret.

KELLER: Can you give any examplcs of stories like that?

DOZOIS: Oh boy. Nothing recally comes to mind. A lot of the
stories that were published in NEW WORLDS originally. I used to
get NEW WORLDS when I lived in Germany, I got it in the original
magazine form, I received that for scveral years--and it was a mag-
azine of amazingly uneven quality. At the very top level it was
better than most of what was being done in the United Statces, and
then the rest of thc magazine was made up of agonizingly awful crud.

I don't know. There are stories you see that arce in effcct
prose poems rather than stories. They are obviously meant to have
on effect similar to poetry's, and I think whether these stories
are good or not depends frankly on how good a poet the author is.
Many of them, however, are excuses for ambiguity and lack of disci-
pline. Perhaps I shouldn't say this, because I have becen accused
of being mmbiguous and cryptic and New Wave, and of writing incom-
prehensible stories. But I don't really think that I do, obviously
--1 wouldn't write if I did., I think some of my carlier storics are
written a little more cryptically than I would write them now, but
I really don't think I've ever written anything that wasn't acces-
sible to the rcader if he were willing to put a little effort into
reading it.

KELLER: You certainly arc much clearer than a lot of the
others. You have also been accused, by Alexei Panshin especially,
of writing almost literature of despair, very pessimistic stories
with no light at the end of the tunnel at all.

DOZ0IS: I think this is...well, maybe not a mistake on Alexei's
part, but a differcnce of opinion or of taste. I am actually foir-
1y optimistic if you are willing to concede me my own rather grim
brand of optimism. I remember I had a story called "King Harvest,"
which appeared in NEW DIMENSIONS II, and Alexel did a review of
that for F&SF whercin he quoted a lince out of context from my story
as a sort of quintesscnce of the negativencss and decadence that he
was accusing NEW DIMENSIONS of purveying. The linc was: 'Now his
fury had drained away, leaving only a scummy residue of futility.
Therc was nothing he could do--it was too latc for anything." The
implication was that my story boiled down to nothing but somcone
staggering around in futile despair and then dying and rotting, etce.
But even within the terms of that individual story that wasn't
true. The line taken out of context only indicates the state of
mind of the character at the beginning of the story....

KELLER: Detause it is from the beginning of the story.
beginning

D0Z0IS: It is from the very -of the story. But by the
time you get to the end it is quite clear that the entire story is
in fact the psychic or spiritual odyssey of the character. He's
put in a totally endgame situation where there is no hope, he's not
going to survive, he's not going to escape, he's not going to go to
the country and raise mushrooms and children the way they do in a
lot of after-the-bomb storics. I mean, he's dead, walking around
dead from the first part of the story, because obviously there is



el

no physical hope for him. And yet in spite of this, in spite of
the fact that throughout the course of the story he is stripped of
all his illusions of escapc and continuancce and he comes to the
realization that civilization has dicd completely and that humanity
and 1life itself may in fact have died complotely--in spite of this
he comes to some sort of spiritual reconciliation with himsclf, so
that by the cnd of the story he actually is at peace. He dies, but
he dies in a fairly hopeful manner and at peace with himself, and I
don't consider that to be indicative of despair. There are so many
situations that we face daily, as individuals and as a race, that
don't have any solution.

I mean, we arc all going to como down to death eventually, so
any grace we get depends on how we face it. I was greatly into
Norse mythology when I was a kid, and this is sort of thc same phi-
losophy. Ragnorak is going to come, and what counts is how you face
it. And how you live your life in spite of Ragnorak. I think that
a lot of my stories that are called despairinv stories actually
have this sort of very bleak optimism in them. For instance, "A
Dream at Noonday," which is the reminiscence of a man after his
death on the battlefield, has been called a grim, pessimistic story
because the character is dead from the start, and there is no hope
for his rccovery. But although he's dead he remembers life with
fondness;, which is I think what makes that an optimistic story,
rather than the embittered story it's supposed to be.

KELLER: What about "Machines of Loving Grace'?

DOZ0IS: ‘'Machines of Loving Grace is also, I think, an opti-
mistic story, although I have had pcople tell me the story made
them feel like killing themselves when they read it. It is an op-
timistic story becausc the woman keeps fighting against thce forces
of unlife and oppression. By the very act of killing herselfl
every time they bring her back to life again, she is fighting them,
and even though it is hopeloess she is continuing to fight them in
the only possible way left for her., I think the story would really
be pessimistic and futile irf at the ond she resigned herself to the
fact that she was going to have to live like this and that she had
no options. Dut it's quite clearly indicated that she will in fact
keep killing herself over and over again, because that is thc only
means of human contact and rebellion that she has left. Which
again is a sort of bleak, grim optimism, but is indeed, I think,
optimism.

The type of optimism that is often touted in scicnce fiction
iz, I believe, a rather cockeyed optimism that has little basis in
reality. It's too easy. This whole business of heroes and high
optimism in science fiction is a little wonky. There are heroes,
but they're not the type of creaturcs that abound in old pulp fic-
tion with the huge muscles and the steely grey eyes and the unblink-
ing mazes. Thoy're people who are pretty fucked up in their own
way, like ceveryone elsc, and have their faults and virtues like
cveryonc c¢lsc, but who for one reason or another manage to do some-
thing heroic. And it's this groping for transcendence in spite of
your mortality, this aspiring for something in spite of the fact
that you're made of mud and shit and clay, that's wherc actual
heroism and actual optimism lies. Thc other stuff, the blind,
easy optimism, is fantasy. Things just aren't like that. The way
the mechanism is set up, from our point of view, there are many,
many more ways for something to go "wrong'” than therc are for it to
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go '"right” and that's a fact of the universe that we have to face.
Now how you face it, I think, and how you deal with things in spite
of it are where your actual moral worth lies.

This is funny, because I find mysclf caught in the middle of
this ethical struzglc between optimism and pessimism, because the
proponents of optimism like Alexeil hold me up as a demon of pessi-
mism and futility and black despair, while the more avant-garde
New Wave proponents hold me up as a model of naive cockeyed opti=-
mism and sentimentality, so I'm sort of flayed in half, damned if
I do and damned if I don't. I just try to clecave as closely as I
can to whatever conception of reality I can distill in my own head,
which is of course what every writer must do.

I write a lot about empathy, what the lack of it does to pco-
ple, how people keep struggling to reach others in spite of the
sometimes overwhelming coldness of the world--somestimes they make
it, more often they fail, because the odds are on the side of the
house, but they keep trying because it is the human condition to
do so. Sometimes they are forced by the warping proccsses of so-
ciety to try to touch each other in weird or grotesque ways, even
destructive ways, but it is basically the same impulse.

KELLER: As a kind of corollary to this, you are known to peo-
ple who go to conventions as one with a very wild sense of humor,
yot very little of this comes across in your work. Your work tends
to be deadly serious, in fact. Can you explain this discrepancy
at all?

DOZ0IS: I suppose I could explain it using the old bit to the
cffect that I am large enough to contradict myself, but that's a
rather chintzy way out, so I guess I'm going to have to think of
something to say after all. Well, actually there is some humor in
my stories, ‘but it's a very dry, deadpan type of humor that per-
haps doesn't come across all that well to some readers. Why I
don't write primarily humorous stories...l don't know, really. I
suppose that says something about the difference between a public
persona and a private persona. You have to have a way to bite into
your material, a way to bite into the world, before you can actually
get anything down on paper. An avenuc of attack. My avenue of
attack has not, to dato, anyway, utilized much obvert humor, al-
though I somewhat relish the rather black humor of some of my fic-
tional situations.

Maybe it's because I'm basically an introvert at heart. I
have my extroverted side, too, but most of the serious thinking
I've done about the world, and life, and all that, all the sopho-
more questions, have becen done by myself, while I was walking a=-
round in a mood of rather bleak solitude. So maybe it's becausec
the stuff springs from that kind of soil that it bears the kind of
fruit that it does.

I think that humor is a tool that has to be used very care-
fully. It's mostly not used very well in science fiction, or in
regular literature, either. In a way, the ultimate vehicle for
the expression of complete despair is humor. And perhaps I have
not yet gotten down to the level where I feel that much despair,
Certalnly the funniest books I can think of are all completely
black pictures of life and humanity. Robert Heinlein in STRANGER
makes that comparison between humor and pain, and it seems fairly
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The things that I consider funny in my storics are things that
very few other peoplc have considercd funny.

KELLER: Well, for cxamplc, what?

D0Z0IS: This is hard to explain, but I believe that a story
can work equally uell on scveral levels. I think a story should
be constructed that way, so that it works in a multilevcled fash~
ion, but it has to operatc without the levels interfering with cach
cther. If it doecsn't then I don't think you have a successful
story. This is why many of the storics I decried carlier as do-
pending too much on a private symbolic level are to me failures:
because they opcrate on the symbolic level, on that metaphysical
level; so obviously and with that level so much in the foreground,
that they don't function on a level of real-worid time. I think
you have to have all the levels integrated to have a rcally com-
plete story. PFirst, you have to have the story that is on the
surface and exists as a seperate thing, so that someone can read
straight acrocs and be perfectly satisfied with the story. Then
you have to have an underlying symbolic structure, a metaphysical
structure, a philocophical structure that functions consistently
on its own and is there, to be picked up by any who want to recad
deep enough to pick 1t up--but yet which does not interfere with
the mechanics of the overstory.

Therc are many examplos of this. I do it all the time in my
stories. Mostly the underlying stuff comes in unconsciously, al-
though I do work at codifying it, trying to integrate the two
levels, perhaps more than some writers do., There are elaborate
structurcs of rceligious symbolism and metaphysics in scveral sto-
ries that work quitc well, I think, on a surface level without the
rcader necessarily even having to be awarc that something's going
on underneath, ‘Machines of Loving Grace' is loaded with rcligious
symbolism that I think is fairly well codified. So is “The Sound
of Muzak,” and even ‘‘Chains of the Sea" for that matter.

I don't think that this is something that thce rcader should
be beaten over the head with. It has to be something that comes
in almost subliminally--although not quite subliminally, of course,
if you are a conscientous reader. Without onec element or the other
the story will fail. If it has the surfacc recal-world action but
no thought-out understructure of symbology then it will ring hol-
low, If it has only symbolic structure pushed to the foreground
and unrelated to 2 real-world structure, then I believe it will
bore most rcaders. Or put them off.

KBELILER: Is the circular and entropic symbolism in “The Sound
of Muzak" deliberate?

DOZ0IS: (Oh, certainly.

KELLER: That's one of the few times I've noticed that sort of
thing right off. And ‘Muzak' has always struck me as one of your
stronger stories for that reason.

DOZ0IS: This is one of the reasons it takes me so damned long
to write anything. If I was just going to writc the upper struc-
ture of my story, then I could rip them out fairly rapidly, but you
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you have to put in the thou ht, you have to cvolve your understruc-
tures. It's hard to explain, without getting too esoteric, but lan-
guage is a codifying process, a symbolizing process, and whether
you are awarc of it or not cvery word you put down on paper, cvery
sentence you put down on paper, has its symbolic undertone. It
functions as a symbol in fact, simply because of the way language
is structured, whether you are consciously using it as a symbol or
not. I think your bad writer or your unpracticed writer is onc who
is not awarc of what his symbol structurc is doing under the sur-
face of his story. Therc arc many, many stories that seem incom-~
plete or unfinished or somchow clunky because the implications of
the words, the symbolic structure of the words, is clashing on some
level with what the surface of the story is supposcd to be saying.
I think this is a fault to be avoided.

I must hasten to say, for the benefit of people who don't think
much of this kind of thing, that I think a story is also a failure
if it needs to be rcad primarily on a symbolic level in order to be
understood. There are many, many things that I put into my stories
that I don't ever expect anybody to dig out of them, except that
maybe they will resonate appropriately in their subconscious. Now
if they dig them out, then that's fine, that's an added benefit,
perhaps the story will take on a somewhat deeper meaning for them;
but if they don't, I think the story will work on its own surface
merits.

There is a thing in “"The Sound of Muzak,'" for instance, which
no one has ever mentioned, because no-one will ever discover it.
If you check the dates on his diary entries you will find that,
given the day and the date, the rest of the dates in the story are
equivalent to the Lenten season. If you check the diary entries
across you will find that the final confrontation sccne between the
major and Mark corresponds to the Crucifixion, and therefore the
scene at the end whore they can't open the door of the vault would
correspond to Resurrcecction Sunday, and is perhaps a symbolic way of
saying that the Resurrection is not going to arrive. But as I
say, this is very obscure, I don't think that anyone nceds to get
thils in order tel appreciatc,thecstory, or.ibo onjoy it." In faet, I
don't think anybody could get this, just off the top of his hoad
unless he just happencd to be very familiar with the dates in-
volved. And yet it's there,

KELLER: And it very definitely adds a huge dimension to the
story if you know about it.

DOZOIS: Yeash, it's there, it's an underlying resonance.that
adds something if you want it. But if you don't want it, you can
do perfectly well just reading the surface of the story, about
people who are locked up in a bunker during the atomic war. I
think a story has to function on both these levels, at least, if
not en many more, if it's going to have any success as a story.

Perhaps this comes from the way that I write many of my sto-
ries, It's a process of--well, it's sort of the way an oyster
makes a pearl., For instance, I may start off with a germ of an.
idoa: it mey not even be an idea, it may be a scene, an image,

a fragment of action, a mood, who knows, maybe even a word. Thcse
will sit in the back of my mind for ycars, sometimes. Slowly other
data will impinge into my mind and somcthing will connect up with
something, and a layer of scdiment will form around the dust germ
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of the pearl. This will continue on, layer after layer, for wecks
or months or years, or however long it takes, until a final bit of
information coming into my head or rising up out of my soul will
connect with the rest of the layers that have built up, and sudden-
ly the pearl will be complete and the story will be born. At which
point I sit down and start actually working on it on paper, a whole
other process which really doesn't have all that much to do with
the business of actually coming up with the stories.,

If there is any art involved, or any real creativity, it is in
the process of generating that pearl in your head in the first
place. After that comes the workmanlike, craftsmanlike problcecm of
translating what youfve got in your head down on paper in such a
way that people reading it are going to be able to get some sort of
approximation of what you're doing. So it's two different pro-
cesses, although sometimes during the setting-down process more of
these creative informational bits will pop up and be absorbed into
the story. So sometimes it doesn't come out quite the same way as
it was in your head aif"ter all. In fact, often, ironically enough,
the original germ for the whole thing will turn out to be not ap~-
plicable any more, and will be lost somewhere along the line by the
time you get through writing the story. You'll find out that the
big scenc that had caused you to write the whole story in the first
place is actually rather banal and shouldn't be included after all,
But that was the spark that set everything off.

KELLER: You indicated earlier that you thought "A Kingdom By
the Sea'’ was one of your favorite stories; it has also bcen onc of
my favorites, and I was wondering if you could explain how that one
came about; in light of what you've just said.

D0Z0IS: This all refers back very cumbersomely and involvedly
and obscurely to what I was trying to say about humor and stories
working on several levels. I believe it's possible for a story to
be completely serious, a very carnestly-mcant, earnestly-felt
story and at the same time be almost a satire on itself, which in
one way describes "A Kingdom By the Sea.’” I mean, if you strip
it down to its basic idea, it's pretty absurd. Yet it's an absurd
idea handled with a comrlete earmnestness of fceling on my part,
which I think produces onc of the weird effects of the story. The
story actually came about--well, some of thesc germs come to me in
dreams. '"A Kingdom by the Sea' started off in this way. I had the
dream that the man in the story has at one point, where I dreamed
of contact with a disembodied feminine presence, and that was the
basic bit of the story. That was in the back of my mind the noxt
day, and I had also been thinking about something else for awhile,
and they connected. This will show you how trivial and banal thcse
processes often are, regardless of how the story that comes out of
them turns out. I was planning at that time to take a trip to
Chicago to visit come friends, and I was thinking, well, while I'm
in Chicago I ought to write a story to make somec money, so 'story"
and "Chicago™ became associated in my mind at that point. And I
was thinking, what is there in Chicago that I can write about?, and
I thought to myself, I supposc I could write a story about the
stockyards, the slaughterhouse--that being what I, who had never
been to Chicago, mostly think of when I think of Chicago. At this
point the lightning bolt went across and connected up the drecam
that I'd had the night before of the discmbodied presence with the
idea of writing the story about the stockyards. It became instant-
1y clear to mec that if I was going to sit down and write a story
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about a man who drecamed of a discmbodied female presence, that the
only way to do it wouid be to have it work out the way that it does
in the story., Which again, I think, is a story that can be taken
on any number of levels, quite deliberately.

This brings up a point that recaders often don't understand;
namely, that the author is not the final arbiter of opinion as to
what a story means. Once he lets it out of his hands, so to speak,
he can have an opinion as to what it means--ond considering that it
comes From inside information perhaps it is a better opinion than
most. But he can only have an opinion, because therc's actually no
such thing as onc story. The story that you rcad and the story that
I read may be two completely different propositions, bocause cach
brings his own mind and experience to the story and each gets some-
thing difforent out of it. People come to me at conventions and
they ask me what this story mecans or that story means, and I tell
them what I think it mcans, but I hasten to point out that thceir
opinion is probably just as good as mine, and if they have a dirf-
ferent opinion they might very well be right. In fact, they arc
right, as far as thoy're concerned, and since it is, in that respect
anyway, a subjective process it doesn't really make any differencc.

Now you can consider "Kingdom' on any number of diffecrcnt le-
vels. You can consider it , as I do, to be a psychological fantasy.
Mason is so downtroddem and so trapped in his life and has such an
intense, frustratcd urge for transcondence that he has no practical
way to act out in the real world; he rcaches a point in his life
where he can't go on any more., And because there is no way oub
there is no way for him to escape the pressurc. So he builds the
whole fantasy construct of the beautiful disembodied female, which
is obviously a symbol of his coming transcendence, of how he is
going to be led out of his 1life and she's going to come down and
take him away and all that. And then of course because there is no
way out for him--and for so many of us therec really is no way out--
he projects all of this onto the cow. Which is in his mind--he
feels guilty about his slaughterhouse work, and by projecting the
fantasy of the woman and his hope of transcendence onto the cow and
then destroying the cow, he in effect destroys himself--althoush he
nay go on physically living.

Now this is all very fine, of coursce, and hidey-ho and cvery-
thing, but you don't have to interpret it this way. You know, irf
you want to interprot it as a man who falls in love with a tele-
pathic peen, ryelycan (4o Se.s Severels peceplehove erd tiedzed the
story on tho-e very _rounds, and they've told me they didn't think
it very likely that a cow could develop telepathy. iAnd, well, I
can't argue with them. I mean, they arc welcome to their interpre-
tation, and it does work either way. I very deliberately struc-
tured it so that it could work cither way. I think stories have to
be mutable to have any value ot all.

This is like my story "Horsc of Air.'" I know my interprcta-
tion of it, but it can be interpreted other ways. 4 goentleman at
the Milford conferencc one year camc up to me aftcrwards and told
me that he didn't think it would be pessible for the Others to
melt the icecap that way with the thermal charges and--well, if ho
thinks that there actually were Others who actually were melting
the icecap, he can interpret it that way. It works that way, al-
though I personally think that would bc rather ludicrous. Dut who
am I to say? I'm only the author, after all, and fiction is so much
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a collaboration between the author and the rcader. This doesn't
excuse the author from doing his work, because if he doesn't do his
work right the reader isn't going to be able to do his., Many peo~
ple take it as an cxcvse for nov doing their work, which I think is
rather shoddy.

To get back to the religious symbolism agein, just that aspocet
alone, there is a great deal of it in “Machines of Loving Grace,*
which no onc (except onc person a couplec of days ago who is not
even a science fiction fan) has remarked on to mc. I'm not surc
anybody even rcalizes it, bu then thatis cool, too. Therc's the
whole bit with machine transcendence, where the machinc stuck the
woman out on an iron tonguc like a rejcctod wafer. Itc's a symbol
off the high mass. I remember as a kid, as a real young kid, I
thought that everything was alive, beccause no onc had ever bothercd
to tell me any differently. This is reflceccted somewhat in my sto-
ries. We're all neolithic in our subconscious, and I think that
however rationalistic the surface structure of my stories may be,
underneath it is infused with a kind of primitive neoclithic ani-
mism. I notice that my people kecp turning into things and my
things keep turning into people.

