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~ Inangural Meszane =

Since some peopls, not least myself, may have been surprised to find me
Minn-STF President as of 27 March 1976, it is perhaps only ¥Y#d¥{ Y¢7¥ center of me
to explain what it is that I stand for, other than the National Anthem (or, when
in Australia, the Notional Anthem).

(1) I believe that Minn-STF is a collection of strange but interesting people
who for whatever neurotic reasons of their own find it worth their while to gather
together on at least occasional alternate Saturday afternoons to giggle at each
other., This being so, it will be the policy of my administration to oppose all
forces which tend to prevent such people from gathering at such times. Said
forces include floods, earthquakes, riots, and thermonuclear warfare. My
administration is strongly in disapproval of floods, earthquakes, and
thermonuclear warfare and approves of riots only when they are operating under
their alternate name of "Minicon room parties." My administration will thus use
every means at its disposal to end forever the menace of floods, earthquakes, and
thermonuclear warfare. My administration has, however, no means of any sort at
its disposal,

(2) I believe that said strange but interesting people having gathered, they
can be trusted to decide among themselves what if anything they wish to do other
than giggle at each other. ‘Bagpipe practice, arson, recruiting guerilla forces
for the liberation and occupation of Iowa, armed robbery, and use of the term
"sci~-fi" will be Frowned Upon., Almost everything else will be at worst tolerated
and at best ignored. Consumption of beer will be encouraged by the "good sxample"
method.

(3) I believe that that government governs best that governs least and that
Impeachment is Nature's Way of Telling You That You're Taking Yourself Too
Seriously. I encourage impeachment attempts against the Presidency and may even
circulate a few petitions in that direction myself. ILet me make this perfectly

murky.

(L) While we seek no wider war, I cannot sit by idly (BELA¢/4d8/ i1 dds)
while Our Boys in the Change War are fighting and fanning and feuding trying to
ensure that we win the 1973 Worldcon bid. Those defeatists who have been gaining
media notoriety by burning their "Minneapolis in '73" buttons, flying the Toronto
flag, or lying across the atmosphere in an attempt to block troop zeppelins have
been led astray by the caterwauling caliphs of chronology and other pointy-eared
intellectuals who have tried to convince us that our cause is both hopeless and
unjust. What they have failed to consider is that while it is both hopeless and
unjust, it's also fun. fi

(5) Ask not what Minn-STF can do for you, nor what you can do for Minn-STF.
Also, ask not what I can do for you or what I can do for Minn-STF. If you should
for some reason however care to ask what you can do for me, I'm willing to think
it over.

(6) slush funds are encouraged, but you have to mop up after yourself.

(7) There is no seventh point. Or any other sort of point. Aren't you a
little old to be believing in mystic numbers?

~- President Dannis ILien

~
-Z -



| i |
“wes 2z, cDJTORIAL

by Fred Haskell

Good svening. And welcome to my

: last issue of RUNE. In case you were
f;§ worried, perhaps thinking that you had
\,-/ missed an issue, this is the "May"
‘;w’“@7 issue of RUNE, or at least would have
0 =/ been, had it come out then. As it is,

, B\C. /8 it is the July, or maybe even the
)/ %ktqu August issue. But, no matter, because
T it's done now. I hope you enjoy it.

I was quite gratified to notice
the number of you who wrote to say you
have enjoyed RUNE during my
stay as editor. I thank you all for
your support and kind words. Of
course, as you know, the editor is the
least part of a fanzine, and none of
this would have been possible without
the hard work of many people during the
past two years. I was going to list
all the people who made Volume Seven of
RUNE possible here in the editorial,
but when I typed up the list, T discovered that it runs about a page. So I've set
aside a special thanks page, wh;ch you will find somewhere in here.

Since many of you seemed puzzled 3s to why I am leaving, I guess it's best to
explain. Actually, there are a number of reasons. First, it is my feeling that
it is best for a clubzine to have a rotating editorship. That way, more people
get a chance to work on it, and people outside the area get a more rounded view of
what the club is like. I've edited RUNE for about two years now, and I think it's
about time for somebody else to have a chance at it.

Second, I must confess that I am burning out a bit, or at least getting
somawhat crisp at the edges (as testimony, notice the lateness of this issue).
It's been fun and all, but it has been getting more and more difficult to get
around to doing the necessary work. And I think it is therefore best to step
aside, so that RUNE will not suffer. (And on the off chance that this admission
of burn-out worries any of you, let me quickly mention that I am not burned out on
fandom, and indeed not even totally burned out on fanzine editing. I just want a
chance to step back a while and take a breather before jumping in again. This
decision was much easier because this is a clubzine which can and will continue on
after I've laft (otherwise, I might have been tempted to push myself for longer,
and eventually would have re2lly burned out). And yes, I will again publish a
fanzine, but more about that a little later in the column.)

Third, and somewhat related, is the fact that I think I've pretty much
accomplished what I set out to do, and don't think I could improve RUNE much more
right now. (I know that there is much room for improvement, I'm just not the one
to do it right now. After my breather, I hope to pub a2 zine better than RUNE has

-3-



been....) What was I trying to accomplish? Well, in my first RUNE aditorial (in
pumber 39) I said: 'First, there's the matter of club pride. It is nice that the
general consensus among fanzine reviewers seems to be that the RUNE is one of the
best clubzines being published today; however, I look at the RUNE and think that
it's nice, but that I can do so much better. And I think that it would be really
nice for the club if RUNE came to be acclaimed as one of the best fanzinas going,
rather than just as a good clubzine.... Second, I guess that I'm a publishing fan
at heart, and my Dream as such has always been to publish a really high quality
genzine." It may be immodest of me, but I do believe that I have accomplished the
latter. And the former? Well, if my reasonably reliable sources can be trusted,
RUNE placed seventh in the Hugo nominations. I guess that fills the bill.

Fourth, and last, is the fact that I will soon be leaving Minneapolis for a
while, and will not be in any position (geographically, financially, or
temporally) to continue as RUNE editor. Where I am going, and what I will be
doing is a somewhat involved subject, but I will now charge right in and tell you
More Than You Ever Wanted to Know about it.

You see, I've aluays considered myself to be an extraordinary person (fans
are slans, you know), and I've felt that my chances of being happy in a "straight"
job were rather slim. My recent experience as a Manufacturer's Representative for
a Major Furniture Manufacturer reinforced this feeling, which had been growing
when I was a motel desk clerk, « restaurant worker, and a warehouse man, and which
had started even before I worked bagging groceries. In fact, even when I was
fifteen years old, and doing odd jobs for a few hours a day at the local drug
store, I suspected that normal jobs were not for me. So I betook myself to
college (with a great deal of help and support from my parents, for which I am
quite grateful (hi dad! Hi mom!)), and through a long set of circumstances (and
four and a half years of work) graduated with a BA in Photojournalism in 1971.
Though I applied for a couple of relatively normal jobs in photography then (and
got turned down), I considered myself to be more of an "artist with a camera® than
a photojournalist, and probably wouldn't have been too happy working for 2
newspaper.

In addition to this, I have been playing guitar and singing for about
thirteen years (coincidentally, about the length of time I‘'ve been in fandom), So
when I got involved in discussions of "what am I going to do with my life?" with
Vaughn Bode, who respected and enjoyed both my singing/guitar playing and my
photographic art, he suggested that I put the

two together in some way. I mulled this idea A

over for quite some time, snd finally put & d?
together "Da Fred Haskell Song and Slide MINNEAPOLIS
Show," which is a show in which I sing and Iy IN ‘73 /

play guitar, and show slides of my
photographic art. I premiered this show at
BYOBCon this year, and was met with an
enthusiastic response, which told me that I
was on the right track. (Anu by the way, I am
scheduled to put the show on at the ¥orldcon
(MidAmeriCon) at 7:30 Thursday night, so if
you're interested, feel free to stop by and
see it.)

In any case, I have decided to attempt to
make a living with my photography, my singing
and guitar playing, or the ceombination ol theu.
And in order to get out of ruts, and to try to
get things together, I have decided to get a

£{Concluded on page 68.37
o "JJ"‘
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By Bob Vardeman

Famous words: 1I'11 go anywhere for a
free meal. Those seven words wers drunkenly
uritten circa 1972. It sounds innocuous,
looks so simple when it's put down in black
and white. That just goes to show how
appearances can be deceiving. And how fans
play on my weaknesses (hunger, greed,
egoboo ).

Don Blyly wrote a very nice letter
explaining how I was to be on the "Effects
of Alcohol on SF'" panel with Bob Tucker,
Gordy Dickson, Joe Haldeman and Denny ILien
(immoderately moderating). With such a
stellar 1line-up of well-known lushes, my
baser instincts were  appealed to. The
tag-line was mention of my "I'll go anywhere
for a free meal" statement. Don hinted that
several fans were actually fighting over who
would furnish the meal. All I had to do to
collect was attend Minicon 11, be on the
panel and do all the normal con stuff which
I naturally interpreted as meaning empirical
research for the panel.

I can't remember going to any other con
where the festivities started three days
before and continued two days after (and,
for all T know, may still be continuing --
life is one giant con in Minneapolis). Part
of this stems from a four story slan shack
called the Bozo Bus Building. Don more or
less runs it and has filled it with fans
from top to bottom (from the building's lack
of structural integrity, they may all find
themselves 1in one room some day =-- the
basement). There's an exception to this
fannish rule, of course, and, of course,
she's a little old lady who wears sneakers.

I crashed in one of Don's spare rooms
when I was sleeping at all. The first night
got me one of Jim Young's 10¢ Tours of

A ¢£Continued on page 69.3}9
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By Bob Tucker

Minicon wasn't very mini this year.
These weary bones and bloodshol eyesockets
are mute testimony to the fact that the
affair lasted eight days, but I will
grudgingly admit that is a pretty good
advertisement for a group of people who arse
hell-bent on winning the worldcon in 1973.
If they win the bid and theo manage to
stretch the worldcon into eight Ilong
glorious days, as they did this meeting,
they will have easily topped that mad hatter
in Kansas City.

I went in early and scacrecy was my
watchword. TWanting to case the city,
wanting to slip into town unnoticed and
unannounced, I flew in = week early on April
1lth. My purpose was to observe Minnsapolis
fandom while it was off-stage; to watch them
and listen to them with their hair down and
their shoes off; to note their beliavior when
they supposed they were alone: to determine
if they truly dessrved to host a worldcon in
1973. I wanted to gauge their maturity,
their organization, their :asponsibility,
and then report back to *the Secrat Masters
in the Chicago area.

And too, I wanted 'to check out the
worldcon hotel without their presance; I
didn't want any of them or the hotel's
convention mahager doggiug wy heels to hide
“holes in the carpet, plaster dripping from
the walls, or empty ice mzchines. I wanted
to learn if the soda pop machines actually
dispensed a can for wach quarter inserted in
the slot, or merely burped at the customer.
I wanted to know Minneapolis fandom and the
hotel and the seriousness of the bid. To
that end 1 slipped .in early, taking
precautions to conceal my arrival, A
stewardess let me hide behind her miniskirt
as we left the aircraft.

