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Fanzine Catalog termed BH a "verbal and visual treat," but al-

RQ M1SCELLANY

"BLURB HAPPY"

Bob Tucker's contribution to RQ#30 scored a maximum, being
praised by all correspondents that mentioned it. To quote
Robert Bloch, "It's great to see that Tucker's talents have
in no way diminished since his earlier work on the Bill of
Rights." Fanzine critics also were enthusiastic, but except
for Fosfax's Joseph Major (who not only reads a lot but reads
accurately), they were wrong on particulars. E.G. The Whole

so refers to it as a reprint (instead of an updating), credits
all of Edd Vick's work (in setting type) to Dennis Virzi--
and writes that its purpose was to show "how reviews are turn-
ed into book blurbs." Now, BH couldn't be a reprint, since two
of the fanzines cited therein, Riverside Quarterly and Pirate
Jenny, didn't exist when BH was originally printed by Inside
in the middle 50s, at which time PJ's editor, Pat Mueller, had
not even been born. I can only conjecture why Edd's name was
replaced by Dennis's--perhaps because of Dennis's Fanthology
notice right after BH or maybe because he's Pat's husband.
Finally, the extraction of laudatory passages from caustic re-
views is well within the capacity of any Frosh composition
student. Tucker's opus was printed as a lesson in style, re-
quiring a writer of professional skill--since it reproduces
not only the acidity of a Damon Knight review but also the
confident miscues of a daily newspaper journalist, the gosh-
wow enthusiasm of a fan book-critic, the peppy .exhortations
of a fan movie-critic, and of course the cliché-ridden prose
of the publisher's dustjacket writer.

A VOICE FROM OLYMPUS

RQ readers will be delighted to learn that Vladimir Nabokov
—_author of Lolita and other exemplary tales--once wrote an
s-f story, "Lance," anthologized in Stories from the New Yorker.
After expressing his contempt for all other s-f (some of his
remarks being quoted on p. 289, this issue), the writer as-
sures us that his story will contain none of s-f's stock
characters, e.g., the "good guy [who] grins,"the "villain
[who] sneers," the "cold scientist...usually found under
names like Stein" (I assume the author means Einstein or
Frankenstein), plus humanoids or other "mythic" creatures
"whose intimate structure is never depicted."

Next we meet the title character, who's to go on the first
space mission. It seems the date is irrelevant: "Let 1t be
DRVAS M AYADIS R o/ 82 O ORARTATSEISS ! tlld [0 esinjait: matter." (In their Fore-
word the editors proudly explain that this "prophetic fantasy
...was originally published in 1952, some years before 'astro-
naut' became a household word.") After cautionary words to
mother, Lance leaves for that “unmentionable and absolutely
awful place of his zero-hour departure'"--and returns to
Earth after one month. Although the author claims no specific
date, all this evidently occurs in the Victorian era, silnce
the parents are notified of this "tremendous news'" not by
phone or telegram but by a "horseman [who] clappity-clap
gallops up the cobbled street." There follows a trip to the
hospital (Lance's temporary residence), Lance's spoken chro-
nicle of events on the new planet (mercifully terminaced be-
fore he can complete one sentence), the parents' forced exit,
and an end to the story.

(continued on page 290)
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CH1P SW1FT COCOONS

by
DAVE AUSTIN

TrendTech Incorporated was having a bad day, and Chip
Swift couldn't have been happier.

A Sudanese outfit was threatening to sue TTI for copyright
infringement after seeing an "Entertainment Tonight" report on
TTI's experimental SenseTech project. The white coats down in
Research and Development were heating up all the lines, the
gray suits up in Legal and Marketing were on the warpath as
well, and, as usual, the folks in the Director's Office were
n?t amused by the free publicity. All of this before ten
o'clock coffee. Swift ate it up with his doughnut, the white
sugar sticking to his moustache. All was well. This, after all
was the day he would hear from Wendy. i

The FAX machines were going bulimic, white paper spewing
gverywhere, and all of his phone banks were lit up and blink-
ing like crazy. Swift just slurped his too-hot coffee and
breathed deeply. Composure was his key, the electronic hum
of the machines his mantra.

Chip Swift was Assistant Vice-President of Incident Control
gt TTI, what they used to call a trouble-shooter. It was his
job to put out fires when and wherever they might occur. He'd
examine the problem, assign the correct personnel and/or re-
sources, and watch the flames die down. If the smoky smell
got into the upholstery, he'd figure out a way to get out the
stench., His office was a telecommunications bedlam of video
screens, satellite links, telephones, intercoms, terminals,
and, of course, the FAX bank: three lovely new silver and
black machines, each with its own special setof capabilities.

The only other thing in Chip Swift's office, besides all
the electronic gear, his desk and chair, was a small framed
photograph. It was an official publicity photo of Toshiro Noh
the ace relief pitcher for the New York Ronin. Chip had grow&
up in Baltimore, but was a life-long Yankee fan. He'd never
fgrgiven the owner for selling the team to SONY, especially
since they represented the competition, but he still loved
his team, even if the damn name had been changed and evenif
he hadn't been to a game in years.
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Noh, a Cy Young Award win-
ner the previous two seasons,
represented the ultimate in
Cool Under Pressure. The sports
writers all called him the Ma-
chine. He worked completely
without expression, without
emotion, even when the Ronin
defeated the Phoenix Mariners
for the Series two years ago.
No jumping up and down: just
a stately bow to the crowd.
Awesomely cool, positively
frinid. He too was a fireman,
like Chip.

FAX One, the machine closest
to him, started humming. Some
mullahs had decided that the
depletion of the ozone layer
over the Persian Gulf was the
work of The Great Satan. A
grice had been put on the heads

|
| of the top researchers in

; I "7I's Plastics and Carbons
1 | | ! K ivision. It was not the mes-
N | % sapge he wvanted. He wanted his

| _égw § weekly dispatch from Perth,

ot | 2 where Vendy worked.

C. Derex itandrill irom R & D materialized at the door. He

had on his usual fitted lab coa:, Italian shoes, and pants

creased so sharply, you could splice a gene on them., C. Derek
was the most brilliant man at TTI, the hub of everything that
happened there, and he looked like a one-man Esquire layout.