Oneof my first memories, when I was very very young, is of
being in a crib-~I must have been at lcast two, I guess, because I
could walk--and it was at night, and I was trying to crawl out of
my crib to get down to the floor to play. I remember tectering up
on the edge of the crib with one leg over and hearing a phone ring
off in the housc somewhere. That's hindsight, because at the tilme

I didn't know that it was the telephone--I thought it was some
SRt cEMEEEang ey kg pal N IRCRIo S0 dt ;ade o). Pindifcrging of £ 'in the
night somewherc.

Everything was alive to me then. I don't know, maybe it ac-
tually is. I altornate. On some days I'm an animist and on some
days I'm a pragmatist, and I have a sort of werewoll reclationship
with those philosophies. But certainly cverything is morec alive
than Western philosophy will admit. Western philosophy says in
effect that eoverything is dead, including mon in most cascs, and I
can't quitc agreec with that. So that's onc of the underlying
threads.

You must rcalize that in childhood; as in neclithic times,
everything was not only alive but everything could arfect you.
Everything was magic, and you can sce where this comes from. Try
to imagine yourself as a primitive man some time, or as a child
again. Looking arouni you you can scc that the universe is magic.
There is this huge flaming thing that goes across the sky, you can
see it move; there is another Tface in the sky at night; the wind
moves and spcaks, obviously that's alive, Rainbows--what are they
but magic things drawn across the sky? .And you can see where, on
that level, this rosponse gots its powcr, where it is emotionally
valid.

I think one of the challenges to modern scicnce fiction is to
somchow combine the strengths of both., If somchow you can combine
the knowledge of what a rainbow actually 'is,” in its physical
sense, in its scientific sensc, with thce emotional impact of what
the childhood or neolithic mind thinks or feels when it sccs the
rainbow, without making them mutually contradictory, then you have
something that works on all lcvels, and is much more powerful than
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something which works only on one. I think a lot of modcrn scicnce
fiction is tending towards this, and I think it's a very hopeful
sign., In the old days you would have onc or the other, usually.
You'd have Dradbury, who looks at everything from the emotional
mind, the childlike neolithic mind. His machines aren't rcally ma-
chines, theyfre big things that thump around in the dark, which is
the way you look at it when you're a child. He sees everything
through the focus of magic, and has nothing of the pragmatic intel-
lectual process. Then you have some of your other science fiction
writers like--oh, I don't know, I hate to name someone procisc. I
suppose some of Poul /Anderson, although he breaks through into the
magic side occassionally. Anyway, you have the very cut-and-dried
process; some of Clarke, a lot of the o0ld science fiction, where
you know how everything works in an intellectual scense, but tho
cmotional magic is gone. You look at it through too adult a mind,
where you know why a machine works and what it is, but you miss how
the machine makes you feel, how it resonates with your own lifc and
cmotions.

Aind T sec a melding and a synthesis of these two factors, the
emotional and the intellectunl, the scicncc and the magic, and I
think it's the most hopeful thing on thc horizon for science fiction.
If it works, if you can in fact mold pragmatism and ecmotionality,
and intellect and magic, then we'll have something that's very
rarely happcned in any form of literaturc. I think in one way
this indicates the diffcrence betwoon science fiction and avant-
garde fiction, something it's often hard to pin down. The Judy
Merrill anthologies thrashed around a great deal trying to distin-
guish one from the other, and with all this New Wave business the
question often comes up: How can you tell one from the other? You
will find that many peoplec can intuitively recognize science fiction
when they see it, but they find 1t awfully hard to put the distinc-
tion into words., It's more a viewpoint, a way of looking at the
world, than 1t is any concrete thing, like a science fiction story
is something that has robots in it. We can distinguish as science
fiction those stories that bear a certain stamp, a certain attitude
towards the world.

Aind that attitude is evolving, as I say; it's somewhat differ-
ent now than it was twenty years ago and yet there's still a con-~
nective thread there, you can see how one evolves out of the other.
Avant-garde fiction to me is capable of delivering the emotional
or poetic or magic side of modern life--in other words, it tells
you how things feel--but often it can't tell you how things work.

I still think there is a strength in the melding of the two. This
is also a difference between scicence fiction and poetry.

Of coursec, therc is the vast dead arca of most '"mainstream"
fiction--as differentiated from avant-gorde fiction or science fic-
tion--that tcells us nothing about modern life, ncither how it
feels nor how it works. Or where it's going or how we're going to
feecl when we get thore. To my taste, scicence fiction can be--poten-
tially, at lcast--morc complete than the type of thing you read in
the 1little magazines or NEW AMERICAN REVIEW, becausec it does get
both aspects in. And I want both aspects in. Many people don't;
many peoplc are borcd with the real-world aspect, the intellectual
or practical aspects, and they want only the cmotional magic as=
pect., I get the feeling that many of the really rabid NEW WORLDS
fans are bored by the real-world aspecct, and they would rather just
have the emotional aspect.
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On the other hand I feel many scicnce fiction readers are bored
by the emotional magic aspect of it, which to me is a very dead
point of view, and I can't quite sympathize with it. The type of sf

that leaves out the cmotional aspect makes the universe such a cut-
and~-dried place that it's no wonder the scnsc of wonder doesn't live
thefc anyiore ., © Balich =rm r0111ty is morec 1n cresting than the whole
universe 1s in one of those stories. Therc'll always be that type
of s8f; just as there'll always be avant—gardo i e5ion, -buat ‘1 the
writers can get their hecads enough together the synthesis will ond
up being more viable. And mpc rewarding.
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~--This interview was conducted by mail over a year ago, in Feb-
ruary 1973. What actually is here is a brief set of initial
questions which I intended to follow up with more in-detail
oncs. Unfortunately, subsequent to this both Piglet and I
moved, and in the ensuing chaos that always follows, we man-
aged to lose touch completely, and were never unbusy ecenough to
resume it. So this is only a fragment, though I feel an inter-
esting onec nonetheless, worth printing even in this form.--DGK

KELLER: Your exccllent first novel, WHAT ENTROPY MEANS TO
ME, was published in 1972, but received very little notice.
How do you feel about this?

EFFINGER: That book may well be one of the most frustrat-
ing experiences of my life. I think it's a doggone good book.
I generally don't care much for my own stories after a while,
but ENTROPY still gets to me. Unfortunately, thanks to the pub-
lisher, it's one of the most invisible books in sf history.
And the paperback in June is too late to influence anybody's
judgment,; as far as award recognition goes. I've already con-
ceded to Asimov, but I'd sure as heck like to make the ballot.

Bah. Humbug.

As a matter of fact, I've never seen a review in a fan-
zine. I don't know if nobody ever read it, or if they just
difdn ' t fvomid imSrieopiled] of sbhepaiines ..

KELLER: An interviewer's cliche: How did you get started
writing?

EFFINGER: I don't really know, When I left college the
first time, I just knocked around the Village in New York.
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T™at sort of stuff shows up in my earlicst stories, the Clar-
ion things and a few others. I've prctty much worked through
that material, now. I always wanted to bec a writer, because I
liked doing it. I wrote morning announcements for the PA sys-
tem in high school, and stuff like that. What I rcally wanted
to do was go to medical school. I found out fast that I wasn't
set for that. That's when I left school, in a grand confusion.
I had been geared to be a doctor for six or seven years; now I
had to decide what I was really going to do. It took me about
three years, during which time I did a whole lot of sordid
things. A lot of writers are proud of their various occupa-
tions, listing weird things in their bios. If I ever did that,
I'd never sell another story. I knocked around, let's say.
So, one night, like it says in CLARION, I had a nightmare, got
up, wrote it down, showed it to Damon Knight (a good friend of
my wife, who was born and raised in Milford, Pa. Somc day
there'll be a real SF Hall of Pame, right there, with busts of
famous writers, and lockers and shoulder pads of Andre Norton
and Murray Leinster, and little telephones that you can pick
up and hear the recorded voice of Samuel R. Delany going on
and on incomprehensibly about the taste of reality....) Damon
suggested I apply to Clarion, I did, I went, I was discovered,
and the rest is tedium. That's how I started writing, that
and the fact that I wanted a job where I could sleep late.

KELLER: What writers have influenced your work? Who are
your favoritcs?

EFFINGER: My favorite writers are not necessarily those
who influenced me., Influences we all have; for a time, we all
have the same ones, too. Everybody has a J.D., Salinger per-
iod. It's usually first, unless you're a girl, then you go
through Kahlil Gibran first. At least, that's how it was when
I was in high school. I don't know what's going on, these
days. After Salinger you go through a whole string of pecople.
My biggies were Kafka and Ionesco. They really knocked me out.
And, importantly, they were the first to show me that you could
get away with writing things other than straight, rcalistic re-
porting. I got into Durremnmatt, another German playwright, and
Buechner, the same, and Goethe (I tock a lot of German in
school), I have a passionate love for John Barth's books, and
Donald Barthelme, and sometimes Bellow. I have an intellectual
appreciation for L. Durrell. How couwld I forget Laurence
Sterne? Absolutely the cat's pajamas. Who else? You will no-
tice that none of these are sf people. My biggest influenccs,
today, as far as my own stories go, are Ernie Kovacs, Woody Al-
len and Jean Shepherd. Funny guys. Lots of boffs, lots of
yoks., I1'11 talk about that later.

Within the field, my favorites are Philip K. Dick, right
therc at the top. I love everything he ever wrote. Alfred
Bester, who wrote what I think is the best novel cver written
in sf (THE STARS MY DESTINATION). Zelazny. Disch. Sturgeon.
Ballard., Aldiss, lately. Damon and Kate and Harlan. Too many
more to list, and I'm sorry I startcd, because I have to leave
scme off. Laffcrty. See what I mocan?

KELLER: 7You recently published a sccond novel, RELATIVES,
which is quite different from your first. Could you talk a
little bit about what lies behind it?



47

EFFINGER: RELATIVES is a complex book, in a different way
than ENTROPY was a complex book. I was a classics major at
Yale, and that may explain my love for FORM., My novels tend to
be orchestrated, rather than written (boy, does that sound pom-
pous)., I mean that I draw up elaborate schemes of action, sym-
metric plot structurcs, graphs and charts of the fortunes of
characters, etc. My story per se will develop organically,
changing beyond my power to control sometimes, as with other
writers, but it doecs so within a certain framework. RELATIVES
concerns the same poor guy in three different alternate worlds.
s meme Wsl s bing fdi SRTrents ANt iddely;, ToMtiallE him* apapts, ' In" one
world, 1t is the future and the world is run by a committee of
five totally capricious dictators. Are they symbols for the
inscrutable forces of nature, as anothcr writer suggests? I
don't care. They set up the ground rules of this world, and
my protagonist is faced with a lifc-and-dcath situation with
which he i1s not at all sure he can cope. (The original short
story version of this line will appear under the title "Rela-
tives™ in a Harper & Row anthology, BAD MOON RISING, edited by
Tom Disch.) In another plot line, divided into chunks and
after every other chunk of the first, thc character is a lone-
1y, wrcetched, failed poet alone in a fictional city on the
coest of Africa., The rest of the world has 'degencrated and be-~
come totally decadent. There is no America. Africa, but for
this single city, is unpopulated. Etc. The protagonist is pre-
sented with a similar dilemna, and therec is little chanco that
he can act. He gits in a cafe and drinks. (This appears in
the April 1973 F&SF in a much-condensed form, under the title
"The City in the Sand.") The third plot-line, alternating with
the second after parts of the first (got that?) has our hero
working for the international communist party. He has been
exiled from his homeland, Jermany, which has just won World War
I, He acts with assurance and varying degrees of skill when
confronted with his problem. Thrce versions of the samc man;
sort of ego, id and superego. They all begin in vastly differ-
ent milieus, but all are facced ultimately with the very same
political decisions. It is a very political book; as ENTROPY
was about one's duty to oneself, RELATIVES concerns one's duty
to the state.

KELLER: Have you sold a story to THE LAST DANGEROUS VI-
SIONS? How did you respond to Harlan's challenge?

EFFINGER: As a matter of fact I've sold two stories to
Harlan. One was the sccond story I ever wrotc, still one of my
best. The other was something I did over a year later. I'm
still waiting to see them. He's had a couple of good things
tied up for nearly thrce years, now. That's a long timo to
wait. I don't worship Harlan, in the way that those who only
vaguely know him do sometimes. I respect him, which scunds
like a cold thing to say. I love him, but sometimes I am in-
credibly annoyed and even offended by what he says and does.

I toke each thing he accomplishes on its own merits; it is not
wise to make myths while the subject is still among us. That
way I won't be shattered by his revealed humanity. I won't be
suckered into hating or adulating him. If1ll treat him, always,
as my good friend Harlan. We're both from Ohio, you know, I
reacted to his challenge at Clarion the only way I could,
schruck that I was. I had only written onc story previously.
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So I went and typed a lot of words on a lot of paper. He liked
some of them. I liked working with him; his energy can be in-
fectious. I find that a weak solution of boric acid can be of
great help.

KELLER: I once discussed with Gardner Dozois the fact
that both you and he have excellent senses of humor in person,
but whereas you carry this over into your storicecs he does not.
He said ho thou:ht that while he was writing in a scrious man-
ner, you werc basically a satirist, and therein lay the differ-
cnce. Do you have any comment?

EFFINGER: I write a lot of things that come out funny. I
don't try to. ENTROPY was supposed to be perfoctly straight.
It turned out pretty funny in places. I've only sat down to
write one intentionally funny story, and I haven't been able to
sell it in two years. The others just end up that way. I do
like satire; I disagree with Gardner (and I know I can't possi-
bly be objoctive) that I am primarily, if not completely, a
satirist. I think that dismisses a lot of my stuff too easily.
Beneath the boffs and the yoks there is AIWAYS a pretty heavy
statement; I don't write the trivial things anymore--at least
I try not to., That's a matter of opinion. As you saw from my
list of influences, I got a lot from the old Theater of the
Absurd crowd. I can understand what they're saying. It's not
just the novelty of the incongrous action or word. It's some-
thing much more, and I'm trying to tap into it. I am building
my own universe in my stories; other writers have done this,
but I'm going about it in a different way, I think. I have a
cast of characters built up in the fifty or so stories I've
written. Steve Weintraub (the Steve of "All the Last Wars at
Once, " "Things Go Better' in ORBIT 11, about a dozen others)
can appear in stories that occur two hundred years after ano-
ther story in which he plays. I use made up places often,
though they may be destroyed in several differcnt storics. I
think someday I may have to outline my ideas of this universec,
but it will take a good deal of spaco.



The high wind glistens darkly
in the dusty stars of summer's end
on dusky brindled valleys

where Antares' kindled firebrand
belies the death of mortal man

and lights the barley lord his end.

He tends the listless bitterthorn
with spoken whispers, broken airs
from cherished bits of elvensong
sung long before its seed was born
or he, beyond the western hills,
beheld the willows' timeless snare.

His eyes glint grey with starlight §
like some silvered rill glimpsed through the trees;

his locks shift like the seawaves

in the breeze that shaves the cobblied court
of withered leaves, as restless isles
are washed from faceless sighing seas.

The knowing shades his sun-burnt brow,
"as thunder trumpets autumn's storms:
he summons time to stay his relgn,

he too calls hostg from heaven down,
yet one by one the hours toll

and day dawns slowly, full and warm.

.
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Science fiction? Fantasy? Why, that's children's trashl!
A mature person should read only Literature!

Did your English teacher ever say that to you in high school?
Mine did, and I'm sure most of yours did, too. It probably helped
push you into fandom, by setting your traditional fannish I'm-
right-and-everybody-else-is-wrong persecution complex off to a
roaring start. Perhaps it also got you feuding with that same
teacher and you made a nuisance out of yourself in his classes by
trying to prove that everyone from Shakespeare to Hemingway was
nothing but a miserable hack. Perhaps you loudly trumpeted the
fact that Edgar Rice Burroughs was by far the most successful no-
velist the English language has ever known. It's all very under-
standable. You knew that science fiction was no more related to
Buck Rogers t han mystery is to Dick Tracy, but you couldn't con-
vince anybody else of that. Science fiction wasn't respectable.
Pantasy was fairy tales for children.

Tates P e lid e syepcitfec tly haee cpibEising] oneckl glimpilse lattion qpgant
of the 19th century and into the first couple decades of the twen-~
ticth. The purpose of this article is to try and figure out why
it fell so far so fast.

First we must view things in perspective. Normally 1926 is
considered to be the beginning point for any detailed history of
seience fiction. Anything before that is the dim stone age, and
usually skipped over. 1926 was the year the first issue of the
first science fiction magazine appeared. Gernsback said: Lot
AMAZING STORIES be, and then there was science fiction. Or scienti-
fiction, ras he called it. ' The conventional view< of things cxcuses
all the crudec inadequacies of the material in the Gernsback maga-
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zines on the grounds that this was the First. The field was in its
infancy.

No, it wasn't. Let's get to the point, shall we? Science
fiction staerted sometime during the 19th century, or perhaps in
the late 18th. It was quite rcspectable then, published in major
magazines and by trade book publishers, who also printed fantasy
and seldom made a distinction between the two. But by 1940 or so
no publisher in his right mind would touch the stuff. Science
fiction hardcovers didn't appear again until after the war, and
then only from small specialty houses run by fans. It had been
at least twenty years since any large amount of fantastic fiction
had been published by bigtime publishers when the first few things
started to reappear in the early fifties. Science fiction had
suffered terribly, and fantasy almost as much. (Some fantasy was
still appearing-~-Sprague de Camp's novels were being reprinted by
Henry Holt right out of the pages of UNKNOWN--but not much. Per-
haps the reason any fantasy at all was being published was because
WEIRD TALES and UNKNOWN had such higher standards than - any of the
science fiction magazines. The only rcally bad all-fantasy maga-
zine, STRANGE STORIES, a companion to THRILLING WONDER STORIES,
didn't last long enough to do any real damage.)

What happened? How did science fiction get out of the slicks
end into the ghetto? Why were publishers shunning the same stuff
they printced great amounts of in the 'toens and twenties?

Hugo Gernsback did it. Contrary to popular belief he did not
found the field but very nearly killed it. It is my opinion that
he was the worst thing ever to hit the genre, and that we are
still recovering from his ianfluence, although most of the pieces
have been picked up. Ironically, fantasy, which wasn't as badly
hurt at the time, seems to be dying a slow death and is now in much
worse shape than the science fiction which so ncarly stranglcd from
the Gernsbackian millstone around its neck. (Yes, thersc is a pa-
perback boom in fontagy right now, but will it last? Who publishes
fantasy in hardcover? Arkham House. Science fiction? Most of the
major trade publishers. Once it was the other way around.)

Like I said, you need a sense of perspective. The best way
to get this is to read Sam Moskowitz's SCIENCE FICTION BY GASLIGHT.
It also helps to have a large collection of popular magazines from
the turn of the century. Things like HARPER'S3, CENTURY, ATLANTIC,
McBRIDE'S, PEARSON'S, COSMOPOLITAN, etc.

I have one, and have seen a great deal. What have I noticed?
Fantasy and science fiction, although interchangeable at the time,
were totally respectable. Fantasy and sf writers were major liter-
ary figures, even. I don't have to go into how James Branch Cabell
was a gilant of his time. (He wrote for HARPER'S and was published
in hardcover mostly by McBride.) Lord Dunsany did all thosc de-
lightful prototypes of the heroic fantasy in places like SATURDAY
REVIEW (of London). Later he published his Jorkens stories, many
of which were fantasy and some of which were even (you sucssed it)
science fiction, in HARPER'S and ATLANTIC. ZEarlier, C. Cutcliffe
Hyne sold THE LOST CONTINENT to PEARSON'S (which was no pulp maga-
zine, I assurce you). H.G. Wells turned up all over the placc.

THE WAR IN THE AIR in PEARSON'S, IN THE DAYS OF THE COMET in COS-
MOPOLITAN, "The Dream™ in HEAR T'S INTERNATIONAL. More, too, of
course, but those are just the ones I happen to own. (Oh yes, A
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WORLD SET FREE ran as three non-fact-type articles in CENTURY.)
Arthur Machen's "The Terror" ran in CENTURY in 1917. A short novel.
Who would run fantasy short novels twenty years later, after the
ghettoization of fantastic fiction had firmly set in?

Theret!s more, lots more. I have a McBRIDE'S which features
a Cabell story and announces a ghost yarn by Algernon Blackwood
as forthcoming.

Those were the days.