£4{Continued on page 73.33
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SET YOUR
CONTROLS
FOR THE
AEART &
FANLiF\ﬂE Rl

A Column by David Emerson

LFLYIN THiS
BARY 1S A PlECE

—Rwal 'ec/ 95

Mike Glicksohn says that I'm writing a series of articles on the theory and
practice of fanzins publishing. Oh. I hadn't quite realized that, but who am I
to dispute Mike Glicksohn? Proceeding along this line, what should my subject be
this issue? My first column dealt with the things I liked in fanzines, and my
second dealt with what I thought were some common faults., Having covered the Good
and the Bad, I suppose I should do the Ugly, and talk about layout and graphics
and suchlike. But that subject was all hashed and rehashed ad nauseum back a few
yvears, with Alpajpuri's CARANDAITH and Jay Zaremba's THE ESSENCE lsading the cause
of graphic experimentation, and people like Ron Miller and Jerry Lapidus
discussing fanzine grarhics until the rest of us were pretty tired of the subject.
So I think I'll &Toic¢ that one for now.

And I don't seem to have anything burning that needs to be said, no soapbox
to get on, nothing to get off my chest. So it's back to leafing through the
fanzines, looking for something to base a column on.

.
3 i 3*

Shortly after RUNE #L6 was published, a couple of fanzines came in, just a
little too late for that issue and quite a2 bit early for this one. Although they
were quite different (MAYA #9 from Rob Jackson in England, and KOSMIC CITY KAPERS
#6 from Jeff May of Missouri), they both contained articles on very similar but
completely different subjects. In MAYA there was Ian Williams' column, "Goblin
Towers," in which he describes Gannetfandom: what it is, how it came to be, its
place in British Fandom, An extremely interesting and highly informative article.
I loved reading it. It gave me a close look at a segment of fandom that 1'd heard
about and been ‘curious about for some time. (Recently I saw a back issus of Mike
Glyer's SCIENTIFRICTION that contained a chart showing the principal members of
the principal local fan groups in England. I noticed that the groups tend to be
named after something other than their cities: the Gannets, the Rats, the
Kittens. Who are they? What are they?)

~T-



On the other hand, KCK featured no less than four articles (five, if you
count Jodie Offutt's restaurant guide to Morehead, Kentucky) on local fandoms -~-
Arizona, Melbourne, Rhode Island, and Albany, FEach offers, in its own way, views
of a particular fan scene. Ken St. Andre does a bazonko (sort of combination
gonzo and bozo) history of Phoenix fandom from an admittedly biased standpoint;
John J. Alderson relates a visit to Melbourne and a meeting with the fans there in
Degraves Tavern; Don D'Ammassa describes what might happen at a typical RISFA
meeting; and John Robinson gives a quick run-down of fanac in upstate New York.

Now, I think this is great. Especially Jeff's idea to present a series of
these articles highlighting different groups. Fandom is pretty big these days,
and those of us in larger fan centers hardly even know all the other fans in town,
much less the entirety of fandom. Conventions provide some personal contact with
other fan groups, but distance still keeps most of us apart; and there are usually
many local fans who don't go to out-of-city cons and aren't into fanzines. The
zines mostly provide individual contact (articles, locs) and there are but few
which reflect the character of local groups. But articles like these establish a
valuable communication link among fans, helping to give us all a more complete
picture of this huge social structure known as Fandom. Which, in turn, furthers
a sense of unity and brings us all closer together.

Not that these are all great articles; they each have their flaws, as they
each have their strong points and their individual approaches. The Robinson and
the D'Ammassa are informative and probably accurate, but short and somewhat dry.
The Alderson is well iritten, but from the viewpoint of an outsider, so the rsader
gets an objective description but not a feeling for the group. The St. Andre is
highly entertaining and communicates what I presume to be the character of the
local fandom (though it may just be the character of Ken St. Andre), but the
informational content doesn't seem to stick in my brain very long.

And Tan Willams? Well, I liked his article a whole lot, even if it did tend
to degenerate into melodrama on occasion. But then, maybe Ian and I have some
affinity. After all, Rob Jackson pointed out that both Ian's pisce and my own
column in RUNE L were "articles of self-justification," and that Ian's
"macquerades as a fanhistorical article'" while mine '"masquerades as fanzine
reviews."

The flaws don't really matter, though. I enjoyed all the articles, as I
usually enjoy faan-fiction and articles on fanhistory. And I hope more people
will be moved to write similar things.

ap
iy

Having said all that, I feel oblized to practice what I preach and tell you
all something about Mpls/StP1l fandom. After all, RUNE reaches a pretty wide
audience, and actual Minn-stf members are a distinct minority on the mailing list.
So the rest of you might be curious as to what goes on around herse.

First of all, theire's Minn-stf itself. This is mostly a party-oriented
group; meetings are held every two weeks on Saturday afternoons, except in the
summer, when meetings are every week and a half, alternating Saturday afternoons
with weekday evenings. These meetings tend to be purely social affairs, with such
activities as talking, eating, drinking (soft drinks and bheer mostly), punning,
frisbeeing, dungeoning, and sometimes guitar playing and singing. The regulars
are mostly younger fans, high school and college students, although the
"old~timers" (mid- to late-twenties) show up occasionally. The official
membership 1s much larger than the usual attendance, because the only requirements
for being a member are: (1) you must be a sentient being; and (2) you must attend
one meeting. Notice that's one meeting, not one meeting a year. Membership is

T



for life, or as the saying goes, '"Death itself will not release you, even if you
dian!

Closely allied to Minn-stf, but not an official part of it, is MINNEAPA.
This is a local apa with a dozen or so members in the Twin Cities area, and as
many (sometimes more) members in othsr states. Just about all the nhearby MINNEAPA
participants go to Minn-stf occasionally, if not often. The apa is often but not
always collated at Minn-stf meetings, for that matter. Of the pesople you know
through RUNE, those who are also apa members include me, Fred Haskell, Jerry
S HEEGe Denny Lien, EssJay (cosmic strips), David Dyer--Benrett and DOﬂ Bailey
(letterhacks). Not to mention Jon Singer, even though he doesn't live here. Not
most of the time, anyway. John Kusske and Ieigh Idmonds used to be in the apa.
Ken Fletchar and Jim Young are in it every once in a while. Reed Wzller is in it
every once in a long while.

Then there is Nocres. This tends to be an older bunch of people, mostly in
the range between mid-twenties and mid-thirties. These also tend to be the
Mpls/StP1 fans who show up a* other midwsstern cons: the Lessingers, Chrok Holst
and Jenny Brown, Mark Riley znd -Cat Ocel, Bev Swanson, Karen Hennebry, Dave Wixon
and Caryl Bucklin, Quincy Blue, Scott Imes, Susan Ryan. If anything, this is an
even more party-orientacd group than Minn-stf. The meetings =re biweekly Saturday
night parties, usually consisting mostly of talking, listening to music, and
partaking of refreshments.

In addition, there sre frequent parties atv various fannish abodes for various
reasons -- welcoms parties, farewsll parties, birthday parties, housewairming
parties, traveling-jiant-is-in-town parties, and why-not-have-z-party partiss.

There are also a few fringe fandoms around. The SCA is active here and
several sf fans are into it, There's a thriving comics fandom and a games fandom,
each intersecting with sf fandom to a small dagree. I'm told there is a Lovecraft
fandom around that is completely separate and has no contact with sf fandom at all.

And of course there are a couple of official functions when folks aren't too
busy partying. One is RUNE, and the other is the Mimicon. All the work done for
these two projects is voluntary, and peoplec seem to have fun doing them so they
keep getting done year after year.

An especially interesting facet of the fan scaena here 1s thz Bozo Bus
Building, an apartment building with eleven fannish apa>iments, counting the two
in the annex next dcor and Ruth-Odren-who'!s~gafiated, It's not exactly a slan
shack; rather than a house (like the Hobbitat, 2nother loczl phanomenon) or a
large apartment, this is a collection of individuzl fan homes. It's a comfortable
combination of privacy and close contact with fannish neighbors.

The building is actually two buildings joined at right angles, with most of
the fans in the "B" half. On that side, the tco floor houses Fred Haskell and
Margie Lessinger across the hall from esch other; th2 third floor has the
apartments of Scott Imes and of Don Blyly and Dave Wior, the caretakers; on the
sacond floor is Susan Ryan; and on the ground floor is mc. On the "A" side, the
gafiated Ruth Odren is on thg third floor, and Mzrgie's sister Linda and two of
the lessinger progeny occupy the sacond flocr. Next door in the annex, or
caboose; are Ken Fletcher and linda Lounsbury upstairs, and SCA'er Richard Stuefer
downstairs.

Iife around this place is ... interesting. It used to be more interesting
when Mark Riley and Cat Ocel lived here: Mark's presence tends to raise both the
decibel level and the chaos factor; and Cat is a remarkable woman with boundless
~n2rgy. But the craw we have is plenty lively.

-0-



This is the sort of place where there's usually somebody around if you feel
like visiting with your neighbors, In these warm summer months, visits frequently
take place on the back porch -- a multi-level decrepit wooden structure that all
the 2nd, 3rd, and Lth floor epnrizents open onto. Since it's on the south sitde;,
it's perfect for sunbathing. If only there weran't a highrise apartment building
staring at us on that side....

Visiting in the :partments has a tendency to turn into spontaneous and
informal parties at a moment's notice. Iast summer, I was sitting in my place
when the buzzer rang and somebody in the building appeared at the door (I forget
Just who it was). As we talked,
another neighbor stopped by. By
some odd coincidence, this kept
happening until the gathering
reached critical mass, at which
point it was noisy enough to
start attracting people
actively. It even attracted Jim
Young from clear across toun.
Fortunately I had enough
lemonade to go zround, so the
house-didn't get ravagad by
crazed, refreshmentless fans. I i
had a terrific time; I was :
enchanted by the notion that a party had materialized around me out of thin air.

And even if there's nobody home around the building, there's always Uncle
Hugo's on the next corner. The probability of finding at least one fan there is
rather high, especially since the owner and two of the three employeses are fans =--
Don Blyly, Dave Wixon, and Ken Fletcher respectively. (There's got to be a
non-fan to mind the store during Minn-stf meetings ard on convention weekends.)

The fannish nature of the Bnzo Bus is perpetuated by notifying the local fan
populace whenevsr an apartment here is empty, rather than public advertising.
That's how it started, with Don and Jim Young moving here because a fan named
Bruce Wright was living herzs. Fred moved in about the same time, and there was no
stopping the influx of fans, especially when Don became the caretaker. Fans come
and occasionally go, but the Bozo Bus lives on.

So there you have z sketchy and roreshortened view of the fan scene in the
Twin Cities. If you want to krow more, come to a Minicon and meet us.

S
'l

2
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Genzines:

WRINKLED SHREW %5, Pat & Crahaa Charnock, 70 Ledbury Road, London Wl1l, England.

For the usual. Fine fanri.h zine f111 of characteristically British fanwriting,
all quite entertaining and often very funny, in a dry sort of way. Includes a
fannish comic strip, a board gfamc, "FANAC" and the most, ah, interesting table of
contents I've ever read. Definitely one of the best fanzines in Britian. Rated R.