Their conversation was brief. Mandrill laid out the situa-
tion regarding SenseTech. They conference-called the boys in
Legal and discussed the patent situation. TTI was months away
from marketing the product, but already word was leaking out,
and the competition was nervous. Most of what Mandrill and thel
lawyers said made no sense to Swift, but it seemed this fire
was under control. Mandrill had a file disc on the project
that Swift could study later.

The scientist left, Swift and a lawyer arranged to take a
lunch together, and Number One started humming again. This
time, it was from Perth. The FAX came out letter-head first,
with the Southern Pacific Division's distinctive kpala-in-a-
spacesuit logo. Two pages, a report on a recent problem in the
algae farming area. An extra message, handwritten at the end:
"Hope to hear from you soon. Wendy."

Swift read the message over and over. So simple, yet to
meaningful. He caught himself and grabbed a piece of station-
ery from his desk, along with a felt-tip pen, and wrote:
"Message received. Thanks so much. Be reading you soon, ha-ha,
Chip," as if she needed that last part. He punched in the
right numbers and fed the message in, his pulse rising no-—
ticeably as the paper entered the machine and disappeared.
His weekly interlude with a woman he'd never seen was over.
Now he'd have to go back to work.

Swift was working on a satellite conference with Cairo
when FAX One started up again. Again, the message was from
Perth: "How are you feeling today? You must be up to your
ears in work. W." The final initial was large and ornate.
Swift's ears went warm. She wanted to interface.
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He put his keyboard aside and took up the pen again. "A
typical day. Nothing special: the usual stuff. How about
you? C." He made his initial dark and bold.

There was a brief pause while the message was sent, rc
ceived, examined. He waited. Two phones let loose with
their loud, synthesized ringing almost simultaneously. Switt
put them both on hold. A hum.

"1 don't know how yru do it. You must be really good at
what you do. How do y7u manage to stay in control? W."

"I just work hard. Same as you. C."

Another short delay. Mitchell from International Relations
was on the inter-office line, wanting to know il Swill was

still interested in that little paramilitary opcration in
Costa Rica. He held him off.

' A lot of white space. "You have vory

"I'm very impressed.'
nice handwriting. I must get back to work. So long! W.

He sent a simple good-bye and shut down. There was too
much smoke coming under the door. But he thought about Wendy
all day, and as he drove home, he eyed his porta-FAX on the
passenger seat of his Honda the way he would eye a temptress
at a nightclub, as if he ever had a chance to visit a night-
club. Somewhere on the other end of that line was a living,
breathing woman with an exciting accent who thought he had
nice handwriting.

The SenseTech project was even
more amazing than Swift could've
believed. How C. Derek had evar
thought the thing up was beyond
Swiit's ability to imagine. Lei-
sureTronics, the home computer-
sensory stimuli system, was re-
markable enough. That was the
system that gave a computer op-
erator a full range of sensory
stimulation to accompany comput-
er games and simulations. Swift
had a programme that effectively
reproduced the sensation of dog-
fighting in World War One air-
craft, complete with wind ef-
fects, the deafening roar of the
engine, even the smell of air-
craft fuel. There were programmes
for Tolkienesque adventure games,
historical recreations, even por—
nographic games like one nasty
programme Chip had used entitled

"Arab Harem."

SenseTech went even further. It involved a programme creat-
ed by the computer user, who provided as much information as
possible in creating a personalized simulation. Pictures,
sounds, music, whatever the user could insert with the new
hardware Mandrill had devised, would be sorted, processed,
and turned into whatever the user wanted in terms of comput-
er—generated effects. And then there was the Cocoon. If Man-
drill's new hardware cculd operate as stated in the report
Swift was reading, the effects would be outrageous. The impli-]
cations for the equipment in terms of home entertainment were
staggering. No one would ever have to leave his or her home
again, to lead a more exciting life than had ever been pos-
sible before. All kinds of dreams could literally come true.

Chip stayed up late reading Mandrill's report, then shut
down his computer and tuned in his satellite dish. The BBC
newscaster's mellow brogue made Chip think about similar ac-
cents. He'd always loved women with accents. He'd never known
any personally, of course. All of his favourite actresses
were those who were best at accents, or those who'd been born
with them, like Vivian Leigh, whose films he collected on
laser disc. He wondered how thick Wendy's accent was. He fell
asleep thinking of an excuse to contact her the next day.

EREFE

If there had been smoke alarms in Chip Swift's office,
they would have been screaming their loudest when he got in
that morning. An Aboriginal rights group, the Non-Conformist
Aboriginal Alliance, had announced threats against an Aus-
tralian airline, co-owned hy TTI. Unless th=2y got what they
wanted, the MNCAA terrorists planned to blow up any Air Aus-
tralia airliner they could get near, probably using the Syn-
Trax bio-plastique they'd gotten from the CIA. Chip fired up
the coffee-maker and went to work, giving Toshiro a quick
wink in passing. This would be just what he needed. The
office came to life with an electronic pulse rate all its
own, the little fans on all of the machines exhaling together
and warming the room with a collective sigh.

Wendy auswered the telephone in Perth. Sne'd been expect-
ing him to call, "anxiously awaiting" him, she said. They
talked business for a while, deciding to redeploy that tacti-
cal response team bound for Central America to the Outback.
There would be no more threats. They talked for a time about
other business, whatever Swift could come up with to keep her
on the line.

"You have a lovely voice," Swift said after a long pause.
"I've been waiting for a long time to hear what you sound
like."

"Tt's a pretty average voice, I'd say," Wendy answered.

"No. It's lovely." Chip wouldn't believe how forward he
was being. He'd never talked to a woman in this way before.
He squirmed and his simulated leather chair squeaked.

"Could you do something for me?" she asked.
"Sure. Anything. Name it."

"FAX me a icture. 8 rG‘.'dlly like to know what you
P
look like."

He wasn't sure he wanted to do that. Swift wasn't exactly
the hest looking man he'd ever seen. Oh, he kept himself in
decent enough shape all right. The job helped him to do that.
He'd always thought of himself as being rather short, and
certainly pretty plain. But he knew an opportunity when he
heard one.




"Only if you send me one huack."