Of JCERESE, Sy Lave tricd.te piDlceingehis wll Dby the, clain
that Wells and Dunsany and all those people were famous bigtime
literary figures, so they could get away with things that unknowns
coul digE,.

For a couplc reasons this is nonsense. Wells wasn't always
femous. His first sale was THE TIME MACHINE. He, an unknown,
selkd n=algdCiles Tawe@ion novel in.a day when fthercheron' i . o Spee~
ialty SF publishers. Dunsany's first book was THE GODS OF PEGANA.
Fantasy, and published years before any of the plays that made him
such a big name in the literature of the time. Besides, you'll
find that these bigtime magazines, mass-circulation slicks, pub-
lished a lot of sf and fantasy by peoplec who weren't famous, cver.
Most of the writers in the aforementioned Moskowitz anthology I
had never heard of. Sf and fantasy by smalltime writers could be
sold to national magazines. I have a story in an EVERYBODY 'S
which dealt with a future war between Japan and the US and featured
a lot of then-futuristic submarines. What was it? I don't remem-
ber. Pardon me while I go look it up.

"The Submarine Destroyer" by Morgan Robertson. September,
e,

Wno? What? Nothing in particular. Just a typical turn-of-
the-century science fiction story published in a typical turn-of-
the-century mass-circulation slick magazine. Nothing out of the
ordinary at all.

Need I go on? Why was it that it was considercd such a tre-
mendous breakthrough for sf when Robert Heinlein sold an inter-
planctary story to the SATURDAY EVENING POST in 1947? Simple. It
meant that the field was well on thu road to recovery.

Read some of the gernsback magazines sometime. Not just
the Sol Cohen reprints therefrom, but the magazines themselves.
The editorials, the lettcrcolumns, the stories that nobody ever
did dredge up again. Compare this to the popular magazine sf
of the previous two or three decades.

The only possible conclusion is that AMAZING 3TORIES (and
later WONDER and the assorted gquarterlies) was a magazine of il-
literate amateur drivel aimed at children. It was trying desper-
ately to remain respectable, but it just couldn't make it. Gerns-
back wanted recognized scientific figures to write the “stories™
but they refused to. So he had to settle for what he could get.
The idea of the magazine, as clearly indicated by Gernsback's
editorials and the examples set across in his own stories, was
something that was to be "75% science, 25% literature." The for-
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mer was questionable; the latter never matcrialized at all., Thore
were no literary stondards in these magazines, other than the
author had to be at least litcerate ecnough to be understood. There
Wwere very few storics in it at all, as most of the material was
just--to use the old cliche--"sugar-coated scicnce lcectures.” The
aim of all this was to encourage readers to study science and be-
come scientists when they grew up and went to high school and
college, not to provide a showcase for the best in artistic fan-
tasy and speculative fiction. Gernsback was always delighted when
a rcader wrote in and told him how AMAZING had inspired him to go

on to some technological career. The lettercolumns were full of
things like that.

Shortly after Gernsback came Harry Bates with ASTOUNDING
STORTES OF SUPERSCIENCE, which featured scientifiction framed in
conventional pulp formulas. You know, 1liko: Boy meets girl, zirl
gets kidn-pped by mad scientist and her brain transplantced into
the body of a gorilla, hero comes to rescuc her, he too cnds up
with a new simian physique, whereupon hce escapes and scts out in-
tothe jun;lc in scarch of his girlfriend, finds her after many
perils, comes back and kills the mad scicentist, and restorcs thom
both to thoir original bodies. Then they get married and live
happily ever after. (Don't laugh. Arthur J. Burks wrote onc a-
lons those lines for ASTOUNDING in 1932.) The depression killed
the new magazine, but its contents showed the genceral trend of sf
for years to comc. At least this was a story, and when similar
things appeared in the Gernsback magazincs they were always very
popular. To readers uscd to the incredibly low standards that
Gernsback had sct, these things were an improvemcnt. This, as
you will recall, was the period in which E.E. Smith made his mas-
give innovations on the field of science fiction. Strange as it
may secm today, Smith was more advanced in literary techniques
than any of his contemporaries. He re-invented the plot and in-
troduced characters of greater dspth than any previously seen in
the genre magzazines. (I.e., he came up with Blackie DuQuesnc, a
two~dimensional character, capable of both good and indiffercnt
actions, which was a big leap over the totally cardboard Hero and
Villeoin of the earlier writings. At least sometimes you couldn't
prcdict what DuQuesne was going to do. )

Bad writing breeds bad writing, and when editors get usced to
it they often force their writers to produce bad writing. Maga-
zinc scientifiction writing was bad because as long as therce had
been such magazinces it was bad. Oftentimes writers simply weren't
allowed to writo as well as they were capable of . David H. Keller,
for example, wrote stories with very good ideas in them, but thoy
were as dull, plotless and lecture-filled as anyono elsc's. How-
cver, his fantasy material for WEIRD TALES written at the samc
time showed him to be perfectly compctent if not sometimes mas-
terful in the short story format. I sce no rcason why he could-
n't have written a scicnce fiction story save that Gernsback
wouldn't let him. As it came out, Though, his only sf material
worth recading at e2ll werc his novels, for the simplce rcason that
when onc is working in lengths of thirty and forty thousand words
the lecture style of the Gernsbackian short story almost incvit-
ably breaks down, The author has to get around to story-tclling
cventually. Even though he resisted it as much as possible,
Gernsback himself had to do a little rudimentary plotting in
RALPH 12L4Ch1+, What Keller preduced worc disaster novels that
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foreshadowed the John Christopher/John Wyndham school of writing.
THE METAL DOOM is 8%ill gquite readable today.

Unfortunetely, most Gernsbackian writers were not as good as
Keller, who when allowed to write storics tried for serious socio-
logical content and human interest. The average serial in one of
those sarly magazines is just the pulp formula material mcntioned
above, though it was usually dressed vp with more gadzets per peEo.
Often much time would be taken out so the hero could be shown all
the technological marvels that the plot hinged on. 4An explorer
who discovered a super-scientific lost race in the amazon jungle
woulsdl be taken on a thorough tour of this community before the
mclodrama rcsumed. By the standards of the day this was perfectly
acceptable. It was one helluva drop from the kind of sf that uscad
to appecar in the turn-of-the-century slicks.

This should make it protty clear why so little sf from the
period of 1926 to 1938 survived. Most of it was just plain trash.
This was the gonre's all-time low, and to maoke matters worsc, what
little quality sf was still being published in other magazincs
{fe.3., By the Watcers of Bebylon" by Stephen Vincent Benet in
SATURDAY EVENING POST) was not labellcd as such, while all the
junk wes. And when Buck Rogers, Flash Gordon and the first of the
cbominable Hollywood schlockors cemc along, they too were identi-
fic¢d in the public mind with scicnuc fiction. Honco the '"that's
a good book it can't be science fiction" syndrome.

While these factors did have a hand in it, the disreputabllity
of 8f was mainly the fault of the people producing it. To draw
again on the earlier Dick Tracy analogy, did you ever wonder why
coriic strips and lousy movies didn?'t cripple the mystery field and
make it also a literary ugly duckling? Because peoplc like Dash-
icll Hammectt and Raymond Chandler were doing the writing and their
cditors let them do what they were capable of. Scicence fiction
of the period was downright awful, and it was exceedingly unfor-
tunate that during this all-time low period it was brought into
the limelight as a soeperate form ¢ litor .ture, and blachalled.

If the zghodawful Gernsback-influcnced fiction could have been kept
safely hidden until something better could be produced, things
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might have turned out cuite differently.

Now you know how scicnce fiction was diragged down from a
position of acceptability and neearly killed in a misguided at-
tempt to turn it into an educational juvenile pulp literature.
Gornebackis dream never came true and with the infusion of staon-
dard pulp writing techniques & very shoddy monstcr was stumbling
about under the control of no one in particular. Unless drematic
things happened and the field shaped up, it quite probably would
have died with thc rest of the pulp formula catcgories when their
timc came in the early 1950s.

But something did happen, which is quite well known. John
Campbell came along and put almost all the pieces back togethor
gsingle-~-handedly. He created modecrn sf and at the same timoe
rc-creoted the intelligently written, carcfully thought out
socio-tcchnological Story. The house that Hugo smashed to the
pround rececived a now got of solid foundations, boams and walls,
plus a simplc, but thoroughly functional, roof. For some roason
Campbell could only go so far, so it was up to H.L. Gold and



Anthony Boucher to carry things on to greater sophistication. (Is
it just a coincidence that FANTASY & SCIENCE PICTION was the first
and only genre prozine ever to feature new material from Dunsany,
who was one of the few survivors rfrom the long-gone period of ai-
fluence?) By the time the new wave people got there most of the
work was already done. Although a lot of their material was pre-~
tentious trash they did do their part. More and better trimmings,
mostly.

Science fiction. Gernsback broke it, Campbell glued it back
together, Boucher and Gold painted it, and the new wavers added
the trimmings. It is once again respectable, published by major
publishers and printed in mass-circulation magazines like PLAYBOY
and even the new SATURDAY EVENING POST quarterlies. In other
words, we're back where we started from. After nearly a half cen-
tury of’ arrested development, the next thing to do is ask Where Do
We Go From Here?
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It was nearly a half century ago that Hugo Gernsback said, "Let
there be AMAZING STORIES,'" then saw that it was good. By this act
evolution commericed and set out for science fiction as we know 1t
today. Similar magazines subsequently appeared, and the first dec-
ade or so of the phenomonon represented a kind of primal ooze out of
wnich more complex life forms were eventually to arise.

Speaking generally, in keeping with the requirements of a geo-
logical survey, the first major period to follow was the development,
in the 19L0's, of the "classic" science fiction story. This was the
time wherein some emphasis actually came to be placed upon the sci=-
entific content of a parsicular piece. Here, names such as Robert
Heinlein, Isaac Asimov, L. Sprague de Camp, Lester del Rey, Fritz
Leiber and Theodore Sturgeon came to be associated with a projective
or extrapolative sort of writing, with scientific generalizations
extended beyond the contemporary state of technology into a future
where, as Sturgeon has put it, such questions as "If this goes on
.02 and "What if...?" were considered an integral part of the sto-
ry's structure. This, in its purest form, was considered by Kings-
ley Amis as, at the least, approaching an "idea as hero'" situation.

The answers to Sturgeon's questions resulted in two species of
stery, which Asimov has referred to, respectively, as the ‘“chess
s=me" story and the "chess problem” story. The chess game story be-
g’lo with the present, kmown state of the world; situations are cex-

tonded into the future in a logical, rational fashion and there
Blayed out to a dramatic conclu81on‘ The chess problem story, on
the other hand, while rational is not necessary logical (i.e., dc-
ductive) in terms of the initial, given situation. It commences
with the pieces in positions which are not often likely to arise in
the course of ordinary play. Granting this, however, the normal
rules obtain and the exercise in speculation may proceed.

This stage in sciencec fiction was at least partly determined by
the background of the leading writers of the period. These men were,
by and large, scicntifically oriented, a thing which may havec at-
tracted them to the field initially and contributcd to their efforts
to purify its scientific content oncc they had entcred it.
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The late Forties and early Fiftics saw new writers entecring the
area~-Poul Anderson, Gordon R, Dickson and Philip Jose Farmer, to
name but a few--whose individual touches served to broadcn thé e 178
of speculation. The magazines flourished and prolifereated at an
unprecedented rate. By 1953, the scicnce fiction magazine market
reached its peak, became overextended and fell apart under the gen-
eral ?conomic pressurcs of the rccession. Only a half dozen of the
magazines survived. Many of the writcrs at this time turned to the
paperback and hardcover book markets as an outlet for their material.

This displa coment from the magazine to the book format ultimate-
1y proved a benefit. While the genre's intellectual content had sel-
?om conflicted with taboos in the magazine industry, these restrict-
ions gia nevertheless exist, and by hindsight may be scen as having
cxercised some control over the nature of the material considered.
These restrictions were not so severe in the book industry.

Sturgeon's questions can, of coursc, be addressed to other sub-
j9cts than the physical sciences., The social sciences werc an ob-
vious source of material, and--of cecqual importance in times to fol-
low~-such arcas of thought and activity as thcology and sex had al-
so come within reach.

As a result of some of these factors, the 1950's represented a
period when the novel of sociological speculation came into greater
prominence. In general, whether from habits of thought or the nc-
cessity for an economy of argument in a scicnce fiction story, the
sex was not overworked and theology remainced mostly in the back-
ground. Notable exceptions are Farmer's "The Lovers," Del Rey's
"For I Am a Jealous Peoplec" and Blish's "A Case of Conscience.'

In the 1960's the balance remained tilted toward the novel, i
the remaining magazincecs held their own while changing sufficicntly
to keep pace with the times and morec new writers entered the area.
There then occurred a reaction. Whether it came from a distrust of
the optimistic scientism of the Forties, a disillusionment preclud-
ing the rcasonably good-natured social speculation of the Fifties or
simply a vexation with the relatively staid structure and nuts-and-
bolts prose of the science fiction story itself, the new writers--
such as J.G. Ballard, 'Thomas Disch and Samuel R. Declany--~dcvoted a
good part of their cnergy to oxperiments with style and form. Sex
and theology were now also exploited. The idea had ceased to be the
hero, if it ever truly was, and a prcoccupation with method tock
hold of the fiecld. Appropriately dubbed the New Wave, this form of
writing reachcd its most intense level just before the cnd of the
decade, at which time it begon to provoke a rcaction of its own.

Fairness, however, requires the obscrvation that the conccrns
of the Sixtics brought to the area a measurc of stylistic clan and a
guality of introspection which eventually resultced in a lcss manipu-
lative, more humanistic approach to the proccss.

And so to the Holocene:

The current situation possesscs threc distinguishing fcaturcs.
First, the balance has swung from the novel back to the short story,
a thing which occurred without a resurgence of the magazines. A
great number of publishers are now bringing out anthologies of all-
original scicnce fiction short stories, and any remaining magazine
taboos are thercby skirted. Seccond, the beginnings of a renewed
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concern with themes involving the physical sciences has been noted,
2long with a judicious restoration of sociological speculation.
Third, the stylistic experimentation of the Sixties appears to have
been absorbed successfully into the greater whole.

Accordingly, the current situation seems best characterized as a
period of synthesis.

Writers such as Ursula K. LeGuin, Larry Niven, Robert Silverberg,
Philip K. Dick and Harlan Ellison--all of whom have lived through
some phases of the above--seem to have achieved increased mastery
within the past few years. Outstanding among the newer writers now
receiving notice are Geo. Alec Effinger, Gardner Dozois and Joe Hal-
demanfl who may be scen as representing this recently integrated ap-
proach.

The current state of the area and its present relationship to
life and letters in general was summarized by Ursula K. LeGuin this
past April on the occassion of her acceptance of the National Book
Award (best children's book) for THE FARTHEST SHORE.

"...Sophisticated readers arc accepting the fact that an impro-~
bable and unmanagcable world is going to produce an improbable and
hypothetical art. At this point, realism is perhaps the lecast ade-
quate means of understanding or portraying the incredible realities
of our existence. A scientist who creatcs a monater in his labora-
tory; a librarian in the library of Dabel; a wizard unable to cast a
spell; a space ship having trouble in gotting to Alpha Centauri: all
these may be precise and profound metaphors of the human condition.
The fantasist, whether he uses the ancient archetypes of myth and
legend or the younger ones of science and technology, may be talking
as seriously as any sociologist--and a good deal more directly--about
human 1ife as it is lived, and as it might be lived, and as it ought
Bi0- DIC plt ey o o 0,

-=-June 2, 1973

RENDEZVOUS WITH RAMA, By Arthur ¢, Clarke. 303 pages. Harcourt-
Brace. $6.95.

Over the years, the term ‘'science fiction' has been applied to a
great number of things, not all of them good. Among the good, the
very good and--to some purists--the only good things it has repre-
sented are classical tales of scientific extrapolation. Masters of
the technigue are rare, and in- recent years the area has been poorer
for their absence. So it can be good, very good, whenever one of
them, does return with such an ofTering. This dis the case with Arthur
C. Clarke and this book.

The story's basic situation is this: Early in the Twenty-second
Century, a highly sophisticatced space monitering setup detects what
appears to be a good-sized asteroid advancing sunward through the
solar system. Previously uncharted, the wanderer is studied and a
determination finally reached that it may be an artificial body of
alicen origin. An exploration party is sent to rendezvous with it as
it speeds toward what could be its destruction in the sun. Time 1is
limited for this rcecason, yet the knowledge that may be contained in
the artifact is incalculable. Rendezvous is achieved with the object
-~-named Rama, aftcr the Hindu diety--and it does indced prove to be
artificial. It reprcecsents an enormous enginecring achievement, even
by Twenty-Second Century standards, and a numver of things about it
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are beyond immediate comprehension. Working against time and the
unpredictable behavior of the wvehicle itself, the space team com-
mences its exploration.

Yet this summary describes the book no more than a picture post-
capdeapitizes) bive gspifritaafl apscatbhedrals.. Tt i s not simply the e-
vents detailed in the story--and I guarantec that I have betrayed
nothing by indicating as much as I have~-but it is the tone and the
manner of presentation which provide the quality still best descrived
as a ''sense of wonder.' For those who may read science fiction only
infrequently, the most immedi ate comparisons which come to mind are
the writings of Saint-Exupery on the early days of air travel and
perhaps those of Cousteau on undersca exploration. This is what I
mean by a sensc of wonder~--an almost mystical quality of exhilara-
tion at the penctration of a new world by mcans of devices which are
wholly the product of human ingenuity.

The physical features of Rama have been worked out to a level of
detail pleasing frcm both a scientific and an esthetic standpoint.
Satisfying small touches also abound, sketching in the burcaucratic
and political structure of that society which has authorized the
mission. The narrative is neatly rotailed in L6 short chapters,
each providing new close-ups, anglc shots and panuing effects while
steadily advancing the story.

It is, in other words, a very visual book. And this technique
is perfectly suited for the material. My only regret, and it is not
a mortal one, is that with all of this focus on the spectacle, sur-
face values are emphasized at the expense of deep characterizations.
There are times when the people seem to have become almost supernu~
erary bits of machinery. Perhaps this was by design. It may be
that the author intended his characters to represent humanity, as
such, encountering this prodigy. However, I can still wish he had
done it the other way, with 20 or so pages more of material distrib-
uted here and there, offering more personal insights into his people.
Again, de gustibus...He has written a work of power, scope, wonder,
of a sort not often seen these days. And good. Very good.

--1 Scptember 1973
THE TIMES OF LONDON ANTHOLOGY OF DETECTIVE STORIES. John Day. $6.95.

The thing that impressed me most about the storics in this col-
lection was their variety. The 10 stories in this book distinguished
themselves from the company of more than a thousand entries reocecived
in response to a special detective story competition sponsored by
the TIMES of London and Jonathon Cape Ltd. And the thing that im-
pressed mc most about the judges was their visual stamina. The aver-
age story is around 5,000 words in length. Ergo, 10 stories, 50,000
words. One hundred, half a million. A thouvsand... The spirit re-
coils, the cyeballs undergo sympathy pangs. Howcver, John Higgens,
of the TIMES; Tom Maschlcr, of Cape; Lord Butler, prcesident of the
Royal Sociecty of Literature and Master of Trinity Collcge, Cambridgce;
Tom Stoppard, playwright:; and Damc Agatha Christic herself wcre up
to the mortal feat, an indication of more than a little affection
for the area and a desire to come up with something new and worth-
while with which to adorn it.

According to the dust jacket, the contest was conceived in hope
that "the time is ripe for a revival of that classic literature con-
inrine trick. the deteetive story," and held to locate 'the new voun;:
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vho can weave plots as beguiling as their Ninetcenth Century
wrs. " Or, "...the search for a potential new Conan Doyle. "

211 wight. All these things in mind, I opened thc book expecting
a very Brlpish collection. But hold! Who should have won first place
put John Sladek, originally from Iowa (okay, he is currently living
in England)a the author of a couple of good science fiction novels.
His story, "By an Unknown Hand," was a humocrous, locked-room pEZlicr.
Good. Aftcr all, one of those Ninetcenth Century forcbears was Edgar
Alla? Poe, and it was pleasant to see onec of our boys holding up the
tradition. The second place story, “The Tale of Sir Jeremy Fisher,
byoDon Carleton, tcacher, newsman, was onec of those bonus events, a
thing wherein the reader obtains an cxtra plcasure in addition to
foilowing the working out of the story line. In this case, it is a
§§nse 9f the spirit of place that he creates in setting the tale.
The third place winner, "The Scapegoat," by Michael Freecman, who is
now reading History at Ballial College, Oxford, is a moving psycholo-
gical piece which serves to remind us that Dosoyevsky, also, was one
of those Nineteenth Century forebears., Better and better.