ZYMURGY, Dick Patten, 2908 El Corto SW, Albuquerque NM 87105. 50¢ or the usual.
Once again divorced from SANDWORM (which Vardebob has finally laid to rest), this
contains humorous and fannish material mostly. Small but enjoyable.

WINDING NUMBERS %3, Randy Reichardt, S8 Penrose Place, Winnipge, Manitoba R2J 181,
Canada. 50¢ or the usual. Alternates between things fannish and science-.
fictional, but maintains a light tone; fun. Includes a cooking section and a fan
version of "Hollywood Squares."

TRIODE %22, Eric Bentcliffe, 17 Riverside Cres, Holmes Chapel, Cheshire, CW4 7NR,
England. Published by Terry Jeeves; Canadian agent Mike Glicksohn. Revival and
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continuation of .a fine old 7th (or was it 6th?) Fandom zine: 1like a piece of
fanhistory alive today. A lot of very witty writing, including John Berry (the
Irish one, not the tall Fanoclast) and a funny, albeit injoke-filled, faan story
parodying the Fantastic Voyage bit. A must for the faaanish fan.

TITLE %51, Donn Brazier, 1455 Fawnvalley Dr, St. Louis MO 63131. 25¢ or the usual.
A hodgepodge of a zine, based around the technique of chopping up locs and
regrouping the bits according to subject matter. As a result, individual fan
personalities get lost and subjugated to the content. There are a few columns and
individual pieces, including fanzine reviews by Mike Glicksohn.

TANGENT 4, David Truesdale, 611-A Division St, Oshkosh WI 54901. $1.25 or the

usual. Offset and appearance-oriented (though there is a noticable lack of
artwork, and the layout is nothing outstanding), the zine contains a smattering of
everything from fanzine reviews to fiction. The real selling point is the set of

interviews with pros Zelazny, Tenn, Tucker, and RR Martin.

TABEBUIAN #26,27,28, and FLAMENCO vlnl, Dave & iardee Jenrette, Box 33074, Miami FL
33133. 12/%$3, or the usual. No two issues of TAB are the same, though they're all
midget offset. FLAMENCO is a Mensa organ that the Jenrettes edit.

STAR PROBE 1, Mark Finlay et al., 2116 Carlotta Drive, Sacramento CA 95825 (this
address may be out of date alrezdy). $1 or the usual. Sort of a clubzine of the
SI" club at American River College; contains fiction and reviews, presumably by
local fans.

SWOON v2, 4,2, Arnie & Joyce Katz, 59 Livingston St, Apt 6B, Brooklyn NY 11201l.
$1, 5/$3, or the usual. The Katzes are back in the faanzine business after a long
hiatus, and it's almost as if they never left. High-quality writings from Joyce,
Arnie, Bill Kunkel, Harry Warner, Bob Tucker, Terry Carr, and Ross Chamberlain fill
these two issues; the covers are fine examples of Ross's superd on~stencil artwork.

SIMULACRUM #2A, Victoria Vayne, PO Box 156, Stn D, Toronto, Ont. M6P 3J8, Canada.
$1.50 or the usual, Letters on SIM #2.

STARLING #33, Hank & Lesleigh Luttrell, 525 W. Main, Madison WI 53703. 50¢, 5/%2,
or the usual. Uncle Scrooge meets kaymond Chandler.

THE SF & F JOURNAL 86,87, and THE JOURNAL SUPPLEMENT 199,200, Don Miller,
12315 Judson PRoad, Wheaton MD 20906. The former for $1.25, 4/$4; the latter for
30¢, 4/$1; also for something aroroximating the usual. Reviews.

SCIENTIFRICTION %5, Mike Glyer. (His address is not to be found in the zine.) The
usual, or $1 for a sample. A few good columns (Dave Locke, Stan Burns, Cy Chauvin)
and the usual run of locs and revie:s.

REQUIEM 48,9, Norbert Spehner, 455
Saint-Jean, Longueuil, P.Q. J4d 2Z3, S h U e GRS
RGeSk @ie L AL sl hal)ie ) v l9loE . L0l
In French.

PHOTRON #15, Steve Beatty, 1662 College
Ter Dr, Murray KY 42071. 50¢, 3/$1.25,
ox SEhEefusuaE N Genemioe: (o Chfﬁﬂﬁﬂﬁ}
o «; L, L
OUTWORLDS %27, Bill Bowers, PO Box 2521, N “’"f‘{m
North Canton OH 44720. $1.30, 4/$5, or 9&2
the usual. All-around Zood iine, tut you 'Vé ;

knew that already.

MYTHOLOGIES ;8, Don D'Ammassa, 19 Angell
Drive, East Providence RI 02914. The
uslual; sample for $1. Discussions.

MOTA #14-18, Terry Hughes, 4739
Washington Blvd, Arlington VA 22205 (NOTE
COA). For the usual. AQuite simply, the
best fanzine being published today.

{LEd. Note: second best.}}

MAYA 9,10, Rob Jackson, 21 Lyndhurst
Road, Benton, Newcastle upon Tyne
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NE12 9NT, U.K. US agent Sam Long, PO Box 4946, Patrick AFB, FL 32925.. 40p, 3/&1
in the UK, $1, 4/$3 in the US; or the usual. Very fine British zine (indeed, a
Gannetzine) with excellent writing and appearance.

KRATOPHANY #8, Xl1i Cohen, 2920 Victoria Ave, Apt 12, Regina, Sask. §4T _lK7f 9anada.
50¢ or the usual. Puns, Zen koans, travails with Canadian immigrgtlon officials,
How to Speak Fannish, and a review of Zen and the Art of Mimeo Malntenanc§. All
this and Yarik P. Thrip, too! ©No other fanzine, especially no other fanzine
printed on blue paper in the frozen northland by a man who still wears a beard or
by a woman who has never worn a beard, can make that statement.

KOSMIC CITY KAPERS #6, Jeff May, Box 68, Liberty MO 64068. 25¢, 5/$1, or the usual.

KNIGHTS #15, Mike Bracken, PO Box 7157, Tacoma WA 98407. $1.25, 4/$4{ or the usual.
Content centers around SF; art is more fannish, including a Shull strip, amd the
latest installment in the Sirois/Foglio cartoon war.

JANUS #2,3, Janice Bogstad, c/o Madison Book Co—op, 254 West Gilman, Madison WI
53703. 50¢, 5/$2, or the usual. Nearly all the material is by fans in the
emerging Madison group. General stuff with an occasional bit of humor.

GODLESS #12,13, Eruce D. Arthurs, 920 N. 82nd St, H-201, Scottsdale AZ 85257. 50¢
or the usual. 12 is mostly letters; 13 has reviews and articles, and some humor
pieces that don't quite make it (except for, possibly, "The Frog in God's Throat"
by Rich Bartucci (the title alone is worth it), but I didn't read Mote so I can't
say for sure).

FOOLSCAP 311, John D. Berry, 1000 15th Ave East, Seattle WA 98112. For FAPA and
some other people. Not the fannish genzine of bygone days, but more like a
FITCHHIKE without letters.

FLADNAG #1, Stven Carlberg, 4315 West Alabama #4, Houston TX 77027. 50¢, §/$2, or
the usual. A well-rounded 2ine, with bozo humor, a sercon piece, a reflection on
the state of the culture, and a good faan story. I'm really glad to see somebody
doing faan-fiction again; I hope FLADNAG will feature more of the same in the
future. However, this issue was dated September 1975 and was announced as
bi-monthly, but there's been no word from Stven since. Uh-oh.

1GG $10, Peter Roberts, 6 Westbourne Park Villas, London W2, U.K. For the usual,
not cash. Moscly fannish and light; predominantly enjoyable.

SCLIPSE #8, Mark Sharpe. 10262 John Jay Apt. D, Indianapolis IN 46236. 35¢ or the
usual. Mostly reviews. y

DORK-PIZZLE ##6,7, SCINTILLATION #8 (same zine, changed name), Carl E. Bennett, Box
8502, Portland OR 97207. 50¢, $3.50/yr, or the usual. This has turned into quite
a decent genzine.

DILEMMA %11, 12, Jackie Franke, Box 51-4 RR 2, Beecher IL 60401. For the usual
only. Ace Midwestern-con-goer Jackie details her fannish life and times —=— con
reports and commentary on thirgs like the SUNCON site change. Lively lettercol.

CYNIC %9, Gray Boak, 2 Cecil Court, Cecil Street, Lytham, Lancs. FY8 5NN, U.K. For
the usual. Very fannish Britzine, including a report on "The First World Faan
Convention" (this is for real, by the way, and I think it's a great idea except
that it's on a different side of the Atlantic than I am). Makes me want to see
many more issues of CYNIC, both past and future.

THE CY CHAUVIN MEMORIAL FANZIuE, Larry Downes, 21960 Avon, Oak Park MI 48237. 31
or the usual. A tribute of sorts to Cy Chauvin, with material from Downes, Brian
Earl Brown, Mike Glyer. Diane Drutowski, James Goddard, Sheryl Smith, Mike
Glicksohn, and, uh, Lance Por folio. Ya hadda be there.

CHAO %19, John J. Alderson, Havelock, Vic. 3465, Australia. A$1 or US$1.25, or the
usual. Mostly serious with a bit of humor; mostly by Alderson himself.

CHANGELING #2 (formerly ZAPPIT), K. Allen Bjorke, 3626 Coolidge St NE, Minneapolis
MN. 20¢ or the usual. This issue concentrates on SF in TESImiSEand S TV Aot
better looking than ZAPPIT, and more content.

ASH-WING 418, Frank Denton, 14654 8th Ave SW, Seattle WA 98166. The usual, "but
especially this time for stuffed badgers, Dunlop golf balls, dried bracken,
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complete sets of Dickens, cancelled tickets from Atlanta Hawks games, crush-proof
boxes and deer horn buttons." . General stuff.

ALTAIR #2, Terry Whittier, 3809 Meramonte Way, North Highlands CA 95660. 60¢,
4/$2, or the usual. Mostly light and/or fannish, though the art is mostly stfnal
and/or S&S.

Personalzines & Apazines:

AVENGING AARDVARK'S AERIE %7,8, Ross Pavlac, 4654 Tamarack Blvd, Apt C-2, Columbus
OH 43229. For the usual.

BOOWATT s4-7, Garth Danielson, 616-415 Edison, Winnipeg, Man. R2G OM3, Canada. 25¢.
(Title in runes), Brian Earl Brown, 55521 Elder Rd, Mishawaka IN 46544.

DON-O-SAUR #44,45, Don C. Thompson, 7498 Canosa Court, Westminster CO 80030. 35¢,
6/$2, 12/$3.50, or the usual. I think I've figured out the appeal of Don's writing.
It's not so much his style, about which I complained last time of being "dull and
flat, even though it is competent;" rather, it's his subject matter. Last year in
DoS he chronicled his sister's losing battle with cancer, and did it in such an
emotionally revealing manner that many readers were deeply touched. He continues

to refer to this now and again. In #44, he describes his meeting with Jackie

Hilles and the emotional connotations of that event. This is pretty rare in fandom,
and apparently many fans can't handle it.

INFERNO #10, Paul & Cas Skelton, 25 Bowland Close, Offerton, Stockport, Ches.
SK2 S5NW, U.K. Only for the usual. Letters, natter from Skel, and hello from Cas.

