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After an absence of some time, I'm delighted to return to Fandor and find the
fanzines bursting with talk of rock music, the Generation Gap, and the whole
rest of the youth scene., HNot that what'!s being said is so heavy (I have yet
to see a comment on rock in a fanzine that could be called anything more flate
tering than '"uninformed"), but I see the whole involvement th:ng as the firat
step toward the evolution of fandom's new role in society, which I think will
be one of some importance (I've been feeling quite the visionary lately, but
more about my .ntuitive faculty some other time), However, I've written of
this elsewhere,

I'm here to talk about rock criticism. After reading several new fanzines, I
recently spent the better part of a day in a me'itation gbout this subject,
and emersed with some ideas and a theory that is cert-in to leave almost
everyvone vho rcass tiis thoroughly baffled. I think it's a beaut, t'o, end I'm
sure it'll be appreciated someday (if I manage to com unicate it at all),

Thinking about my theory I realize that it is based on a number of premises
that I'm going to have to give you as assumptions, tho they reprec-ent to me
truth, as cxperienced and learned and cherished over the years. Can these
things be com unicated? Can I do it? I care euough that I must try. Can
you accept that man can be said to have four bodies, the physical, emotional,
mental or intellectual, and the intuitive, composed ~f progressivély finer
states of matter (energy)? (Not to forget the sexual body, but it's a paral-
lel system.) Do you know that the higher bodies, which exist as fields of
high-frequendy energy, hardly ever function (because, shit, you don't even
knov about them) but can be awakened in special states of consciousness when
there is energy available that can harmonize with their own high-frequency vi-
bratory rates? Do you believe that within the range of the electric instru-
ments used by rock groups lie energies that can do these things, and more?

You probably don't but you don't understend rock music either, or why it has
some cf the effects on its listeners that it has, and you want to have an open
mind, don't you? It might just be so; stranger things have happened.

A person sitting down to write about roclk mus has only his experiances and
vhatever generalizations he's been able to draw from them to work with. There
are many degrees to “rhich rock music can be understood, it depends on how much
time you want to devote to it. I propose that there are four levels on which

a person can be involved with recck music, these being analogous to the four
bodies mentioned above. This brings in another truth (parden me, 'assumption!')
that rock music, in a McLuhanistic sense, is a medium that affects human be=-
ings on all levels of their existence, more so than anyoother musical medium
yet discovered, because of the vast amounts of energy involved,

Let us start with the first level and proceed to develop the analogy. Since
music reaches us intthe form of pure energy, it is first encountered by that
part of us closest to the energy form the intuitive body. A person experiencs
ing rock mus.c with »is intuitive body alcne has such a suserficial understand-
ing that he couldn't even begin to write about it. He has vague notions about
what he '"'likes'" and "doesn't like", and occasionally some catchy will "grab"
him, but he couldn't tell you why (almost certainly some kind of chance har-
monizing on the intuitive plane). You see such kids on the Dick Clark Show,
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where they are asked to evaluate new single releases (and you can be sure that
radio station program directors watch this part of the show very carefully),
They spin sore wretched side, and then Dick says, "What did you think of it,
Torny?'" And Towmy mumbles something, and smirks at the camera or his girl-
friend, and says "Uh, I'll give it a 75." Dick writes "75" in the left column
on the blackbcard and syas, "OK, tell us why you liked it." And then Toumy ,
exactly lilke thousands of tecenagers before him (Good Lord, do you suphose
there's a script?) says, "Uh, well, It's got a good beat ...e" And you can
almost see the high school gym where soue middle-aged P.E. instructor taught
his calss how to Jitterbug to z solid 4/& ...

"le all had to start there, but of course there's more., If you are interested
in rock and rodll, and have some intelligence, it doesn't require toc much lis-
tening before the intellectual faculties can be brought into use, On this
level is a very broad scale of understanding, which encompasses aliost every-
on currently writing about rock music. The state of rock criticism in fanzines
secems to lie at the bottom of this spectrum. Your typical fannish reviewer,
to begin with, likes everything. llention Janis Joplin, and he'll gladly rave
for three pages. There are the beginnings of pattern~recogniton in some
fannish pieces, but I have yet to see anyting profound of this nature, I will
say that there are a great many current fanzines I haven't seen and there may
certainly be fannihs writers who are very accomplished rock critics indeed, b
but I haven't heard of them, and if they really do know something, I wonder
why they aren't writing for any of the "underground" publications such as
Rolling Stone, wvhich pay for their material,.

Anywvay, leaving fandom, we find a group of writers whose work appears in just
about every publication in the land, from the Berkeley Barb to Ladies Home
Journal. These people have done quite a bit of listening, know who most of

the musicians are and vhat they're doing, and thcy may even know a little about
the roots of the music, TFor example, if such a person were reviewving a nev
Cream album, he could tell you that "Crossroads' was written by Robert Johnson,
one of the most influential bluesmen ot the twenties and thirties, and that
Eric €lapton had recorded the song previously with his group The Powerhouse.
And he ould tell you that the album is fantastic and it's a shame Cream's
breaking up.

At the top of this spectrum are the few writers who have a through intellectu-
al knowledge of popular music and are able to shed much light on any subject
they dwell upon. They are probably femiliar with every recorded version of
any so>ng you could name, they have respectable collections and often give
sources including record numbers, and they can perceive all sorts of subtle
pattersns running through the living tapestry that is popular musice There
aren't too many people who have achieved such familiarity with rock and roll,
and alwmost all of them write for Rolling Stone. Critics such as Barret Hansen,
Jon Landau, and Ralph Gleason are fascinating to read, because of their ency-
clopedic knowlege of their field, but they have not experienced the most
profound understanding possible of rock music.