Three consolation prizes were also given, to John Garforth, Arts
Organizer for the London Borough of Harringey; Sean Stiles, a South
African journalist; and Ida Shewan, of Aberdeen, a former hotel pro-
prietess, for--respectively~--"A Quitc Conwentional Death,” "Occam's
Razor'" and "Mind Ts How You Go.'" The first of these is a sort of in-
group fun piece, a murder at a mystery writers conference. The sec-
ond, a well-handled blending of the mystery story with elements of
the ceric, the bizarre, the occult. The third, a somowhat predictable
murdcr situation at a spiritual retreat.

Of the four remaining, I liked "Oriental Justice,”" by Alex Josey,
journalist, an offbeat, neatly done talc laid in Singaporc. Long be-
fore rcaching the endpiocce containing the biographical material on
the author, it became apparcnt that Mr. Josey was very familiar with
the area and the people of which he was writing. "Miss Emeline," by
Monica Lee, formerly of Czechoslavakia, is a peculiar picce. Not
exactly a mystery by the definition of what most people point to when
they say "ystery."” Morec a character and situation thing which I
could almost seec as a scenario for a onc~act play by Tennessce Will-
iams. Prettily morbid. Interesting, though.

"The Speculator," by Kenneth Strongman, is another psychological
tale. Appropriately enough, written by a psychologist. In thc first-
person important-facts-withheld-till-cnding tradition. Forgiveable,
perhaps, in light of the good writing and the extra compensation of
a small, additional twist. "Crisis Over," by Nigel Abercrombic,
chief regional advisor to the Arts Council of Great Britain, is one
of those very smooth, understated pieces where everything is built
offstage by implication.

And that's the book. As I said for openers, the thing that im-
pressed me most about the stories was their variety. They do serve
to show the scope of which the genre is capable. They also show that
there have been a few small additions to the mystery writer's armory
since the days of the Ninetcecenth Century forebears. Some new talent
may have been sparked along, which is always a Good Thing. I would
call thec contest successful for thesc recasons, whether or not the
timec is really ripe for a revival of the sort hoped for by the TIMES
and the five judges who risked cyestrain on its bechalf.

--1l4 October 1973
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This question has been prompted from me by the appearance of
one of Roger Zelazny's latest works, "'Kjwalll'kje'k'koothailll‘k-
je'k"--from here on out to be called "Dolphin' for reasons which
are already, and will become, obvious--in Terry Carr's AN EXALTA-
TION OF STARS. I'm in nearly total admiration of Zelazny's talents,
but I see a trend in some of his recent work which seems unfortunate
and is likely to continue for a while...though I won't pass judg-
ment on whether it's due to authorial rfailings. That would be some-
what irresponsible and partake of C.S. Lewis'! 'personal heresy' in
criticism if carried too far; and, anyhow, my natural inclination
suggests that Zelazny could never be capable of killing his talent
of his own accord.

But to begin. I've noticed that there seems to be a dropping
of f of satisfaction with Zelazny's work in the fan press beginning
with the first two volumes of his six-part-or-so opus, NINE PRINCES
IN AMBER and THE GUNS OF AVALON. Much of this dissatisfaction
seemed to me to be unjustified, and I for one wouldn't want to con-
clusively judge theentire work on the first parts. To me it scemed
to be developing almost along a new direction for Zelazny...but,
even so, there was the hint of that uncomfortable trend.

Aftcer finishing "Dolphin,” I've finally managed to articulate
it, more or less fully.

It is the "mystery" element in his work. Sometimes, more
pointedly, the "whodunit"” element, the "defective" element. It can
be sort of generalized, as in ISLE OF THE DEAD, to form a framework
of inquiry and discovery, and I can see many good and beautiful
reasons for making Francis Sandow not only immortal but also a
sort of amateur detective in his own interests. At the other end
of the spcctrum we have the protagonist who is quite literally a
private detective. In this category we find '"Dolphin” and "The
Eve of RUMOKO. ' Both of these long stories sharc as their protagon-
ist the some nameless character who has his own minor brand of god-
hood--namely, the advantage of not having tho specific data of his
life recorded in the central banks of a Great Computoer, as does the
rest of the world. For practical purposes, he docsn't eoxist 'at
large,’” outside of his own actions. Ho lives on cash, not crcdit.
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Which means, by way of conjured image, from day to day: a perfect
situation for the attitude of detective.

Eine Remswbhe) Liifle. o+ mey Ir .gan' g, Lind o fepwiBly oobd reasoll
for this set-up, especially in "Dolphin.” When I read '"The Eve
of RUMOKO'" it seemed to be the worst shorter work I had ever seen
from Zelazny, and "Dolphin® is also unsatisfactory, if not in the
same degree, then in a similar way. {(When I make a statement like
the first part of the one just above, I'm discounting most of an
aSsliew ek DEfBiRe hisyrige o gerionss pRelinence., . I recently
read many of the short, early bits from his AMAZING days in Ze-
lazny's DOOR3 OF HIS FACE... and, despite the smoothness and occa-
sional fortunate turns of phrasing, there wasn't great indication
that he'd turn out to be the writer he is at his best.) And I'm
sure it's that mystery-detective element. "Dolphin" is about an
attempt to clear up a murder allegedly caused by dolphins and,
also, on the side an inquiry into the nature of possible spiritual
ccstacy expericenced by dolphins in general. The murder turns out
to be a thing of human device, interwoven with diamond-smuggling,
blackmail, and aduvltery. At the point where things begin to come
clear, the protagonist reflects ironically on how simply human
everything turned out to be in the face of his speculations devoted
to dolphins and the philosophical discussions of alien ludug, or
"play instinct." Yes, indced: this reader wondered, a bit annoyed,
at that too. The dolphin concern is brought to a sort of casual
resolve, by the end, but it is still not central enough to the
activities of the story. I can see a possible, pointed connection
between the human and dolphin aspects of the story, but I cannot
feel it: the human intrigue, unfortunatcly, docs not contain a
distinctly personalizcd enough cast of characters to lend the whole
thing weight and complexity. There are some nice touches, some
fine strctches of descriptive writing, and a subtle implicd cor-
rclation or two between diffecrcont cvents; but the primary circum-
stances under which the philosophy of the dolphin and human mur-
der schemes are brought togother are too arbitrary to provide much
force and coherencce. A philosophical mystery or thriller is not
the result.

The detective element, the mystory drive, is much of thc prob-
lem with both stories. To combine such a form with an SF content
is just too constricting to the expression requircd herc--and cs-
pecially to the finor aspects of Zelazny's talents. Most of the
writing is concerncd--must bc simply concerncd--with thce narrator'’s
(and this form incvitably takes the shape of a first-person nar-
roative with Zclazny) speculations on alternate noxt-moves. Limi-
ted as it usually is to a superficial level, this kind of thing
is very divisive to a story's effect. For cxample, onc would
never agein read “"Dolphin” for the susponse and curiosity of the
story per se, but rather want to rercad selccted ‘‘relcecvant™ chunks
of it if ho folt compellcd to get a better grasp on the whole; the
rest 13 dispensiblc once the general plot has been assimilatoed.

The problcm is grcater with "RUMOKOY becausc the content of it
isn't nearly as intor.stin; as quostions about dolphins. And thocre
is a bit of this wecakening intrusion rcvealing itself in the two
Amber books, but it is almost smothered becausc the conccrn of
those novels is predominantly the unravelling of a complicated
fantasy.

The last cvidence of tho nmystory trend in its full, debili-
tating bloom is in Zclazny's reccent TODAY WE CHOOSE FACES. Aftcr
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a promising and curiously beautiful first quarter or so, the book
becomes rougher and rougher going. It is the mystery celcment again,
this time in homage to and (sort of) imitation of Philip K. Dick.
The novel is first-person, again, and it bocomes increasingly com-
plicated and action-oricntod.

Therc is a vast differcncc betwecn Zclazny and Dick; in torms
of general prosc style they arc at oppositc polous. Dick's scnten-
cing is as overall clumsy as Zcelazny's is gracceful. But Dick's
style 1s strangely suited to his disjointcd, prickly plet compli-
cations, which sccom 2lmost ramshackle on first cxamination--no
natter how that stylc looks when you stop to consider but a fow
phrascs on the page before you. On the other hand Zelazny's at-
tonpt to adapt his tersc grace to & Dickian choppiness of structurc
is simply unseottling: it is not within the scope of his scnsibility.

What I fecl thce mystery format is doing to Zelazny--rather
than h¢ doing to it--is narrowing his writing down to his moro
superficial virtues. He has a unique talent for mood and pcrspce-
tive which does not comc across in thesc cases. Such works have
largecly abandoned the mythopocic in his writing; this clcricent is
ncarly stirved clean out of the suspcnse-action conncctive tissuc
of FACES aftcr the opcening of thc book-~-that disturbing first part
where the mythic subtly holds s y, as thce protagonist cncascd in
armor and mochincry descondg, determined, upon his cenomy's planct,
upen his cncmy in a stark impregnablce fortress, with its thrcats
cxploding all around thce inveadcor; and as the hidden, impregnable
voice of tho opposition comes to him with drifting, fading words
of dissuasion over the waves of radio static...earncst? knowing?
monacing? deadly? Like crossing somc quecasy waters to face the
unknown, crossing an cther-bound Acheron to encounter an cnigma-~
tically beckoning fate...to sink toward it. =--All this, subtlc
promisc soon abandoned in the succeeding paces of the novel. It
often now comes in discreet packets only, while oncc it permeated
the larger structurc of the author's best works with a sly, per-
suasive strongtli.

This ig a trend I hope--and belicve--will not continuc in-
definitely. A recturn to Zelazny's carlicr, "purcr' concerns may
bring the risk of ropitition, but there is hardly a good, distinc-
tive writer who docsn't run that risk, and therc is always some-
thing to be gained and cnlargcd upon from a new angle. And, of
course, there arc always unexpccted new dircctions, onc or two of
which pcrhaps the Amber novels may yot bear out. I've been told
that Zclazny has writton a couplc of mysterics and intends to con-
centrate on that arca for a while. Thatts finc by mc: I'm per-
fecetly willing to rcad and (ro-) apprcciatc ccortain of his talcnts
on that basis. Mystery or detectivec novcls, or whatever you carc
to call them, purc and simplec.

But I'm prcjudiccd.

If Zelazny triecs to mix the field with SF in the way he heas
with the works under discussion, I fccl he is doing somcthing of
a digscrvice to both of thom, and an czgpocial disscrvice to his
grcatest telonts. Those talents were ncver very traditional, and
they cannot bc well served by taking & scomingly challcenging, por-
haps, but ultimatoly “"low-yield" route where form and stylc are
concerned,
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Way back, I uded to have to ration my reading. I could read
no more than x pages per day, to make sure I would always have
something unread on hand. Earlier than that, when I read mostly
Edgar Rice Burroughs, I had to read and reread the ones I had
until I'd built up L4LOZ to buy another. (I had to buy the Ace edi-
tions; 50¢ for Ballantine was too much. --I started buying IF in
196l when it was L4O¢. VWhen it went up to 50¢ I stopped buying it,
in the middle of a Keith Laumer serial.)

Those were the days. Lately Ifve felt threc books a month a
succesful period., It isn't that I'm not reading. I'm just not
reading books fast ceumough to even como close to keeping up.

Fhavieplid o8 et réslding matter nscatitered agound: . a ril.e _of
novels; a pile of short stories (books and magazines); & pile of
books acquired in the last two months; a pile of boocks sent for
review; a pile of library and otherwisc-borrowed books; a pile of
magazines (NEWSWEEK, NEW TIMES, PLAYBOY, ROLLING STONE, VIVA, MS.);
another pile of magazincs at the office (INTELLECTUAL DIGEST, SCI-
ENTIFIC AMERICAN, PSYCHOLOGY TODAY); a pile of fanzinecs; a pilc of
comic books; and now I scem to be starting a pile of Book-of-the-
Month Club selections. (I recontly joined, to get the O07FORD ENG-~
LISH DICTIONARY. The first selection offered me was THOMAS JEFFER-
SON: AN INTIMATE HISTORY by Fawn M. Brodie, and I decided to gct
it., I waited a long time, PFinally it came, and I started into it.
The first couple chapters indicate it should be very good. DBut
less than a weeck later comes the sccond selection, WORKING by Studs
Terkel. So Ifve got a pile started.)

Library books in particular are a lost cause. I took MONDAY
THE RABBI DID SOMETHING out three times in a row and never did get
around to it. The only ones I really make certain I read before
returning are books by Donald E. Westlake and the Swedish husband-
wife team Maj Sjowall and Per Wahldéd (whose gseries of Martin Beck
police novels was my Big Find of 19735 if I'd read nothing elsc all
year it would have been a rewarding one--brilliant books ) .

Nonetheless, I'm always bringing home books off the "Now Re-
lcages™ shelves. I've got Kit Reed's new novel, TIGER RAG, now,.
Think I'1l ever read it? I don't. . I'd love bto, but....
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New anthologies and collections aren't bad. I bring them
home and look through them. I read all the introductions in THE
EARLY ASIMOV, a lot of fun. (I couldn't help but be lecry of the
stories--all the ecarly stuff he ncver felt worthy of collceetion
before...aargh!) Hope to do the same for BEFORE THE GOLDEN AGE
someday. (Reading thirtices science fiction is not my idea of a
good time.)

The one I have here is THE GOLDEN ROAD, a Damon Knight antholo-
gy subtitled ""Great Tales of Fantasy and the Supernatural.” It's
published by Simon & Schuster, L4417 pages for $8.95. It looks good,
and quite wide-ranging. Oliver Onions and Mark Twain and Arthur
Machen, H.P. Lovecraft, John Collier, up to Le Guin and Lafferty
and Wilhelm. A lot of familiar stuff: “Entire and Perfect Chryso-
lite, " one of Lafferty's very best; "The Truth about Pyecraft' by
Wells--T never get tircd of that one; Benet's "King of the Cats':
Heinlein's "Magic, Inc."; the story that Larry Niven may eventually
find his reputation resting on, "Not Long Before the End.“ Love-
craeft's long "Dream Quest of Unknown Kadath' is included, which
will be familiar to many people if not to me.

I'm determined to read the Twain selection before the book
goes back. The beginning is a lot of fun--not the devastation that
LETTERS TO THE EARTH is, but a milder version. I have read a trio
of the shorter stories from the book, and I think it's stretching
things a 1ittle to call Heywood Broun's "Artist Unknown™" a fantasy.
“The Weeblies'" by Algis Budrys is a little better than the average
CREEPY story, but not much., But Alfred Bester's '"Will You Wait?*
is marvelous. (It's in his collection THE DARK SIDE OF THE EARTH,
but I'd never read it before.)

Mainly what I've done with this book, though, is reread Kate
Wilhelm's "Jenny with Wings,” which originally appearcd in her
first book, the lamentably-out-of-print MILE-LONG SPACESHIP., ‘Jenny’
is a story about a young girl born with wings, protected from dis-
covery by her grandfather. She is telling her story to a doctor,
and what she mostly talks about is the way men react to her wings.
They are either frightened by them or they want to exploit her.

I'm not too sure whether it was inborn in mc, or whether the
consciousness-expanding drug of science fiction and fantasy nur-
tured it in me--but I love wings. I put myself in the placc of the
men in the story...what would my reartion be if a girl I had been
dating undresscd, and instead of her breasts the focal point of at-
tention was a six~foot spread of soft, golden wings? Ecstacy, is
what it would be. Exploitation is out. A winged human calls for
long-term exploitation, and all my exploitations are strictly
short-term. Fear?

My god, what is there to fear? And I'm not just talking about
wings now. We've seen so many slimy BEMs in science fiction--and
understood them on their own termsi-- that I cannot see fearing the
sight, the plain, uninterpreted sight, of anything. Sights can be
repulsive: 1I'11 never be able to fully rcconcile myself with
cockroaches, or ncwborn rats (ugly little pink slugs)--but be afraid
of the way they look?

Of coursc, the one guy in the story thought Jenny must be an
angel, so it wasn't uninterprcted sight he mas reacting to. But
would he have felt any bettcr 1f she'd slipped off her dress to




reveal four breasts? (Or, to take things completely out of the
realm of fantasy, less than two breasts and a mass of scar tissuc?)

All of a sudden, reading this story, aching to fly, to have
mnown Jenny when she was looking for love...I felt very glad that I
had ‘'wasted” all those years with science fiction. That I had man-
aged to be up at scven-thirty every Saturday morning to sce Rocky
Jones on tv. That I had saved those dimes to buy those Burroughs
paperbacks.

There is magic in the world, and I can tap into it. A4t the
sober old age of twenty-three I can slouch down on the sofa, opon
a book--and Llyi I may not have wings myself, but I know somcone
who does. She tokes moe with her whenever I went. It's exhilarat-
ing. It's certainly erotic. It's fantasy.

People with no rcal fantasy in their souls, people whosc fan-
tasies never extend beyond '‘What if I won the $50,000 lottery' or
"What if I were raped by two women,' these people will never fly.
Pcople whose fantasies are mundane can cnjoy them tremendously, but
a true fantasy frees thoe soul, unieashes the spirit. You can fan-
tagize about living in a better house, but you are merely changing
your reality for a glorified version of the same. When you rcturn,
it's like you never left. If you break free, though, if you soar
through space and time, you rcturn with snapshots of eternity.

Of course, we all have mundane fantasies, but how many have
true fantasies? How many fly?

Do you have to be trained to fly? There arc pcople with dead
souls, irredeemable. DBut how about those with slecping souls?

Questions, questions. The answers will show themselves, and
if we know where to look we'll see them, Myself, I figure if I can
still fly at twenty-three, I'1ll be able to fly at sixty. And what
more could I ask?
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Sincec it takes me forcecver-and-a-half to read a book once 1
goet it, I don't really haunt the ncwsstands waiting for new rcleas-
es. 1t docsn't matter if I buy a book today or next month--I'll
be lucky to get to it by next yoar.

I anxiously awaited AGAIN, DANGEROUS VISIONS. I locked and
looked for Tiptrec's TEN THOUSAND LIGHT~-YEARS FROM HOME. And I
craved Disch's 33L.

The back cover of the Avon edition ($1.65, 269 pages) says:
¥ is a much-anticipatced novel,” which is almost true. The
pleccs I had rcad had me waiting for the book, to be surec, but I
must wonder if it is a novel. By scicnce fiction standards, a
novel based on shorts stories is a novelization, but a merc compil-
ation of stories into a book is a collection. That is what 334 is.
On the other hand, if the picces had not been published sepcratcely,
and the book had been published just as it is, it would be consi-
dered a novel by literary standards. Actually, you can call most
enything a novel these days--and _ég seems to mc¢ more a novel than
the latest Cap Kennedy extravaganza, so what the hell... The book
claims to be a novel; who are we to deny it?
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The book has a 197l copyright date, which I can't explain--it
was published earlier in England. This could make it eligible for
1974 novel awards, but: a) will it be considered a novel?, b) par-
ticularly since the Worldcon will be in Australia, will the Ameri-
can copyright be considered ineligible?, and c¢) hasn't Disch stated
that he will withdraw his stories from awards competeition?

Anyway, the book:

To dispense with formalities; here is the list of original
publications of each segment, lacking in the book: ''The Death of
Socrates” (revised from '"Problem of Creativeness," F&SF, April
1967); "Bodies' (QUARK/L, 1971): "Everyday Life in the Later Roman
Empire (BAD MOON RISING, 1973): "Emancipation’ (NEW DIMENSIONS 1,
1971); "Angouleme' (NEW WORLDS QUARTERLY 1, 1971); “334" (NEW
WORLDS QUARTERLY L, 1972).

This is the story of 334 East 11th Street in New York City,
in the 2020s--and particularly of the Hanson family there. 33L is
not one of the better neighborhoods of New York, but neither is it
a slum. (I don't know if they have real slums left.) It is an
apartment building with 812 apartments, 3000 people. Competetion
for apartments is strong, and evictions are common: one slip and
someone is moving in and taking over, leaving you on the street.

The future is recognizable as springing from our present.
There is nothing unfamiliar; every word rings either an intellec-
tual resonance, an emotional one, or both. It's a place in which
you could conceive of yourself living--not liking it, but living
in it. The detail is superb.

