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Alpha Beta Pi
March 27, 1976

clear rIrving,

Yell, Rrving, I just got back from kinicon XIII -~ and you were right,
things were not as I thought they would be. In fact, nothing is as it seens.

I expected, in visiting a different galaxy, that the inhabitants would
differ more in appearance. But you couldn't have told them from a ;roup of
Alpha Betians, right up to the propeller beanies. There was onc who kept changing
his clothes and tald_nf about how many different Hunsingwear outfits he had, but
it turned out he wasn't a fhan; he was something they call a "radio announcer”.

I managed to bring back a radio, TV set, telephone and other artifacts.,

The radio does work here, so I tuned in his show for awhile but he was discussing
football and unfortunately, I don't know enough about the subject yet to fairly
interpret what he said. (I know, Rrving, I was supposed to study that game during
ny training, but I don't recall anything about tight ends or trading players. I'm
almost afraid to ask, but maybe you could explain some of this the next time we
get together.) ¥

You might not believe it; Rrv, but absolutely ncne of the fhans were
surprised to meet me at the con. I had a name badge with ny name and address on
it, and everyone acted like Alpha Betians drop in at cons every ycar. (There
were a few comments about “y red hair and bisg blue eyes, but I noticed other
redheads in the crowd and I'll show you the v1dcos to prove it.  I've got
cverything cn film, or is it tape?)

I got along Tfine with the lansuage; don't you think my usage is improving?
There was only one time I was really confused -- a fhan said, “In the back of
the duck you get two ILinds of sex.” That just didn't compute, so I queried hin,
and it turns out that he meant, "When you pack in the dark you get two kinds of
sox." (They looked 0.X. to me, but apparently he thousht they should match.)

That fhan was from Chicapzo and I had a little trouble with the dialect
but I've got the tapes (all except a few winutes which Rose ilary erased) and
can practice until I understand Chicagoans, just in case I get assigned to
indy Con.

As instructed, I of course acquired some reading materials. Not as much as
I had hoped, but their electronic gears were heavier than I expected so I just
zot a movie magazinc, "Fantastic Films"j and "Midwestside Story', which is the
true story of the lipls. '73 Worldcon (it's going to surprise a lot of people who
thought there never was one). I also have an autographed program book (strange
autccraphs) and I managzed to acquirc a copy of DHALGREN. (I expect I'11 have to

spend 5 or 10 minutes reading it, but so far it seems
to be pretty straightforward, easy reading. Only S00
pages left to go.)
g 2 Rrving, I got in on the nusic sessiois and even
00P- sang "Sacred Harp”. (I should have practiced sight
reading more, but I wasn't expecting to have to read
notes.)

I guess I'n still pretty tired and should end this
for now, But if you think you can manage to get me
assigned to more cons, Rrving, I'11 do it. It wasn't
nearly as scary as I thought it would be. In fact, it
was a hell of a lot of fun. (Wait till you see the

videos.)
/%wé//z
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A mini-Minicon Report
By David Schlosser

O Daysin March

It 2ll bezan harimlessly enough with the moving of Lara Dalkey end iate Bucklin
to the Sin Twitties. DBecause of a lack of written communication, I opted to take
nmatters into ay own hands and call -- no answer. Casting about for a solution,

I decided to call my only other knowm contact in the iinneapeclis area, Carol
iennedy. ihat folloved was a marvelous conversation and, in the September disty
of LASFAPA, a vague proaisc of visiting in late '78 or '79.

Carol imaediately took up the causc of an carlier visit and was soon joined
in this by Kara, and later by the redoubtable Lee Pelton. Under the nressure from
this MHinnesota conncction I was pinned dovm and I agreed to a trip in early '78.
Then Lee drove the final nail and sealed ay fate; he saidq, “tThay not come at caster,
that's linicon tine."

On Harch 23, I took off via Western Airlines. I had your basic wuneventful
Flight and, as wmy fateful destination drew near, discovered why Minnesota is called
the Land of 10,000 ijud Puddles. e landed, I entered the terminal and looked
around Tor a couple minutes. Then I saw them: the familiar Face of Kara Dalizey
staring into ny throat, a character who didn't really look like Lee Pelton's
picture, and a Cleveland fan named Barney leufeld.