KNOCKERS FROM NEPTUNE %3, Mike & Pat Meéra, 61 Borrowash Road, Spondon, Derby
DE2 7@H, U.K. $1 or the usual. Letters and natter. (Funny echo in here....)

KYBEN #13, Jeff & Ann Smith, 1339 Weldon Ave, Baltimore MD 21211. 35¢, 3/%$1, or
the usual. Baseball, bank weirdos, TV, and Yes.,

LE VIOL #?, 22, Bruce Townley, 2323 Sibley St, Alexandria VA 22311. GEELEEL oo

NEW DIRECTIONS %25, Mike Bailey, PO Box 48563, Station Bentall, Vancouver B.C.
V7X 1A3, GCanada. 6/$1. :

PANTEKHNIKON #1, Bob Webber, 204-20 Graydon Hall Dr, Don Mills, Ont. M3A 229,
Canada. $1 or the usual.

THE ROGUE RAVEN #21,22, Frank Denton, 14654 8th Ave SW, Seattle WA 98166. 6/$1
or, probably, the usual.

STRANGE DYSTOPIAS #1, Bill Brummer, 11 Strath Humber Court, Islington, Ont. M9A 4c7,
Canada. The usual.

THANGORODRIM! #26, Patrick Hayden, 206 St George St %910, Toronto, Ont. MSR 2N6,
Canada. 25¢ or the usual.

TREPONEMA PALLIDUM %7, Rich Bartucci, Box 369, KCCOM, 2105 Independence Ave, Kansas
City MO 64124. 25¢ or the usual.

THE USELESS DIATRIBE %2, Carl Eugene Bennett, Box 8502, Portland OR 97207. I'm
inclined to agree with the title.

VIBRATOR #5, Graham Charnock, 70 Ledbury Road, London Wll, U.K. Wheeeeee! Love it!

WINDFALL PROPHET California Dreamin', David Taggart, Chandler Road, White River Jioity
VT 05001; and Wayne W. Martin, 4623 E. Inyo, Apt E, Freson CA 93702. For the usual.

Clubzines:

THE BCSFA NEWSLETTER (BCSFAZINE) #32-35, Fran Skene, PO Box 35577, Vancouver, B.C.
V6M 4G9, Canada. Free to members; associate membership is $2/yr.

BSFAN 544, Mike Kurman, 16-I Rich Mar Road, Owings Mills MD 21117. For the usual.
Baltimore SF Society.

CYGNUS X-1 %3, Bob Ruben, 1351 Denniston Ave, Pittsburgh PA 15217. For the usual.
Western Pennsylvania SF Assoc. Fun articles and a con report.
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DWARF %7, KaCSFFS, 508 W. 75th St, Kansas
City MO 64114. Ed. Sarah Sue Wilde, for the
Kansas City club. For the usual. The zine
that asks the question, "If fandom isn't
pre—destined, why did Fred Haskell grow up on
Zarthan Avenue?" (Ken Fletcher.) This ish
has a beautiful Reed Waller cover. Hey, wait
a minute, what fandom is this, anyway?

NIT-WIT #3-7, Michael Harper, PO Box 105,
Bond Head, Ont. LOG 1BO, Canada. Ontario SF
Club (OSFic).

NOCRES #4,4.5, Cat Ocel and Mark Riley, 2646
15th Ave S, Minneapolis MN 55407. 60¢ for
the former, 30¢ for the latter. #4 features
"MacSaari," a Macbeth parody written by

: - members of the old Minneapolis Fantasy
Society (MFS) -- Gordy Dickson, Poul Anderson, Oliver "aari, et al.; #4.5 is a
special issue commemorating Fred Haskell's FanGoH-ship at BYOBCon this year.

PROPER BOSKONIAN %13, NESFA, Box G, MIT Branch Post Office, Cambridge MA 02139.
David Stever for the New England SF Assoc. Includes Apa-Napkin, a one~shot done
by crazed restaurant-going fans at Disclave '75.

RED DRAGON, The Official Organ of the SASSAFRAS Party, J. Kimball, 559 Arden Way,
Sacramento CA 95815. Very confused.

SHADOW 3#52-56, Eric Larsen, 4012 Colby Dr, Raleigh NC 27609. 35¢ or trades. For
the Nameless Order of R'Lyeh, the North Carolina group.

UNIVAX & UNICORNS #3, Melanie Solt, c/o The Time Machine, 502 Maple; West Des
Moines YA 50265. There seems to be a fan group in Des Moines. They're even
putting on a convention the weekend before Worldcon. :

Newszines:

KARASS, Linda Bushyager, 1614 Evans Ave, Prospect Park PA 19076. 3/$1, news,
1l for 1 trades, and other usuals. News of fandom.

LOCUS, Charlie & Dena Brown, PO Pnox 3938. San Francisco CA 94119. 60¢, 15/$6.
News of the pro SF field. '

THE SPANG BLAH, Jan Howard Finder, now living in the US but I don't have his
current address. 50¢, 5/$2 or the equivalent. International fan news.

Reviewzines:
FANZINE FANATIQUE 15,16, Keith Walker, 2 Daisy Bank, Quernmore Rd, Lancaster,

Lancs. U.X. 10p, 4/35p, 3/$1, or the usual. Fanzine reviews, with emphasis on
British zines.

IT COMES IN THE MAIL 319,20, Ned Brooks, 713 Paul St, Newport News VA 23605.
Listings, often with commentary, of everything that comes in the mail.

DELAP'S F&SF REVIEW %12, edited by Richard Delap, 1014 S. Broadway, Wichita, Kansas
67211; published by Fred Patten, 11863 W. Jefferson Blvd, Culver City CA 90230.
$1, 3$9/yr. Nothing but review- -.- bDooks and other media. '

SCIENCE FICTION REVIEW #16,17, Richard E. Geis, PO Box 11408, Portland OR 97211.
$1.25, 4/$4, 8/$7. SF reviews, articles, interviews, columns, and letters.

Fictionzines:

THE DIVERSIFIER #13, A.B. & C.C Clingan, PO Box 2078, Oroville CA 95965. $1,
3/%$2.75, $5.50/yr (6 is.ues).

EMPIRE 3%5/6, Mark J. McGarry, 631E S. Pearl St, Albany NY 12202. 75¢, 5/$3,
published contribution, or trade.

READOUT POETRY %1, John R. Woodward, 4010 Underwood St, Hyattsville MD 20782.
50¢, 3/$1.20.



BLEAK DECEMBER #7, Jim Dapkus, Box 73, Coloma WI 54930. 40¢ or 4/$1.50. Poetry.
Miscellany:
TOMES OF SORCERY %3, Jim Dapkus, address as above. Stuff for sale.

THE SLIDE, Lee Carson, 3412 Ruby St, Franklin Pk IL 60131. What Is Happening To
My Head??

GESTETNER OWNERS' BULLETIN 31, Jon Singer, 167 Vine St, Middletown CT 06457.
"...intended to be a forum in which G machine owners can Lelp each other in the
never—-ending battle to keep their machines running."

GREEN EGG 3%76-78, Church of All Worlds, Box 2953, St Louis MO 63130. $1, 8/%7.
Earth religions and neo-paganism.

THE ILLUSTRATED STORE FLYER, The Illustrated Store (SF books), 916 SW Morrison,
Portland OR 97205. A "flyer" that lives up to its name: fold along the lines
indicated and you get a paper plane.

INTERPLANETARY NEW PAPER WITNESS, Nard Kordell (my ghod, he is real!), PO Box 29093,
Chicago IL 60629. Newspaper format with huge repros of NASA photos, etc.

SOUTH OF THE MOON 12, Tim Marion, 614 72nd St, Newport News VA 23605. 25¢, 4/%1,
apa info, or the usual. 1Index of amateur press associations. New editor is to be
Andrew Sigel, 424 Greenleaf St, Evanston IL 60202.

THE SPACE GAMER %3, Metagaming Concepts, Box 15346 DMA, Austin TX 78761. 6/$5.
SF wargames =zine.

There's More at the Door:

TABEBUIAN #29&30; INFERNO %11; KNOCKERS FROM NEPTUNE #4; JANUS »4; IT COMES IN THE
MAIL #21; STARFIRE %7; SCINTILLATION v33%3; FANZINE FANATIQUE %17/18; SHADOW %57;
BCSFAZINE #36; BLEAK DECEMBER 3#8; REQUIEM 3#10; BOOWATT #8; apazines from Lester
Boutillier and Patrick Hayden; a one-shot from Taral W. MacDonald; THE OUTER
LIMITS 34; WINDING NUMBERS #4.

TESSERACT 25, SF Society, Room 519, Chicago Circle Center, UICC, Chicago IL.

STARMINION 31,2, Annelaurie Logca, 202 Van Hoosen Hall, Michigan State University,
E. Lansing MI 48824. Fiction.

THE COSMIC TRASHCANNER, Renee Sieber, 267 W. Holmes Hall, E. Lansing MI 48824.
Club/Genzine.

GRAND DELUSIONS #1, Chris Hoth, 22415 Gregory, Dsarborn MI 48124. Genzine.

CRUX 1, James Styles, 342 Barkly St, Ararat Victoria 3377, Australia. Dittozine.

A WORLD OF IMAGINATION, John Stocco, 2912 Decoto Road, Union City CA 94587. Fiction.
BACKSLIDE %2, Jeff May, Box 68, Liberty MO 64068. Personalzine.

WHUNDERFUL 541, Marty Klug, 5730 Chatport Road, St Louis MO 63129. Personalzine.
PABLQ LENNIS %4, John Thiel, 30 N 19th St, Lafayette IN 47904.

Stuff I Picked Up At AUTOCLAVE:

BROWNIAN MOTION 4, Brian Earl Brown, address as above. Personalzine.

TWENTIETH CENTURY UNLIMITED #12, Andy Porter, Box 4175, NY NY 10017. Personalzine,
for FAPA.

NAME (parody of TITLE); and RICHARD E. GOOSE (guess what). No one took
credit/blame for the latter, but the former was done by DavE Romm, 17 Highland Ave,
Middletown NY 10940, and Frank Balazs, 19 High St, Croton-on-Hudson NY 10520.

EFFEN ESSEF #2,3, Chip Bestler & Phil Foglio, 2312 N. Clifton, Chicago IL 60614.
$1 or the usual. A hodgepodge of material, but LOTS of Foglio art and comic
strips.
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{ore Itemrs From The Emerson Collection:

DRIFT 2, Gary Farber, 271 E. 197th St, Bronx NY 10458. For the usual, sometimes.
Long personal ramblings interspersed with guest columns. Good:stuff.

FANHISTORICA 1, JoeD Siclari, PO Box 1343 Radio City Station, NY NY 10019,
Reprints from as early as 1938 and as recent as 1968; plus brand new material from
Lee Hoffman -- a history of her legendary zine QUANDRY. Highly recommendeds
Available for 50¢, the usual, or old fanzines.

HILLESIAN FIELDS #6,7, Jackie Hilles, 6731 Meadowburm Drive, Richmond VA 23234.
Sent to her friends. Jackie's subject is her emotional reactions to the world
around her; her writing is highly evocative. The net result is that you want to
put your arms around her and tell her what a beautiful person she is.