"Oh, absolutely!" she sald,nj-
parently delighted. "I'll be wait-
ing. Have to go. G'day, Chip."
And she was gone.

Swift toyed for a moment with the
idea of sending Wendy a picture
of Mandrill, but he laid that one
aside in a hurry. There was an in-
creasing probability that he was
going to meet Wendy, and he want-
ed to be up front with her from
the outset. He'd failed to do this
in the past. Like when he'd first
started at TTI, he'd carried a
cellular phone cverywhere he went,
all day and all night, so his
business would be close al hand
at all times. lHle took it with him
the first two times had gone out
with Linda from Accounting. He'd
pramised to leave it home after the second time. There hadn't
been a third date, or many others with anyone else since then.
This thought made him squirm more. Swift turned off the mini-
ature recorder that was built into the phone.

He called Personnel and had them send him a glossy phato
from his file, the one they'd used in the company's annual re-
port the previous year. He didn't look too bad, just too seri-
ous. His moustache stuck up on one side, bui there was no fix-
ing it now. He punched Wendy's number on FAX One and fed the
photo in, after signing it in marker: "To Wendy, with love,
Chip."

He waited. Nothing. The alarm went up again. A ftamous ac-
tress was going on "Geraldo" that morning to condemn TTI's
Selective Breeding Experimentation programme. She'd somehow
gotten the addresses of some of the programme's recent fail-
ures, and had videotape, Mandrill showed up. wanting to know
how Chip had felt about his report. 7o word from Perth. Me had
tSo ¥ oleif b alc KW tiof W0 Tk,

After lunching with Mamrill,
his salmon overcooked and the h
wine all wrong, Swift returned
to the office. Sitting in the
little wire basket attached to
FAX One was the pioto of Wendy.
Her skin was pale, her long,
wavy hair a brilliant red, her
eyes blue, her cheekbones model -
|high, with a warm, sweet, smile.

IShe was sitting outside some -
place, wearing a blue polka-
doited dress. It was the kind

of picture a husband would put
on his desk. Underneath the pho-
to in the basket was a note:
"Your photo was lovely. We must
meet! Love, W." Swift stared at /
the picture, his ears feeling
warm again. He rewound the tape
in the cassette deck and lis-
tened to their conversation
from the morning, over and over
again. She wanted to meet him.
Something would have to be ar-
ranged.

-
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The guys from Shipping were finished unloading the stuff
much later than Swift had expected, but since Mandrill was
there, watching every move they made, he wasn't surprised.
They'd carried each piece of Mandrill's pet hardware into
Swift's apartment like it was a newborn infant. Little did
they realize, Swift knew, that this stuff was more precious
to Mandrill than any mere child could ever be.

Mandrill went to work silently, nhooking the equipment for
the SenseTech experiment into Swift's existing home computer
setup. Mandrill had been pleased with the response Swift had
given him on his report, and had asked him if he wanted to be
part of a consumer research project, within the company, to
sort some of the bugs out of the system. C. Derek and his
assistants had obviously tried the thing out before, but he
wanted someone apart from the lab crew to "fire it up and
give it a go." Mandrill finished with his installation, showed
Swift how to boot up the programme, along with instructions on
where and how all the possible input could be inserted, and
then lefr. Other projects called him back to work, he said.
Chip couldn't dream of what those might be.

Swift wasn't in the mood to try the SenseTech gear out that
evening. He spent some time attempting to contaclL Wendy over
the telephone, then through the company's satellite network,
then via her FAX at home. He couldn't get any response, so
he sat back 1n his huge conversation pit and looked at her
picture, listening again to their little chat--even the busi-
ness part—-over his sound system, pumping her lilting voice
over twelve huge speakers through each room of his condo.
SenseTech hummed along.

One of those little koalas was waiting for Swift the next
morning, smiling up at him from the paper catch on FAX Three.
"How are you today?" read the flowing script. "Call when you
can, no matter what the time. Don't work too hard! Love, W."

An order had to be zapped out to the commander of the re-
sponse team now mopping up in the Outback, and a meeting had
to be set up with the movie star who wanted to pander her vi-
deo propaganda, before Chip could get back to Perth. He took
his time. Swift was tired, having spent a fiftul night, the
tape recording from the previous day now permanently recorded
on his memory. His call was finally shuttled through to Wen-
dy's car phone.

"G'day, Chip," she sang cheerily. "How are things in New
York?"

"Crazy, as usual," he answered, trying to sound happy.

"Chip, do you have vacation time coming?"

He had what amounted to months of the stuff due him, by
way of sick time for someone who never had a headache, and
leave time for a man with no real place to go but TTI Central
Plaza. "Well, actually--"

"Terrific! Look, I've got two weeks coming myself. How
about if you come down here and I can show you the sights. We
could have a marvellous time, Chip. The beaches here are just
amazing. You'd be getting a real bargain: the whole country,
and me to show it to you! How 'bout it?"

He swallowed hard. "I'm not sure now is the best time.
There's an awful lot breaking here just now."

"Chip, there's always an awful lot breaking in your bloody
office. Can't someone else fix it for fourteen days?"
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Swift could be on a supersonic in half an hour. Nobody
would say a word, except to ask why he'd never gotten away
before this. He could pack his cellular phone, his laptop,
and his porta-FAX, realizing, of course, that these were pre-
cisely the things which would, in the end, drive her away
from him. It had always been that way for him, and there
didn't seem to be any reason why now should be any different.
He wanted her, but he wasn't ready to deal with the frustra-
tion all over again It wasn't worth it,

"It wouldn't work out. Not just now."

ground into the side of his head.

The earpiece

There was a short silence, save for the whooshing of traf-
fic in the background and the slight whine of the satellite
transmission.

"When might be good?" She didn't sound quite so excited
as before. "Anytime soon?"

"1'11 have to get back to you." Another line buzzed, ano-

ther bulb blinked, and Swift sighed. "I've got to go. I'll
call you soon, okay?"

Quiet. "Are you married?" she asked flatly. "Is that it?"
"No. Of course not." The question seemed ridiculous to him.
"Right. 'Bye, Chip." And the line died.

Mandrill was on the other line, wanting some feedback on
SenseTech. Swift told him he still needed some time with it,
that he'd call him soon. Then, he went back to work. The Daily
Reminder window on his computer screen was packed to near
melt-down. There were still lots of important things to do.