The characters are products of their enviromment. Their
feelings about thelr lives and their world are equivalent to our
feelings about ours; they are as illogical and inconsistent as
our own., Importantly, they live there. They cannot see their
world in the perspective that we can.

Tr.ec main problem with this book-~-and it is one which could
be disastrous--is that it is very difficult to get into. The
first section is by far the weakest, and the second section starts
slowly. Once into "“Bodies' the reader is home free, but will he
stick with it that long? ®ven though I had read some of the later
bits, and knew how excellent they were, I read "The Death of So~
crates'’ and the beginning of "Bodies' and put the book down very
disappointed. A couple weeks later I started again, from the be-
ginning, and managed to break free into the main body of the no-
vel. If I had not been committed to the book, though, if I had
not known before I even saw a copy that I would like it, I quite
possibly would have put it away without finishing it.

My expectations hurt "The Death of Socrates.” It is a good
story, but it is not a major portion of the novel. It concerns
the main characters only tangentially. It concerns 33l only tan-
gentially. It does introduce us to the society, but another story
could have done that. This one should have been in the middle,
to be read aftcr some momentum had been built up.

Disch does a lot of playing with the reader's own preconcep-
tions in this book. He half-describes something, lcts the reader
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visualize it-~without rcalizing anythﬁnﬁ is missing--and then f£ills
in the picturc, This allows tho reacder to sce whqu qssumptwonp he
automatically makes cvery day, and also glvoo the reader the pos
sibly~-disconcerting fecling that Disch is sitting there in the

room watching his book being read, and chuckling.

(For instance, from the very beginning: “'Professor Ohrengold
was telling them about Dantec.” Clcar enough. Then, '"Now OChron-

gold was telling thom about Florence and the Popes and such, and
then he disappeared. 'Okay, what is simony?! the proctor asked,

No one volunteered, The proctor shrugged and turned the lccture
on again." Ahal It's a recorded lecture--Disch even told us that
on the first page, with "Professor Ohrengold bccame o messy palnt-
ing," but I thought that just mcant the student unfocused and went
into a daydrcam. So it's recorded, and some other guy is actually
conducting the class. Cops; "The proctor raised her hand."

"Bodics' starts off with dialogue that sounds cxactly the
same a8 that in the first story, bubt thon it is revealed that the
main character is around forty. He sounds like the kids in the
first scction, though, and I could not picture him as any older
than the late twentics. This may be my foult as well, but I think
Disch has to sharc some of the blame; this is the only area where
I will insist upon that, but I do feel Disch should have tried o
molke Ab Holt sound older. Part of the problem I had with the
early part of "Bodies' was that I was consciously btrying too hard
to visualize what Disch wanted me to sce.

3g, perserere. 3)b is not for overyonc, I will admit. It is
a very literary book, “and many people do not like literary books.
(That is not a character flaw, despitc what some peoplo might say.)
But it is an cexcellent work of speculative fiction, an intcnscly
rewarding boolk,
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SOXECIR CRESCSTTESOIC0s

In THE ALIEN CRITIC 6 Mark Mumper had the comment: "Should a
writer necd to 'hook'! the recaderfs attention I should say he had
failed beforec he begins. The substance of his story should be

gufficient to interest the readeroseco."

This is not workable. 1A hook at the beginning of the story
is quite a desireable thing. It is a difficult thing to interest
the reader in the substance of the story without getting the reader
into the book, and that is what a hook does. A hook is nothing
more than an intercsting beginning. It is what the rcadcr has to
oE dem. I s _all [ie fotlly hau to know if reading the story will
be worthwhilec., (No writer should take the chance that his publish-~
ecrs will package his work corroctly, or that his reviewors will
be kind.)

A story has a beginning, a middle, and an end. I'm not argu-
plot theory hore; for my purposes here a Ballard condonsoed
novel has a beginning, a middle and an end. Purely physical termms.

To my mind the ending is the most important. It is what the
writer lcaves the reader WlEh, lMany storics f{including most by
Heinlein) have interesting middles but fizzle out at the end.

This is because the writer was most interested in the process, the

'S
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development of the story, and didn't pay cnough attention to his



P

plot-structure, ("Plot" and "story" arc not synonymous.) The
story he told was interesting; the sbtory hc wrote was not. (The
gtories which drag in the middle arc the recverse; lots of plot,
no story.)

But important as the ending is, the beginning must not bec
ignored. If a writecr wants a recader to read his svory, he must
show him that the offort might be repaid.

A writer need not resort to '"devices' or‘formula’ to comoe
up with an oeffective hook., A tight, solid first paragraph can
convince the reader he will be ontertained:

The ceiling above him was low and gray; Barton's
first thought was, what om I doing in the drunk tank?
On second thought it didn't stink like a drunk tank,
and DBarton was far cnough awake to know that he was not
hung-over. So he sat up and looked around. The first
thing he noticed was that he was naked, along with every-
one else., I this were a drunk Gtank, it had to be the
first coeducational nude drunk tank in his limited
exXporience.

"Cage a Man, "
@M, Busby

This paragraph hooked me into reading a story I might not
have pothercd with. Therec isn't a wasted word, and (just as
important) the words are in the right places. If that last
"limited expericnce" had been put in with the original mention
of "drunk tank," which wmight have cagily heppsened, it would have
badly marred the flow of words and thoughts.) (Uhfortunatoly,
the care showed in this first paragraph is not kept up throughous
the rest of the story, but I was in it by then and interested
cnough to keep going.)

Another great opening comes perilously close o the “device*
chasm but doesn't £all in., In this case the writer gives you
simple scntences with implied meaning, but then changes the mecan-
ings subtly-~or rather, reveals the true meanings and replaces
the ones inferired by the reader:

He had never held a girl before. He was not terri-
fiods leihedEtmeawtiaat: tpy eEEel 1o, when hp hod” carriod
her in and kicked the door shut behind him and had heard
the steady drip of blood from her soaoked skirt, and be-
fore that, when he had thought her dead there on the
curb, and again when she made that sound, that sigh or
whispered moala....

eoonat couwld I tell them, she's my sister, she's
hit by a car, they going to believe me? Tell them the
truth, a block away I see somebody push her out of a
car, drive off, no lights, I bring her in out of the
rain, only inside I find she is bleeding like this,
they believe me? Stupid....

"Bright Segment"
Theodore Sturgeon

That second paragraph actually comes from a couple pages
into the story (which, incidentally, does not lect down, anywhere) ,
but I guoted it so vou would know what was going on. The hoolk
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is there in those first couple lines. HMost effective hooks arc,
But in a novel, particularly, a hook can run longer. Two of the
richest fantasies I've ever had tho plcasurc of rcading I read
because of their hooks.

It was the first two paragraphs of Peter Beagle's A FPINE
AND PRIVATE PLACE that said to me: 'You will like this bock."
They go like this:

The baloney weighed the raven down, and thc shopkecper
almost caught him as he whisked out tho delicatessen door.
Frantically he beat his wings to gain altitude, looking like
a small black electric fan, An updraft cauvght him and threw
him into the sky. He circled twice, to gebt his bearings, and
began to 1y north,

Below, the shopkeceper stood with his hands on his hips,
looking up at the diminishing cinder in the sky. Presently
he shrugged and went back into his delicatessen., He was not
without philosophy, this shopkeeper, and he knew that if a
raven corien into yor deolicabtesgsscon and steals a whole baloney
it 1is leither an act of God or it isu't, and in either caso
there isn't wvery much you can do about it.

A very sketchy series of quotes butchered from the first two
pages of Lloyd Alexander's THE BOOK OF THE THRIE might give you an
idea of why I got hooked on his Prydain series:

Taran wanted to make a sword; but Coll, charged with
the practical side of his education, decided on horseshoes....
“Why?' Taran cried. ‘Why must it be horseshoes? As
if we had any horses.'...
"Whisht!" cried Coll. “Why should you want to know
that ((how to make swords))? We have no battles at Caer
Dallben.”

“Je have no horses, either, objected Taran, "but
we're making horseshoes.

There are many books and stories I wouldn't have read
had they not come with hooks. They show the author's inbent to
make the story interesting for the recader. They are not & moch-
anistic device, They are a legitimate and necessary part of the
writer's craft. (And people like Sturgeon, in the quote above,
make them a part of the writer's arb.)

Hoolks.

My key word is "interest.’ Merk Muiaper says "The reador is
not necessarily present tco be enbertained,” and this is true.
But he is certainly not there to be bored.
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1973 was a bad year for movics and an impovorished yecar for
F&SF films. Just as any reasonable "ten best™ list is topped by
six or seven older foreign films receiving their first US commer-
cial release, so the movies in our genre are overshadowed by the
still growing reputations of two films released in past years:
THX 1138 (1971) and THE OTHER (1972).

In the first three years of this new decade there has becn no
stinting on the money spent on genrce productions. A CLOCKWORK
ORANGE and THE ANDROMEDA STRAIN are evidence of this. But they arc
also evidence of the poverty of imagination that conventional film-
makers bring to F&SF. What many fans don't seem to grasp is that
2 mediocre director will make a mediocrec movie, whether it is a
cop film, a western, a love story or science fiction.

We are lucky that Robert Mulligan (INSIDE DAISY CLOVER,
SUMMER OF L2) is interecsted in gothic horror. THE OTHER is a
masterpicce of ambience and ominous suggcstions. As elsewhero,
Mulligan uscs style as a revelation of psychological statos.
THE OTHER is charactcecrized by both Robert Surtees'! downy,
child's-cye photography of a bright, bluc New England summer and
Mulligan's literal, casual pans from the youthful necromancers
to the results of their wide-eyed "games.” Mulligan has long
wanted to make a film on Lizzie Borden and after the succoss of
THE OTHER, hc was reportcdly working with someone on a script.
His latest film, NICKEL RIDE, is a US entry at Cannes.

Georyge Lucas is the genre'!'s other cinematic ace in the holec.
His first feature, THX 1138, was not nearly as succossful as Mul-
ligan's recent work, but then Muliigan has twenty ycars' cecxper-
ience on Imcas. Lucas, though, is a wonder among young directors
and his work is consistently exciting, cven though it has all
(that is THX and AMERICAN GRAFFITI) suffered from weak scripting.
Lucas is practically the only new director who has a real "eye' fo
images and who, more importantly, has a sense of narrative motion
so rare today. He and his co-scenarists from AMERICAN GRAFFITI a:
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now at work on an sf movie, RADIOLAND MURDERS, which is onc of
Universal's sceventeen films currently in production.

Lucas's student movie, ELECTRONIC LABYRINTH (on which THX
was based) had a two-week run at the Whitney Museum. If this
constitutes releasc (although I have my doubts), LABYRINTH is
probably the best sf film of 1973. I couldn't get to sce it,
but friends assured me that it looked cven better on screen than
it @ad on television. My memory of seeing it on the latter
medium several years ago is not too clcar but the impression
remains of the fugitive's desperate race to escape through, and
from, the endless corridors of the labyrinth.

Of the films in general release, WESTWORLD is probably the
best,oalthough more by default than achievement and very definitely
more in part than in whole., Michael Crichton's directorial debut
(on his own script) proved him to have the typical strengths and
weaknesscs of a novice: he is able to sclect strong images but
does not know what to do with them. His simple story about a
futuye Disneyland gone berscrk simmers weakly through all the
preliminaries. The purposeful banality of the first half doesn't
excuse its insipidity and cmptyheadedness. And the script is
of'ten that of a telcvision mentality, coutaining too many jokes
about meek men dreaming of being knights and middle-class women
drecaming of being raped. The flashy, television style smothers
both Richard Benjamin's competent performance and some nice ideas,
like thec pseudo-Morricone touches to the score. But the crucial
character to the partial success of the film is Yul Brynner's
robot gunfighter, dressed all in black. We know more than we
want to about Benjamin's role. We know nothing about DBrynner.

And that script decision is one of the best in the picture.

A friend of mine remarked half facetiously that this is the
role Brynner has been rehearsing for all his life. The amount of
truth in the comment helps explain the casting coup. Crichton is
most succesgsful in kis joining of the western and sf iconographies,
in the combination of the invulnerable gunfighter and the unkill-
able Frankenstein's monster, Brynner's inexorable return after
successive "deaths' and, finally, his relentless pursuit of
Benjamin are what save the film. In a role that requires a total
lack of facial expression, Brynner manages to e€licit both our
admiration and our sympathy. A4nd Crichton's use of the infrared
vision "ecomputer screen' for Brynner's eyesight provides a
rather unigque point-of-view shot. There is an incredible momcnt
towards the ond, when Benjamin wanders into a Medievalworld
castle. 1it with torches, and the closely~-pursuing Brynner
cannot distinguish Benjamin's body heat from the flames. The
look of incomprechension in Brynner's eyes is' priceless,

Crichton follows this up with his most rivetting images:
Brynner's acid-scarred facc, Brynner aflamec, like nothing else
in the room (something out of Dali or Gorey), Brynner's charred
body, still walking, Brynner's now-black faccplate caving in.
The end is tragic rather than melodramatic becausc we care not
at all about Benjamin's escape but instinctively for DBrynner's
noble death., The problem, as in LIFEDOAT, is that thc only
admirable person in the film is the soulless one. An allicd
problem is that oxceptions to Crichton's broad, bland caricature-
roles must be achieved through acting. And aside from DBrynner,
only the wonderful Steve Franken has the ability. In the film's
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best vignette, Franken is a technician stranded in the midst of
the desert, busily assuring Benjamin that he has no chance of
escape.

There is, then, some promise in Crichton's debut and his
interest in sf may yet result in a satisfying movie.

SLEEPER is Woody Allen's most cerebral comcdy but hardly
his funniest. Allen is again the only character in his film,
and again he uses his female co-star (lovely Diane Keaton)
as a "straight man.” The diffcecrence is that this time Allen
has distanced himself from his surroundings not by urban
alienation or moving the story to Latin America, but by going
into the future. He has, of course, very little interest in this
future world per sce, but therc arc incidental felicities. The
sets are exccllent: milky, white-on-white buildings, lots of
soothing, complacent shapes, especially ovals. It is a pastoral,
uncommited world, which, Allcen suggests, rid itscelf of war when
it mechanized sex and thereby took all the frustration and guilt
out of it.

SLEEPER is not Allen's 2001 but his WEEKEND: an essay on
polities, sex and technology. Many of the gags are of the sort
that work conceptually rather than visually and that one feels
would be more at home in his NEW YORKER pieces., The attempt to
clone a new dictator from his remains (his nose) and the parody
of cryogenics in which Allen comes wrapped in aluminum foil are
ideas that 7Allen does not, or cannot, succesgsfully visualize,

The encounters with the machinery of the future arc more
interesting. Allen at onc point actsg as a robot servant, but with
his natural incompetence he cannot work the futuristic kitchon.

He canft oven control a robot dog, but he goes most to pieces when
he encounters the orgasmatron. In the end, though, as one would
expect, it is the machinery that backfires whilec /[llen goes off
somewhere with Keaton to start a new world.

The only other sf film that provides anything resembling
quality is the French-Czech animated feature, FANTASTIC PLANET,
This concerns a primitive human society on a hostile alien
planet inhabited by an advanced race of bluc ''giants.” The
direction (Rene Laloux) and the screcnplay (Laloux and Roland
Topor) emphasize the brave fight for survival and, in some vague
future, back to culture. Howecver, someonc wasn't thinking when
he cngaged Topor to produce the original artwork. Under the
influence of BEdward Gorey, Topor's work deals primarily in images
of depersonalization, evanescence and futility. He has given this
£ilm a persuasive vision of the tenuousness of life: it is full
of longshots in which the fipgures arc diminished to the size of
inscets. The action of the story has more to do with the original
titlcs LA PLANETE SAUVAGE.

In 2 bid for the children's picture market, the film was
quickly dubbed (poorly, as usual) and therc is a ludicrous "happy"
ending. Still, much of the graphic work--the huge, ornate,
almost Victorian mansions of the giants, and the surrceal landscapc
with its horrific, inexpliquable flora and fauna--is striking.
Porhaps overlong at its 72 minutes, FANTASTIC PLANET is Dbost
with its monsters and with its action, when characters would be
a hindrancc and thought a delay.
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The other sf films of 1973 were very bad. Richard Fleischer's
SOYLENT GREEN is cven worse than his FANTASTIC VOYAGE (1966] was,
mainly because MGM begrudged him any kind of budget. Many of the
crowd scenes are processed through a monochrome filter, supposedly
to make them look different, i.e. futuristic, but also to mask
the pitiful sets. The script is mediocre and the film is a
rcfuge for old, tired actors: Edward G, Robinson (in his last
role), Charleton Heston, Chuck Connors, Joscph Cotten, Whit Bissell.
Even with the "riots" and much cmphatic script flagwaving, we
never feel the lack of food or luxuries. And the potentially
}nteresting theme of bookhoarding is cqually unconvincing. There
is a surprisingly good scenc near the cnd in which Heston and
Connors shoot it out in the midst of a chiurch crowded and recking
with the slecping poor: each step wekes someone clse as they
carecn past bunks and over inert bodics. Dut nothing can rcdcem
the dross that has gonc before. With the exception of the shootout,
the only thing I liked about SOYLENT GREEN was Mctro's practice
of having very complete credits at the ond, whore I learncd that
Joc Canutt dirscted the action sequences. I assume he is a gon

if not a grandson of the great Yakima Canutt, who worked on many
Ford films,

The fifth Apes movie, BATTLE FOR THE POTA, was directed by
J. Lee Thompson, whose CONQUEST OF THE POT4 (1972) displayed an
admirable hand at action montage. DBut CONQUEST was written by
Paul Dehn, whose moderate intelligence and humor raisecd the
third and fourth films in the series (ESCAPE and CONQUEST) above
the others. BATTLE reverts to labored allegory about minoritics,
is poorly acted (by Roddy McDowell, Claude Akins and John Huston,
among others) and is poor in every other way imaginable. There
is one almost interesting sequence, involving the ruse that wins
the battle of the title, but it is hardly worth the boredom of
Lhic s, o sibhe, i il

Mike Nichols' THE DAY OF THE DOLPHIN is just as boring but
much easicr to slcep through because of the soothing underwater
photography and Georges Deleruc's plcasant scorc. The movie
attempts several gonres and succceds at none. It is a dull animal
picture, dimwitted sf, unsuspenseful spy stuff, etc. The logic
of Buck Henry's screcuplay is so full of potholes and craters
that the plot is a disaster area., 0ddly enough, the one level on
which it works is as a story about parcnts raising and then having
to say goodbye to their children. Dut the parents are scientists
(George C, Scott and Trish Van Deverc) and the children are
two dolphins. And it works thcre only for the most tecarjerking
of reasons--it is built into the voice given Alpha, the spcaking
dolphin: that of a trusting, brain-injured child, a Blakean
innocent for whom ''feels good" means ‘morally good.” As an
anonymous cditorial wit entitled Vincent Canby's NEW YORK TIMES
review of the movie, DAY OF THE DOLPHIN is an "underwater talkic.”

Films in relcase last year that I did not seec included
George Romero's THE CRAZIES, which does not secm to have generated
any enthusiasm, unlike his ecarlier film, THE NIGHT OF THE LIVING
DEAD. There was also something callcd THE NEPTUNE FACTOR, another
underwater talkic. Its chief claim to fame seems to be Lalo
Schifrin's THUS SPAKE ZARATHUSTRA adaptation, which VARIETY
characterized as having “the sublety of a fire a2larm." Ancreil
Tarkovsky's film of SOLARIS was shown at various film festivals
and in the Museum of Modern Art's January Russian series. Every-
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one whose opinion I trust who saw it was bored to death.