In spite of the horror storics that had been fed me about ifinnecsota weather,
the air outside the airport was cool, clear, and unprecipitating. Upon arrival in
the heart of ‘Hnneapolis, Kara abandoned us to the tender mercies of Lee and
Carol's apartment. The three of us sat around yammering until Carol's arrival --
ah, the glericus, magaificent presence that is this Red-Headed Harvell

That evening, Kara rejoined us and the five of us went cut For dinner at
Pracna's, an excellent establishment with good food and outstanding personnel.

Te then proceeded to the preCon party at the home of Dave and Caryl iixon. There
I nmet the cadre of liinneapa Davids, iiinneapa's 03 iiike Yood, outgoing iHinn-STF
President Denny Lien, RUili's subscription managzer Joel Halpern, and a nuaber of
other fans lccal and nonlocal. It was curing this party that I got my first
inpression, an impression that only got stronger as the days went by, of my
captors -~ they are, without a doubt, the friendliest buncha Dodoes that I've ever
had the opportunity to cone into contact with.

During this indoctrination period, I was coerced into helping to collate
the progran book. (I introduce myscli as California's top-ranked amateur collator.)
I alsc found nyseli drafted into helping with the opening cecremony, as a new meiber
of (Fanfarc) The Legion cf Super-Davids.

An wusual highlight to the evening was provided by Nate Bucklin; I went
over to say Hi, aid he told me that the reason he hadn't
wandered over to grect ne was that, "You looked so
natural in with Minn-STF that I formot I hadn't seen
you for 9 months." I must say I certeinly felt at
hone.,

The next day before the Con opened, Lee took ne.
on a quick walk to Shinder's, one of the local
bookstores, where I picked up a previously
unacquired Robert =. Howard. This wallk also
provided rny first view of Hennepin Avenue, the
Hollywocd Boulevard of ifinneapolis -- HA!

e then headed for the con hotel and
the early huckisters. I found the huckster room
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to be as well-organized and complete as any 1've ever scen. The temptations were
strong, but I only spent about $33 for boocks at the con.

At registration I found that I was the only fan from Southern Callfbrmia
to come to the con -- their 1oss. I went to watch "The Day the Earth Stood Still",
and then it was time to rehearse the opening ceremony. -
The actual ceremony went roughly as follows:

Denny Lien gets up on stage and starts delivering a closing speech, "I'd
like to thank you all for coming to the con, I hope you all had a good -
time..." As he nears the end, one of the other officers goes over to him and
tells hin that he is giving the wrong speech, at which he enbarrassedly
admits that he doesn't have an opening speech. At this rather dramatic
Junction a man in the audience 1eaps up and shouts, "This is a job for™
(the other members leap up and join 1n5 "The Legion of Super=Davidsi!!"

And the 8 of us rush to the stage.

David Emerson begins, WAllpw us to introduce ourselves., I'm David,”
"I'm David." "I'm David." ¢.. "I'm Demny."

David replies, "I'm sorry, that won't do., Would you consider changing
your name?"

"Mo.," At which David motlons hin away and Denny takes his position with
the two other officers at the right side of the stage.

David starts the speech, "Hello," and it is translated by each one of us
into a different language (German, French, Hebrew, Computer, Alien...). Ky
owm translations were:

"Hello"--"Shalon."
"Jelcome to Minicon"--"Baruch atta ha Hinicon.,”
(At this point the judges hold up their cards: 9, 7, 6. Not good enough.,)
"We hope you all have fun this weekend"--"Hamotzi lechem min haoretz."
(The new scores are log 8, pi, and something else. Better.)
"And remember'--"Veghavta"
(In unison) "Nothing is as it seems.”
(Final scores include aleph, infinity, and i. Much better.)
. We all congratulate each other and melt back into the crowd, leaving only a
false nose as a clue, "Who were those masked men?"
later that evening I spent mest of my time in the music room of the con suite

.. listening to song fandem. I found an interesting thing -- while at LA cons,

‘filksongs are an almost exclusive fare, at Minicon they sang mostly real songs;
and sang them very well.

Moving right along to Saturday,
we come to a viewing of the series
of animated and related shorts
which included such things as Roger
Ramjet and Hoppity Hooper. Ah, the
nienories, the nostalgia, the
enjoyment. After that I wandered
arvound and found the computer gaming
room, with six terminals and a
waitlist to get on thenm (I never
did make it).