Swift stood nak%2. in front of the steel and Plexi-glass
hatch of the Cocoon. The dose of SensaMed he'd had earlier
that evening now wormed his way warmly through his veins. All
of the equipment in the condo had been shut down, save for
the SenseTech system. He wasn't sure about this, but at that
moment, it seemed like the only thing worth doing.

He tossed what he held in his hands into the chamber,
clasped the silver bar above the hatch, pulled himself up,
drawing his knees to his chest, and inserted himself into the
Cocoon. He closed the hatch, and instantly, the sensors within
took control of his environment. The Cocoon was upholstered
with something like a liquid-filled sleeping bag. The Envelope,
Mandrill called it. The stuff inside was closer to a gelatin
than water. It was sort of like a water bed with a billowy,
rolling quilt.

lie reached up and pulled down the Crown, a sensor-filled
ring that fit over his head. He felt several little pinches
across his scalp as the tiny needles in the ring punctured
his skin. When this was in place, a control panel lit up be-
fore him. He took the tape he'd brought with him and inserted
it into the appropriate slot. There was another, larger slot
for the photograph, and that went in and disappeared. Then,
Swift lay back and breathed deeply. The Envelope was pulled
up to his chin, with his arms tucked inside. He made a quiet,
whimpering sound.

The Cocoon went dark and the control panel vanished. It
was calm inside there, soft and silent. The Crown took over.
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then sensed something hard underneath him. The green solid
fied and took on depth and angles. A sound now filled his
ears, like the buzz from the drug.

Things moved, and Swift felt them as they formed.

The dress was silk. He played the cool blue cloth with

her knee and took his hand, embarrassed that someone in the

and touched the silk once more, as the autumn breeze lifted
her soft red tresses and passed the redolence of her hair

beer, and burned popcorn. October's early evening air had
hinting bite to it, but Swift was warm and she was warm and
oshiro Noh was saving another Series while Wendy's satin
laughter wafted through the liquid night.

> REPLICATE

Swift opened his eyes. There was a greenish light inside
the chamber now, and the walls seemed to be gone, or al least
they were out of sight. Swift felt himself floating slightly,

i

its white dots between his fingers. She dropped her hand to
crowd might see him caressing her. She smiled that smile and

let her head rest on his shoulder. He put his arm around her

before him, masking sweetly the smell of cheap cigars, stale
a
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SOMNAMBUL1ST POET

With something human

in a breaking mirror

in long night journeys

a fuzzed portrait

with the pack dogs of spring

outside jalousie windows.

Watching the pale birches

in precincts of a dead lyric landscape
through a liquid silence

night knocks you out

sounding into the wind.

—— B. Z. Niditch -
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EREBUS

Who wakes in pain at the close of day,
As first and final brush a dusky porcrait,
Weeping in vain with curtained eyes,

Soundless as the throat of night.

Who walks with solitude in the evening,
The dark of night and shade of space,
Wielding a sliver of obscurity

Against the source of perception.

Who wears a cloak of pale horizons,
Model form of clothed beginnings,
Working the stygian shift

In our ephemeral world.

-- Jeffrey Kent Nicholes --

12181

THE BUBBLE

The bubble of air, trapped
In ice a million years

Held just one secret:

A richer mix of oxygen

Than the curious researchers

Breathed when they released it.

0dd, they remarked,

And published their results

To little fanfare.

No one heard the explosion,

The grumbling of a huge rock slab
As it slid away from the tomb,

Or noticed the shining key within
And these few words;

Surface and volume --

Lungs, surprised, aching,

No longer sufficient --
Salamanders will understand.

Wake them with your ancient air
And they will scamper like squirrels

or dinosaurs restored.

-- Kenn Amdahl
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FR1TZ LEIBER: SWORDSMAN AND PH1LOSOPHER

by
JUSTIN LE1BER
Part One: Heroic Artisan

&= When"I was an adolescent, my mother and I called my father
Fafhrd" or, more commonly and shortly, "Faf'" (with ahroad "A"
sound). He rose up six feet five inches over my five eight.
He fenced and played tennis, electrified audiences with dra-
matic readings, and women surrounded him at drinking parties,
while men mused that he might have made an even greater name
for himself with an acting career, like his Shakespearean fa-
ther. You can understand how insufferable it was as an only
child growing up next to that.

In his "The 237 Talking Statues, etc.," Fritz makes a kind
of peace with his father, Fritz Leiber, 3r., or "Guv" as we
galled him. Guv was a major touring actor-manager Shakespear-
ian in the 1910s, 20s and 30s. He played opposite Theda Bera
in the early silent film Anthony and Cleopatra ("There was
nothing under the beads she wore,'" quoth Guv). He returned to
screen character roles after the Depression put an end to his
acting company. My father, under the name of Francis Lathrop,
accompanied him for the last Shakespearian tour. Fritz now
thinks that Guv arranged the tour so as to play Los Angeles
before the inevitable collapse.

Guv spent the time free from movies on sculpture, painting,
;nd photography. He peopled his Los Angeles house with paint-
ings and statues of himself and Virginia (Fritz's mother and
an actor as well), usually in Shakespearian roles. Other were
represented in less profusion--a statue of me at asge four be-
strode a modest backyard fountain; Fritz now displays in his
San Francisco apartment a painting Guv did of him in the role
of Edgar in King Lear. Guv also liked to paint young women in
bgthing suits, working from photographs (occasionally the suits
disappeared). The Guv's artwork was what you might expect of
a man who also put together a fine darkroom and shop, meticu-
lously maintained and stocked with a large number of tools,
cabinets, and devices that he had made for himself. The kit-
chen walls, for example, were peopled with nursery-book char-
acters that would gratify a Disney cartoonist in the craft—
manship and lack of pretension.