HITCHHIKE #26, John D. Berry, 1000 15th Ave E, Seattle WA 98112. 50¢ for a sample,
no subs; response of some kind it demanded. A multi-personal journal of cultural
and counter-cuitural \
awarenessecs. Cosmic in a
non-stf sort of way.

K #3, Bernie Peek & Dave
Rowe, the former in trausit
and the latter at 8 Park
Drive, Wickford, Essex SS12
G HY, % TS Ko s RhEE s N at ke St tien
fanzine (somewhai like MAYA
is a Gannet fanzine), but
there's not an illo of a
kitten to be found anywhere
inside. 1In fact, there's
not an illo of any kind in
the 2zine, so nothing breaks
up the words except white
space. Or sometimes pink
BpEEE s g sl he eldl
terribly fannish, eh wot?
Not to mention fun.

LAN'S LANTERN 52, Lan
(George Laskowski), 26081
Marlene, Roseville MI 48066.
For the usual. Mostly
dittoed but surprisingly
legible. General stuff, a
bunch of con reports,
letters.

RATS! 517 (v2nl), Bill
Xunkel, 85-30 121st St, Kew
Gardens NY 11415. $1 or the
usual. Coincident with the
return of the Katzes is the
return of the Kunkels and
RATS! Writings by Greg Shaw
and Arnie Katz, as well as
Bill and Charlene. A cozy,
funky fanzine.

i

i
§

THE SPANISH INQUISITION :%47/8
(Special Monster Issue (size,
not subject matter)), Jerry
Kaufman, 880 W. 1l€.st .* 4D,
NY NY 10033, AND Suzanne
Tompkins, 90 Pinehurst Ave
“5H, NY NY 10033. $1

(single issues for 50¢) or
the usual. Includes a hefty
chunk of the Live Spanlng
done at Balticon this year,
plus lots more columns and
articles. Good looking and
good reading.
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by Dave Wixon

There is-of course a chance that Man will not be around for the e¢nd of the
world; on the other hand, perha:s His very going can be called the End of the
World -- someone once said that as far as he was concerned, the world would end
when he died.

What does science fiction have to say about the ultimate end of Mankind? Not
a whole bunch, which is perhaps wise. Mostly SF, when it addresses the question
at all, concludes that we don't know where we're going -- but we're in a hurry.

Restlessness. Brian Aldiss writes: !"The idea of the odyssey, the period of
wandering, is as old as man. Man is born of woman, and has a hell of a long way
to go. In the beginning was the Word, and the word apparently was Move! Man has
teen in motion ever since and, when not in motion, has thought, sung and written
about being on the move. Even in the cities of today, we may spend our lives in
quest of an elusive something."

Aldiss adds that many SF writers possess '"...an indestructible belief that
mapn himself must go to distant nebulas before he finds himself." This assumes
+that "himself" is what Man is looking for.

But there is also a suspicion that the goal won't be found even then. Walter
M. Miiler, Jr., made this the theme of "The Big Hunger'": he wrote of a restless
urge in Man that leads him to settle the whole galaxy, planet by planset,
"steel-jacketed motes of flesh, scurrying among the stars." Although men "drink
of the emptiness of space...their hunger grows," and when every planet is
ropulated, and there is no new place to go -- Man begins to chew on Himself,
again, like some restless animal in a cage.
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Actually, most of SF doesn't touch the subject of the end of Man at all,
Conventional SF just assumes that we'll go on forever just as we are now (unless
we blow ourselves up).

Clifford D. Simak has put in a lot of time, pondering what might be the
ultimate destination of this restless race. 1In an interview some years ago, he
told Jim Young: '"We either will continue to be a great technological race....

Or it may be that some of the sociologists are right when they say that any race
of intelligent beings will have a phase in which they will stress and develop
technology. Once they have gone so far in that direction, they then will drop
technology, and they will no longer try to have these technological triumphs -~ it
won't mean anything to them any longer."

Simak has been exploring that second sort of future, and in so doing has
created a shelf of quiet in SF. One thing he has suggested is that Man might end
by becoming something else. In City, most of mankind opted to abandon the human
form; like the mutants of the book, however, they are thereafter unknown to us:
we can't say meaningful things about aliens -- their needs -- even if descended
from Man.

In A Choice of Gods, earthmen who develop ESP leave Earth, to wander
endlessly among ong the stars. In Shakespeare's Planet Man, with the ability to
travel, virtually éxplodes from Fis planet -- and He does not conquer the galaxy;
He dlsperses, like the molccules of a puff of air released into a vacuum, drawn
apart from His fellows, to --iuder. It is Simak's feeling that Man is not yet
ready for this: '"We all are lost in the immensity of the universe. Having lost
our home, we have no place to go or, what is worse, too many places to go. We- are
lost not only in the depths of our universe, but in the depths of our minds as
well.... The human race now is fragmented to the stars.... We, as a race, are
1mpatlent with the past, and many of us with the present and we have only one
direction, futureward, which takes us ever farther from the concept of home. As
a race we are incurable wanderers and we want nothing that will tie us down and
nothing to hang onto -- until that day which must come at some time to each of us,
when we realize we're not as free as we think we are, but, rather, lost."

The. concept of "home" is important to Simak, and he tends to equate "home"
with Man's planet of origin. 1In Choice, the Indians find their place, in a quiet,
simple harmony with Earth.

Cliff Simak always cowes back to the Earth, "a planet made i'or Man." (Wa -
Station.) He sees how vast is the Universe, and how small are men. And I believe
he finds peace within that corcaept. He has a deep involvement in this world --
the planet itself and its ecostructure. His stories evince his immense love for
forest and field. To Cliff Simak, Man may be made for his planet, too; and Man's
happiness might lis in harmony with nature -- from there, harmony with the rest of
the Universe is easy.

This quiet life, he says, might be the End of Man -- but he worries that
Man's technological prowess may lead Him to blow His chance to achieve that
harmony.

There is another possibility. To some of us, the Universe is a play, and a
play must have a hero and a climax. But what if the Universe is like Main Street?
People (read "races") come, people go, and -- over time -- there is a great
turnover., I suspect Cliff knows that the Universe is not a play, to be drawn to
a conclusion; it is a vast stretch of time and space, into which all enter -- and
leave. The Universe is a vaster thing than any race. Man's role may be no more
than to come, stay a while -- and then leave. And it would be obscene for Him to
overstay. (From Choice: "I shudder when I envision man, the prehistoric monster,

~¥B=



continuing into a time and world where he has no place....")

In Planet, Simak also points to the possibility of Man's becoming some sort
of non-physical -~ mental -- being. Aldiss says "There are those who believe that
consciousness is a basic building block of the universe....it is conceivable that,
purified by hundreds of millenia, we might become God."

A1l these possibilities, and more besides: are they relevant? Can this ever
be more than mere idle mind-play? Perhaps. It would seem that one's belief as to
the ultimate end of Man would affect one's view of himself and fellows. Note that
much of SF today is basically materialistic, projecting Man in the future much as
He has always been; beyond now it sees only a constant search for more -- power,
pleasure, wealth -- whatever: an endless chain of "people just like ma,"
stretching into infinity.

But: if Man as He is today is but one more step -- and not the last step --
then at some time in the future our kind will be gone. This concept is repugnant

to many: it means death -- even if Beings descended from us live on, "me" would
be gone...

We want, too much, to live forever. Iike the monk in Planet, we fear death.
And like him, we also fear life, for life means continual change.

Now perhaps we'!ve stumbled on the reason for that great restlessness of Man,
Perhaps our very genes recognize that stagnation is a kind of death: maybe they
know that there is a purpose to all this.

People who ponder over-long as to What It's All About tend to bog down in
futility -- but men go on living. Our genes are stubborn little bastards.

It may be that we are really no more than bundles of mindless animal urges,
down there inside our brains. But there is a chance that there is more involved,
a Purpose. Man may find, at the end, an End.

£{Note: The Miller story and the Aldiss quotes appear in Space Odysseys -- see
the Book Review section. The Simak interview quoted appeared in RUNE h3, and is
copyright 197l by Jim Young. Shakespears's Planet by Clifford D. Simak is a
racent SF Book Club release, piblisned by Putnam.yd
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"Oh, I'm so excited! I don't want to go." Susan Ryan hugged herseif to show
that she was, indeed, desperate.

e s

An Interview
with Phil Proctor
of the Firaesign Theater
by Jim Young.

e R
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"Come on, Susan," Fred Haskell said. '"We're going to be late if we don't go
now."

S50 the two intrepid adventurers drove off into the quaint streets of
southeast Minneapolis, toward the unknown. They reached the city!s best Chinesse
restaurant, the famous Village Wok, and there they waited, along with one of my
college roommates, Tom Niccum. After more than an hour's delay, I and Phil
Proctor finally arrived at the Wok. Bergman, who was on tour with the former
gentleman, was unable to attend the interview session on Saturday, 6 March 1976,
because he had to chair a meeting of the Surrealist Party in Bloomington -- but
more on that in a bit,

Phil Proctor and Peter Bergman had played as the opening =2ct to Sha Na Na the
evening before at the Met Sports Center in Bloomington. The avdience there had
bean one of the most obnoxious crowds I had ever seen -- it was primarily made of
drunken adolescents, who booed and hissed the legendary duo bacause they had come
ready to see the fifties revived, It was in this respect much like the crowd that
gathers to see the night performance of the Laserium in New York -- capable of
operating on either a highly appreciative or completely deprecatory level, with
nothing in between. (They were really hot for Sha Na Na -- and I must admit that
while I don't care much for the group or the fifties, Sha Na Na put on a really
fine show, both musically and theatrically.) Susan Ryan and I had gone to see
Proctor and Bergman, and after their performance we went back stage in order to
console them. We may have helped them, but I do not think the situation allowed
them to see Minneapolis as the pleasantly looney place it is. (It did let them
see how godawful the suburbs here can be, however,)

As I drove Proctor from his Bloomington hotel to the city, we took a bit of a
detour to see some of the sights. Proctor actually photographed things like the
statue of Ole Bull and other Scandinavian tourist traps (explaining, as he did so,
that his fiancee is Norwegian and that she was interested in such things).

We finally made it to the Wok, though. After a round of introductions and a
square of menus, Phil said that he was a bit disappointed by th~ seléction.

"They don't have any Thrice Humiliated Duck here. What a pity. I hear that
a particular version of the dish is the rage in Peking now -- it's called the Lin
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Piao special, They form it into a cone, make you wear it on your head like a
dunce cap, and then they denounce you while they force you to eat jello with a
pair of chopsticks. It's filling, but trying as well."

"Speaking of trying," I said, carefully following adroit turn of speech with
a malcontent zeugma, "I've been trying to fathom the 'Police Street'! record -- you
know, In the Next World You're On Your Own., It seems as though there must be some
level to it thzt I haven't yet attained. What!s at the bottom of the thing?"