The music that enters your ears, even if you nev:ur think about it, deeply af-
fects the way you feel, the mo ds you go thorugh, the texture of the experi=
ences you have, It does so by affecting your emotional body. There are only
a couple of people around who have so completely integrat.d rock nusic into
their emotional lives that they know how it does this, and are able to relax
and let the energy flow thru them unimpede and thus receive the peak experi-
ences that are brought with it, and can then communicate this experience in
words. liike Daly has done seme experimentation with literary stylistics in



order to achieve these effects (using stream of con-

sciousnass, use oa all capital letters, using record

trade jergon of the fifties when writing about stars

of the fifties) with some degree of success, but he's
not really into the next level. I would place him

at the top of the second level.

One writer who I have only recently begun to appreci-
ate has been using words 1o indicate some cf the sub-
tle effects rock music has on the emotional body for
some time, His name is Paul Williams, and I can re-
call when I used to criticize him for not talking a-
bout the musice. He kept talking about what the mu-
sic did to his mind and how it worked, and I see now
that this is much more meaningful. Incidentally, it
may be news to some of ycu that Paul has given up
Crawdaddy! (to Chester ‘nderson, of all pedple) and
is living in liendocino, California, out in the coun-
try, and putting out a local paper called Friends &
Neighbors, He has taken the next step.perfectly,

and it must have been infinitely harder for him,

irom where he was, than it is for those of us out
west here who are doing it. Anything Paul writes
from now cn should be well worhh paying attenticn toe

Paul Williams is experiencing rock and roll on the
third level, through his intuitive, mental and emo-
tiohal systems, but it seems to me that, in my terms,
he still has to look at it through the lens of his
intellect in order %o write about it. There is oné
more stage, to my knowledge, that has been reached,
and one beyond that hasn't.

The understanding of roeck music described thus far
can be achieved by anyone. But the line of direct
growvth stops here. There is nothing the person with
an intellectual understanding of rock music can do
to achieve é&hotional union with the music, short of
radically altering his entire life stylee. :nd he is
likely to have more difficulty even then than scme-
one who never used his reasoning faculties with re-
gard to rock musice

The very existence of rock music implies a life
style based on the values and attitudes about life
expressed by rock music, It is not a thing that has
to be thought out; it happens automatically, through
the ecmotional center, when rock and roll is heard
over prolonged periods of time, esw»ecially in young
peonle who probably aren't already heavily committed
to another life style.

I don't mean to imply that this jis 2 rare occurrence:
quite the contrary. Teen ggers have becrn practicing
this lifestyke for over ten years now, unconsciously,
until they got old enough to decide to change their
commitments in favor of a " é6re socially acceptable,
and hence more remunerative, life style, Over the




past couple of years young people have adopted the rock and roll life style, on
a much vaster scale than ever before, and with some consciousness of what they
are doinge.

llany words have been written about the new youth life style, and they can be
summed up by saying nobody really knows exactly what's ha-pening or why. I
don!t claim that the rock music is the ch&#éf cause, byt I am sure that its
importance has been greatly underrated. The life style being discussed, which
aas been called the "hang-loose ethic' among other things, has been well stud-
ied and desctibed. It is made up of such factors as mobility, openness to
change, disregard for traditional authority, a relaxed and easygoing personal-
ity, high sensual/sexual index, and many others. In searching for causes, it
occurred to me that if rock music makes people Ffecl like living in this vay ,
the peoole maiking the music have a lot to do with communicating the emotional
content. This seems only naturcl when we remember that the original rock and
rool musical forms were developed by black musicians, and it is basically the
black life style thet is being communicated to young white people through rock
musice That white people, always haveing been so uptight, could sssimilate
the black life style in any form is, to me, a minor miracle, and it could only
have been accomplished through the fantastic energies that are released by am-
plified rock muséc, with an effect something like we night imagine a socio-
culturel sledgehammer to have,

To live the rock and roll life style is a pure and beautiful experience, To
communicate it on paper takes a true artist., I found this ocut during a season
when many of my acquaintences were txying to convince me that I had what it
takes to be a rock critic. I found out that, though I knew I wanted to com-
muunicatevhen I set out totiwrite ¢ piece about music, when I sat down at the
typevriter my mind s ifted to a highly verbal, literate, intellectual frame-
work, which is the only state I've ever been able to write in. lly knowledge
of some of the tiings rock mus.c can do, and how rocl criticism could be write
ten, discouraged me form continuing :iy efforts. How t is relates is that it
taught me just how difficult the art of communicating the insights experienced
by & person who is experiencing rock and roll on three levels can be.

The average teen ager cruising around in his hot rod with the radio blasting
is receiving rock and roll' energy through his emotional body, and hé is a per-
fect example of the existential rodk and roll styles If he werc to sit down
to write something about rock music it would probably be of some interest,
depending of course on his writing ability. The back cover of the liothers'
Ruben and the Jets album is an example of what such a person might write.

He couldn't be a rock critic, however, because it takes a person who conscious-
ly understands rock and roll on the intuitional, mental and emotional planes to
comiunicate the essence of the rock and roll experience in words that will

give insignt to anyone who reads them. Such a person would be one who had cho-
sen rocl and roll as the discipline about which he would structure his life

and his understanding of the universe. This is a very uausual comiiitment for a
person to rake, but music is as good a discipline as any other, and its en-
lightened masters are as impressive as those of any others The two prime ex-
amples which come to my mind are Frank Zappa and Peter Townshend. Tor source
material check the interviews with both in Rolling SBtone and Frank's article

in Life a few months backe. These two men seem to understand perfectly every-
thing that happens around them and to be able to relate it to rock and roll in
highly relevant and meaningful terms. It is a shame that they are not rock
critics,
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There is only one writer I know of who has achieved this level of rock con=

sciousness. He has written a couple of pieces for Rolling sStinz2, but his best
work has appeared in his wcekly column in the San Francisco Express Times. H
His name is Breil liarcus, and while the Express Times is an excellent paper, I
wouldn't buy it except for his column. He did a piece recently comparing San
Francisco's best Ali station, KYA, with our "underground'" station, KSAN, which
I think is one of the very finest pieces of rock journalism I've ever seen.
I'm going to quote extensively from that article (I'd like to quote the entire
thing) because it's such a perfect illustration of the deeper understanding of
rock and roll I've been speaking of. Not Breil's ability to sense unerringly
the meaning and relationships of the various elements of rock musics:

'"BJ Thomas and Jay and the Americans don't belong on KSAN anymore than
'Desolation Row'! belongs on KYA. 'Like a Rolling Stone! sounds much bet-
ter to me on KYA than on KSAN, though. That's because, I think, it's a
gift = it's so fine it's almost too good to be real, there in the midst of
color tv's and millionedollar jackpots. DBut there are a lot of color tv's
and jackpots in 'Like a Rolling Stonec.! ''hat makes it special is that when
one listens to top 40 radio one gets used to taking his color tv on time,
an ad for more of that pie in the sky American Dremm. 'Like a Rolling Stone!
is in full color, right there, and you don't have to pay for it at all,
everybody's credit is goode

"After ten years of listening to KYi,.and a year of being glad I didn't
have to, I began to rediscover 1260 on my radio dial. With so many insipid-
ly pretentious rev groups, like the Collectors or the Iron Butterfly, hav=-
ing their day on FM, with Ralp Gleason hailing each new mbmber of his gen-
ius of the week club, rambling about the 'new rock poetry,® I longed for the
nightly bombing raids of KYA's Russ the licoS€eses

"If you hated something real bad, you'd call him up and if the rap was
laid on with a little finesse, Russ would trot out the bombs over Tokyo
sound effects and you could hear the record melt and shatter right on the
aire. 'I want thet new rock poet shot!! !'Okay, I think we have a blindfold
around here somewhere,'! 4And Russ wvould verbally go through the motions of
wrepping a clean wvhite handkerchief around the latest Simon and Garfunkel
LB Sad

"It was the vitality of it all. The pace 6f the radio kept time with
American Life, The songs had the same crazy, frantic rhythm: !'Yoy're luckx
if you can find a seat, You're fortunate if you have time to eat.® Like a
green glass ring, not even rhinestone, but it fit on the finger, cheap,
flashy, shitty, fun, a drag... Evcry time I hear a moment of silence on KYA
(alveys a technical failure) I have the feeling the world has ended. They
can't afford to ever let up -~ someone's attention might wander, someone
might even switch to mother station, missing the commercial.eae

"That's why siagles have instrumental intro's and long fades at the end,
in order that the dj can talk over as much of the record as possible, get
in tvo or three commercials, the weather, and the time before, out of breath,
he collapses to wait for the s8inging to stopese

"I've even heard commercials in the middle of a guitar solo. Top 40 radio
is based on that kind of utterly Philistine money grabbing, as opposed to FM
rock and roll, which is based on cool hip capitalism, On KSAN one &8 forced
to take Tim Buckley along with Bob Dylan; on Top 40 one endures, if only for
the few sedonds it takes to recognize the offender, the current fraud —
the llonkees, Question Mark & The liysterians, the Classics IV —= in order to
get Marvin Gagye singing 'I Heard it through the Crapevine or an oldie by
Gene Pitney.oo

"Top 40 has gifts to bringee. ( gift om the radio is only something much
finer than anyone has any right to expect. Driving ac¢ross Nevada in the
middle of the night, heading back to where I belonged, my hand spinning the
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dial over a dozen dusty shifting beams of sound, out of the Cowsills and
Washing liachines came lMick Jagger singing 'Goin! Home,! shougint over the
coarse scrub and into my own headlights. Zleven minutes at ninety miles an
hour through the desért, trying to make it over hundreds of miles before it
was over, and as the song ended, the station faded out for good.

""Coming into Berkeley at Four o'clock, gald to be in the range of KYA
again, and over the bridge the radio's playing Country Joe with !3ection
43.!' Driving slowly this time, making it la&te... On to Ashby off the free-
way. The disc jocky begins to talk softly over the last notes: !There is a
fire in Berkeley, a fire is burfiing tonight , Do not drive on Ashby Avenus
tonight, but if you are there now, go slowly, with this song, until you are
home, !

"With all the crackling stale ugliness of Top 40 radio, its scft sell and
its hard sell, the trashy songs and the singing commercials, it's the grace
of that moment that moves my hand to the dial."

Sorry to have lifted so much from you, Greil, but man, wa& that beautiful! Do
you see what I mean, people? As fiar as I'm concerned this is the pinnacle of
rock criticism. Nobody could understand rock better, and I doubt if anyone
could put it into words so well,

To complete the analogy, of course, we must consider what effects rock musidé
has on the physical body. There are many, to be sure, too many in fact to dis-
cuss here, An article on this subject would have to be pure speculation, since
only the most rudimentary experimentation has been done by myself or anyone,
Two pages of abstract theorizing in an area that I doubt thst I've emen estabe-
lished the validity of, at this point, would throw this whole essay out of bal-
ances It's irrelevant anyway, because, as I envision it, the extension of the
consciousness of a rock critic who had reached the third level into his physi-
cal existence could only take place through what Gurdjieff calls the "moving
center," thct part of your mind that takes care of your body's common functions
and reactions withcut your thinking about it. OSuch a person would undergo an-
other radical change of lifestyle, and would almost certainly be henceforth in~
capable of putting himself into the state of mind it takes to write about TO£Ka
I doubt if he'd feel like writing about anything,.

lie would be a being somewhat like the completely realized zen master, whose
every movement and action is a reflection of divine law. In the same wvay that
a musical note can be said to be the "perfect" one to follow mother in a pro-
gression, his life would like a song by the Stcnes or the Deatles. There may
be such people: I doubt f4t because rock music hasn't been around long enough
for anyone to so discipline himself within it. But in any event, if there are
such people, they represent the ultimate form of the rock critic. You won't
catch him writing or speaking about music at all, but the simple fact of being
near him or watching him or touching him is enought to communicate understand-
ing of rcck rusic,

Such people will almost certainly begin appearing within a few years, especial-
1y as rock music itself becomec a more perfect form of energy exchange (commu-

neation), and, if you akk me, the world could only be the better for it.,

Can you dig it?