(I just came across a photograph for one of Guv's paintings
that still affects me. When I was six years old I asked Guv to
paint a picture of me in the fine theatrical suit of Roman ar-
mour that he had mounted on a wooden stand. He sent me a paint-
ing of myself, from a photo taken when I was five, inside a
scaled down version of the Roman armour. Somehow I tearfully
managed to communicate that that wasn't at all what I wanted.
What I wanted was of course impossible--a painting of myself
in the Roman armour, at maturity (or maybe a bit taller than
I could expect). Guv responded with a picture of himself,
painted from the photograph now before me, at his full sixty-
odd years, in the Roman armour.)
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In "237 Talking Statues, etc.,” we find Francis Legrand DI
a mildly alcoholic midlife failure, making his peace with his
dead "famous actor" father, who like Guv peoples his home with
theatrical self-images. Francis talks to his father, who speaks
from one or another of self-statues, particularly that of Don
Juan. Francis speaks of his jealousy and suspicion, his envy
of father's supposed sexual exploits; his father, demurely de-
nying such success, arranges his own exorcism with affection and
dispatch. Mother is persuaded tolet one of the cluttering images
go. The Don Juan statu- is donated to the Merrivale Young La-
dies Academy.

In his late teens, Guv was a prize-winning runner. You can
still see his amazing physique and bodily grace when he plays
the role of Jacque in the Ronald Coleman Tale of Two Cities=—
in his fifties Guv still has the musculature of an Olympian,
well displayed as he climbs up the chateau of an evil aristo-
crat played by Basil Rathbone. He had an easy charisma that
surely overwhelmed my shy father. So maybe things are bad
all over.

Fritz waits, and has a sense of delicacy. The "237 Talkinﬁ
Statues, etc." did not appear until over a decade after Guv's
death in 1949--my father and mother stayed for a couple of
years in the Los Angeles house in the late fifties, along with
Virginia, Fritz's mother. Guv also appears, off stage and de-
ceased, as the actor father of the actor protagonist of A
Specter is Haunting Texas, and as the mountain-climbing father
of Fafhrd, Nalgron the Legend-Breaker. Virginia herself, Faf-
hrd's implaccable mother, Mor, finally appears in the Fafhrd-
Gray Mouser stories in 1970 in "The Snow Women," a little over
a year after Virginia's death and some months after my mother
Jonquil's death. Like many sons, Fritz still cherishes a pic-
ture of his mother as a young woman; and to my mind something
of that also appears in this story in the character of Mara,
Fafhrd's respectably betrothed Mara, an eighteen-year old
snow woman. The hegemony of the snow women and their control
over the adventuresome young Fafhrd is disrupted by Vlana, a
travelling actress who aids Fafhrd's exit from the stifling
(and cold) home-tribe environment. Indeed, single and double
analogs of Jonquil similarly appear in later Fafhrd-Cray
Mouser stories.

But two individuals are reflected in the stories from the
beginning, and indeed before: Fritz, of course, obviously re-
flected as Fafhrd; and Harry Otto Fischer, as Gray Mouser.

Harry, whom Fritz met in his early University of Chicago
days, was a brilliant and diminutive young man, with a manner -
ed and dramatic way of talking and moving, and more widely
read than Fritz. Their lifelong relationship was oae ot ccca-
sional dramatic meetings -and long (often wax-and-signate-ring
sealed) letters. My mother initiated Lhe correspondence they
both carried on with H.P. Lovecraft in the last year of hislife.

In September, 1934, Harry wrote Fritz,

For all do fear the one known as the Gray Mouser. He walks with
swagger 'mongst the bravos, though he's but the stature of a
child. llis costume is all of gray, from gauntlets to boots and
spurs of steel. [His flat, swart face is shadowed by a peaked cap
of mouse-skin and his garments are of silk, strangely soft and
coarse of weave. His weapons: one called Cat's Claw, for it kills
in the cark unerringly, and his longer sword, curved up, he terms
Scalpel, for it lets the heart's blood as neatly as a surgeon. |




He described the seven-foot tall Fafhrd so:

[His light chesnut hair was found in a ringlet of pure gold, en-
graved with runes.] His eyes, wide-set, were proud and of fearless
mein. His wrist between gauntlet and mail was white as milk and
tnick as a hero's ankle. [His features were lean cut and his mouth
smiled as a he fingered the ponderous hilt of a huge longsword
with long and nimble fingers.]

The twain met "in the walled city of Tuatha De Danann
called Lankhmar, built on the edge of the great Salt Marsh."

On September 24th, Fritz, then living on Lower New York
Bay, replied:

Last night I walked down by devious paths to the sea. And there I
sat beside a congeries of silver gas tanks in the light of a veiled
moon. I crouched upon a bulkhead and the sea lapped subtly at the
rocks about my feet.

And in came to pass then that a low black craft slid into my range

of vision. In the black rose the ominous frame of Fafhrd, clad all
in black. Ever and anon he would change their course when a whisper
floated back from the bow, where the grays of the Mouser's garments
hung over the sea like a ghost's., Through a strange scopic instru-
ment he was peering into the sea--only I noted that the instrument
made no ripples where it entered the deeps: it was not into our local
waters that the instrument peered.

Then came a swirl of waters on that calm night as if a whirlpool

lay at right angles to the boat had seized it. I caught a yglimpse
the Mouser fighting an indistinct creature that held eight swords in
as many writhking arms.

“hat his biograpaer, Tom Staicar, and Fritz do with Har-
ry's passages is revealing. When fritz quotes these, in his
introduction to the Gregg Press series, In Swords and Deviltry,
“e writes, self-dismissively, that "llarry's fragment has style
and polish, a‘femarkable example of hitting the right tone on

irst attempt. In fact, Fritz removed the passages 1 have put
in square brackets, which to my mind show the more ornate and
triter side of Harrv's prose.

Staicar, on the other hand, dropped the definitive final
line of Harry's, possibly to diminish Harry's share in the pro-
ject. And Staicar points out that Fritz's passage leads (and
in fact led) into a story, into action, while Harry's passage
is static. Staicar is certainly right in that Harry's only
sustained writing Aabout the twain did not form a story--after
he had made Fafhrd and Gray Mouser into two of the most well-
known characters in heroic fantasy, Fritz fraternally and
handsomely wove a story around several thousand words that
Harry wrote in 1936, thus producing, in 1968, "The Lords of
Quarmall."