For dinner, Carol, Kara, Joel
Halpern, Steve Bond, and I went to
Weigh To Go, where:we could make
our own sandwiches and salads and
pay by the weight. ,

We returned to the con in time
for the main event: STAGE WARS, a
marvelous theatrical parody of a
well-known SeiFi flick. It
featured such characters as Dumb
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. Leglon, David Steverx.

Waiter, E-I-Z-I-0, Okee-ilan-Fenokee, Drum Solo, and Doowacka., At the climactic
dogfight .scene, the audience launched a massive paper airplane strike on both of
the combatants. It was preplanned by the audience but not by the actors, and was
the best bit of audience participation I've ever seen. _

" After this hilarity it was time to relax in the
music room once more. About 11:30 ILee and Carol left
to participate in the art auction. A couple hours later
I wandered down to watch the auction, and decided it
was decldedly too rich for my wallet. However, while
I was there I met the late-arriving, last member of the

When my host and hostess had managed to acquire
most of what they wanted, we headed over to the movie
room to watch the OUTER LIMITS episode; "The Demon
Uith the Glass Hand", About halfway throuzh (4:30 A.M.)
Carol and I began taking turns falling asleep on each
other's shoulders, but we stayed for Lee's sake.

It was sometime during this day that I
decided I was definitely going to be returning next
year and the next year and the next year...

~ Sunday was rather slow as the con was winding
down. I managed to get myself a Foglio nametag
based on the Legion of Super-Davids ("#17 in a
Series -~ Collect Them Alll"). I also attended a
panel about the history of Minn-STF and found that
‘we both were born on the same date, 11/26.

That night Carol cooked a fine spaghetti
dinner and we watched a medley of movie out-takes.

We were all so zonked that we opted not to attend
the Dead Dodo paxrty and just went to bed.

HMonday was my day. for touring the town.. Lee
and Kara showed me around the downtown area and I

ot to see the Nicollet mall and the IDS tower -

with 51 stories, the tallest building between Chicago
and Denver). The view from the IDS observation deck
is quite beautiful if not spectacular -~ what can you say about miles and miles

of flatland? ' :

That evening before we went out for dinner, Lee and I were cleaning the
apartment (TANSTAAFL) and we got into a rather long pun battle, Carol came home
from work, Karxa and Carol Anndy arrived, and we went on a scenic tour of Minneapolis.
This included IMinnehaha Falls; although everyone thought there wouldn't be much
to see at that time, there was a spectacular frozen waterfall., Ve began reciting
Longfellow's famous .poem, and the surprise came when I, the Californian, remembered
the most lines to "Hiawatha" (shame, shame, Minnesotans!).

On the way to an excellent pizza dinner at Perry's, with myself cozily
cuddled between Kara and Carol A., we had yet another pun battle. Later, at Carol
and Lee's, we were joined by Steve Bond; and the six of us sank comfortably into
the famous and fabulous Hinn-STF handshake (condensed version).

Tuesday was a day of rest for me as I prepared to bid a reluctant farewell
to this city whose strange and wonderful fans had found their way into my heart.
I promise that I shall return, for as I left I felt as if I was leaving home,
rather than returning to it, :

Minn~-STF, I love you.
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Spider Robinson's iiinicon Speech

Gocd evening, CGenties and Ladlenen of the Audio Radiance. I am Spider
hobinson, the P. 3chuyler iiller of the Stone Age. ihen in follk-singing, I introduce
myself as the Jawmecs Taylor of the Stone Age. I stole that fxrom Homer and Jethro,
who used to introduce themselves as the iiverly Brothers of the Stone Age. One of
then would say, “ile are not brothers; my brother is living."” Here I stand, a credit
to ny processicn and a sanitary sight to see, and I hope you will all agree.

ife are standing on the vestibule of a new age, vhich, like a corporation
that kicks its deadwood upstairs, can only fire us higher. Higher than the topless
towers of Iliua -~

Hey, do you remember when the towers first went topless?