"T really don't know," Proctor replied. "I didn't write it. It was written
by David (Ossman) and Philip (Austin) -- and we came to a parting of the ways at
that point, because Peter and I felt that we couldn't get a grip on what the other
guys were really into there. We felt that the particular vision that they were
interested in was a little dzrk and somewhat out of touch with what's happening --
other than if you sit at home in front of your television set. Which is what
Philip and David have been doing for the last year or so. And in addition, we
felt that the album just didn't have enough breadth to it. So we agreed to --
well, we actually proposed to postpone the album in order to do a bicentennial
album later; but they had alieady set things into motion and so they insisted on
doing the record. So wec said that we'!d appear on it, but we really couldn't
contribute to it. And that's the way the album was created. So I don't really
know.... I've lLeard it a couple of times, but I really don't know what it's all
about either."

"Is the Firesign Theater still alive then?" I asked.
"Well sure, but not as a working unit."

With a lump in my throat, taken aback by Proctor's comments as I was, I
hesitantly asked, "Well...,is it over and done with?"

Proctor smiled and said very pleasantly, "I think it is, speaking as a member
of the group. It reached a3 point where it seemed to be beholden upon the group to
tour nationally in order to bolster record sales, and to achieve a certain follow
up with our fandom. And we found it fundamentally difficult, because of various
internal reasons, to do so. So Peter and I decided that we ought to create an act
of our own so that we could sustain ourselves as entertainers in the industry;
simply sitting in Los Angeles and producing a record every year was not enough for
us.

"As to the Firesign, it's not over, because it can't ever end. It's just
four guys who get together for projects, and it's possible that we could do
something together again, But I don't see it in the immediate future."

Suddenly the "easy listening" music that had been playing in the background
rose to a swell, (The Wok is a strange restaurant -- it can play KQRS (so-called
progressive rock), or traditional Chinase music on tape, or Muzak in the same
day.) Fred asked if it might be turned down; he then asked Proctor if he had
heard of science fiction fandom. P

"Oh yes. Jim and I ware telking about that...."

"Jell there were rumors back in 1971," Fred continued, "back when 'Dwarf' was
nominated for the Hugo, that perhaps you had been interested in coming to the
convention."

_"Oh yes," Proctor said.

"But there were rumors that the committee in Boston, or some factions in that
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group of people, said, 'Well no, we're not interested in you because you're not
science fiction people.' Or words to that effect.

"Was that true?"

"No, the last part isn't true. We have been invited to various conventions
and we just haven't been able to make a lot of them. David Ossman made an
appearance at a convention, just locally, about six months ago. So we are in
touch with that area, and several of our albums have been nominated for Hugos.
Roller Maidens from Outer Space znd Everything You Know is Wrong were nominated."

"T think a lot of the dic-hard old fans think it's not science fiction,"
Haskell said.

I added, "I don't think some of the die-hard old fans have enough brains to
get into their work, either."

Proctor seemed as though he were not quite sure what to make of my animosity
towards fandom. Frec murmurcd agreement.

"But that's all right," Proctor said, "it's still an honor to be nominated
for those things. And all of us were science fiction fans, and probably still are
to a certain extent. I r=z2d science fiction voraciously when I was a young man,
and still do read it upon occasion, although it takes a book like Dune to really
capture my attention -- or some of Ursula LeGuin's novels.,"

. "What science fiction did you start out on?" I asked.

"H. G. Wells -- he was my favorite. I read all of his works when I was in
Grade School. Then I got into Bradbury, and I was introduced to a lot of science
fiction through EC comics. Than I started on Asimov, and I read all the short
stories in the anthologies and magazines.

"A, Merritt, Pohl and Cocstigan also come to mind, along with Orwell; I Jjust
devoured everything I could get my hands on."

"How about Mr. Heinlein?" I asked.

"Yes, Heinlein, very much so. But I haven't returned to many of these. I'm
reading Merritt again, bacauss he or she or it -- I never figured out what sex the
writer is -- had such a fantastic way of writing, and the adventures were so
engaging that I recently read a few more of his works or her works or its works
which I hadn't read before." (When I picked Proctor up at his hotel, he was
reading through The Ship of Ishtar.)

"Can I tell you a story about A. Merritt?"

Proctor said yes, so I “51d him what Jack Williamson had once told me.
Williamson and Ed Hamilton, back in the early 1930s, had been in New York and had
gone to visit Abraham Merritt at the American Weekly. Meritt edited that
publication in those days, =rd the office was on LZ2nd Street. Williamson told me
that Merritt would chew snuff and then spit it out the window.

. "Mr, Merritt," Williams.n cried, "there are a lot of people walking down
there; how can you do that?"

And Merritt replied, "D.mn it, if they're walking on LZnd Street they dessrve
to get spat upon."
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"So he was sort of a crusty old character," I told Proctor.

"Well he reminds me," Phil said, "a little bit of Balzac in his writing
style -- incredibly ornate and baroque."

"What were some other influences? I'm not sure who you said it was == "
Proctor said, "Ernie Kovacs."

‘"What about the 'Goon Show?!"

"What about the 'Goon Show,'" he replied.

"In your writings, you people mention Spike Milligan several times."

Here Proctor smiled. '"Well, Bergman wrote with Spike Milligan in London.
Wrote for a thing called 'The Public Eye.! Knew him there, and found him
delightfully insane. All of us, at one point or another, have been exposed to the
'Goon Show.' And I've spent some time in England -- always admired the English
sense of humour, and their sense of the absurd,

"The Firesign actvially began writing together -- well, when we wrote our
first works, they were very Goonish in style and format -- surrealistic radio
dramas, usually about half an hour long, which we performed in front of a live
audience at a club in Los. Angeles called 'The Magic Mushroom,'

"It was out of those sorts of things that The Giant Rat of Sumatra grew.
That was in the Goonish style of the earlier pieces."

"What do you think of the latter-day Goons, the Monty Python troupe’" I
queried,

"Oh I think they're quite amusing; I enjoy watching some of their stuff very
much. I'm not a crazed fan,.let's say, because I've been dealing in absurd comedy
for such a long time that it's not that startling to me any more. But what they
do is done with great invention and great energy.

"I admire more, so far as the sense of absurdity goes, another English
cmedian, Marty Feldman. Isldman did a BBC show which was edited and shown in
this country for a while., And he had some incredible film sequences that were
outlandishly surrealistic. And very satisfying."

Susan said, "Oh he's a crazy man -- wonderful."

'"Yes ha is," Proctor replied. "He does funny skits as well. And the Monty
Python are certainly in that tradition, I'd like to know them a little better,
you know."

"To me," Fred said, "it seems that you folks have a purpose, whereas their
humor is merely humor and their purpose is merely to entertain; you, to me, seem
to want to educate. . Is that misspoken?"

"No, I suppose it's true," Phil said, "It's possible that being Americans
and all, some of the subtler aspects of their comedy, their satire, is missed.
Obv1ously the Monty Python are strongly stimulated by innanities of their own
culture.

"There's one very funny routine where Second World War RAF pilots are in the
ready room, on the field, and one guy comes in and says, 'Two jerries and wonkers
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are comin' in the grite field.' Or something like that. And another of the guys
says, 'Wot? I didn't get that!! It's a parody of the language that was developed
there; and they have such a mastery of the English language thet they handle the
skit brilliantly. Some of the things on their records -- why the thing about the
cheese shop -~ " Here Proctor began to chuckle,

'"What is it about cheese?" 1 asked.

To which Proctor responded, "Cheese is funny. Even the word cheese is funny,
funny to say. Duck is fuv-ny."

"Seventean ducks are funny," Susan added.

"Thres ducks are funny," Proctor said. '"Duck is funny, in almost any
combination. Chickens are funny. Pigs are funny. Cows are not that funny, and
horses aren't that funny either."

"Sheep are -- " Fred began to say.
Proctor interrupted with, "Sheep can be -- fun."

Chuckling, Fred said, "I find myself highly entertained by their sheep who
thinks -- 'Arold, the smart sheep."

"Yes," Proctor said, speaking in the tones of a newscaster, "they've brought
a breath of wonderful fresh air into the hole of the American head.

"So I'm extremely grateful for their invasion," he said, returning to his
normal conversational voice. "It has actually opened the doors to the potential
appearance of 2 Proctor-Bergman show of some sort on the Public Broadcast System,
because as a result of the success of the Python shown, the Public Broadcast
people contacted us and asked if we would develop something for their viewership.
We've been working on it with them, and we've done an hour pilot. We'll see what
happens.

Fred said, "It's amazing, You've been around here longer, and it took Monty
Python to make anyone notice you.
It!'s a shame -- thouch it's nice that
they finally did take notice."

"It just shows you the power of
television," Proctor said, deftly
pouring a round of tea. "I mean, the
Monty Python people were able to do
just about anything they wanted on the
BBC. The BBC had a public opinion
program in which they asked the
people," and here he did his best
London accent, "'Well, what do you
think about it?' 'Well, I think it's
a bit rude, but you know, people like
it, If they want to see it, let them
see it.!

"And that is not the kind of
attitudes you'd see if you suddenly
see," and he returned to his British
accent one last time, "'The Monty
Python Show, brought to you this week
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by Sparkettes ~- lighters, and..,.water-products.' You know, it just doesn't work.
The system isn't fast and funny enough, really, when you have advertlsers,
censors, and all that stuff involved. So here we go."

The food arrived at this point, and we paused our conversation long enough to
partake of the Wok's finest. We had to reassurs Fred that the stir-fried squid I
had ordered would not attack him. (Remember that Fred is one of the world's most
squeamish people -- he had to drop out of historical geology because he canft look
a fossilized trilobite in the eye.) Proctor asked for some hot mustard sauce, and
the waitraess brought a small bowl of hot pepper sauce instead. This particular
sauce is illegal in 13 states and was formerly ‘used by NASA to launch suborbital
flights, Seeing that Proctor wanted a hot sauce, I innocently told him that he
could find some very good sgechuan dishes on the menu.

"I noticed they had some szechuan dishes -- I had some szechuan cooking right
before I left., And it really szechuan your ear, too, I passed a pepper just the
other day from that very dinner. Well I felt it pass through, and I looked --
said, 'Oh yes, why I remember eating that a day ago, and it's still good.' Just
proves that what goes in, must come out."

"I've never noticed it before," I said, "but it's very difficult to eat rice
with chop-sticks while you're laughing."

"Unless the rice has been trained to crawl up them, of course," Proctor
explained,

"But that's kind of a one-shot operation, isn't it?" Fred asked. '"Training
rice to crawl up chop-sticks -~ I mean -- "

"It is," Proctor said, "but that's what keeps the Chinese so busy. You have
to train each grain separately, you see. Because they won't learn in a pack."

"Yes, they're very antisocial," Susan added.
"That's right," Proctor said.

Susan agreed. "They don't mingle well., It had something to do with their
upbringing."

"Their raising," Proctor added.

"Speaking of international affairs," I interjected, "what do your sources
think happened when Mao saw Nixon?" Nixon -- Citizen Nixon -- had been in China
in February, as the reader will no doubt recall,

"Why, he asked him to pay his bill from the last trip. Mco's basically
afraid that, now that Nixon's no longer president, they'd never get paid.

"But. more importantly, he also asked Nixon to stay and be their president.
They're going through a terrible political upheaval right now, and I think that
besides booking him into the Peking Tom Room -- for a short, five year engagement
as the People's Entertainer -- they also offered him the presidency of China.
Nixon's thinking about it right now."