== Greg Shaw
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*a column by JERRY KAUFLiAN%*

KALLIKLNZARCS #6 John Ayotte
— : plans to get very tough with
<:;T:3 his printex, and I feel he
should. The reproduction on
the electrosencilled illos is
so poor that a number of them
verge on the invisible. Also,
the slow haste in which John
works has marred much of the
WR contents through the huge num~
ber of typos he makes; they are
annoying in prose and positivel;
destructive in poetrye. (Best ballup: Jack Gaughan describing the appearance cf
a wizard; '"alligators and owls and frigs and lizarda.')
Someone has said that Kal has little editorial personality. Part of this may
be due to John's refusal to write an editorial of any length. In his editorial
he refuses to discuss '"commercialism vs. art," If he had, he would certainly
have shown something of himself., Maybe he was just being lazy. (The cover is
a good indication of one facet of his personality — hia off-beat humor.)
Kal's reputation as a s2rcon fanzine is in danger this issue. A comic strip by
George Foster, a column by Jack Gaughan, a loosely structured (some might say
unstructured) fanzine column by this reviewer, a column on conventions by Larry
Smith (which ought to drav comments) and a gencrally fannish column by an EZng-
lishman pen-named Pablo = that's a lot of fannishness for one iscue.of Kal.
Zven Angus Taydor's comparison of rock and stf has some very fannish puns (and
highly useful also; they mix stf and rock, esg. "The Terminal Beach Boys'). In
fact, the most serious part of the megiallah is John's editorial, short as it is
I think maybe the whole thing slipped quietly from the serious moorings John
once tied it to, and floated off into the night without his noticing..
As an afterthought, I'll mention that there is a poetry column, with a new edi-
tor, and a letter column, with Terry Jeeves indecently exposing his mind. thy
don't you try your luck at both? You could write Jeevsian poetry for one, and
explanatory letters for the other, :
++John Ayotte, 1121 Pauline Ave., Columbus, Oh. 43228. 6J0¢, 4/52.25 Usual,
but it says !fiction (maybe),'

RAIFALLOON #6 This issue,records, in various ways, the beginnings of the Pitte
burgh explosion onto the fanzine scene. One review in Linda's column is af a
fanzine called Trinity which is published by a Carnegie-Mellon girl (Linda loves
it). liore indicative is the announcement that this is the last Grannie to have
Suzle Tompkins as co-editriz. She and Ginjer Buchanan (of "I've Had No Sleep
and I Must Giggle'" fame), will be putting out a fanzine of their own. (If that
doesn't sound like an explosion, let me say that WPJFA has started a new club.-
gine, and that Dena Benaton and Dale Steranka are each starting zines of their
OWneese J think I have #hl that
straight. Anyway, that guali-
fies as explosion, especially
for Pittsburgh.

For some reason, both the cov=-
er and the fold-out (Bill Bow-
ers former, Jac!: Gaughan lat.
ter) feature skulls, Fortun-
ately, this is only superfi-
cial, The impression doesn't
carry to the contents. llot
completely.




H%%éver, Piers Anthony's story should have been buried. Richard Delap's
strange opinions of the delightful /‘nthony Viliiers series makes me wonder if
his mind wasn't, momentarily, dead. Bcb Tucker & Alex Gilliland btoth kill me.
Cverall, I get only an impression of confusion of a pleasant sort. The klutzy
editorials tend to be of the 'short notices' type; they go from one subject to
another like a personal letter io all the readers, in contrast to the more usu-
al mosaic (or montage) type editorial that touches on a large number of sub-
jects but give an over-all picture of a general subject. The material itself
ranges so far and wide in subject matter that it staggers tha! brain. This
isn't unusual, many fanzines attempt it, Few, however, mange to get such good
examples of every type of material. I'm forced to make a general statement,

to I'll venture to say that Grannie is in main a humorzine, from the editorial
tone, and the nice positions Tucker and Gilliland get in the line-up. Further,
humorous articles are the first things 3Suzle requests for her new zine. 4nd
we all know how funny Ginj.r can write.

411 bets are off with the next issue. I'm not sure what the changes in Gran-
nie will be with the loss of Suzle, but I'm certain it'll be more than just

the dropping of Suzlecol.

++Linda Tyster, 4pt. 103, %4921 Forbes Ave., Pittsburgh, Pa,., 15213 50¢ 3/$1

or the Usual. Linda has moved, but her mail wil! be forwarded.

CROSSROLDS! #1 This is a perfect illustration of the personality-zine. Al
Snider is publishing it because he likes to publish, and he will, he says,
write most of it because he likes to write.

The zine, dittoed because il's mimeo is three thousand miles avay in Califor-
nia,-is simple. The cover is a half-page drawing of a futuristic (plicye ! feln@ic
somehow scems very peaceful. There is only one illustration wit in. Any
blank space left for compositional purpose is filled with geometric forme.
\’te ingside back cover is the only felse note — it is jumbled, confusing and
violent in effect.