In the 1970s, after Harry, near deaf and blind, had retired
from a career as executive of a box-making company, the TRS
game company planned to issue a Lankhmar board game, one some-
what like a game Fritz and Harry had worked out in 1936. When
they asked Fritz about the project, he insisted that they con-
sult with Harry. Indeed, both were invited to a convention
featuring the game.
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Fritz told me that the convention unsettled him, particular-
ly before he discovered the source of his unease. Harry, a
chuckling ogre-ish looking, middle-aged Mouser, was attracting
more attention than Fritz, who, after all, had created the
characters and their world. The reason, of course, is that
many more readers empathize with the trickster Mouser than
with the Olympian Fafhrd. If you attend a fantasy and s-f con-
vention, you are likely to see five gray-clad Mousers for
every Fafhrd.

In Fritz's autobiography in Ghost Light (New York: Berkeley
Books, 1984), there is a marvellous Tim Kirk caricature of
Fritz as a white-haired Fafhrd, looking down sceptically at
Harry as a plump, balding, trickily-smiling, middle-aged Mous-
er, who has just demonstated some ball-and-cup sleight-of-hand .|
There is a whiff of Don Quixote and Sancho Panza about them.
Though Fritz has yet to depict them as quite that old, the
twain are near alone in heroic fantasy for lasting from ado-
lescence into something like their early fifties. In one re-
cent tale, "Rime Isle," the aging pair find themselves employ-
ed by women councillors of an atheistical community, with
Fafhrd's left hand lopped off, an event doubtless common enough
among real sword-bearing adventurers (Horatio Nelson comes to
mind), but not among fictional ones.

Close on six years ago, Harry needed a complicated spinal
operation, Having delivered courtly goodbyes to his friends,
he seems to have decided not to recover from the two-part
operation., Fritz, who had been communicating on a regular basis
with recorded tapes and shorter notes and who had visited with
Harry several times in the previous few years, found himself
cut off. Harry wouldn't write or tape, and claimed that talk-
ing on the phone was too much trouble.

Fritz began writing "Mouser Goes Below," a tale in which
poor Mouser is hit by a spell that causes him to sink into the
ground, where he wins through various adventures to get back
to the surface. One thing that worried Fritz was that Harry
(like Fritz himself) fancied that since he had been born in
the year of Halley's comet, he might well, like Mark Twain,
leave with its return. And, indeed, Harry promptly did die of
heart failure in January of 1986. (Myself, I watched Fritz
through the 1986 holiday season, and heaved a sigh of relief
when he answered my phone call on January lst.) So Fritz is
just now completing a short story that has grown into an epic
of resurrection, his first novel in over ten years and the
most deeply moving of all the Fafhrd and Gray Mouser stories.

Someone who wanted to write an account of friendship might
not do badly considering Fritz and Harry, especially in the
interplay between them, their writing, and their fantasy
personae.

On my bookshelf I have a Dungeons and Dragons source book
titled Gods and Monsters. It gives descriptions, suitable
for game scripts, of the strengths, weaknesses, and idiosyn-
cracies of the supernatural denizens of Norse, Egyptian, Cel-
tic, etc. mythologies. Only Greek mythology takes up more
space than Lankhmar -- a curious tribute to the power of
Fritz's imagination.
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To my mind, Fafhrd and the Gray Mouser began as fanciful
self-visions, pipe-dreams of what two bookish 1930s young men
might have been as men-of-action who live by their artistry
with courtly handweapons, not the rude plebian technology of
"the great equalizer" or the still ruder button-dispatched
missiles of modern warfare. But, of course, none can be career
swordsmen in our age. But of course, even in the most approp-
riate age, there never were quite such men. Yet our culture
ever whispers back to us (since the Iliad) that only such men,
and such lives, fully capture notions like courage and comrade-
ship. So the relationship between Fritz and Harry, and Fafhrd
and Mouser, is a miniature of a major strand in our own
condition.

Strangely, as the series advances, Fafhrd and Cray Mouser
become more like Fritz and Harry Fischer. Or, perhaps, all
four have come more real, It is the interplay between them
all that renews the work.

Hey, Fafhrd, grab your pen.
Stride Lankhmar's streets again.
Ink as a way to be

Outlives pedestrian reality.

x\\ \

_
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VOICES THAT BUMDP 1 HIGHT

he's drunk his heated milk and gin with hopes
that all those voices of the night this time
will leave his bed alone and not creep up

the sieets to burden his worn mind with frames
of images he's said his atheistic prayer

and waits now for his eyes to become heavy

enough to choose a slipping into higher

levels of rest but as the sheep drive

through fragile pens to frisk inside his eyelids
the alleys of his brain crowd with droppings

the skipping motions garbling in his head

confuse the pills he's taken and all those trips in
search of sleep still stir the voices loud

enough to churn the milk and gin to blood

-- Ottone M. Riccio --




THE rREE ZONE

The kiwi walks across my chest with feet of fire;

the Solomon Islander in the corner laughs.

I sneer and take another draught

of the clear yreen liquid;

it burns like the first, all the way down.

I expect dawn to come

at any moment -- it doesn't.
Guns boom in the distance --
this, in a nuclear-free zone.

It is already the day after

tomorrow, pink streaks show in the sky

like tattered banners,
how far, how far?

1 have sat in this tavern

till the chair seems to meld with my body,

wooden legs going down into the earth,

the uncertain taproot reaching for

for substance, meaning.

In my mind's eye 1 see the fireball

skipping across the avenue

toward this fragile hoard building,

its flashpoint arcing across my chest

a kiwi, with feet of fire --

the Solomon Islander, gone up like a wax effigy,

his hair a burning bush.
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Denise Dumars

THEY CALL IT HOLY WEEK IN SEVILLE

She came on like a plaster saiat, out
Of style, fiercely cosmetic and

Thinly alone; bones tried to shout.

Camera eyes stealing the scene
Away from poverty of grace,

But in her purse she was a queen.

“"Young man, the parade, how long, when?"
Cathedral arching feline back.
"My mantillas, I must have ten,

Left back in Majorca." A stack

Of skeletons, too. Everyone
Staring at her caterwauls pitched
Above the Giralda. "And son,

Will we see gore?" Painted lips stitched.

"1 have heard that some of the men
Really die from the blood-letting,

So could you find me a chair then?"

For the bristling cathedral I
Pounced on her, right there in the nave:
I a Jesuit, this a cave,

I must possess you ere I die.