Among the films of marpginal interest were sequences in Lindsav
Anderson's 0 Luckv Man and in Ralph Bakshi's Heavy Traffic. The
bloated corpse of the Anderson film contains a horrific and rather
disgusting section at an experimental laboratory that bludgeons
sclentific research over the head with dreary old Frankenstein and
vivisection fears. The rest of the film is generally more
soporific but no less sophomoric, the one exception being Alan
Price's splendid score. One of the digressions in Bakshi's funky an
rather rank cartoon about New York City is an entirely self-
contained story, '"Wanda the Last.” This is one of those 'what is
the future of God and man' things and was one of the less successful
parts of Bakshi's very uneven film,

There may have been a good fantasy or horror film released in
1973 but if so, I didn't see it. Roger Greenspun's favorable
reviews of Pedro Portabella's Vampir and Hans Geissendorfer's
Jonathon suggest that one of them might be the elusive item, but
I cannot say. And although I have my doubts, it might also be
found in Lost Horizon, Theater of Blood, Scream Blacula Scream,
Asylum or Vaul®f of Horror, Friends who've seen Theater of Blood
discount Diana Rigg's presence (she apparentlvy has little more
to do than wear disguises) and the touted humor (which they found
very heavyhanded),

The fantasy and horror genres seem to be perpetual monevmakers
any many were released this year. The most widely seen, and the
worst, 1s "illiam Friedkin's film of The Exorcist from “illiam
Peter Blatty's screenplay. This is poorly written, photographed,
directed and acted. The only actor with talent (Jack MacGowran,
in his last film) is wasted. Mercedes McCambridge, against all odds
(including lack of screen credit) is an amazing, radio-like presence
as the devil's voice -- the best thing in the movie. The film
itself is not only physically disgusting but intellectually sordid
and cheap. Its use of clinical conditions, such as projectile
vomiting, is simply irresponsible., "hether it would ever be justi-
fied I cannot say, but there is certainly nothing in this film to
warrant what amounts to asking the audience to enjoy the torture
of this young girl.

As Marvin Zeman remarked, the basic problem with the £ilm is
that no distinction is being made any longer between what is
frightening (Psycho, for example) and what is sickening (The
Exorcist). 1In this light, its success augers an era of even more
repulsive films, even more shoddily made. Blatty claims that the
film is about the triumph of good. Nonsense. After having seen
Linda Blair as that obsessively destructive, self-fouling creature,
it 1s impossible to believe in the cure or innocence of the girl at
B verid L SYIoT] - eXgeEi  hEIEN EeINAREIE IRG i f SR tirahed o0 El]l ent i Burstyn.

I can certainly understand why The Exorcist was made, though.
It is not so easy to understand why anvone let Nicholas Roeg's
Don't Look Now get beyond, or into, the script stage. Don't Look
How's story is not so much illogical as invisible. Julie Christie
and Donald Sutherland (in two endearingly wooden performanccs)
wander about Venice while Sutherland is emploved there in restoring
a cathedral. Christie spends time with two battv o0ld women (one of
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whom claims to be psvchic), who promise to put Christie in touch
with her recently deceased voung daughter. They warn Sutherland
that he is in danger. We are then treated to an anthology of red
herrings of menace that would put a bus station rack full of
gothics to shame. Jothing happens. In spectacular photography.
(Roeg was a photographer before he became a director ) There are
flashbacks to the daughter's red mack. There is "atmosphere:’

Venice in the winter. But as Ira Hozinski put it, "I dont know
what all the fuss is about. Venice in the winter looks like Brooklv:i
at night." And so it goes. The acclaimed love scene is as cold as

the weather and the cross- cutting to their dressing later is merely
academic. Roeg knows what a movie should look like but he doesn't
seem to have considered anvthing else.

Brian De Palma, on the other hand, has considered evervything.
SISTERS 1s Hitchcockian in script, acting, music, photography and
direction. Everything except qualitv, If I didnt know better, I'd
have thought that this was a burlesque rather than an homage.
Jennifer Salt is a reporter for a Staten Island newspaper who sees
Margot Kidder murder a man but can't prove it and spends the rest
of the film trving. De Palma has obvwonslv seen manv Hitchcock
films but he has no idea where their heart is. Therefore; his
quoting looks more like aping, since his reproductions of
Hitchcock's perverse themes and lvcid, nnsettling stvle are purelvy
mechanical. In fact, De Palma throws in so manv Hitchcockian
references that thev interfere with the story and with the
audience's reactions toc scenes. There is a certain amount of
talent here, which comes out in the comedy, but De Palma is unable
to control the tone of his film and the audience often laughs
through the ‘'horror' sequences. The storvy is more aggressively
improbable than Hitchcock's plots and the photography is unbeliev-
ably literal: De Palma uses split screen where Hitchcock would
cross-cut between gimultaneous actions., The viewer looks on in
amusement, wondering what De Palma will pull next.

SISTERS, nevertheless, produced two worthwhile dividenas:
Bernard Heffmann s ex cellent score and a charming article by
De Palma (in the Village Voice) about working with the great
Herrmann. This is one case in which 10110w1ng in the master's
footateps paid off. For although SISTERS is not nearly as good as
Truffaut's homage, THE BRIDE WORE BLACK, it has the same advantage
of a musical track that often persuades viewers in spite of the
images on the screen. The joined fetuses under the credits of
SISTERS represent laughable pretentions,; but the sequence is
evocative and compelling due to Herrmann, And it is good to see
an artist of Herrmann's age still experimenting, this time with a
Moog svnthesizer to supplement his wsual full orchestra, SISTEARS
is anvthing but boring and with the added delight of the music, it
is not a bad investment of ninetv minutes.

Unlike John Hough's THE LEGEND OF HELI, HOUSE, which follows
a hokev Richard Matheson script beyond endurence. Pamela Franklin,
Roddv McDowall, Clive Revill and Gayle Hunnicut are four psychic
researchers investigating the usual haunted house., To keep the
audience awake, there is an inordinate amount of camera trickery
and an unforgivable number of ‘shock’ angles., And when it is
finally revealed that the unquiet spirit which has rampaged for
decades is compensating for his shortness, I had to wonder 1if
Matheson weren't having us on.
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I also got that feeling in parts of Mario Bava's BAROW BLOOD,
but I founé this admittedlv minor exercise more entertaining. The
reason pronablv has as much to do with mv memories of Beva's fine
BLACK STNDAY (with the superb Barbara Steele) ag with the film at
hand. Joseph Cotten is the disinterred villain and Elke Sommer
is the heroine, which means that she spends most of her time running
from shadows through old, cobwebbv halls. My favorite scene was
one in which the unsuspecting victim is busy at a Coke machine, I'm
not sure who the joke was on, but I enjoved it,

Another minor film that proved surprising was THE LEGEND QF
BOgtY CREEK, This was plaving on the bottom halfl of a double
bill with this vear's Apes film and I hadn't even intended staving
for BOGEY CREBK. The opening, though, was so superior to its
companion thet I sat back and watchec. Instead of cheap sensa-
tionalism about the Fouke monster, BOGGY CAEEK is a shrewd combinatic
of semi-documentary (interviews with witnesses), sympathetic mvth-
mongering (including songs about the lonelv monster!) and good old
horror film (well paced shocks). Good use is made of the location
shooting to convev the atmosphere of the deserted, alightly menacing
woods and swamp and the creepv feeling of the lonely rural houses.
The combination of slicklv shot sunsets and almost amateurish day-
for-night recreations make for an uneven but an earnest, rather
nleasing film.

Fantastic elements have been present in a number of unlikely
places this vear. Mv mention of LIVE AND LET DIE here has to do
with its Tarot and Voodoo themes rather than its James Rond-
related sf gimicks. And unfortunatelv, the occult plays a larger
role in the ads than in the film. Theire is some effective voodoo
imagery centering on Geoffrev Holder as Baron Samedi but Jane
Seymour's virginal tarot reader is entirely too anemic. Neither
loger Moore nor Yaphet Kotto gives anvthing more to their roles
or the film than their time. The elaborate central chase is well
done but this is definitelv a minor entrv in the Bond series. What
smused me most sbout the film were the opening and closing
sequences, which parodv those in NORTH BY WORTHEST,

Another odd genre to find fantastic elements in is porn. THE
DEVIL IN MISS JONES has a framework sio rv about sninsterish
ucorgina Spelvin, in which the devil, a modern executive tvpe,
grants Miss Jones a reprieve to savor what she had missed. Her
prize includes Harry Reems, a woman almost as unattractive as
Spelvin hersell anc assorted others. It is hard core but scarvecely
erotic. The surprising thing is that a porn film should open with
such & grisly and graphic swuicide.. Watching Spelvin slit her wrists
in the bathtub doesn't put one 1in a mood for what follows., After
the pretense of a story is no longer needed, the film settles down
to what seems the usual: a series of drab, workman-like sexual
encounters., The tedium is relieved in one scene -- in which Spelvin
masturbates with a water hose -- bv the use of HEnnio Morricone's
gsplendidlv opevatic score for ONCE UPON A TIME IN THE "EST,

The western, in fact, is the third genre that has adduced
fambastic elements. Clint FEastwood's second directorial job,
HIGH PLAINS DRIFTER, concerns the nameless man (Eastwood) who
retuirns to torment and destror a small town. The story, in which
he renames the town "Hgll” and has its inhabitants paint 211 the
buildings red; sounds like an unfortunately literal reading of



LS

metcphorss £0ol: Sedndo Leong's vilng,  Coobtadnly the gradual
revelation of identity through the flashbacks and the dislocated
Christian imagery have their immedliate sources in Leone's
exceptional westerns, three of which Eastuood acted in (the best
of the three is THE GOOD, THE BAD AND THE UGLY). Leone, though,
never went so far as to make a ghost stors western. (Eastwood,

1t turns out, is Tthe avenging spirit of the town's former sheriff,
who was killed as a result of the commmitv's cowardice,) But
there are moments in Leone's work that are far more hammting and
redolent of the supernatural than anvthing here: the column of
aust-shrouced soldiers in THE GOOD, THE BAD AWD THE UGLY who might
as well be wraiths and whom Eli 'allach mistakenlv takes for
Confederates; or the exchanges between Gaarles Bronson and Henry
Fonda in ONCE UPOW A TIME IN THE WEST, when IFonda asks Bronson's
name and then rejects one name after another: "Your're not him...
nor him either... Those are the names of dead men." While HIGH
PLATNS DRIFTZR has nothing to compare with that, Bruce Surtces’
very dark photography is consistently fine. I am still, however,
not sure what to make of the images contained therein.

Despite the ragged vear of 1973, the field has a good deal
of promise. One exciting if somewhat nonsensical sf film has
‘already avpeared in 197h: John Boorman's ZARDOZ. And aside
from the upcoming lMullipgan and Lucas wmovies, Hal Ashby, whose THE
LAST DETAIL is sSo cdamn good, will direct THE CAVES OF STEEL with
Jack Nicholson. Coming much sooner should be THE TERMINAL IMAIT,
from Mike Hodges, who made the fine GET CARTER, Another promising
voung director, Panl Morrissey (of the wild, hilarious TRASH), has
mnade two Bnglish language horror films in Italy: BLOM FOX DRACTLA
and FLESII FO3 FRANKENSTELIN (the latter in 3-D). Still other
possibly interesting films will be Richard Williams' animated
MASRUDDIN! (over six years in the making, recentlv bouved by
Williams Oscar Ffor A CHRISTMAS CAROL in 1972) and Stanlevy Donen's
musical of THE LITTLE PRINCE, whose release has been delaved for
some time. This mav finallv be the vear that we will be able to
choose the best sf film for a Hugo rather than the least bad. It
is something to look forward to.



PART Ve 1972 -- DONALD G. KELLER

It scoms to be a pattern for the Adult Fantasy Scries that it
prospers in odd-numbercecd ycars, and falls slightly on its facc in
years of cven number. 1972 was no exception; the quality of the
books fell off, and worsc, distribution and salcs problcms lcd to
the cutback in numbers of volumcs published, and we ncver did get
the regular two-a-month schedulc we werc promisod.

But somc good books did come out. Ever widening the circle of
types of fantasy published 1n the Scrics, Carter started the year
by prescnting two examplces of the Haggardian lost-race romanco,
which he had herctofore ncgleccted.

And what bettor way to start than with Hoggard himsclf? His
THE WORLD'S3 DESIRE, despitc being burdcened with a hideously inap-
DPEERnto., cofFe. Wwiss e Tane teligdee Hor ifheNs erifes . | | Haggard wrote
it in collaboration with Andrew Lang, thc grcat fairytalc cxports
it is nothing lcss than a scquel to the first and grecatest romance
of them all, THE ODYSSEY. In it, Odysscus is scnt by the goddoss
Aphrodite in scerch of Holon of Troy, thc Worldts Desirc. In typi-
cal Haggardian intriguc, Odyssceus finds her in Egypt, and gets in-
volved with the court of Egypt and its queocn, Mcriamun. The talc
is fasecinating, full of interesting plot turns, cpisodes of magic,
and supernatural happcnings, and finally recacheos a satisfying and
heroic climax. For thosc who know Hopggoard from SHE ond KING SO0LO-
MON' S MINES, hcro is a book to equal them in all things, and per-
haps to botter thom in some.

For cxamplc, onc of thc best things about the book is its
prosc. Perhaps this is Long's contribution; I would precfcr to
think it was a product of thc spark boetwecn the two, for certainly
Haggard proved himsclf no mean stylist in ERIC BRIGHTEYES. But
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ing thing, abso-

however tho style cawme about, it is a musical, ginz
so inobtrusive onc

lutely porfeet for a fantasy such az this, yof s
ccascs to notice it very shortly. Therc aro also two finc poocums,
one at the beginning and one at the cnd, which bookend thc novel
besmtirullys

The book's onc major flaw is perhaps tho result of a strongth:
Helen, the bookis ostcensible heroinc, romains a shadowy, vazuc fi-
gurc throushout. Porhaps this was the author's purposc, likc Cabell
in JURGEN: Hclon made too rcal would losgc her mystery. But I think
it more likely that it was bccause sho is go overshadowed by the no-
vel's rcal horeoin-villiancss, thce Egyptian quecen Meriomun. Strong
in“her beauty, prido and ovil;  sh¢ 1g ' hearly as poweriul and momor-
able a character as the irmortal Ayogha hersclf.

As a scquel to the ODYSSEY, tho story works well, beginning
truly besutifully. An entire novel is implied as Odysscus rcturns
home from untold adventurces to find Ithaca wastod, a scene of mar-
veclous poipgnancy. And when the book rcaches its cnd, with the usu-
al Heggardien sugzestions of transmigration and cternal Reality,

-

the ‘readerhids in sum o truly greet fantasy.

Aftcr this finc start, I wes looking forward to the other
Hagzardian romance, C.J. Cutcliffe Hyne's THE LOST CONTINENT, “the
greatsst novel cver
written on Atlantis.+
It was highly touted by
the experts in the
field, and preiscd by
the cearly rcoders of the
new cdition, so I start-
cd rcading it with
groeat expectations.

I was very disap-
pointed, but I find it
difficult to pinpoint
why. I think, first of
all, that to mc Hyne is
not a very skillful wri-
tor. His attompt to
writc slizhtly archaic
and heightcnoed prosc
docs not work for me; I
found many clumsy pas=-
sages and much unbolicv-
abirc daaloguc . - M ieerel 13
also the problcm of his
rnain character, Doucal-
ion, supposcdly & -
pricst-rulcr whom the
charms of womcn d¢o not
affeet. This is unbo-
licvable just nog it is;
and it becomes worsc
when he rcacts the same
way to Phorenicc, DBEmn-
press of Atlantis. (She
ig Hync's triumph, a
truly momorablce charact-
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er whom I fell for:; a Women's Lib type to the nth degree.) And he
completely destroys credibility by having Deucalion give up the
priesthood and rall in love (and not with Phorenice) near the cnd.

As a story, it's a pretty good one, complex and interosting
(though standard) of plot. But I think Hyne emphasized plot too
maeh sad cortai nathings Semeaision '8 » character, L or instance) came out
as they did because the plot demanded it. The destruction of Atlan-
tis was handled fairly well, and the Atlantean milieu came over ex-
cellently. DBut another thing that bothered me was that Phorenice;
truly an exceptional morson and a great ruler, but everything in
the book is slanted against her. She had her character flaws, true,
but it's disconserting to sce a writer conspire against his finecst
creation.

So many people have liked Hyne's book that perhaps I'm just
finicky, but simply said, I didn’t much care for TIIE LOST CONTINENT.
Frankly, I've rcad an unpublished Atlantis novel I liked better.

In his introduction to Arthur Machen's THE THREE IMPOSTERS,
Carter speaks of his "personal iconography," those books which he
reads over and over again, so that they are really a part of his
life; a marvelous conccept which appealcd to me greatly. He uses
this as justification to reprint THE THREE IMPOST.dS, which is one
of thosec books for him.

He went out on a kind of limb in doing so, becausc the book is
not really a fantasy., As Carter points out, it is virtually indcs-
cribable. The strongest impression is that of Doyle in his Sherlock
Holmes tales; hoerc is the same Victorian London, living and breath-
ing. Mystery and strange happenings abound, and the detectives of
the tale have a devil of a time finding out the truth. But then
there are the talecs interpolated into this frame: two of them ("Tho
Novel of the Dlack Seal and "The Novel of the White Powder') are
powerful supernatural tales of the Lovecraft 'unspeakablec! school--
a great deal must be guessed by the recader, for he is not told.

They are also similar to the Wells of THE INVISIBLE MAN, and Steven-
son's DR. JEKYLL AND MR. HYDE. But thescec were Machen's descendents
and contemporaries, so they did not influence him. Pcrhaps the only
previous shadow I can detect is the Brontes: his country landscapes
have the same strangec power as theirs.

Perhaps not ecveryone will enjoy this small book. Dut for the
Sherlockians among us still, or the admircr. of a good supernatural
tale, or those who mercly likc a sophisticatecd tale of old London,
it will be a delight. It is a book with small pretensions, and it
entirely fulfills them.

The last of the 'new' writcers for thc year was Erncst Bramcah
with his KAI LUNG'S GOLDEN HOURS. Like THE THREE IMPOSTERS, this is
a sort of frame-tale: the hero, Kali Lung, is a rogue and a story-
teller, and gets out of nast scrapes by telling stories to kill
time. Bramah handles this time-honorcd technique well. However,
for me, most of the storices do not work; they lack the incantory
power, the wholencss, the integrity, that recally fine stories nced.
Most of them are amusing incidents or anecdotes that just miss being
good storics.

Added to this, Bramah, like Cabell, writes in a manner which I
admire objectively, but cammot really cnjoy. His style is highly
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polished and excellently sophisticated, recrcating an unreal, arti-
ficial, but totally consistent and viable parallel to the honorifics
and humbleness=-of-speaker so characteristic of Oriental speech: his
China lives, even if it is unreal. But after a while for me, the
constant and insistent subtle irony and sophistication begin to
pall, and I cannot say I really enjoyed the book all that much.

Those readers who do like Bramah will be pleased to know that
this is one of several Kai Lung books published in the 30s, all of
which Carter is likely to reprint as time goes on.

0ddly enough, one of the Kai Lung stories was printed twice
w:inin a month's time: it also appeared in Carter's DISCOVERIES OF
FAQTASY. An unusual experiment, the book contains the work of four
almost completely unknown fantasy writers, one of whom is Bramah.
Hil sy ‘FWo, (SEaei c3- ail€) Gypical " of iTm,” ‘s 0" %19 Hevciieril.

Therc are two stories by Richard Garnett, from his monumental
collection TWILIGHT OF THE GODS, '"The Poet of Panapolis™ and "The
City of the Philosophers." Neither story impressed me muchji like
Bramah's, they lack something, a spark, a wholeness, which prcevents
them from being really good stories. (I confoss this idea is ra-
ther obscure, but it's so subjective I can barely explain it.)
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There is a novella by Eden Phillpotts (whom I'd actually hecard
of) called "The Miniature.” It is a fascinating work, a truly
Stapledonian narrative concorning the Olympian gods and how they
create the world and observe it throughout its history. The conver- .
sations between the gods arc cextremely wcll-done, and the insights
and barbs at mankind well thought out. But whether it was the fact
that it was a novelisin a short story collection, or perhaps that
Phillpotts is not the world's most execiting stylist, I found it ra-
ther wearisome after a while, and had trouble finishing it. Per-
Eaps if I sat down expecting a novel and read it I might like it
better.

The book might have been a waste for me had it not becn for
the talents of the fourth writer, Donald Corley. Author of a number
of magazine storics and three obscure books in the 30s, his two sto-
ries herein provided me with the most delightful fantasy rcading I
had the cntire year.

Corley's work reminds me of only one other'ss Alartir Reid,
who wrote those two marvelous children's fantasies ALLTH and Palii-
WATER. The style is simple, clear, yot infinitely cvocative: not
contortcd or complicated like Clark Ashton Smith, not deliberately
archalic like Eddison or Morris, a style without pretensions, yot it
strikes right to the heart of the roader. Whether the talc be
happy or tragic (and there is one here of cach), the feeling he in-
stills in thc reader is the same: the bittersweet Jjoyful sorrow,
the great longing, the cucatastrophicity that it scems only great
fantasy can produce: a feeling so strong it brings tears to your
eyes.