For that matter, do any of you recmember Ilium? Used to ao a sclo with a
guy named Team -- I mean, a team with a guy named Solo, who incidentally was so low
he once zave a camel a hickey. I once gave a guy named Hicky a Camel, myself, but
according to his father it was heir pollution -- but that's neither hither noxr yon.

sxcuse me for yoning, I didn't get much nest last right...I mean, I didn't
set the last ritess...the second serial rights went to Conde Mast. Buy all rights,
they said, anG by all rights I should be asleep rite now.

o but foolishly, folks, -- do you ever noticc that comedians always say,
"o, but seriously...” right after they've laid an egg? -- the reason why I'm
squatting here tonight is to pass a great gasp of relief at the way we're all
nanaging to fart at stazgered intervals rather than all at once, holding it down
to a tolerable level, cven, if you will, helping all the candles of the world to
burn a little brighter. I think it's magnificent that the Lord, in His downtown
Providence, saw fit ©to arrange things so thet peristalsis runs downward. Otherwise,
all food would have to be in suppository form, food-fandom would vanish, and
bancuets like these iould pass cut of existence. So would all beards and
noustaches. I leave the tailoring problemns to your imagination. liot to mention
what happens to kissing...

liow that I've helped you all to return tc your dinncrs, it looks like I can't
put off much longer saying somethin; reasonably serious and intelligent about what
it feels like to be i"an Guest of Honor, when you've never felt much like a fan
before. As I said last night, for those of you who weren't here then, I barely
Inew that fandon existed until I happecned to sell Zen Bova a story. Almost
accidentally, he's responsible for having exposed me to you idiots. dssentially,

I was too much of a loner by nature to even know of fandom's existence until I
sold a story. This state of virginity was ended rather quickly thereafter, and,
as such things zo, rather painlessly.

The shock has not yet faded. 1In Fact, I kind .of hopc it never will.

It has been said -- I don't Iknow if correctly or not -- that the ancient
Chinesc trecated the insane with reverent fear. I belicve this is an appropriate
response. I have had enough friends who worked in nental institutions and
hospitals to be certain that insanity is as contagious as leprosy. Hell, I'm

(6)



living in Hew York City rizht now.

And if insanity is contagious, it scems reasonable to me therefore that so
1s sanity. Now I Imow this is going to dismay, affront, and offend many of you,
and I apologize in advance; but I maintain that as a group you are amonz the sanest
collection of folks I Imow. I know it's not a popular opinion, but I believe it's
true. I think of us as people who insulate ourselves 2:7ainst a sea of insanity
with nassive doses of a powerful anti-idiotic called scicnce fiction, I think SF
is a literature which by its very nature kind cf requires that you be at least a
little sane, and you know at least a 1little something. You aust abdicate the
right to be ignorant in order to enjoy scicnce fiction, which mcst people are
unwilling to do these days; and you must learn, if not actually how to think things
through yourself, at least what the trick looks like when it's done. Frequent
injections will keep a lot of madness away. I can tell you -- I've been on SF
therapy since the age of five, and here I ain, I'm not even thirty years cld vet
and I really feel I'm in a position to call nyself a happy man, which would have
surprised the hell out of me 5 years azo.

But even the strongest dosage of even science fiction reaches a threshold
effect, and side effects start to outnunber the benefits., The inability to remember
which continuuwa you're in at the smoment, the constant necessity of reminding
yourself that you're not imnortal, not to mention the aching eyeballs and the
good friends who cannot be persuaded or cajoled by any menas to try just one little
bagz of science fiction even if it's frec.

And so we gather together at frequent intervals to reinfect each other with
sanity, in person. You may dispute this interpretation; but I contend that in a
werld 1ike the one out there, gathering together to wear funny hats, sing parcdies
off-key, and shine lasers at each other can be -- and probably is -- sane behavior.
The Firesizn Theater, whom some of you may know, would prcbably consider us a
sub-geare of the group they belcng to, called "Bozos™. I once heard them on David
Susskind define a hozo as a perscn who, with other bozos, get together to wear
funny clothes and have a good time. At the time, they were wearing approximately
six costumes apiece, one over the other; and as the evening progressed, they would
renove costunes, revealing new costuiaes beneath them. After about four of these
costune changes, David Susskind was hopelessly disoriented, One of thea zrabbed
his shoulder and said, pointing, "That man over there, do you realize that three
layers dovm he's wearing a costume head to foot coiiposed entirely of human skin?"
David Susskind turned white. That's a digression.