Her uncle, said this near-raped Miss,

The cardinal would hear of this.

-- Thomas {retz --
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MAPPING THE MAINSTREAM
Surveying the Boundaries between Fantasy and Realism
by
KAREN M1CHALSON

The recent growth of critical interest in fantasy litera-
ture has been accompanied by a s,.ate of attempts to "define"
it as if it were somehow different in kind from all other
modes of literary discourse. A glance at some recent defini-
tions reveals a unanimous perception of fantasy as & litera-
ture that violates expected notions of cause and effect:

A fantasy is a story based on and controlled by an
overt violation of what is generally accepted as

possibility; it is the narrative result of trans=-
forming the condition contrary to fact into "fact"

Lt 1f.
g -= W.R. Irwin

Fantastic literature, be it literature of escape,
fairy tale, or true Fantasy, is founded on the
structural inclusion of diametric opposition.

-- Eric S. Rabkin

Fantasy is any departure from consensus rea]ity.1
-— Kathryn Hume

Rabkin's redundancy, "structural inclusion," certainly
presents a problem to readers who find themselves asking,
"What other kind of 'inclusion' is there in a piece of fic-
tion? Aren't all the elements we usually associate with novels
and short stories: language, plot, character, and so on, con-
tained within the fictional work's 'structurc'by definition?"
Rabkin's "diametric opposition" is another redundant phrase
which suggests that the distinguishing feature of fantasy lit-
erature is its violation of causal relationships. Only in
fantasy can little girls go to bed in Kansas and wake up in
Oz. Rabkin is repeating what Irwin and Hume are saying, that
fantasy violates our expectations of reality, of what is "sup
posed to happen." None of the above definitions provides par-
ticularly clear insight into what "consensus reality" is.

Even if we grant the underlying assumption that there is a
consensus reality," we run into trouble.

Why, then, do we try to define fantasy, and why is there
a consensus that it is oppositional to conventional norms?
1 wou}d !ike to read the above definitions re-written from a
realistic" standpoint:

A realistic story is based on and controlled by an
overt adherence to what is generally accepted as
possibility; it is the narrative result of trans-
forming fact into "fact" itself.

Realistic literature is founded on the structural
exclusion of diametric opposition.

Realism is any arrival at consensus reality.

Clearly, there are too many problems when such a "defini-
tive" approach is tried for any genre. Literary definitions
are notoriously easy to find exceptions to, because the dis-
tinguishing features of one genre are constantly showing up
unexpectedly in others. Also, as readers of a literature that
has long been belittled, or worse, ignored, by the majority of
academic literary critics, we do ourselves no service by de-
fining it as "different" from and "oppositional to" those
works that have achieved "legitimate" status. Such a stand on-
ly tends to perpetuate rae ghettoizarion of fantasy and to
confine it to a specialized realm of study outside of "legiti-
mate™ scholarship.

Let us adopt a comparative approach, one that through re-
peated applications to various works and motifs would allow us
to map those points at which fantasy and mainstream realism
confront each other. Our intent is to describe, rather than
define, the historical relationship that has evolved between
these two literary traditions. Take, for example, two rough-
ly contemporary works such as J.R.R. Tolkien's The Lord of the
Rings and Ralph Ellison's Invisible Man. They may seem an
unlikely and arbitrary choice for comparison, but besides be-
ing extreme examples of fantasy and realism, respectively,
both novels were originally accorded minority status by aca-
demics (fantasy has always been treated by mainstream critics
like a minority literature). Ellison's novel, however, has
been thoroughly accepted into the mainstream; it has become
standard reading in survey courses on the American novel and
required reading for most graduate comprehensive exams. Both
novels are concerned with the issue of one's place in a social
scheme, and an examination of this concern from a comparative
standpoint would be a way to discover a possible point of
contact between fantasy and the mainstream.

Ellison's narrator, who remains nameless, introduces him-
self by explaining, "I am invisible, understand, simply be-
cause people refuse to see me."® The novel is structured
around a series of such refusals, transforming the protago-
nist's quest for identity and social recognition into a quest
in which the hero constantly places his trust in people who
offer guidance and deliver betrayal. Dr. Bledsoe, the college
president who initiates the hero's quest by throwing him out,
is one of these people.

Bledsoe is a Merlin figure by virtue of his age, his posi-
tion as nationally esteemed educator--"in days past he had
conducted the President himself about the campus'"(114)--and
his role as mentor (albeit false mentor) to the hero. The
narrator refers to him as "our magic"(114). Bledsoe is usual-
ly sitting in shadow and making motions with his hands; even
when his face is composed his eyes are described as "glitter-
ing." He provides the hero with sealed letters of reference
and the promise that by mailing them to certain business
associates he will find work, yet the letters are damning and
only thwart the hero's attempts to find a place in society.

While Ellison's hero is always without social rank, and
is punished every time he tries to establish one, Tolkien's
characters are defined by their place in the social scheme of
Middle Earth and are punished for trying to step outside of
it. When Boromir, the eldest son of the steward of Gondor,
tries to assume possession of the one ring that would give him
absolute power over the world, he is killed by orc arrows.
When Eowyn, niece of the King of Rohan, abandons her place at
home and rides into battle dressed as a man, she is nearly
killed.




246

Conversely, Strider the ranger is eventually recognized
as Aragorn, heir to the kingship of Middle Earth, not because
Aragorn needs or attempts to acquire social recognition but
simply because it is his position by birth. Gandalf is a wiz-
ard because he was created by the Valar, the god-like beings
of Middle Earth, to be a wizard. Tolkien's characters are not
searching for identity; they are on a quest because of their
individual identities.

Gandalf is not only one of many examples of a strongly
defined sense of identity and position; he is also, like Dr.
Bledsoe, a Merlin figure. Besides the obviously archetypal
associations he had with Merlin--his wizardly powers and ap-
pearance, his wisdom, his close association with the future
king--he shares with Bledsoe a characteristic that does not
derive from the Merlin archetype: an intense, professional
involvement with members of another race.