The contents are apparently all reflections of Al's interests. Although the
piece by Lord Triffid III doesn't appear to warrant the praise he gives it,
it is an insight into his tastes, since he mentions that he has been saving it
for yerrs. The Wonderwall review and the emphasis on conventions (this issue
has comments by 4l on the Dallascon report and a letter from Jim Young of
lilnneapolis in '73; Al requests information and/or com ents from other con
chairmen or bid chairmen) are indications of the directions Al may take with
Crossroads!

Al and Crossroads! both scem to be without malice, and worth knowing. 4l-
though any extended emphasis on conventions is sure to bring discord to Cross-
rodds, ff last year's battle is any indication, I hope it won't bring any
malice to Al Snider, and I think that both he and his fanzine will continue
to be worth knowing.

++Al Snider, Box 2319, Brown 3tation, Providence, Rhode Island 02912 (until
lay); 1021_Dcnna Beth, ‘lest Covina, California 91720 (liay until Lugust) for
the usual or stamps. No money.



/T..then there really never weg anything betweenue?i?

Well folk,,in this inatallment of my column I intedded
to exercise my right as a columnist to ramble hither
and yonn on the Big Life Scene.and its numerous apects,
exhibiting and intending absolutely no pattern at all
in my frothing other than the fact that it's all hap-
pened to me, the common denominator of an otherwise
irrational fractiong

First I'm going to talk about fandom. (You remember,
don't you? It's how we pass the time between rock
concerts.)

In its most stringent form, fandom is intended to be

a trip-out from the Big Wide World Out There., There
are too many tensions, too many unkoowing, uncaring
people, too much happening all at once. So .one can
join a slice of humanity smal! encugh that one can .
know (if not befriend) most of the members, yet large
enough that the whole thing doesn't become boring, or
worse, destructive. The escape is not complete, for
the microcosm depends upon the macrocosm for its physi-
cal existence; but it is sufficient to satisfy the need
for escape.

This is not, of course, the only motive for entering
fandom and — thank god — it is not the most preval-
ent. The motive may be that the persun's friends are
fans already, or a serious interest in science-fiction,
or an urgé to write or draw for a limited, responsive
audience or any pumber of others.

But fandom isn't just composed of 'fans' — narcolep-
tic fiends who work eight hours a day only to go home
and crank a mimeo or pound a typer or chair a con or
host a party for another sizx. Fandom is made of people.

Beautiful people. Outgoing, charitable, intelligent,

witty, fun people., Hung-up people. Selfish, egocen-
tric, oversexed, vengeful, self-destructive people.

JIRM REUSS
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And not many fans cen be perimanently classified as one cr
the other., It is possible for a fan to switch back and
forth schizophrenically, with little reason at all that he
or she could state. But fans in the latter group ar likely
to act rashly and, when they return to the first group, find
their fannish (and sometimes macrocosmic) lives ruined w-
along with the lives of their closest friends. Then what
they do, when there are too many tensions, too many unknow-
ing, uncaring people, too much hap-rening all at once?

They escape. From fandom« Back to the macrocosm sometimes;
other times, simply living inbetween and friendless.

They gafiatee.

By now the paradox should be evident. 'hy 'escape! only to
'escape! again, back to the originel starting point? The
gafiation is simply a pantomine of the original escape to
fandom, but it is, perhaps, as real an escape —~ as satis-
fying an escape — as the hung-up fan's original.

And that is all I really wanted to say about fandom. Zxcept
to remind the gentle reader once again of this fact: there
are peopke behind the paper masks of fandom. No matter how
frothy-nice the faanishness you rcad in fanzines sounds,
there are people behind the paper masks.

Second I'd like to go over my recent reading and try to say
something meaningful about if.

I am a fairly avid reader of the current experimentadl sciendec
fiction writing more conveniently referred to by its Ellison-
rejected title, the MNew Wawme. A&4fter a year or two of con-
suing and generally appreciating the sometimes-gutsy, some-
times defeatist moods of these workd, I had a very revealing
experience which told me something about the New Wave and
vhat fityofften fails o portray.

The experience was The Goblin Resarvation, by Clifford D.
Simake. It combines some of Simak's favorite subjects —
time travei, goblims and other 'little people', pets, and

a completely alien ancient culture — with just the right
mood of hamor to make very enjoyable reading. But the most
impressive thing about The Goblin Reservation was the beauty
Simak was able to portray in the 'simple! things of life:
the beauty of old frieddships,and new ones, of old familiar
knowledge and new things to learn, of nature and simply
being alive and aware of oné's surroundings.

I suspect many uwriters of the new ken would dondemn this
almost neo-romcnfic, idyllic view of life as being ill=-
suited to the pressingizproblems of modern society. Why?
Because they often see no room for beauty at all in the face
of the prevalent ugliness of life. And so there is very
little beauty in most New Wave worka, ]

This is not to say that the majority of this writing is nct
skillful and emotionally powerful - it is. I simply say



thot rwuch of the modern writing (and tiis includes main-
stream work) is too busy kicking its reader in the groin
to get his attention because it fecls nothing else will
werke

And of course it is dangerous to speak in generic terms
at all., There are modern writers capable of pwrtraying
beauty which is just as powerful as ughiness. But be-
cause I still haven't read enough material by all of

the new writers, I wondt start classifying which authors
have attempted to portary beauty as seriously as the
Grirni Facts, But onwardeee

Having missed Stand on Zanzibar the first time it ap-
peared, I can only say that The Jagped Orbit is probab-
ly John Brunner's major work to date. A fat volume

as science fiction goes (397 pages), the novél is divi-
ded into one hundred chapters ranging in length from one
syllable to a dozen pages. The result is a fast-moving
epic which Ifashes back and forth in the apartheid, drug-
dominated, mercenary Zarth of 2014, following the lives
of (count 'em; thirteen major characters as they realize
the mess their world is really in.