It seans to me that the central problem of the world today, if I may be so
pretentious, is morale. I have a cousin who visited me last week, who also lives
in Few York City, and we spoke 5 or 6 “
hours on that particular visit, At
lcast five tincs in thg course of that
conversation, she said some yariant of.:
"The whole world is going to hell,
sliding hopelessly down the tubes,
and there's ncthing that can be done;
so the only thing for a smart person
to do is get everything you can foxr
yourself before it all joes smash,”

T have heard essentail variations
on this theme for thirty ycars. It's
not too hard to understand, I suppose.
Here on Starship Zarth, after
several thousand years, we finally
ot together a reasonably efficeint
intercom system; and mostly what we
broadcast over it is bad news and
situation comedies. I can't blane

VIOLATING THE
SECOND LAW dF
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anybody who's depressed. Dut what my cousin was talking
about was despair, what the Catholics rirhtly call the
only unforgivable sin. My cousin is part of the prcblen,
the only real problem that we've got.

i"ith so much bummer energy going around, the only
way I can stay sane, or one of the only ways I can stay
sane, is to come to linicons, to get truly high and
have a zood time, with people who know better than to
think it's all pcintless. This is not the only way I
nave. llor instance, I Lknow a bunch of folks down in
Tennessece who dc the same thins more or less ccnstantly.
They don't use booze; they get hish by sharing woxrlk,
vhich is a more powerful mcthod -- and cne that's a
little too strong for ne.

There's an anecdote Ben told me earlier in the weekend about one ccnvention we
both attended where the toastmaster talked for an hour and a half and said essentially
nothing., UWhen hc was done, people fairly enthusiastically applauded, but that was
about all the enthusiasm they had left of any description. DNobody wanted to hear a
word from anybody clse on any subject whatsoever. Poor Jay Kay llein stepped up
to the mike next, in the hot seat. He looked around the room and tears came to his
eyes, and he said, "Holy smokes, just about everybody I love is in this room." And
the whole place was his. He won them over in a minute. He could have asked a
inarch on the capitol from that moment on.

I'n finding that therec arc other kinds of fandom. There's another kind of
fandom That I soxrt of belong to on the side that I think of as spiritual fandon,
which is people that get together and argue about spirit. And we have no more
agreenent on doctrines or dogmas or creeds or the foolishness of samec than science
fiction fans seeim to have on great writers, or underlying themes, or what it is
that makes science fact fiction., I mention this only in passing, because I suspect
that one day science fiction fandom and spiritual fandom are going to collide, and
I want you to have your arguments ready.

But I think that the majority of you fans are sane, like it or not -- that
you agree in ycur secret heart of hearts with what the wise and holy Ired Fonl said
at Discon: that we as a species have no real problems, but only complex gamncs we
have agreed to play with ourselves, and Tans are among the only peoplce on earth
snart enoush to know that,

I have a copy of that speech, Fred, and I'm seriously thinking of having it
privately printed and selling it through the mail. I'1l talk to you about the
rights later.

The nore audacious oif you out there actually are working hard on solutions
for the pseudo-problens we've come up with ourselves. I think nearly all of you
are sanc enough to know at least that there are solutions and that nothing but our
deternined best and hardest worlt will provide them. The government won't do it,

the man with the white beard won't do it, not even Cal Tech will do it -- thou
art God and you camnot rcfuse the nomination.
So, as I say, I can't preciscly echo Jay Kay -- only a lot of the people I

love are in this room, or would cven be at a Worldcon held everywhere at once by
videophone. But those of you here whom I do Imow and love, and those of you here
whom I don't know and love, are a part of my family, an indispensable part of ny
life, and one of the things that makes it possible for me to write my stories.

Just as a for instance, somcone came up to me ycsterday and for the second
time in a year, handed me the nost amazing ball point pen I've ever found, It's
going to cut the writing time on my next book in half. The hand glides right off
the paper -- you have to use some effort to hold it on the page. And somncone went
to the trouble of buying one and dragzing it to Hinneapolis to hand it to me.

