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RQ Miscellany

ALL'S WELL THAT LOOKS WELL

RQ's art editor, Sheryl Birkhead, considers the present MS
unfit for submission to the printer, sSo your editor must take
responsibility for all its artistic defects--irregular bound-
aries, letters abutting on border lines, etc.--and must cred-
it Sheryl with all its improvements, like better balance in
layout and classier title headings--plus the new department,
Artist Showcase. RQ seems to look like a semi-pro magazine
(several reviewers having mistaken it for one) but it'll be a
year or so before it can assume the fully professional appear-
ance of a publigation like AQ (Astromancer Quarterly).

STOP PRESS ANNOUNCEMENTS

Postponed are scheduled eiitorials on Necessary Pollution
and Texas Theft in order to announce a Best Seller by each
RQ columnist: Jim Harmon's Radioc Mystery and Adventure and
Peter Bernhardt's Natural Affairs: A Botanist Looks at the
Attachment between Planrs and People.

Some RMA chapters appear to duplicate those in this author's
Great Radio Heroes (cited by Joseph Major's letter in this
issue) but this later text discusses not only the programmes
themselves but also their writers, producers, actors, spon-
sors, etc., plus their extensions in films, comics, and tele-
vision. For the benefit of those fans not acquainted with 0Old
Radio I quote the foreword by Carleton E. Morse:

There has never been anything to stimulate [mind] the
way radio affected the imagination in the heyday of au-
dio entertainment. Listening alone made it possible...
to build [your] own illusions. What the eye sees limits
the mind to what TV places on the screen. Radio opened
the imagination to wonders beyond everyday living into
new, vivid adventure and excitement.
An RQ subscriber can obtain a personally inscrihed copy by
remitting $45 directly to the author at 634 S. Orchard St.,
Burbank, CA 91506.

Since the publishers (Villard Books) sent me no copy of Bern-
hardt's text, a didactic note is required. I once told my stu-
dents on opening day (at McNeese State University) that Algebra
will be a dull course--one reason being that it lacks the sex
and violence so popular with a U.S. audience. Those into S&V
were then referred to the departments of English, where they
can study novels on these topics; Drama, where they can "act it
out"; History, whose subject ultimately reduces to S&V; and
Psychology, which cites still other reasons why S&V are so pop-
ular. But the New York Times reviewer (3/29/93) promises that I
can add the Biology department--in particlar, Botany--tothe list.

What is°“the secret of this botanist who teaches at St.
Louis University, who wrote a previous book called Wily
Violets and Underground Orchids and who has done field-
work all over the world? Sex and violence are surely
part of it.

I'11 omit Bernhardt's account (quoted by the reviewer) of
S&V in pollination of greenhood orchids as being unsuitable
for readers under the age of seven--and just note that plants
are eaten, smoked, and admired--and that these aspects are
discussed too. Thus (to quote the reviewer again) "Peter Bern-
hardt has produced a collection of essays that may well enter-
tain even readers who lack any particular Interest inflowers.”
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Fourth Person Singular
by
Leland Sapiro

Harold Hayes ed., Smiling through the Apocalypse
(New York: Crown Publishers, 1987), $12.95

Even at its original price, Esquire's "History of the
Sixties" is a bargain; at the $3.98 asked at a remainder sale
it's like a Rolls Royce sold at a Ford price. Besides remini-
qcences of America's royal family (the Kennedys) by Tom Wick-
er, Gore Vidal, et al., we find Tom Wolfe's evocation of
Las Vegas insanity, an account by each participant of the
Gore Vidal vs. William Buckley non-title fight, an assessment
of American novelists by one of their number, Norman Mailer,
and in the trade jargon, much, much more.

Most relevant inm an s-f context is Gay. Talese and his capa-
city for self-deception, first manifested ir "The Champ," on
prize-fightar Floyd Pattarson. Here this author states thac
the boxer's children "do not know exactly what their father
does for a living"--yet he concludes with a scene where one of
these kids picks up a microphone and mimics a ring announcer:
"Ladiees and Gentlemen...tonight we present..Floydie Patterson.."

But the prime example is Talese's second article, "Frank
Sinatra Has a Cold," with an initially placid scene in a pri-
vate Beverly Hills drinking club.

It was obvious from the way Sinatra looked at these peo-—
ple in the poolroom that they were not his style... The
younger men...accustomed to seeing Sinatra at this club,
treated him without deference...They were...very Calif-
ornia-cool and casual, and one of the coolest seemad to
be a little guy, very quick of movement, who had a sharp
profile, pale blue eyes, blondish hair, and squared eye-
glasses. He wore a pair of brown corduroy slacks, a green
shaggy-dog shetland sweater, a tan suede jacket, and
Game Warden boots...