More Ace Science Fiction Specials of this quality will be
a weldome addition to my paperback bookshelf,

And nov, for something in the jogular vein, we come to
the blazing question of my humanity, or lack of it.
There ~ertainly nust be some doubt in the minds of the
gentle fan and femmefan readers who have never met me
personally as to wvhether I am a human being or a compu-
ter progremmed by an extremely talented (and sick) inmate
et the hissouri Institute of Psychiatry (whence I hail
during the summer months),.

lell,you certainly are not alone in your doubts, gentle
readers. Oply last Saturday, a prominent Ste. Louis fan-
zine publisher, known and loved by us all, came right out
in the open and said it -— "Jim Reuss, are you human?!"
And ltie's known me for a couple of years! And the quess
tion was serious! Really!

How can I answer a question like that, anyway! If I
were a solipsist, why then sure — I'mi human and the
rest of you are a bad dream (or a good dream as the op-
portunity presents itself), But no, granted your human-
ity, we'll have to wait and sce about mine ...

Itve got a reasonable facsimile of a human body — is
that wvhat you meant? All the equipment was in working
order last time I checked. Ah, you must refer to the hu-
man essence - do I have human emotions?

L1 prove to you I'm human if you help me prove it to
myself,

How's that for an answer?




Come to the 3t.Louiscon and debate the matter vith me., Tor
now we'll leave the matter hanging in the air, along with a
lot of smog, several airplanes, more young peonle thah the
older generation would care to admit, a pair of liariner
spacecraft, and a counle billion cubic light years of nothing
better known as the 8tarry Voide.

Fourth thing on the agenda is a note hbout fanzines, I don'‘:
intedd to menfion any titles or review any zinesj; I just
wvant to comrent upon the general appearance of the issues
I've received in the last few weeks.

Most of the zines I'm thinking about have bzen around for
about a year., The repro problems they've run into along the
way have been ironed out; the material is decent = both
writing and artwork, 'hat they lack, though, are editors.

Layout is-not leaving two to four inches blank at the top

of the stencil and plonking down some lettering ! The re-
sult, when applied to an entire zine, is neat but uninspired
and unspectacular., 4And if you're really ambitious you hawve
to be inspired, you have to be spectacular. You've got to
sit down with the written material and work out the way the
text should apnear on the page. EIach contribution is a dif-
ferent length, typed with a different machine, on a different
subject, Yet the resulting layout should remove thesc dif=-
ferences to a certain extent so that each feature ends, not
halfway down the next stencil but at the end of thne stencil
== or halfway down but with a pre-determined, appropriate
illustration,

So I would ask that faneds do more justice to the material
they print.

Last of all,
it is time for a little StOry o « »

We've had a cold, dry winter in the Iiidwest, save for a few
unpredicted snowfalls, 3Jeveral times during Janumry and
February, despite the fact that its rays fell oblicue and
were thus weakened, the sun burned through the cloudy at-
mosphere, warming the land to ppringtfme temperaturese.

It was on a day such as that when the fire happened. A
burning trash pile, left untended, ignited several acres of
tinder-like grassland south and west of my hoiie. Tortunate-
ly, the conflagratdon was stopped before it could spread to
any buildings of other property, but sufficient damage was
done. The thick green turf, moist with dew from summer
mprnings past, that I remembered wos gone, destroyed,

turned to black and acrid ash. It made me sad.

Jeeks passed. lonths passed. I became involwved in several
time-consuming projects which occupied my mind and severely
cut short my leisure time, I forgot the fire, forgot the
lawn, perhaps ... forgot how to live.



Then, in the latter days of March — the first days of
spring <= a point was reached. Call it the saturation
point. The scholarly books, the pages of cramped e=-
lite typewriting, the long hours of reading at night
under harsh whit= artificial lamps, the pills and
drinks and stimuli necessary to turn Intellectual
Concentration on and off like the blasting radio I
used to isolated myself from the small soft sounds of
the world outside — they all became trather humorously
sad.

I grabbed a jacket, walked from my study and the now-
meaningless work it contained, walked from my house
and vandered in the late-afternoon warmth, whose winds
were slowly turning cool with the approach of night,

I looked upon the land ... and something happened -
what can best be described as an upheaval of the old
roads of thought,.

You see, the scorched terrain which I thought would be
barren for several springs was colored with the bright
gresn of grass. I had misinterpreted the nature of the
fire: It had burned only last year's dying growth,
leaving the seads of future life untouched for the gen-
tle rain and sun to beckon forth.

el ‘bettar for- no particular reason, ‘except, that

(likz any gocd allegory) this one was applicable to a
nunEes of situations o o+ .

Pepace is a way cof life.

== Jim Reuss
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CuilsEmresiin S Sit il omars

By Jim Schumacher

We arrived at Graham Chapel scarcely tcn minutes after the scheduled start of
the address, but met an overflowing crowd at the doory, and it took us a good
time to cdge, worm and eclbow our way into ite. At the far end of the hall
upon a podium, less thon imposing at such o disteaee, stood Tom Heden. He is
not a precticed or even very celequent speaker, yect he handled his subject
matter confidently and with intelligence, and makes his points well, In the
part of his lecture I heard, for instonce, he talked about the two kinds of
student power: the first, which ncver goes beyond asking for and receiving
more comforts for the student but very little in the way of anything new or
reformative; and the truly revolutionary student power which, he stated, cx-
cuplified best Columbia and San Francisco State. In cach of these places the
striking students had an extremely wide base of support, and gained rather
than lost defenders as protests continued; each demanded specific goals not
only for themselves but for those of lower sociocecnemic standing as well,
(The people of Harlem at Columbia and the black and third world people of
California at ST statc.) lioreover, he pointed out, the student strikes at

SF state, which are continuing to be very effective and have the college
"'scwed up,'" have been accompanied day strikes at other California universities
of the Lmericon Federation of Teachers, and least-publicized yet perhaps

most important, a strike among the laborers in Richmond, a necarby industrial
city. These laborers, who are cmployedby Standard 0il several months ago
would probably have becat up "hippes,” but they are now asking the students
to come picket with them, Thus the black and third-world students have rc-
introduccd the extraordinary power of strikes all over again to the workers.