As such a Johnny-come-lately, I am proud to be considered a fan. Contrary
tc the belief and expectation of most of you whom I seem to run into, I know
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extrenely little of fannish legends and rituals and famous personalities. I Inew
nothing of this at all until 2 or 3 years ago. I have a particularly abominable

nenory for naimes, which cripples me. 4And frankly, there are just too damned nany
of you foxr me to Lkecp track of, too iuch lore to be absorbed, tc many letters to

renember hardly any of them. I am hampered in convention-going by having to meet
nany deadlines to stay alive, and I literally have no time to spare for fanac oxr

letterhacking or fanzinc reading (because I get them alll -- any of you have any

idea how many fangines therc are?). I rarcly have time for more than one or two

carefully- selected conventicns a year.

but this is one of them, and I've had a fabulous tiime so far; and I nust
tell you that I have never in nmy life Telt so at home and so at easc with so many
drunken strangers. ¥

I rcally do txry to do my part for fanac, but economics requires that I publish
it in Analog, I howne that is satisfactory to fanden; fandom is satisfactory to me.

And in conclusion I carn only say that if your groceries come tumbling cdewm
around your ears, vou have only your shelf to blaue.

Bediore I stegger off intc thei past, I &id figure that I ocuzht to, .sinee I'am
up here and there's a guitar, sing you probably the only fannish song that I've
ever written:

Bova, Ben 2ova, I see your face in the nizht.
It's an 0ld hack plot Bova makes me write.

Sova, Ben LZova, You help us writers to write.
A sale to you is worth 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6 sales to Ted White.

Cther magazines may print ne yet,
Though I wouldn't make the bet,
But Analos I get

Success, a word from you.

Bova, Ben Bova, Sometinmes fricnds are so hard to find.
I puess that old haclk plot leeps Ben Bove on ny mind.

(Tune of “"Georgia On iy iiind®)
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BY DAVE WIXON

¢.J. Cherryh came out of nowhere, a couple of years ago, as an acconplished
novelist, with Gate of Iviel; I am pleased to report that the sequel, Well of Shiuan,
is even better. Her inagination remains stroug, and her concepts grabbing -- but it
is gratifying to note that her technique,; too, is advancing.
~ Ivrel was her first book, and while it demonstrates that Cherryh from the
beginning is possessed of the story-teller's gift, it is written almost totally in
the third person, near-present-tense viewpoint of the warrior Vanye. Following
several intervening books not of the series, Shiuan, too, is an engrossing tale;
but it also shows a great change in technlque, using in large portiocn an outsider -
viewpoint, to enliven the background and provide counterpoint to the action.
(Interestlngly, The Faded Sun: Kesrith, not of the series but published after Shiuan,
uses the shifting viewpoint technique even more.)
This technique prompts in the reader & re-thinking on the characters who have
begun to be comfortably kmown qualltles to the viewing mind, Such a shift is
irritating for the casual reader who has, for instance, ifentified with the Vanye
viewpoint im Ivrel, but finds Shulan opening with the viewpoint of a peasant girl --
particularly when she demonstrates & conflicting view of some of the events and
characters. Cherryh's experiment is successful here, however, in providing the reader
with a fuller spectrumn, a wide-screen view of a new world and culture.
- The technique also suceeceds in imparting to Shiuan a depth often lacking in
sinilax tales in the genwve, which so often are varnatlons of the simple, black-and-
white, good-versus-evil theme -- books in which everything which occurs is interpreted
from one viewpoint (even if seen by more than one character), naking relationships
seen decoptively clear-cut. ilot so in Shiuvan, wherein different characters, with
truly different slants on events and other characters, also manage to present their
views to the reader. This is a depth of philosophy unusual in adventure fiction.
The plot of each book is reasonably simple. The series has its genesis in
the existence of a network of perhaps-instantaneous-transfer "gates" across the
Universe. They lie in a large number of worlds, and act over both space and time;
in the past-future their mls-use has several tinmes caused the temporal erasure of
civilizations. Barth discovers these
faets, and judges that the threatening
existence of- the gates must be ended.

© A suicide team begins to move through
the network, traveling via the gates
and closing them behind.