Bledsoe makes it clear to Ellison's protagonist that he
has attained his prestigious position as college president by
presenting the required facade to Whites; Gandalf is the only
wizard in Middle Earth who has make a study of and mingled
among hobbits, and his association with them is partly respon-
sible for his inclusion in their quest to save Middle Earth
by destroying the ring. Also, invisibility is as important a
motif in Tolkien's work as it is in Ellison's. For Tolkien,
invisibility is also connected with rank, although a moral
rather than a social one. It is a function of an individual's
decision to choose evil rather than of society's unwilling-
ness to "see" an individual. Frodo becomes invisible when he
puts on the ring; Sauron, the ultimate representation of evil,
is never described in terms of a physical body but as a
single penetrating eyeball.

Here is a point of contact. The structure of Ellison's
novel cannot accommodate a "placed" hero or a benevolent
guide. Tolkien's cannot accommodate a "displaced" character
or a guide with evil intentions like Boromir. Both authors
create Merlin figures that differ from the archetype by in-
volving themselves with another species.

When Bledsoe acts according to White expectations he be-
comes an entirely different person than when hLe deals with
Blacks; his facility at moving between cultures makes it dif-
ficult for the protagonist to place him in either. Gandalf's
involvement with hobbits has the opposite effect; it secures
his position as their guide and advisor but necessitates no
radical personality changes. Although he is given several
different names by the inhabitants of Middle Earth, he is al-
ways considered a member of the order of wizards. While both
novels are structured around a quest, Ellison's plot is such
because his hero is constantly held back in his quest for so-
cial identity by members of society whom he trusts as mentors
and guides. Tolkien's begins with everyone sure of his own
identity, and is an attempt to prevent evil from interfering
with each individual's given place. Anyone who comes under
the ring's power becomes a slave to it, gradually losing his
own identity. Frodo's invisibility while wearing the ring is
an example. In each work, to be invisible is to have no iden-
tity, but while for Ellison invisibility is externally imposed
by society, for Tolkien it is chosen by the individual.

. B =—— - — .
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In arguing that fantasy is not a unique literary form, I
don't mean to suggest that it doesn't offer any kind of differ-
ence in perspective from mainstream literature, but that this
difference comes more from the way fantsy has historically
been treated by literary scholars than from any inherent dif-
ference in the literature itself. If fantasy is indeed the
"literature of the Other," it is because scholars have made it
defined it, as such; and we can use fantasy, like any other
minority literature tk-t has been generally ignored, as a
unique vantage point ‘:om which to study the mainstream.

It is striking that a parallel can be drawn between the
history of fantasy scholarship and that of feminist criticism,
and perhaps it is not a coincidence that so many contemporary
fantasy writers are women who explore such feminist topics as
female heroes, female coming of age, and female guest motifs.
Throughout the 1970s, as Myra Jehlen points out,? feminist lit-
erary criticism concerned itself with women's writings as dis-
tinct from men's. It was interested in questlons concerning
the nature of the feminine imagination, feminine discourse,
and feminist perspective, and was not concerned with studying
women's writings in their larger, patriarchal context. The
many insights gained by pursuing these questions remained
largely confined to women's studies programs and have had lit-
tle impact on mainstream thought. It seems to me that Jehlen's
suggestion--that works of women writers might be used by femi-
nist critics as "an external ground for seeing the dominant
literature whole" and "thereby demonstrate the contingency of
dominant male traditions" (199)--could be used by fantasy
critics as well.

The fact that serious literary works of fantasy exist at
all in the face of the second-class status critics have assign-
ed to this genre suggests that the fantasy tradition has been
consistently exerting, to borrow another phrase from Jehlen,

a "denial of dependence" on the mainstream.By'examining the-form
that this denial has historically taken, we can begin to des—
cribe the philosophical "grounds" upon which each tradition is
constructed, the contingencies that make each tradition pos-—
sible. Fantasy can be a vantage point from which we can exa-
mine the processes that have arisen naturally in a tradition
that has only recently come under critical scrutiny.

It is not surprising that the issue of establishing an
identity and place in society 1is a concern shared by both tra-
ditions. Obviously, this issue is present in one form or an-
other in nearly all literature. However, twentieth-century
critics (with a few recent exceptions) have structured a canon
that does not tolerate fantasy, treating it as social forces
treat Ellison's protagonist, as invisible. Witness the refusal
to see fantasy on its own terms--to see no distinction between
fantasy, children's literature, science-fiction, horror sto-
ries, Gothic romances and comic books--an error not limited to
casual readers and organizers of comic-book conventions.
Thwarted in its various attempts to find a place in the main-
stream, fantasy writers have formulated a rigorous internal
sense of self-definition to a point where it has become de
rigueur to include maps, historical and genealogical appen-
dices, to specify what magic can and cannot do, or to dis-
tinguish between elves and dwarves.
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Hence fantasy has evolved its peculiar characteristics,
largely because of its exclusion from the mainstream--but
there still exist overlapping areas such as identity and so-
cial place. Exawining these points of contact can yield new
iusi_“t® into bot: mainstr: oend fantasy literature.
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EDGE

The woman is perfected

Her dead

Body wears the smile of accomplishment,
The illusion of a Greek necessity

Flows in the scrolls of her toga,

Her bare

Feet seem Lo be saying:

We lLave come so far, it is over.

Each dead child coiled, a white serpent,
One at each little

Pitcher of milk, now empty.

She had folded

Them back into her body as petals

0f a rose close when the garden

Stiffens and odours bleed

From the sweet, deep throats of the night
The moon has nothing to be sad about,
Staring from her hood of bone.

She is used to this sort of thing.

Her blacks crackle and drag.

flower.

—— Elizabeth Ann Burton -




MORNING EXERCISE

This is a game

you don't want to play.
Nobody tags you;

you have never been touched
by anyone. The others

line up against you,

their arms walls of stone.
You stand alone

imagining what is about to happen.
You cannot remember

a single wmagic word

you ever dreamed.

Someone picks up a rock, throws.
The others begin hurling
stones, wood, old bones --

anything that cvan bruise flesh.
soth your eyes split open;

your face is a gargoyle of blood
that spills down between

your toes and into the street
flooding the town.

The blood bathers riot.

The Mountain King does not like it.
His rumbles chake the land.

He comes galloping, galloping

on a milk-white horse

fording the red rivers

to find you.
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