The wearer of the boots is Harlan Ellison, described as
"a writer who had just completed work on a screenplay, The Oscar."

Finally Sinatra could not contain himself.

"Hey," he yelled...Those Italian boots?"

"No," Ellison said.
"Spanish?"
"No. "

"Are they English boots?"

"Look, I dunno man,"Ellison shot back, frowning at
Sinatra, then turning away again.

Now the poolroom was suddenly silent...Sinatra moved away
from the stool and walked with that slow, arrogant swagger
of his toward Ellison...Then, looking down at Ellison . .
Sinatra asked: "You expecting a storm?"

Harlan Ellison moved a step to the side. "Look, is there
any reason why you're talking to me?"

"] don't like the way you're

dressed."”
"Hate to shake you up," El-
lison said, "but I dress to suit

myself."

1
' Now there was some rumbling

in the room, and somebody said,
"Com'on, Harlan, let's get out of
here."

But Ellison stood his ground.

Sinatra said, "What do you do?"

"I'm a plumber,” Ellison said.

"No, no, he's not," another

your.g man quickly yelled from
across the table. "He wrote The
Oscar."

/" "Oh, yeah," Sinatra said, "well
I've seen it, and it's a piece of
crap."

"That's strange," Ellison said,
"because they haven't even released
et o off

"Well, I've seen it," Sinatra
repeated, "and it's a piece of
crap."

Now Brad Dexter, very anxious,
very big opposite the small figure
of Ellison, said, "Com'on, kid, I
don't want you in this room."

.

"Hey," Sinatra interrupted Dex-
ter, "can't you see I'm talking
with this guy?"

Dexter was confused. Then his
whole attitude changed, and his
voice went soft and he said to Ei-
'ison, almost with a plea,"Eﬂx do
¥YQu Jersist in tormenting me’"

i

Quazi)

Talese doesn't describe what happens next--Cllison's disa-
bling his attacker (Brad Dexter) with a billiard cue into the
solar plexus--but at least this author has put on record Sina-
tra's noxious habit of touring the town, accompanied by one or
more hired thugs (aides de camp, in Talese's phrase), starting
arguments with total strangers, and after tempers reach a cer-
tain pitch, stepping aside and letting his thugs "work 'em
over." (The unexpected outcome here scarcely diminishes his
guile.)

No blame is assigned for the poolroom incident, the reader
being told only that "Ellison had...an unexpected moment be-
tween darkness and dawn, a scene with Sinatra." Talese's re-
solve to see no evil also was manifested in his earlier refer-
ence to "Sinatra's possible [emphasis mine] friendship with Ma-
fia leaders." The existence of Sinatra's gangland connections
is well-known--see, e.g., Antoinette Giancana and Tom Renner,
Mafia Princess (Avon, 1985)--and one must assume that Talese
knows no less than other cognoscenti of the movie industry.

I once read how Emperor Nero arranged for the murder of his
mother and then assigned the dramatist Seneca to write a justi-
fication of this action. Our twentieth century author was un-
der no such compulsion, so his essay peed not have been written
--nor should it have been written, since 1t's just an apology
for a gangster.
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Science Fiction Eye, issue #11 (December , 1992), Box
18639, Ashville, NC 29914 ($10/3 issues)

A highlight this issue is Paul Di Filippo's "Eye to Eye"
encounter with Tom Disch. This is less an interview than a
conversation, ranging from the role of cyberpunk "as a way of
realizing comic-book and movie visual fantasies” to the role
of God, "a fictioP that has to be maintained for the sake of
the social order. There is also Charles Platt's "Freeze" ar-
ticle on a cyronic City of the Living Dead and Di Filippo's
account of Rupert Sheldrake's A New Science of Life and its
sequels. My only objections here are that it's not new--but
a mixture of l9th century vitalism and Henri Bergson's élan
vital--and in the 20th century sense, certainly not science.
Equally instructive is Jack Womack's "The Cannon Are Silent'
trip to Russia and, in particular, his visit to GUM, "the
Macy's of Moscow," where a customer making a routine purchase
must stand 1n three consecutive lines, while being targeted
for verbal abuse by indignant sales personnel.

Osheg Eve pieces are not quite so successful. Ernest Ho-
gan's "Greasy Kid Stuff from Outer Space" just repeats the
old plea to put s-f back in the gutter where it belongs; John
Shirley's "Deception as Usual"--on lies by classified adver-
tisers, chemical corporations, and by an ex-President--says
litt;e we don't know already; and Gary Westfahl in "The Se-
qualizer" passes up a chance to analyze the oceuvre of Phillip
J. Farmer in order to play a pointless word-game.