At an unknown point in space and
tine, only the woman Morgaine is left
for the quest. Alone on a world whose
feudal inhabitants believe her a demon,
she nust find a way to wrest control of
the Gate of Ivrel from an alien who is

- using its technology for. his own immor-
tality and power. Her previous attempt
to do so had killed ten thousand of her
allies and upset the fabric of a society;
now she must try agein, with the aid only
of an outlaw.

'THE NEXT &EAUER wﬂo
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Kisunderstanding and selfishness
lead to many nore deaths, but ecventually
the Ivrel gate is sealed, and ilorgaine
and Vanye find themselves on another
world, with the whole struzzle to fight
again. (At this point, one coule begin
to suspect the onset of an interminable
sameness to the series, as in, say,
the Dumarest booiis; with worlds and
vattles never-ending, and each boolk
noving on to more of it; I suspect
Cherryh has sonething rather different
in mind.)

Although Ivrel and Shiuan are
part of an adventuire series, a
straight-forward blend of feudal
horse-warriors and neaxr-macical
sciencec, the real strensth of the
books lies in their masterful world-
building and character studies. And
although the viewpoint character is
usually the outlawed followexr Vanye,
it is the character of Ilorzaine which
doninates these books. (Use of total
outside view of her is also cffective
in lencing to her a larger-than-life,
or epic, stature. The reader is neve:r
allowed to step into her mind, and
can now her only throush the eyes of
her companion. This is probably a
good thing.)

Horzaine is nearly nad, at times,
driven to it by the crushingz weight she
bears. She alone Imows the scepe of the
destinies she is responsible for, to the end of time and for the whole Universe-
that-is. And because therc is no onc e¢lsz, she must avoid failure at 2ll cost;
vwhatever cvil deecs she nay be responsible for on her road, they are as nothing
beside the evil she will be responsible for if she fails.,

She warns Vanye that she has no honor; she cannot afford it: "It is uncon-
sciorable that I should take risks with the burden I carry. I have no luxury left
for virtues." She does nuch that she nmay well have wished to aveid -- but she does
it. She causes great sufferings, in the nane of a cause that would prevent worse.
She tells Vanye; "I would kill you too if it were neccssary." '

But the evils she feels responsible for weizh heavily on her soul. At times
she becones menic, eager, intense; her anission is her raison d'etre, to a degree
that approaches obsession. And she pays for that drive, relaxing now and again to
realization of how truly enslaved shec is -- how her life is driven, ruled, by this
overwhelning purposc. She sinlzs then into despair. She is under inmense strain.
without Vanye she might well crack, and may even yet. But he conplenents her, he
relicves her, in so many ways.. He is her godsend.

Christ in the garden asked His Father to take away the future He saw, if that
could be; but it could not be, and He yielded gracefully, to carry out the ¥ill.
Some traditions say He sweated blood in his fear and loathing of what He saw coming.
llorgainc cdoes not know what is to come, but she sweats psychic blood over the past
and the present, and o6ver a future that may imitate them, or worse.

And she is immensely lonecly, desperately afraid that indulgence in any human
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weakness will endanger her mission. Sometimes this affects her behavior, and she
.begins to seem irrational. @‘tr she unbends -~ is human -~ a little, but then realizes
the dangers in such a course, and dons again her steel persona. And at times the
weight of it begins te be too much, and she nears a suicidal recklessness, leading
one to suspect that she 1@ngs‘ for a release from her charge, through dea’oh, but is
too responsible %o take her 1ife in forthright suicide.

Vanye is beginning to learn this. He is her galvation., Fron a tool picked
up for a moment's use; he has grown to be a flywheel for her behavior. And he is a
sign of hope and hunanity for her. He will never cease to be a tool, unless he
becones an equal partner in the task; on his way to becoming such, he is rapldly
becoming her totem, the reminder of her charge and its worth.

Years ago I had a fearful argument, in an Bthics class, over the question
whether an End could justify any Means. Ny teacher held for the position that a
wrong Means is wrong no matter how noble the reason for dding it. I continued to
harbor reservations on the subject, and feel a great synpathy for Morgaine, who is
right up against the q_uest‘inn. .