Indeed, this revolutionary student power is so strong, Hayden continued, that
Uig business is now trying its hordest to attract 'young men with new ideas"™
to its folds; Hayden pointed as an example to the magazine Carrers Today

----- with their carefully planncd insistence on '"change from the inside" --
which, as a representative of the new tactic business is trying to present
to today's youth '"The psychedelic businessman)’ who goes so far as to say
Smesapree with your ldeas,l but as. to your methods. . ' He spoke of the
student class as being the most 'comfortably oppressed” class in the world
—— an idea which seems at first cortradictory, but is obviously not in the
one-dimensional world of fAmerican society; how hard it is for the average,
middle class student to risk privileges and comforts, both at the present
“ime and in his loter life to accomplish revolutionary change, and how more
and more of those who did take that risk are finding that they can no o niweRs
turn back -- and so, in truec revolution, must look only forward, Combining
it all ironicelly in the statements of Hubert Humphrey and Ronsl d Reogan,
leyden said that the US failed to "Bring the Great Society to .sie, but in-
stead ""brought Vietnam home.’® Hayden closed by saying that the liovement of
the 70°s wouldmake the present lMovement scem ia tea perty," and that the
llovement is now self-perpetuating, and can only continue to EYOWa




IeTeel-Like-I'H-Fixin'~to=lirite

Lesleigh

There should have becen a ban on scimnce fiction and fantasy movies in 1968 afte:
the release of 2001, That way one could give 2001 the Hugo it so justly de-
serves without feelipfl bad about the movies that were slighted. But, as it
was, there were several movies that vame out in 1968 which might in other years
have been under serious condideration for a Hugo.

Planet of the lpes, desnite the many complaints about it, was a fair represen-
tation of a science fiction work. The script and acting, while not great, were
certainly much better than most of the things which have been labelled science
fiction on the pest, /ind, from a technical point of view, it was a well-made
movie.

Rosemary's Baby is perhaps not the sort of thing which would come to mind imme-
diately when thinking of Hugo contenders, but it was a fantasy (and fantasiess
certainly shouldn't be excluded from consideration)., It wes awell-made movie
from a well-written book. Roman Polanski is certainly a very good director,
and the movie did deserve the acclaim it got.

L movie which a few people have thought highly enough of to nominate Bs Yellcw
Submarine. It migit be difficult for some people to seriously consider an
animated fantasy as a Hugo-contender, but I think such thoughts are justifiable
I personally enjoyed the movie a great deal. It -- and 2001 -- are the only
movies I have seen more than once at a theater, and I certainly wouldn't mind
seeing either one again. Yellow Submarine was an incredibly imaginatiye pro-
duction, and I think that fans, of all people should be able to anpreciate

that quality.

Charly is a movie which in other years would certainly have been a Hugo winner.,
It ig, of course, the cinematic production of Ilowers-for Algernon. Cliff
Robertson, with whom I h,d been previously uniiipressed does a fine jol as Charlj
a part which got him, remarkahly, an /fcademy Award. I have heard that Robert-
son himself bought the right to the movie, and spent quite a while observing
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retardates in order to play the role.. L so, the work was certainly worhh it.
I think his performance as the retarded Charly could be compared with Patty
Yyke's performance as Helen Keller in The liiracle .orker. /And Rolersson was
also good as the intelkectual Charly, He exhibited a marked difference, not
only in bechavior, but also in facial expression, movements, and even voice
after the operation. lhis made both characterizations more believable.

The movie did have faults, perhaps the biggest one being that is wasn't near-
ly long enough to do justice to the book. '/hat I found most lacking was the
dwelling on his dwindling intelligence whick was so effective in the book.
I've heard that the director did shoot some film dealing with this but later
decided not to include it because it was 'too frightening'.

Another fault, perhaps, was a lack of characterizmtion in the instance of the
supporting actors. This was probably due to the shortness of the movie aad

the emphasis on Charly himself. But I did miss the development of the other
tharacters which I enjoyed in the book -- though I supnose #flgernon was prac-
tically the same. One thing I thought fairly good was making the two scientists
of the opposite sex, I did find one of them a bit feminine in his attitude
toward people in the book, and their sexual polarity in the movie made it ees
ier to understand their disagreements ower the experiment.

The other day Hank found an announcement o6f some experimental movies to be slwn
that weekend. Both of us got fairly excited over the announcement, as one of
the movies wos to be Id Emshwillea's Relativity, which I have wanted to see for
quite a while. ©So we went to see the movies.

The movies shown first were rather good. One I found interesting was an exper-
imental movie, Meshes of the Lfternoon, made in 1943, I found that date hard
to believe when the first seene showed a gi*t in sandals and wide-leg pants,
but then I noticed that she was weerig$ red nail -¢lish, a dead-give- away.

The movie itself was well done. It involvcd the aformentioned girl's fascin-
ation with a butcher knife and a mysterious figure. It is @ very bizarre and
frightening bicture of a suicide.

inohher movie was a French production, The Blood of the Beast (No, it wasnt

a monster movie). This movie concerned slaughterhouses and seemed to be an
educational film, excent when snatches of poetry or of unrelated scenery were
shown. I can't reallysay that I understood the purpose of the mowie. It con-
tained a number of horrible scenes of animals beipgg murdered and their bodies
mutilated, yet made a great point of telling humaan things about the people who
did it.. ‘ferhaps it was all meant to say, 'see what horrible things man can do
to animals without even thinking about it, simply because it is a job.'