"ﬁow do you find Mr. Ford's foreign policy -- "

'"T can't find it -- it's foreign to me," Proctor explained. "I'm glad that
he's not using the word 'detente' any more, however, because as they say, 'lLa
plume de détents est dessus la table.!'"
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"Talleyrand said that, didn't he? I asked.

"Yes -- Talleyrand-McNally, the famous acu-dartist and cartologist. Do you
have credit acu-dartists out here, by the way?"

"I'm afraid we don't," I replied.

"It's too bad -- it's all the rage in California right now. You see, it's
acu-puncture, but done from a distance. You're not really allowsd to practice it,
so the credit acu-dartist drives by in a car and throws darts at you. Hopefully
hitting the right spot in order to end your pain. Sometimes it ends your pain
anyway. They usually use an unmarked car and drive away =-- then they bill you
through a post-office box. That way it's legal. You can pay in unmarked bills,
too."

"In fact," Susan said, "they prefer it, as I understand."

"That's right," Proctor continued. "You used to be able to pay in stamps ==
those edible food stamps -- which go nicely with welfare rolls.™

Susan added, "I stopped buying them when they took away tutti-frutti; there
was no point in it then."

"I know," Phil said, "it was in bad taste. Speaking of food, I understand
that sea urchins are a very popular food in Japan now,"

"But isn't that only for the very poor?" I askéd.

iilo, no, it's for the very rich =-- they're very expensive. You're thinking
of sea orphans.

"At any rate, the way they prove the urchins are fresh in the best
rastaurants is with a parasite -- an eight-legged parasite that lives on sea
urchins. If the parasite is still on the urchin, then you know it's fresh."

"Not authentic without this parasite," Fred suggested.

"Parasites not included," Phil bantered.

"There's one other thing I really must ask," I interrupted.

"Don't force yourself," Proctor proclaimed.

"What about the job displacement program in the city of the future?" I
interrogated.

"The job enplace-implantment-placement....?"
Yelsy' thats g !

"Well," Proctor thought for a moment, then said, "we are looking for a
replacament for the head of the Job Displacement Service., Because the other guy
got another job, in another city, and moved.

"There's another big problem in the city of the future -- you see, it isn't
finished. The union strike slowed the building of the city, and now it's
basically just a complex of LSO steel frame buildings, without any floors,
ceilings or walls., The insulation is in there, and the central heating and
air-conditioning have been installed, but it doesn't do you any good when there's
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just an empty frame there.

"Tt creates. terrible weather problems
too, since if you turn on the air-
conditioning it makes clouds and rains in
the 01d City. So, as it stands now, we're
thinking of making it into 2 big jungle-gym,
and then inviting the children to come in
from all over the world and for a small
fee -- since they'!re just little kids -- to
play...until they die, really. It's very
dangerous, after all, playing on a
jungle-gym that's fifty-=ixty stories high."

"Especially with all the weather
problems," Susan added.

"Oh, with that air-conditioning, when
you turn it on it blows the kids right off.
But what's the difference, they have to pay
before they get in there anyway."

"Not responsible," Susan added.

"Exactly, and certainly not insane. It's the only way we can ultimately fund
the city, and finish it; and there will be jobs for people, but of course, not so
many as when we were building it. That's why we're thinking of just tearing it
down again, once it's finished. We're actually thinking of hiring urban gorillas,
who are presently just living on the outskirts, in the hills, and getting those
animals 2swn there, harnessing their energy -- we've already constructed harnesses
for them on an axperimental basis -- tear it down and put a nuclear plant in there.

"The nuclaar plant that we now have is on the Fishkilled River, and it's
working out in spite of the bad publicity we've had on it. People claim that it
might be dangeruus, but there's really no danger because there are certain warning
signals that are very obvious and which help to maintain an aura of cafety around
the whole project. If, for instance, you're walking near a nuclear plant and your
hair falls off, then you drop over and die, why you know there's a problem there.
Then you should really stay away. Since it's obvious that nobody's dropping dead,
it's okay.,"

"The City of the Future reminds me of 'Bozos,' of course," I said, "and I've
been meaning to ask you fellows for some time, just what does happen at the end of
that record?"

'"Well," Proctor said, "'Bozos' led into 'Not Insane,' the first scene of
which was set at the sea. 'I see you are a sailor,' and all.that. That was as
close as we could come to any kind of explanation; and 'Not Insane' was a play, of
course, which was written a long time ago, but which was supposed to be performed
sometime in the future, thus compounding the madness and the illustionary -
confusion.”

Proctor and Bergman had been commenting on the 1976 election the previous
avening, so I asked Proctor about Papoon and his prospects at the polls.

"There's a big split in the Surrealist Party now," Proctor stated, "the

amoebas did it, you know." :

"A very divisive force, no doubt," I added.
-31-



"Basically, there's a faction that does not want to run Papoon for the
office., You see, he already won, once. He did defeat Nixon. Papoon was actually
elected by an underwhelming majority of the insects;, animals, and one-celled
organisms, The problem was that the computers and voting machines were not
programmed by the bipeds to count those votes."

Tom Niccum had been rather awed by the proceedings, but he chimed in, "One
organism, one vote," at this point,

"That's right. Accordingly, Papoon was not ostensibly elected -- though he
had, in fact, won. We knew it; it was unfair and quite shocking. But we had the
satisfaction of knowing that we had at least defeated President Exxon, who was
ready to run out of gas anyway.

"So there are some of us in the party who feel that Pspoon has alraady done
all he can. And so we are announcing The Electrician for the presidency."

"Isn't that unheard of ?" I demanded.
'"What?" Proctor rejoindered.
"Unheard of," I reccunted.

"Unheard of ?" Proctor looked at the others seated around the table. "I'm
sorry, I couldn't hear what he was saying. No, no -- The Electrician is dynamic,
he's wound up, he's wired, he's got 2 magnetic personality that's sure to attract
a lot of heavy metal backing. He feels that the country is in a vacuum right now,
and might go down the tubes if we just continue to flip-flop around.

"If we don't face, for instance, the problem of sexism as a campaign
issue -- well, The Electrician knows that two prongs don't make a light. You've
got to plug into the female power too! His will not be a sexist campaign. He's
committed, not just to sit at ohm and ask, 'Watt's happening?' He's not just
going to volt his door and stay out of the main current of popular American
thinking. He's absolutely cobvinced that America will lighten up, and -- one man,
one volt -- we hope that people will cast their vote for The Electrician,”

"Who is his running mate, Mr. Proctor?"
"Currently, it's Prince Luther. But let me tell you the whole story.

"He started out with an alien as his
running mate, but the problem with the
alien was that he had the power to cloud
men's minds., When he appeared, howaver
briefly, at the various rallies and
meetings we've had, he usually wound up
alienating most of the people there., I
think the worst was a Daughters of the
American Revolution meeting, held over in
Neenah, Wisconsin, They had a big rally
for The FElectrician, and he appeared as a
350 ton black bird, right on stage. All
the women thought it was something they
had eaten, there was a run on the
hospital, and it was most embarrassing.
We tried to keep it out of the papers,
but we weren't too successful. So he's
been dropped -- luckily not on anybody or
anything. But he's out.




"And now we have Prince Iuther. I think he's a much better choice. You see,
he's a vampire. We feel that there are enough vampires in the political system so
that most people will be able to identify strongly with him. He's sure to attract
an interesting type of following -- typs O, probably."

"He'll certainly get more of your red-blooded Americans," Susan said, moving
the conversation into a slightly different vein,

'Yes, he's got his finger on the pulse of the country," Proctor spoke with
quiet enthusiasm. "His motto is, 'We've got a stake in the heart of America,
let's drive it home.' Of course, his campaign is being mounted in the basement
of the Vampire State Building in New York. He's going to wage a bloody fine
campaign,"

'"Well, Mr. Proctor, let's sum it up. What are The Electrician's chances in
176? There are a lot of people running right now, and he hasn't entered a primary
yet 1 n

"We think that if he can turn it around, as it were, there's enough of an
alternate culture to be able to overthrow the dominant culture -- if we can just
get them to stand up and be counted. We think that there should be a' Washington
A.C., as well as a Washington D.C."

"One of the grave concerns of your group has been the alien problem. What
about the aliens -- are they hers among us, and are they in charge ?"

"I'm sorry, I'm not at liberty to say that," Proctor raplied.
"I didn't mean to get into classified information," I said.

~ Proctor then put his arm around the shoulder of an invisible being and said,
"But he could tell you."

"Oh, I see.,"

"No you don't," Proctor elucidated. "So how can you feel oppressed by it?
If, on the other hand, they could be seen, we'd feel overcrowded."

"Perhaps this is New York's major trouble," I returned.

"Sure, we need more invisible people. For instance, it's known that aliens
come from all over the universe. This particular planet is a vary popular place.
One of the reasons that it is so overcrowded with incarnate souls -- incarnation
being the pause that re-fleshes -- is simply because it's so very popular a
world,"

"Why is that ?"

'"Flesh and blood, and the peculiar sexual habits of this planet. This
planet, according to my friends at Lab Nine, is kind of the Disneyworld of the
universe. Various s7irits from other planetary systems, who wish to incarnate,
are actually supposed to be coming here and crowding up the place. That's one
of the things that has to be rectified, set in the balance."

"You started to talk about our curious sexual habits. Which ones were the
aliens most interested in? Do they intend to participate ?" Susan asked,

"Waell, some of the aliens don'£ have sexes, so they can't participate. You
see, on most other planets, it takes at least 12 creatures in ordser to engage in
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any kind of sexual endeavors., Hers, the idea of two people getting together to
them is more like a gall-bladder operation. It's nauseating to them, and the
blood rushes to their heads. And since their heads are over here, on the sids of
their bodies, they fall over -- it puts them out of balance. But when they coms
through to this planet, they incarnate in our particular form, so they actually
adapt quite handily to it -- and I'm not making the old joke about the aliens with
sexual organs in their palms."

Thinking that some kind of unfrondly remark would come springing forth from
this group of nuts, I asked Proctor about the origins of the "mischievous question"
in We're A1l Bozos On This Bus. For in that record, a central character asks the
mystical question, "Why does the porridge bird lay its eggs in the air?™"

"Bergman and I answered the question when we performed before the one other
difficult audience we've played, at the Rising Gorge, New Jersey, Playboy Club.
And that audience was not simply anxious, waiting for another act to come on, as
was the case last night. These psople detested us greatly because we were making
fun of everything they held sacred -- money, the president, the country,
morality -- things like that. Our material went right over their heads, not only
because we were standing on a high-rise stage, but because it literally went right
over their heads.

"At the end of the performance, to scattered applause, one man gspoke up quite
loudly and said, 'You boys just laid an egg.! And we realized that our material
was so above them that we had indeed laid an egg in the air. Bergman called this
'high-attitude bombing.! But at least we answered the question to our
satisfaction."

We had finished our meal and were in the process of drinking tea and admiring
the artwork displayed in the restaurant -~ they have charmingly turned an air duct
into a dragon -- all the while
recouperating from too much food
and two hours of non-stop
insanity. At this point a
gentleman walked in from the
street and asked the waitress
for a take-out order.