I begin to suspect that both my teacher a.nd myself held a bit of the truth,

To save a universe, Horgaine does what she must. Her actions seem justified -- but,
if so,)why is she paying so s‘te‘m a penalty? (The C‘hnst netaphor comes to mind
again

Doesn't it seem clear 'bhat Morgaine is facing the old moral problem about "“the
lesser of two evils"? 1If she is, as seems true, consistently doing the best she can,
then how can she beé blamed? To this reviewer it seems hard to understand how she can
be so agonized ove® her deeds, in such case; but then, this reviewer has never had to
face such a choiée -- and he also beg:.ns to suspect that it is some basic a.spact of
hunan-ness which feels the regret, pain, and guilt of such a course.

You just don't find many psychological epicsi
*********’(—**********************************

#*

CLASSIFIED ADS *

%

Roommate wa.nted, -- antlers opti;ona.l. *
Contact R.Jis Squirrel, Frostblte Falls. *

*

'FREE to 2 ¥ cod home —— 7 fH¥BIH, ¥ HETEELRE

g F#HPPIE#, 16 trivbles, Contact Capt.

Koloff, Klingon Space Force. *

: *

LOST -- a Boy. Contact a Dog, c/o H. Ellison,*
*

Feel s need to get away? Contact #2 :E'or info *
concerning seaside resort.

FOR SALE: Pleasant suburban home, big :ﬁ‘mnt
yard. Contaet C. Slma,k

e .

"ﬂ“‘"’" ~ ""‘)—sf""‘"mm
| DRINK DR. ZEPHYR
AND I'M GREEN;

I'M PART OFAN J
ALIEN SCENE.... .

Happy Cloneday, Tom -- from Tom, Tom, Ton,
and 'I‘omo

USED Spaceship, made Kessel run in 12 parsecs,*
available immediately for best offer (in
doo~dahs). Contact H. Solo, 8.P.0, Box
2001 . : . -

% ootk ok ok ook %k ok ook ok ok ok ok ok ok

Send money to S.P.0. Box 1984,
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The easiest route to alien-
building is first to understand
ourselves as someone else's aliens...
as nature's logical and best response
to this specific environment. That
is, man works, and if brontosaurs
had worked better, we wouldn't have
had a job.

Simplistic, verily, and of
course there's debate possible..., all
we're doing by that statement is
seeking a model we can use, ASSUME,
kindly, that we, in our generalized
functions and varied types, are very
nicely adapted for survival on Sol
ITI, to its gravity, temperature
ranges, light conditionms, atmospheric
Pressure ranges, radiations,
atmosphere, availability of moisture,
KLEPH, from Hunter of Worlds nutrients, eco-systems in general

T T (open to debate).
Change one item in that list

" and humanity might find itself up against the wall. 1ange our star one magnitude,

. L -
"
-

Take away our moon (tidal and biocycles). What kind of changes would be wrought if
fﬁe orbited a brighter syar? Hould eyes be advantageous under such conditions, with
“brilliance like a Derpetually exploding flashbulb filling the sky?

‘ Let’s look at US for g moment, fragile, variable organisms that we truly are.

Consider our environment, and how our biology conforms to it and compensates for it

in wondrous intricacy; consider our senses, and which are strongest to us and most

affecting; consider our drives, our cultures, our languages, our varied percepts

of the same reality, or our beliefs, our desires, our fears; consider how we regard

self and community; consider our variety, stone-age and Space-age existing on the

same planet; consider our history and how we still dance to cld tunes; consider our
" reaction to strangers, and how we identify our own.

Consider what designs have shaped us: the complex neural system that nakes
80 many responses pPossible; a bodily design that makes nanipulation of delieate
objects easy,,.tool useg grouping-tendencies, with eventual division of labor and
‘passing-on of information, sharing of discoveries; nemoxry of non-present objects
and concepts; ability to control emotional or instinctual Yesponses...one could g0 on,

Hust the alien we are building have all these? I think not, but they are wexrth
thinking about: how does he compensate? Or in his environment is it needful? or
does he have MORE than these? ,

Consider whales and fish and men. Whales and men are closer kin...but
environment molds outward shapes...and Perhaps mental responses. Perhaps whales are
indeed an alien intelligence, one of whom we have never asked the broper questions.

Consider our own adaptations to terrestrial environment...our upright skeleton,
leaving hands free; consider our faces, with bony projections.protecting the eys;
that nost essentail of our Sense-organs, with flexible ears and noses, muscwlar
sheathing for: the windpipe,..a<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>