Relativity was not quite what I had expected. I did not expect it o be so
earth bound, put it was as good as I had heard. The film uses guite a bit of
experimental technique to examine 'man's place in the universe'. It concentra-
ted, I think, on man and his pody, man and his neighbors (human, animal and
vegetable). I found it a very beautiful movie. If reminded me of 2001 in sev-
eral places: deép breathing was featured on the sound tback several times, one
sequence showed groups of lights moving by very quickly, as in the first part: -
of the 'light show', and there werc shots of computers reminiscent of thoseof
Hal. ©Surely Stanley Kubrick saw this novie before he made Z2001!

One thing that puzzled me: the fikm featured two main 'characters', a. male
and a female. I assumed these were Ed and Carol Emshwiller, thinking I had
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heard that somewhere, but the credits said these were two different peopie.
Lis Hank later pointed out, Ed Emsh used farol as a model many times and the
woman did resemble females in his iklustrations. VYoes anybody know if these
were actually the Imshwillers in the movie.

After discovering that socielogy is a rather useless subject, made up half of
'commone sense' knowledge and ha¥f of things which would do quite nicely in
other disciplines (something I'd suspected all along), I've changed my major
to history.

I'm not sure this choice will stand wither, as I find that I like anthropology
more and more. Actuadly, all of these are relatively 'useless' as far as de-
termining exactly what kind of work you can do once you graduate in that field.
They are the kind of things which would give you a college degree to show to a
prospective employer, but the firlds themselves wouldn't be of much use to you
unless you'd done graduate: work in them. Actually, I don't care. History and
anthropology are the things I'm most interested in. I don't look on college
as a way to & better job; right now I have no ideas about jobs, careers, sal-
ary I'd like to earn, or anxthing like that. College is a place to learn
about things I'd like tb know more about and discover things I know nothing
about now.

Actually, that's whet I wigh it was. I am rapidly becoming more and more dis-
zouraged with schood». First, this place, and I assume all others, is full of
people who are here to kepp out of the draft, find a husband, get away from
home, increase their earning power, waste some time they have nothing better
to do with, perticipate in sports and social life, make useful contacts, or
any reason besides to learm. /.nd the administration and faculty aren't here
to educate. ‘They're here to earn money, do reseazch, coach teams, anything
besides to teach.

It's really rather strange; I put up with an incredible number of rules and
restrictions in high school, and it never bothered me, but now I feel restriz-
ted wheh the administration passes any anneecessary rules on me. ¥ want to
be able to run my life; I certainly think I'm capable of it, or at least 3
don't want any help from the University /dministration. Tt's gotten to the
point where each day I become more and more irritated by’ ghis school., I keep
hoping maybé other places are better, and have already planned to transfer
somewhere after next year, but I'm afiraid anyplace I go will be basically the
same. I suppose I could put up with it for four years, if I thought there
wes any reason too, but I don't feel like I'm getting enough learning out of
5 school to justify my putting up with the other
irritations. It is really a bad scene. ind the
terrible thing is that college could be a good
scene if only the neople who cared about learn-
ing and teaching were there, if the administration
was nothing more than paper pushers, if the soci-
ety didn't demand that everyone go to college.
I jeat wonder if people will ever realize that
the colleges are nothing more than institutions,
like churches and companies, and that they really
. add nothing to the country in their present
SUPERFaAN stete, they simply act t6 preserve the present
status quo. It's really a shame,




21
Surprisingly, I haven't attenddd any condrts since the last Quark, except for

hearing some local bands play a few times. rctually, there have been lots

of concerts in St. Louis in the past months, but they have all been either of
people I didn't want to see or had alrezdy seen, or they were at times when

LI absolutely could not get to them. It is a bit discouraging to get a St.
Louis paper and see ads for three or four concerts you might like to attend
and realize that they all are at times when you can't possibly be in town.

ind what, you may wonder, Have 1 been doing. Homework, mainly, working at my
job, and what is typically known among students as 'fooling around' meaning
doing all sorts of useless little things which take up time simply to rest from
doing all the things you have to do.

/nd I have read a few books; that is books which were unreqguired for alass.
One book that I thought was very good was Omnivoze by Piers /nthony. %he

book explored the idea of a plantt vhere the life was evolved from fungi, or
the 'third kingdom'., Now this is a very interesting concept, but I'm sure we
have all read some books that explored similar concepts. One thing IMr. Anthony
did though was to explore this from a philosophical viewpoint; that is, onlyv
the 1life on this other planet was Jjustifiable, because fungus is ‘a very vital
life form, it allows all the other forms to exist, it fZakes more to life than
it takes. This aspect Mr finthony explained in a rather lectury portion of the
book, however the idea was fascinating. Lnother idea explored in the book

is that of life and death. Of the three main characters; one was a vegetarian,
one was a carnivore and one was an omnivore. This last charactéb was shown

to feel guilty because she had not chosen either philosophy. The Wegetarian
had an interesting rational, that is, no man has the right to kill anything,
yet he engaged in violence guite readily in a fighting match, which later
tunned out to be a comendable social event. £Znd the solution of the book

came when one character realized that he would have to kill one of the new
beings to win their respect. I think the author is trying to find some com-
promise between these two ideas. Death is good im ats way, through death and
violence gomes life and the good things of life. DBut death cannot be treated
lightly. Oné should always be aware of its importance. The animals that were
used for food in the book were raised in pens too small to allow them to move,
and were slcughtered as soon as possible. This is unimportant death, and man
has no right to kill anything unimportantly.

I'd 1like to say a little about the /[ce Science Fiction Specials. I have read
several of them and enjoyed every one. /And a considerable number of them
scem to be of Hugo quality. I think Ace is doing a very good thing im this,
and I've told some sf readers that I k<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>