"The Bird with the Golden Beak" inspired the lovely cover of
the book, and deals with a rather oricntal setting, tclling of a
king and his scarch for that great mythical bird, and how he ncarly
lost his wife because of it. '"The Song of thc Tombelaine" is a ro-
telling of tho English ballad "Cruel Sistcer" (effectively quashing
my ambition to do the same¢), and involves alsc the lost sunken land
of Tassifer, which remaing all the moroc marvelous for being told of
but vaguely.

I cannot accurately convey the charm of Corley. His names are
gems in themselves, he is ceaselessly inventive of all the little
ideas and concepts that a fantasy necds to live and breathe, and he
writes serious fantasy; for all that there is wit and irony in the
tales, he 1s in earnest at the bottom, whorc it counts. (It is a
shame that his ability as an artist-~vaguely similar to Frank Papec
~--was not mado manifest here; perhaps if/when Carter's projectcd
collection of him comes out.)

It is difficult to decide which of these storics is the bet-
ter; "Bird" is tighter and closcer to porfection, but "Tombelaine®
is the more powerfully cevocative. In any case, no fantasy rcader
should miss these two; they arc worth buying the book in themseclves.

Carter's other anthology this year was also somewhat unusualj
he collected four GREAT SHORT NOVELS OF ADULT FANTASY and made a
book of them. They were chosen deliberately and well from a wide
range of times and places to demonstrate the etcrnal appeal of
fantasy.

The one I was looking forward to most was de Camp and Pratti's



"Wall of Scrpents,' soquel to THE INCOMPLETE ENCHANTER and THE CAS-
TLE OF IRON, two of my favorite fantasics. DBut it had been so long
since I read thom that only now do I scc their shortcomings. "Wall
of Serpents' takes place in the land of the Kalevala, the little-
known Finnish mythological epic; like the other stories, it uses
this background only insofar as it helps the plot. The characters
are marvelous caricaturos, but little like their epic counterparts,
and much of the action is rathcr dumb slapstick, amusing but minor.
Still, magic is wecll used, the story is funny, and I enjoyed it in
spitec of my carping. I was disappointed it wasn't longer.

"Kingdom of the Dwarfs" (also known as "Honey-Bec') is a charm-
ing French fairy tale by Ainatole France about a littlc boy and girl
who werc raiscd together, and how cach is captured, one by the
dwarfs, and one by a pixie. I liked it wcll cnough without being
cestatic ovr it.

"The Maker of Moons"” I hesi-
tate to talk about; since I was
helf asleep on an airplane when T
read it. I feel certain that this
(and other Chambers talces) strong-
ly influenced the later novels of
LA, Merritt. Here is the same
vague langourous prose¢, the hints
of strange unearthly mythologies,
and the mystcecrious woman who haunts
the narrator. In sum, a rather
good story.

Finally is "The Hollow Land,™
by Williem Morris. It is probably
the best, of the oddly obscure
short fantasices Morris wrote in
his twenties, thirty or morc ycars
before his last great prosc roman-
ces. Its very title has always
created a myth in my mind, and it
is a lovely little tale indoed.
Its first half shows Morris in his
mode of recrcating the Middle
Ages, more brutallj and realisti-
cally than he was to do later; the
second half, I feel, is highly
symbolic or allegorical, and

though I haven't tho foggiest no-

tion what it means, it's beauti-

fully written, and the mood comes
across unhindcred. (Darrell Qﬁp

Schweitzer, in a round-robin he

and Cy Chauvin and I started on the story, 1ns1s s at the tale is
merely poorly and amateurishly written. It is a decision each read-
er must make for himself.)

As a wholc, this book is pleasant if unexceptional reading,
and a worthwhile projects it is the first of a serics of similar
volumes.

In its first few years, the Serics has established a group of
iregulars,' writers who produce (or have reprinted) a volume or so
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a yecar for the series.
The most regular of
thesc has been Jamcs
Branch Cabell; and DOM~
NEI is the sixth of his
erudite romances to see
print from ballantinc.
(A seventh, the fabu-
lous JURGEN, was pub-
lished by Avon.)

DOMNEI is, like
THE CREAM OF THE JEST,
not really a fantasy,
but for different rea-
sons. Here only dedi-
cated fantasy readers
will detect a differ-
ence, for on the sur-
face it is the same
sort of psendo-medieval
romance he usually
writes; but herein is
little or no magic nor
supernatural happcn-
ings. It is a1l ad-
venture and intrigue,
full of Cabell's typi-
cal ironic dialogue.
The difference is in-
deed small; and I rcact
to the book the same

( i way I do to all his
e stuff, with mild en-
\f::——~—,=5::r§1 joyment and no little
2 e T annoyance.
W—e_ﬁ

But it is with "The Music Belhind the Moon, ™" also included in
this volume, that my pique with Cabell really reaches a climax.
Here 1s casily the most marvelous fantasy he ever wrote, telling of
the poet Madoc and how he was haunted by that strange music which
was played by Etarre, the 'eternal feminine' of the Cabellian my-
thos. It also tells how Madoc outwitted the Norns and turned the
pages of history back. It is a key work in the Cabellian ocuvre,
and treats most of his major themecs, But instead of writing his
typical 80,000-word novel on the idea (some of his ideas for novels
--DOMNEI, for instance--arc not even this complicated), Cabell,
secemingly doomed to frustrate me, wrote instecad a story of thirty
little one-page chapters. It seems to me a prodigally wasted oppor-
tunity.

One of the more important things the Adult Fantasy Scries has
done is not only to get LEvangeline Walton's marvelous VIRGIN AND
THE SWINE (2s ISLAND OF THE MIGHTY) back in print, but also to
start her writing again on her great retelling of thc Mabinogion,
producing the cqually marvelous CHILDREN OF LLYR. So it was with
great anticipation that I looked forward to the new one, THE SONG
OF RHIANNON, the tale of the fhird DBranch, making a connected nar-
rative which lacks only its beginning.
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But as so often happens., great expectations often lead to dis-
appointment, and this proved the case here, Firstly, the book is
terribly short, even shorter than THE CHILDREN OF LLYR. Since I
felt that the Third Branch it deals with is even more complicated
than the Second, I knew there was a problem right from the start.
Then, she uses up twenty precious pages near the beginning to re-
late goings-on in the First Branch one needed to comprehend the ac-
tion later. This left all too little wordage to deal with the sto-
ry, and so as an inevitable result the richness of the fleshing-out
(especially the characterization of the stick figures of the origi-
nal, which was the remarkable thing about the two earlier books) is
largely missing here,

But I cannot possibly call it a bad book. In fact, were it not
for the fact that it had such a hard act to follow, I would call it
a very good book. Miss Walton has lost none of her skill with
prose, and the characters are certainly quite good--but it is jJjust
that it does not make nearly the powerful impact the other two do.

A disappointing book, then, but one which still can be read with
enjoyment and wonder.

DERYNI CHECKMATE is the second in a series of original novels
by Katherine Kurtz,
and it continues all
the virtues and faults
of its predecessor,
DERYNI RISING. Here
are strongly realized
characters whose in-
teractions are well-
handled (with only
now and then a slip);
a plot full of in-
trigue, politics,
and action-adventure
which involves the
reader; rather color-
l¢ss prose, nearly
styleless and built
of stock phrases, al-
lowing the reader to
move through it with-
out hindrance; and
rather shaky handling
of magic. She does
better with the last 0
in this volume, using
it as a tool and not
a deus ex machina:
it makes for one
shattering moment a-
round mid-book. This
novel is structured
like the middle novel
of a trilogy, which
is good in kinds of
ways, but somewhat
frustrating since
the next velume won't
be out for a while.
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I thoroughly enjoyed the book; its exciting melodrama is hard to top.

Certainly the most important volumc of the year, and one of the
most controversial, was William Hope Hodgson's THE NIGHT LAND. Beforec
I try to deal with it as a literary entity, I have a few comments on
the new edition. Again, Ballantine dccided to print a long book in
two volumes, and instead of paying for two covers, they took the ex~-
cellent Robert Lo Grippo cover (which perfecetly recreates the mood,
if not the exact details, of the book; he fits Hodgson the way Ger-
vagic fits Morris or Johnston fits Walton) and printed it obversed
and reversed. I think the two-volume practise is wrong (I have been
a staunch opponent of it before, you may remember), especially in
this cases THE NIGHT LAND, as I intend to show, is not a work des-~
tined to be very popular, and splitting it up into two volumes is
bound to kill sales. (I hold to this despite the fact that I know a
number of people who have bought it.) In addition, the publishers
have taken the dubious action of wvery slightly cutting the book in
its second half; and while I admit it probably needed it, I still
regrot the action,

Trying to ignore the shortcomings of the present cdition, what
is one to say about the book? It is an acknowlodged classic among
connoisseurs of fantasy, having been praised highly by Clark Ashton
Smith, C.S, Lewis, H.P. Lovecraft and Tin Carter; I rocontly found
out that it is also a great favorite of Rogoer Zelazny's. But I think
there can be no question that it is also the most massively flawed
of' all the great fantasies.

As with THE WORM OUROBOROS, it took me several attempts to fi-
nally finish THE NIGHT LAND. I had tricd twice to read it in the
Arkham collection of Hodgson's novels, but never could get more than
halfway--it just became too much. When the paperback came out, I
forced myself to sit down and read without stopping, and a couple
days later I had finally read the last page, still dubious of the
value of the reading.

I cannot deny that the book has considerable virtues. Hodgson
has no peer among writers of the funspeakable' school; with but a
few words he can create resonances that lecad the rcader to imagine
entities of an alienness that is frightening in itself, quite apart
from the menace Hodgson implies in them. Chapter II of THE NIGHT
LAND, like the first four chapters of THE BOATS OF THE'GLEN CARRIG!',
stands with the most evocatively frightening fiction ever written.
THE NIGHT LAND works well also as sf, in its ecarly chapters: it
foresees a future Earth strikingly similar to the Neptune in the
end of Stapledon's LAST AND FIRST MEN--a sunforsaken black planct
with men cooped up in one huge metal pyramid supplied by 'the Earth
Current.' Though all this totters on the edge of scientific impos-
gibility, it has internal verisimilitude, and the details of the
1ifec within the great pyramid are inventive and utterly fascinating.

But despite all this, the book is enormously flawed. The style
is a clumsy attempt at archaism, consistent but consistently poor:
for one uscecd to archaism, as I am, it can often be ignored, but it
certainly is a hazard. The first chapter is as bad an example of
sloppy Victorian sentimentality as can be imagined (it takes place
in our day, before moving forward to thc Night Land). Being a slop-
py sentimentalist myself, it didn't bother me too much; still it is
rather difficult to get through. And Hodgson's romantic and ex-
tremely ecccntric (from our point of view) ideas of love and man-
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woman relationships permeate and drag down the bock. Worst of all,
however, is the nature of the narrative itscelf. A couple chapters
into the book, the protagonist ventures out of the pyramid across
the Night Lend in search. of his Love, who is in another, smaller
pyramid a long ways away. The journey forward and back again takes
him around a month, and we are rcgaled with every meal, cvery sleep
reriod, he tokes during the entire time. I don't think there is a
single hour unaccounted for In the whole book.

Onec largec problem is that most of the book does not take place
in the supernally frightening Night Land itself, but in nearby rc-
gions with more substantial, and less scary, monsters., But in the
antepenultimate chapter the hero reenters the Night Land and approa-
clies home with his Love, This chapter finally and incrcdibly manu-
factures some real suspense, and I found myself wrapped up in it;
then Hodgson pulls a recal surprise which would have made a tragical-
1y poignant ending--but like Joy Chant in RED MOON AND BLACK MOUN-
TAIN, he cannot bear to do it. So he suddenly reverses it, and we
get an ending cucatastrophic viewed from within the book, but so in-
credible as to scem absolutely dumb from without.

THE NIGHT LAND, then; while certainly one of the most powsrtlul-
ly imaginative picces of fiction ever written, is also onec of the
most unbeclievably wearisome and monotonous. (It is not helped by
being made up of very long chaptors.) I think there is much more
onc could say about it, but I think I've written long enough. Dos-
pite all the very good things in it, it is not a book I can recom-
rniend to any but the most de-~
voted fantasy fan, It is
without a doubt the most ex-
agperating book I have ever
rcad.

There werc three one-
author collections in the
Series in 1972, all of whose
authors were around for at
least their third time.

Clark Ashton Smith's XICCARPH
is the third collection of
his weilrd fantasies: as I ex-
pceccted, it is the weakest one
vet. (I recally wish Carter
would hurry up with AVEROIGNE.) ;
It is made up largely of
Smith's interplanctary sto-
ries, but good as he was at
them, they are not nearly as
good as thosc in his previous
two books. There arec only two
Xiccarph stories; Carter had
already rcprinted one in an
anthology, and here they both
arc, good cxamplcs of his art.
The threc Aihai stories (his
name for Mars) aroc cqually
good, "The Dweller in the
Gulfr'™ in particular because

it leads the rcadcr to expect
a happy ending, thoen zaps him.
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The rest of the storics arc from scattored invented plancts of
Smith's; the notable ones include "The Doom of Antarion," a beauti-
ful story about lovers on a dying planet, handled with consummate
skill; "The Monster of the Prophecy," which I hope is a satire, be-
cause its plot is incredibly creaky and predictable (it's also one
of Smith's longest stories); and "Sadastor," a lovely prose pocm a-
bout a demon and the last mermaid. Devoted Klarkash-Tonians will
grab anything of his published and enjoy it, and I'm no exceptions;
but I think Carter docs his rcaders a disservice by publishing this
lesser stuff when so much great stuff remains unpaperbacked.

The one essential volume of the year (despite the terrible co-
ver by--can you believe it?--Gervasio) is Lord Dunsany's BEYOND THE
FIELDS WE KNOW, largely because it reprints in its entirety THE GODS
OF PEGANA, his first book, and (I think) his best. Here is a little
bible, inventing a brilliarn(Unew mythology, with all the various gods
given their due, and full of gem-like anccdotes. Every time I reread
it it starts my creative wheels turning; this is why Dunsany is the
fantagy 'writers' writer.' The volume also includes most of the rest
of TIME AND THE GODS, his second book, and my favorite. These are
the more minor tales left unreprinted from the previous collection.
(But why hasn't Carter reprinted "A Legend of the Dawn' or "The
Journey of the King®?) There arc a handful of othoer fine tales (in-
cluding one of my favorites, "“A Sto off Land and Sea,”" which chron-
icles a boat-trip through the Saharg{, perhaps his best play, "King
Argimenes and the Unknown Warrior," (starting point for THE WELL OF
THE UNICORN), and some utterly terrible poctry. Judging from this,
Dunsany surprisingly had no talent in verse, despite his greatness
in prose. There is also a rambling and pointless essay on names by
Carter. Despitc some small space wasted, this is a tremendous collecc-
tion, and together with AT THE EDGE OF THE WORLD gets all the essen-
tial Dunsanian short fiction into print.

The ycar's final volume was George MacDonald's EVANOR, made up
of threc 'adult' novellas--or so Lin Carter says. Actually, they
all threc scemed to me clearly juveniles for one reason or another,
and I was not really very edified by thom. They show flashes of Mac-
Donald's powerful fantasy imagination here and there, and occassion-
ally the prosc turns a memorable phrase, but it is all in pieces.
"The Wise Woman" is in tone a juvenile, because it is a moralistic
tale meant to teach the disobeadient child how bad he is. For what it
is, it is fairly well done. "The Carosyn" is a fairy tale in tho
strictest scnso of the word, both by plot-structurc (extremely well
done) and by subject (the fairies that survive from Fligabothan leg-
end, a little too precious for modern taste), It suffers from sim-
marizing a great deal of action in the middle (it was cobbled toge-
ther from two earlicr MacDonald tales). "The Golden Koy'" is the best
of them, partoking of some marvelous bits and picces; but I could
not feel the power behind the whole thing that should have held it
together and given it significance. I think the major problom here
is that these are minor examples of MacDonald's fiction; they palc
beside LILITH or even PHANTASTES. I feel Carter made a mistake in
calling them 'adult' fantasies; I might have liked them better had I
been prepared to read juveniles.

So 1972 was a slight off-year for the Series. Despite this, it
is still an important and valuable contribution to the art of fanta-
sy now, and hopefully whatever small probloms there are will not
kill it or its successor, the Magic Kingdom series of juveniles.
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What nonth wog $it? What day? What hour?
Isaac of Toledo didn't know. Furthermorc, he didn't care.

As the small procession led by disinterested soldiers wound its
way to the center of the large courtyard and the platforms located
there, Isaac distantly heard a burst of laughter come from the por-
tico. He turned his eyes in that dirsction, but could only make out
faint blurs of seated figures. Weeks of confinement and torture in
the prison of the Inquisition had impaired his sight and the fiery
Spanish sunlizht nearly blinded him. Even the flame of the candle

of penance he clutched absently in his hands appeared only as a soft
undefinable zlow.

The bells of the neighboring cathedral tolled hysterically as
the procession crossed the hot tiles of the courtyerd. First came
the helmeted soldiers with long pointed halberds, then the black-
robed chanting priests carrying gilded crucifixes. The ond of the
procession was made up of the grim servants of the Inquisition shep-
herding their charzes with little compassion for the sick and crip-
pled. The procession halted abruptly when it reached the foot of the
platforms. The people under the portico became silent.

Isaac sighed with a tired resignation as the priest bearing a
large enameled crucifix came up to him. The blood spilling from
Christ's wounds caught the light and glinted a bright red.

"My son," the pricst said softly, '"this is your last chance for
redemption. Accept Holy Baptism. Recant your offensive heresy and
acknowledge the salvation of the Holy Roman Church and Our Gracious
Lord, Jesus Christ.™

Isaac paused a moment in hesitation; the temptation was grcat.
He raised his face to that of the priest and shock his head in nega-
tion. The priest's anxious countenance hardened visibly.

S0 be it. May God have mercy on you, and may the flames
cleanse you of your perfidy and blindness. I will pray for your
soul." The priest stalked angrily away.

The Grand Inquisitioner led Isaac up the steps of the rough
platform. A second later he felt himself being roughly bLound to the
stake. His thoughts drifted to Constantinople.

While the Grand Inquisitioner callcd out his "ecrimes® to those
gathered under the portico, Isaac counted himself among thic fortu-
nate. Just in time he had managed to get his family on the last
ship bound for the haven of Constantinople. Friends had informed
him that therc wero many of their faith in the God-Guarded City ro-
cently conquered Ly the Turks from the Byzantine Greeks. They woel-
comed with open arms those flecing the Terror. Isaac sighed with
rclief. He hadn't becn so fortunate. But his family was safe.

He hoped his family liked Constantinople. He had hoard that it
was once morce a beautiful and splendid city.

Copyright @ 1973 Ly Talismen
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Farther down the proccssion Isaac noticed the same priest ask-
ing a sobbing woman if she would acknowledpe the salvation of the
Holy Roman Church. Wide-cyed, she confesscd the sin and hereay of
practicing Judaism, and accepted the truths of the Roman Church.

The priest smiled triumphantly and tears of joy camé to his eyes. A
lost soul had been saved! Satan had becen defeated! He blessed her.
When he had gone, one of the Inquisitioners came up behind her and
quietly strangled her. Her body was placed on the platform in front
of Isaac like some dark pagan sacrifice.

When the last of the condemned were assembled on the platform,
the Inguisitioners began to pile up under thoem bundles of wood
sogked in pitch.thdhe chanting ©f the priests and the tolling of the
bells had continued unabatcd all the while.

Under the cool shade of the portico, Lady Marie de Lambaux,
Comtesse de Toulon, laughed charmingly at the witticisms uttercd by
the Spanish gentleman seated next to her. The wedding cerecmony that
morning in the Great Cathedral that had united Princess Maric-Eleca-
nore with Prince Carlos had been so boautiful--so inspiring. Two
great houscs were now one to the benefit of both France and Spain.
The French entourage had recceived nothing but the utmost in courtesy
and hospitality from their Spanish hosts. It had Leen a pleasant
experience. After the ceremony they had retired to the portico for
somé entertaimment the Prince wished to provide for his new bride
and guests. Merie was in a gay mood. She had noted with only
fleeting curiosity the platforms in thce court below. She had becn
so absorbed in the aneccdotc being told her by Don Ferdinand that she

hadn't noticed the ominous proccssion when it had come into the
courtyard.