"I'd like two egg-rolls to
go, please," the fellow asked.
Tom put his head on the table,
face down, and Fred muttered

somthing about holding the
______ Sy e e anchovies; the rest of us just

il o i - il started laughing.
g gl WA A
3ANA),, (—Pg;;:—i - = Driving Proctor back to his
o

hotel, Niccum and I explained
something of the politics of
Minneapolis and St. Paul (as well
as something of their sociology).
Proctor thought that we ought to
have a Mayor Schizo here, since
we have Twin Cities, and as we
drove off into the hinterlands

of Bloomington he concluded, "If
blondes have more fun -- do
schizophrenics have doubls
trouble? Just a thought."
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Space Odysseys: A New Look at Yesterday's Futures, Brian W. Aldiss (ed.),
Doubleday, 1976, $7.95, 266 pages.

ST
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This is the second volume in the series begun by Space Opera, and this is an
outstanding collection. The editor has picked excellently, achieving variety in
flavor while maintaining a high standard of quality. This book has everything
from Doc Smith excerpts (admittedly the weak point, but an evocative reminder of
SF's heritage) for wonder, to Philip K. Dick irony. There is a Brackett quest, an
Asimov robot, and Anderson swordplay. You can watch the galaxy wind down; you can
witness Earth's degradation in alien beds; or you can discover vacuum-packed
otherness: All of SF is represented here -- and you'll love it.

Editor Aldiss holds his own in his introductory notes, alternating
philosophic rusings with amusing anecdotes; at one point he tells of being part of
a group of SF authors enjoying a Rio beach: Observing Poul Anderson apparently
drowning in the surf, the authors "jumped up as one man, as one man dashed down
the beach, pausing only to purchase ice cream from a nearby vendor." Their
efforts were to result in tragedy -- though Anderson was saved (he wasn't
drowning), the ice cream got wet.

Aldiss loosely gathers the stories he picks into categories, seeking to
illustrate themes in SF., But he manages to pick such a diverse group that no
dulling sense of sameness can ever result. Moreover, he seems to have managed to
pick stories that are not frequently anthologized; this is not just another
collection of the same 0ld reprints.

My compliments to the editor.
~- Dave Wixon

Mahars of Pellucidar, John Eric Holmes, Ace, $1.50.

There has long been a dedicated and insidious plot to reprint everything
R.E, Howard ever wrote, including laundry lists and old sheets of grade school
homework; while "completions" of one page novels, and pastiches galore,
simultaneously appear. It is not surprising that Edgar Rice Burroughs, the only
writer of blood and guts fantasy more popular than Howard, should be given this
same dubious honor. And so it came to pass that a new Pellucidar novel appeared
on the book racks,

Now, I won't kid you -- I worshiped ERB from about nine years old to twenty,
when I realized that there were much better writers around, and, coincidentally,
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no unread ERB works left. So I got pretty excited by Mahars.

Here is how it was. I sat around the Student Union of UW-O reading the
novel., Surrounding me were straight people reading Hesse, Bellow, Sa2rte, Emerson,
etc. and I was reading a paperback that has on the cover a naked woman with big
hips being squeezed to death by a giant octopoid which is being attacked by a
semi-naked Aryan male with a big bloody ax. Right?

The other students just did not understand.

In case you don't know -- Pellucidar exists at the center of the Earth. It
is a prehistoric land filled with prehistoric tribes whose main sport is war,
prehistoric animals whose main pastime is eating slow natives, and the Mahars
which are giant reptillian birds with hypnotic powers, big mouths, lotsa teeth,
and a disposition considered nasty even by Pellucidar's standards.

The Mahars once ruled the inner world, but Burroughs, through his underworld
hit-man David Innes, killed them off so quick in the series that fans never got a
fair chance to wcrk up a good hate.

This book is performing a public service.

ERB's Pellucidar, right? A lot of exclamation points, nudity, no sex, blood
flowing like tap-water only not as thick....got it? Shallow, old-fashioned,
unbelievable, scientifically ridiculous, the whole thing is just an excuse for
mayhem. It is written to be read for fun.

If you haven't read Burrugh's Pellucidar books, please do. If you have, get
this book, go somewhere off campus, and settle down for the most fun you have had

since they cracked Edgar's safe.
-= Paul McGuire

Ironcastle, J.H. Rosny, DAW #187, March 1976, $1.25, 175 pages.

The frustrating thing about anything done by a committee is that it's hard
to know where to place the blame (or credit, if such there be). 1In this case, DAW
ingeniously states that Philip Jose Farmer "has undertaken to make available the
assencae" of Rosny's 1922 work, translating it from the French "in his own words,
following Rosny judiciously and adding certain surprising embellishments of his
own." I guess 2ll we czn be certain of pinning on Farmer is the short reference
to Savage and Challenger.

Well, whoever wrote this tale, and the translator, succeeded admirably in
capturing the "classical" style of the 1920!'s-era Burroughs imitations.
Unfortunately, that includes a brace of characters who will seem very familiar to
many readers -- they might have stepped in from a nearby Burroughs or Robeson
epic, No doubt this stereotypification is necessary to maintain the flavor of the
book'!s era, but it probably will cause most readers to skim ferociously. through

the book, to find out how it comes out and then put it down.
-~ Dave Vixon

Gate of Ivrel, C.J. Cherryh, DAW #188, March 1976, $1.25, 191 pages.

Andre Norton wrote a special introduction to this book, which is most
appropriate -- it is remindful of her own best work. Cherryh has set sorcery-like
technology, swordplay, and tribal politics amid the matrix of an over-story. It
can be hoped that this technique of examining one side-show of a universe-wide
campaign per book will result in a lot of good reading in the future.
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In the background is an attempt by earthmen to search out and destroy the
"gates" left behind by the ghal, These aliens had once used the gates to traverse
at will both space and time; in so doing, they destroyed the fabric of the
universe.

The teams sent out from earth will probably never return, for as they travel
they destroy the gates behind them. One such team came to the world of this
novel, and discovered that certain of the locals used the power in the gates to
tyrannize, and worse. All but one of that team died, along with thousands of
their native allies, and the survivor, hunted by friend and foe alike, fled into
a gate.

She stepped into that gate, and her next step was out the other side, years
later. Now she is a legendary evil, and the only aid she can find is forced from
an outlaw -- a half-breed and brother-killer.

Cherryh has done a magnificent job of world-creating. The depth of that
creation provides motive for the characters, and fascination for the readsr.
Norton, in her introduction, explains the importance of this -- and how well
Cherryh does it -- better than I can.

Plot, style, characterization -- all are here, and well done. This is
undoubtedly one of the best books of 1976.
-- Dave Wixon

AND NOW -- CAVEAT EMPTOR AND HIS AMAZING SHORT-SHORT REVIEWS!!

Tomorrow Knight, Michael Kurland, DAW, 1976, $1.25, 156 pages.

Deception is the theme of this book, in everything from the cover art through
to the blurbs on the back. Kurland intrigues the reader early, intimating that
this will be a roaring adventure set in some colorful alternate world. Alas, that
idea is quickly disabused -- at about the same point at which the action fades
into a long, inconsequential chase scene; after that, the oh-so-hopeful ending
alights with a dull thud. This is not a good book; on the other hand, it wouldn't
be bad if not for the terrible disillusionment the reader suffers.

The Witling, Vernor Vinge, DAW, 1976, $1.25, 173 pages.

This has to be rated as one of the best treatments of the problems faced by
humans in dealing with a race of ESPers. The author put a lot of thought into the
ramifications of ESP in the development of a civilization, and he managed to
enlighten as well as entertain. Very good.

Special Feature, Charles DeVet, Avon, 1975, 95¢, 176 pages.

Super cats invade St. Paul in an odyssey of murder and alien courtship; then
they go away, leaving behind the feeling that there was no one on earth worth
sparing anyway. Weary in tone, the book has little to recommend it beyond its
local setting.

Run, Come See Jerusalem!, Richard C. Meredith, Ballantine, 1976, $1.50, 232 pages.

The author's worst so far: a badly-told version of the all-too-familiar time
travel problem: whether it is possible (and advisable) to try to change the
present. The book starts, stops, stutters, and in ths end dies of terminal

flashback. Forget it.
: ¢£{Concluded on page 76.93
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SIEIRIESE L G NS T HIE-S TRREIECAE. S
Zorha the Greey

AS RELATED TO JON SINGER

by the Turk, Ilhan Mimeoglu. (Annotated by Jon Singer.)

There was a dwarf, by the name of Alberich,l lived in the woods. This dwarf
was, after the manner of his relativas, a dealer in negotiable securities and gold;
a knife with chocolate chips, or, as we say in the trade, a finely honed cupcaks.

Now, this Alberich was something less than solid, having some copper
somewhere in amorg the carats, ruddy cheeks and all, south-west wind, esquire, at
your service,? and he was of a mind to enrich himself at the expense of his
customers.

Customers, yes. Albarich was the only gold-and-negotiable-securities dealer
in these particular woods, and many of the well-off sorts consulted him with some
regularity.

Alberich was particularly taken with the notion of relieving one Belmont, an
overly nouveau reesh seegar-stoking badger, of some of his reputedly considerable
holdings; bul wpon reflection, came to the sound conclusion that inasmuch as
Belmont's father had been a lavat'ry cleaner,3 there was probably much shrewdness
within Belmont himself, and any such attempt would likely result in sadness., 1In
point of fact, the Buddha was stroking his mustaches at the bottom of the garden
at the time,* and in many parallels a most distraught dwarf is rotting in Chillon?
to this day.

Alberich'!s evil brain next orbited about the pleasant thought of perpetrating
an indecency upon the holdings of a moose of his acquaintance who had a manor not
far off, a pleasant if simple type. Named Charles Edwin William Osiris Mossnosa.
"0," as he liked to be called, had much in the pot, as it were, but in
contradistinction to Belmont, came of an established family, by which I mean to
say that he hadn't done a goddamned thing to earn the money, and Alberich,
probably rightly, decided that he probably couldn't have. Too #Ad¢#y simple.

See (or hear) Anna Russell destroy Wagner's Ring Cycle.
» Ruskin, John: The King of the Golden River.
« Me father's a lavat'ry cleaner
'E cleans 'em ty day and by night
And when 'e comes ‘'ome in the evenin'
'E's covered all over wiv...
(Chorus): Shine yer buttons wiv brasso
It's only free-ha'pence a tin
Yew kin buy it or whip it from Woolworf's
But oy don't fink vey've got any in. etc.
4. Very zen, don'tchaknow? Where was I, Fred?
S. Poem, "The Prisoner of Chillon." You would perhaps prefer the Chateau 4'if?
Maybe the Chateau d'fasf?

wnN =
.
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Hrrumph.

Mossnose, sitting at home
contemplating his sterling and his butler
(a large squirrel”) sees no cloud on the
horizon, no ants approaching the picknick
table d'hote, and, in point of actual
fact, does not realize that the mislabeled
jar of "orange marmalade'" which he is
about to spread on an oak leaf contains a
palpable hit’ of grapefruit marmalade,
acquired by an unscrupulous dealer in
gourmet specialties who must remain
nameless here.

"FAUGGHH ! "

His breakfast interrupted, Mossnose
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