The conversation momentarily at an .nd, she turned in hor chair
and looked back into the courtyard. She saw the soldiers, pricsts,
and the strange figures dressed in tunics of sackcloth. Shc turned

back to Don Ferdinand and gesturcd to the scenc with her handker-
chicf.

"Ah, and what is this, Don Ferdinand?"

"Why, this is thc¢ cntertaimment, Comtosse. It is one of tho
many wodding gifts His Most Catholic Majesty is giving to his bride.
In honor of the wedding, ten Jows arc to be burncd in an auto-da-fc.
He could have thought of no finer gift to sanctify the occassion,
do you think?"

The Ccmtesse de Toulon turned a little pale. "You don't mean
those peoplc arc--going to be burned before our very sight?!
T0f course.”™ replied Don Ferdinand checrfully. "It is thce cus-
tom in these parts. Do ycu do the same with your Jews in France?”

Horrificd at the question, Maric turncd slowly back to facc the
courtyard. "No--I'm afraid not. Wec have no such custom that I know
@ LAl

"iTis a pity you don't. It's such a charming custom, really."

The Royal Bridal Couple, along with the others on the portico,
had become silent. From the courtyard below the Grand Inquisitioncr
read out the "erimes" of the condemned:

"Blasphemer--i{“ "Heretic--1" "Apostate--i" "Judaizor--1"
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The noise of the cathedral bells reachod new frantic heights as
the Grand Ingquisitioner took tho torch his aidec handed him. He weont
to the grcat bundlecs of wood bencath thc platform. Wide-cyced, Com-
tesse Maric put her handlcrchicf to her mouth to stifle a cry. She
heard Princess Maric-Eleanore laugh as Princc Carlos whispercd some-
thing to her.

The Grand Inquisitioncr touched the torch to the wood and the
pitch causcd it to flame up in a great blinding flash of light. The
writhing figures on thc platform werc half-obscured by the flames
and smoke. Great shricks and cries camc from the condemned as they
were roasted alive. Comtesse Marie could feel the heat on her fa
Any moment now she would vomit down the front of her gem- oncrusted
?rocacc gown. A half-crazed defiant cry camc from the mass of

lames.

"Shema! Yisracli Adonai Elohenul! Adonai FEhodii'f

"Did you hear that!" Don Ferdinand said in outrage to Mariec.
"The nerve of the Infidel--It was the onc with the woman at his
feet! May his soul rot in Hell forcveri'

Maric locked desperatcly at those gatherced on the portico. They
wore amuscd cxpressions. Holy Mother of God, shc thought in shame,
how can thcey--how dare they--call thomselves Christians? The voicces
end scrcams had ceascd coming from the flames. All that was to be
heard were the cathedral bells and tho crackling of the fire. Prince
Carlos smilecd with satisfaction.

"Excecllent!™

His Most Catholic Majesty began to applaud. The others on the
portico, including his bride, joined in the applause. Never had
such a fine spectacle bofittoed such an august occassion. A wisp of
smoke drifted lazily in their dircction. Ccmbtessc Maric half-arose
from her chair in agony. The smell of burning flesh it Lorec was
sweet--1like inccnsc.

Again she looked desperately at the faccs on the portico and
her eye caught that of the Archbishop of the city. He had married
the Princoe and Princess less than an hour beforc. He was frowning
and eyoing her suspiciously. Marie abruptly seated hersclf. She
was fillcd with sudden terror. She was in danger. The lust of the
Inquisition for victims was like that of the Grcat Whore of Babylon,
insatiable.

"Yes, a finc spocectacle, don't you think, Contesse?'" asked Don
Ferdinand casually.

Maric closed her eycs for a moment in silent praycer. God for-
zive me for what I must do! Blessed Virgin Mary--have mcrcy! She
forced a smilc for Don Ferdinand'!s--and the Archbishop's--benclit.

"Wes, I--couldnjt agree with you more. Prince Carlcs is to be
congratulated for his thought and taste.™

Oh, God--! Oh, God--1
Silent tears ran down her smiling facc. At first slowly, thon

with mounting forccd enthusiasm, Ccitesse Maric de Lamvaux applaudced
with the others the still-lcaping flamos in the courtyard below.



"But I have a groat sym-
phony in my head," thc famous
actor insisted most stubborn-
ly. "A great symphony. Full of
genius. If only I knew how to
writc music, I should show thc
world the true scope of my
feelings. It would astound
wous ¥

His companions agrecd sym-
pathetically and insincercly
with him and left it at that.
The actor scethed with indig-
pbienae G ol They  slhioyld  _have
so little faith in his talent
and his breadth of understand-
ing.

G i I meppenedyer sy sueh
things will, that heaven heard
the actor and the angel Gabri-
¢l--who is something of a mu-
sician himself--had mercy on
the actor and lcaotowed upon
him the knowledge of music in
the soft and purring night.

Mth," said the actor as he
awekoned. "My symphony has
blossomed din thoe nisght. This
SRS e L o Bhdssl s A eldiel
and this 1line is for the note
G. It is only a matter of time
until the world rcceives the
outpourings of my genius." De-
lighted, hc set to work, fill-
ing the poages of his manu-
script with thousands of flow-
e e . ARd dn: sed time . at
all, so great was his pent-up
music, he had finishcd his




I |
masterpiecc.

In very little time the
music was in the hands of a
distinguished conductor, noted
for his bLold new approaches to
the Masters and a maverick
love of new talent, especially
if that talent belonged to

scmecone as famous as the ac- ¥

tor.

So the audicnce and thc”
critics gathered, swept along

by the enthusiasm of the actor
and a certain curiosity for
the famous conductor.

But what subtle transfor-
mation had occurrcd? The notcs
werc too predictable, as lack-
ing in imagination as the al-
phabet; the melodics wure
trite; the impression, banal.,
The bland sounds rose and fell
over the listcners 1like a
blanket of slecep.

"Wou don't unders¥and, "
wailed the actor as he v >sc to
his feet. "That isn't 1 ymusic
--not at all. My musir{ S.e.."
ind he moulded the as with
his hands to tell them .ow his
music was. At last he loocked
away, much saddened, saying
nothing.

Yet those who were near
him .say that they heard him
mirmur, so very softly, to
himself; "My symphony is sub-
lime. "
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or; 1N every young person there (s
Nobody tells you the truth about old age.

Nobody tells you much of anything useful, in fact, but that
isn't my point now. About getting old they not only tell you no-
thing, they tell you lies. When they talk about it at all, that
ig., Their oyes weil up, Ghey get behind a cardboard smile-mask
and shove you a couple hysterical slogans: Think Young. Don't
Worry. Thcen a whimper comes out of their throats and they take
off, fast.

Even if you're only five, the implication comes through per-
fectly: Choer up, kid--you're doomed.

Remember how you first met it? A huge facc comes at you.
Porecs, postules, craters. Wattlces and ropes hanging down. Brown
crusts; yellow cheesy things. A soft, wobbly wart or two, with
hair in thcem. Tufts and snarls of dead hair in the sore-looking
nostrils. Eyes like an oyster's blowholc. And the smell, the
stink blasting at you out of the deformed orifioccs!

"Hiya, boy," a broken bellows wheezes, rumbles in the garbage.

You identify it, tentatively, as a human being.
"Mother! What's wrong with him?"
"That's Uncle William, dear. Isn't he marvelous?"
"What's wrong with him?"
"Why nothing, dear. He's just a little older, that's all.™
"Will I get 1like that?"

"You and your ideas, heh heh. You don't have to think about
that for a longs long time, heh heh."

Copyright © 1974 by James Tiptree, Jr.
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an old person screarming to get out g

"Will I get like that, mother?”

"Say, you have some homework to do, right now.!

"Mother. Will I®?"

Hdigesi

NO. NO! 1!

Remember that, the No? They won't get me. They can't make
me stick around for that. Leave, that!s what I'll do. Leave first.
Crash the car, dive into the sea in a Piper Cub from ten thousand
f oot . X Howo fesiNRe le| ' vnbliere a.c cidienter 1161 Vi "o, dpaiet, folwsbhe . edEo of
a volcano and jump in at midnight, smashed out. Just walk away.
Remember?

Because by this time you've found out some of the other things
about Uncle William besides the detericrution in his looks. Uncle
William's useless thing, for instance, dangling dead and pallid
like a pickled worm. The way Uncle William keeps making the unfor-
tunate mistakes that mean he has to be hastily reclothed by Auntis.
And Uncle William's conversation.

"You already told me that story, Uncle William."

"What say, boy?"

"I said, you told me that before."

"What? What you say, Martha?"

"T'm not Martha, Uncle William."

"What ?"

The amount of "what?" older people say is weird. Uncle and

Auntie have whole conversations that are nothing but "what? what?';
their heads are total mush. In fact, Mom and Dad say "what?" quite



Lo/

o bit, too. You begin noticing that all these adults that you'd
taken for normal pcople, I mean, not pcoplc exactly but at least
alive, okay--they have some funny littlc ways. You notice this
more and more. By the time you'rc driving a car all by yourself
you've realized that the general class of older people, say over
twenty-five, are pretty nauseating. For example your mother's
repulsive way of referring to her old-hag friends as "girls.”
And more: these o0ld men who seem to have the delusion that your
mother is a girl. Jecesus! Why don't they realize? Why don't
they shut up and go around unobtrusively, wear veils or yashmaks
or something, like nuns?

I think about here comecs a split. Thce kids who stop there
and more or less forget it, v.rous the kids who go on thinking
atout it. I was one of those who couldn't forget it, some kind
of third eye and ear inside me stayed stuck tz it, focussing,
like a diver who has glimpsed a dim, cold alien form: shark.

Maybe most of you reading this are like that too. The peo-
ple who know therce is tomorrow. Time-coming is rcal, maybe more
real than right now. Sometimes it's great, today is beautiful
because of the great thing coming. But underneath it's Brrrr.
Now always passing, future always therc, coming. Ozymandias.
The plain of dust, covering all. Time.

I had terrible troublc with time. Looking at a picturoc of
Uncle William, a blond Mark Spitz grinning on a locad of lumbers .
Youngz! Uncle William as a little baby for crissake. I rcmember
locking at the U.S. Senate once and sceing; two hundred little
babies, mothers saying what sweet little kids. Then I'd look at
real kids and sce...skeletons. 01d old skeletons in baby-car-
riages in the Red Owl store.

I learned, too. I remembered everything I read about it
when I got to the book world. Like the faculties you losc, tho
falling metabolic rates, the falling response-time rates, the
falling everything rates. (We didn't have Kinsey then, Lut I
had the news.) Out shooting ducks--I quit killing things later
-=1'd hear the high pinging whistle of birds coming over tho
pass at 100 mph and a voice inside would murmur, Enjoy it, baby,
you won't Le hearing 18,000 cps ten years from now. When I did
a Lack flip (my painful achievement) the voice would inform me
about declining reflex curves.

ind the gmrilsssN0RASElNe. (sik-lNg .- F ) @de wgi £l ~in  particular,
the first time it hit me that it was goingz to happen to cvery-
body. That corpse-like moment: 1 heard the rasp of her mo-
Ther's voice in her laugh, I glimpsed her mother's jowls wait-
ing beside that perfect jaw.

Thirty, I thoughts say thirty. That's the end.

Man, the day I turned thirty I really cxpocted to wake up
as a pile of dust.

It was kind of a shock, thirty-morning, finding I looked
the same. (Well, just about. Recognizable, anyway.) I could
even still do a back flip. Of course, therc werc all thesc young
kids running arcund thinking they were pcoplcec. But what the
hell, things didn't secm to have changed too much, and I couldn't
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spend much time thinking about it. I had all these things I was
o a1 - = 20 87, 3

doing. Bgsyg tusy. I decided I'd made a misteke. Forty. Forty

was the time to go.

3 Well, forty came--Lut therc kept beingz all these intcresting
t@ln@s I was doing, doing, doing. And I still scemcd to be func-
tioning okay, if maybe a littlo tiredly, perfcctly understandable
whon you're so busy. The girls were still around, sort of. OFf
coursc I didn't do any more back flips after the time the board
caught my chin going down, accidents happcen. But I still folt
thc same underncath, I was still me.

A And then one day I heard mysclf saying '"What?™ Not for tho
il§St time, either. I bLegan to suspcet. And pretty soon I know:
T dreer,

A trap, sec? It sucks you in, one day is so much like the
next there's no place to dig your heels in. You don't hear tho
Prap closing, in fact you don't even know it's there until you're
in it. No day says, This is where you get off. Even your old
uniform still fits...almost. And hope, hope is all around. Soon
as this is over I'll take a couplc weeks off and get back in
shape. Because you're always so busy, scc? You're DOING things.

4h yes. And protty soon--'"What, Loy?" "Yeah, that's Unele
Tip, isn't he marvellous?" CQOopsy daisy, time for boeddy-by. "What?"

S0 herc comes the next split, the different ways pecople go.
Maybe it's the same split all over again.

Somc of us go gentlc into that good night. The sheep, the
polden-yearsies; stoie, flat, puzzled voices voices interminably
pointing out the missing limbs, the hospital horrors. Thec Winnc-
baso trailers trundling at 35 mph, the wallet full of grandchil-
dren, ithe sgardens and handicrafts. « The pills: “The*comfly void.

Or you have the fighters. You sec them--the ones that do
get back in shape. Tho ones that play tennis through their For-
tics and marry ncew womcn in their fiftics and crack up their planes
in their sixties and go on talk shows in their seventies and marry
teenagers in their eishties. THINK YOUNG. Rage, rage against the
eltlis e o flhe - night.s - - Doan Martin.

Only...they talk about it. Oh god do thecy. Ever hcar a twen-
ty-year-old boast about playing threc sects of tennis? At fifty
they do. They make whocoshing backhand gesturcs and tell about the
old serve. (I won't even go into their sex-talk bag, no.) And
that's damn all they talk about, the ones that Think Young.

Ratslactile,
Man, there has to be another way.

Of coursc there is onc other way, the pcople so interested in
something outsido themselves that they don't even notice the scythe
cutting them. T just saw an old plant-hybridiser, his lezs won't
work and his retinas are falling out so he can only se¢ a pinhcle,
Lbut he crawls, crawls over fifteen acres of seedling rows, weeoding
and feeding and squinting at the new oncs every year and breeding
more. Somc biologists and artists arc like that. Tiptrec Sr. was
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sort of like thot too, maybe I'1ll bo.
But I think therc's cnothcr way still.

I don't know exactly what it could be, but yecars ago I got 2
hint out of Ghandit!s autobiography. The idca of stages boyond
stages of lifc. New, intcresting stages, I mean. The first ones
aren't new, of coursc. Youth: the gonad-time, tho cxploding btime.
Fucking ~n’ lcoving and running around experiencing the world and
rebellious theories: maybe brilliant in secicnce. Next comes full-
body middle-age, full energy drive, adrenaline, skills, strong-
loving-but-wary cgo. Building-time. Building family, movements,
anything. Monoy/power/status time. (Christ was 32, romember?)
The thrill of I can. Full involvoment. Goes on awhile. Nothing
new yet.

But the next stege, that's new. In our culturc there is no
nocxt stage. No map, no idea beyond holding on, repeating what you
did. (I have a friond in his scventics starting his fourth family.)

But suppose there is a last metamorphoses: not holding on,
letting go. Migrating inside yourself into some last power-center,
where you never really laved before. Changing forward one last
time.

You can, you know. Even if your first stages came to nothing,
cven if sex was a puddle and status was o joke, thatfs all over
now. Time to move on. How? Well, I don't really know how but
hercis what I think.

Toer L n  GoURLBUEttens o WSy igeedbyes [1Take sup the holy beggar!s
bowl and, ge.  Qukay. Freeq | dleone jJiliserallyerumentally. Go out...
inseereh LWof Somebhisng . & o | Lk Flee Ee Wrecy ’calil it . the.invisiblc
landscape of reelity, or wisdom, or union with the¢ cosmos. Or
yoursclf.

Because you'rc diffoerent, you know. When you'rc old cnough
yiou ‘readdy o R BRbE. fMou®r enenay s ot fonlynless,: it igs Afferont.
It's in-~-if you've donc it right--a differont place. Your last,
hottcst organ.

That old force that drove your gonads first, that spread out
to power your muscles and hands and appetite and will--wherc is its
last fortress? "In pour brain.' Let me explain.

Your brain rcally is hot, you know. The hot undcr the belt
is tepid comparcd to the hot betwecn your ears. It uscs 2L o/c of
your oxygen in overy breath. And it's working cvery minutc,
chanzing, packing and adding, cramming itself full.

You've Dbeen ucing it, of coursc. Nobody drives his brain
faster than an eightcoon-year-old mathematician. But it's an cmp-
ty brain--that's why the geniuscs of the empty sciences are so
young: they can, twist that thin brain into fantastic poatterns.
Physics, for cxample, rcguires complex patterns of relatively foew
data. Other scicenccs require morc data, but the patterns get simp-
ler; that's why good anthropology and psychology tonds to comc
from older people. At forty the brain is getting packed with data
--but it's still a driven brain. It's harnassed to life goals:



winning a campaisn, running

a farm.

By the timc you got
sixty (I think) the brain
is a place of incredible
resonancocs. It's packed
full of life, histories,
processcs, patterns, half-
glimpsed analozics betwoon
a myriad levels--a Ballard
crystal world place. Onc
reason old peoplc reply
slowly is Dbecausc cvery
word and cue wokes a thou-
sand references.

What if you could
free that, open it? Let
70 of ego and status, let
overytﬁkn” go and smclT
the wind, fccl with your
dimming scnses for what's
out therc¢, growing. Lot
your resonances merge and
play and comc back chan-
ged...telling you new
things. Maybe you could
find a way to grow, to
change oncc more inside
...ecven if the outside of
you is saying "What,
what?" and your tecth
smell.

But to do it you
have to get ready, yeers
ahead. Got rcady to let
go and migrate in and up
into your strongest kceop,
your last window out.
Pack Tor your magic ter-
minal trip, pack your
brain, weady 'it. Foar
no truth. Load up like
a river stcam-boat for thc
big last racc when you go
downriver burning it all
up, not caring, throwing
in the furniture, the ca-
bin, the decks right down
to the water linec, caring
only for that firc corry-
ing you wherce you've ncver
been beforc.

Maybe...somchow, s .
one could.
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So. Quite different from our first issuec, which was almost
entirely fiction and reviews. Not yet the perfect fanzine, alas,
but maybe next ycar...

An annmual PhCOM should not be tromendously difficult to pro-
duce. 4 lot of it can even be leisurely. (I still worked like a
demeonn the last month in getting this onec rcady, but I was able to
start meny months ago to get some of it done.) I'm plecascd that
it will rcmain in cxletoncc,

And an annual--as opposed to irregular--fanzince has what I
hopec to be distinct advantages. Such as an annual survey by Barry
Gillam of the yeoar in film, and by Don Keller of the year in fan-
tasy. (I don't think we'll really attempt the year in sf.) Wo
shall sec. And PhCOM is definitely decveloping a distincet person-
alitys 1t is becoming less and less a collection of articles and
more and morc a onc-piece, single-tonc-of-voice publication. I
performed thec somewhat quostionable act of placing the Zelazny/
Ciark pieces side by side not for the poerverse pleasurc of zapping
a writer, but to show how much of Jeff Clark's style is derived
from Zelazny. Barry Gillam writes very similarly, and the Gardncr
DCozolis piecce fits right in. These people write with sensitivity,
and they belong together in the same fanzine.

Problems: Subscriptions, for one. Don't send me five dollars
for a five-~ycar subscription. Send me a dollar cach year. Changes
of address. I'd like to be notified, but I'll understand if you
forget. I doubt I'd remember mysclf. (Dut try.) Lotters of com
ment. Discussions don't survive too well with year-long pauscs.
So, whilc all pcrmancent comments will be published in PHANTASMICOM,
anything that looks like an intercsting, thought-provoking discus-
sion-gtarter will be published in KYDBEN, for fecdback. There secm
to me to bec a lot of comment hooks in this issue (I'm willing to
go into 'What is Art?", courtosy Jamos Taylor, if you are), so
write.

(KYBEN, for the uninitiated, is my thirty-page personalizo,
much morc informal and lackadaisical than PhCOM. It sclls for

St By i)

Well, here we go. Where no man has gone beforc. (At lcast,
not this far.) Talk to you later.
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