But everything this issue is fun--especially the letter
column, the best anywhere--so a reader who wants the excite-
ment so long absent from s-f is urged to subscribe and to or-
der those back issues still available--at this writing, all
except numbers t%o and four. )
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William Ramseyer, Jellyfish Mask (Box 2994
Atascadero, CA 93423; 1993), $9.95

Sometimes an entire story can te capsulized by/a sentence
or two at its very end (the classic s-f examples: John Camp-
bell's "Atomic Power" and Robert Heinlein's “"Goldfish Bowl").
But such a Joycean epiphany requires & minimal amount of prep-
aration for which the short-short story mode used here is not
adequate.

One third of the items in this collection ccncern the inpor
tence of omemory. YWithout necory (as snown in Orwell's 1984)
there is no past (and hence no anticipations of the future,
vwhich are based on a reuembered past), so thet life, in the au-.
thor's phrase, is just "8 hLole in nothing."™ But no clues exist
in the preceding narretive, vheré & motorist is unable to tell
a cop where he has been, so ve must accept the author's say-so.
Other stories about memory--its surgical removal ("Robot Di-
vorce"), its persistence in mechanical organisms (“Robot Dog")
or its inexplicable removal ("lifeguard”™)--are no more convin-
cing than the example, "Hole in the Darkness,” quoted above.

Perhaps the only successful attempts are "Conveyor Belt"--
recording the assembly-line mentality encouraged by social em-.
phasis on conformity--and "Museum,” where a room exhibited as
such contains only a couch, & television set, and some common
books and magazines. 1'd take all this as representing our
mindless esteem for trivia, as echoed in the anxious words of
the "curator™: "Who's going to mind the museum vhen I'm gone?"

Potentially successful is "Train Station,”™ where a lonely
man is isolated amidst entering and departing crowds and has
a relationship to only one member: the lady he's assigned to
kill. But he bungles his assignment, ol &fter two days in.the
station is arrested for vagrancy.

Recall Ernest hemingway s “The Lillers,” another tale of
intended murder, where two gangsters at a country dipner wait
for a victim who fails to shov up. In its two scenes we re-
ceive insightr into the impersonality of hired gunmen (mneither
of tnese being acquainted with his assigned target) and the
ocninotence of the Mou: after being warmed, at home, the
victin €xAfbits only resignation and apathy, since he realizes
that his violent ceath has not been prevented, merely postponed.

But such information mbout people 6r organizations can
be found nowhere in Jellvfish Mask, with its short-short format
end consequent lack of rustained dialogue.

Other items in the collection seem pointless, e.g., "Nuts,”
wvhere & soldier is jeile2 for thinking exectly wvhet the army
vants him to think (that others are out to kill him) or"People
Pound," where humans are sold as pets, since the tuyer of one
such pet is herself a human--and there's no indicetion of how
she differs from the other human animals in the shop.

Howvever, the high quality of the layout and of the impres-
sionistic graphics mey compensate some readers for the lack of
completeness in the text itself.
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Jani Anderson, ed., Bringing down the Moon (138 W,
70th St #4B, New York, NY 10023, 1985), paper
$7.95, cloth $15.95

The lead itew, R.E. Klein's "Mrs. Rahlo's Closet," is plain
ly an H.P. Lovecraft derivative--complete with degenerate sea-
port town, diary extracts in archaic English, and hints of "vi-
sitors from beyond the stars"--so it will serve as an excuse to
appiy HMPl-type evaluations to the rest of this volume.

Re jected at once, then, are Larry Baukin's "Jjar Boy," where
tots are kept tiny by being stuffed into a jar, and Elizabeth
Massie's "Sick 'Un," where a country schoolteacher, investigating
the disappearance of a student, is locked inside a woodshed for
her later use as hog food. As with the example cited by Love-
craft (William Faulkner's "A Rose for Emily") these are "dark
and terrible [events] which could happen, whereas the crux of
a weird tale is something which could not possibly happen."
In such a story the "sense of fear and evil” arises from “the dark/
er and more maleficient side of cosmic mystery," so that if

~--any unexpected advance of physics, chemistry or
biology were to indicate the possibilitv of any phenom-
ena related by the weird tale, that particular set of
phenomena would cease to be weird in the ultimate sense

because it would become surrounded by a different set
of emotions.!

Thus a econnoisseur of the macatre (in August Derleth's
phrase) avoids a "literature of mere physical fear or the mun-
danely gruesome," such events being not only possible but ic
our time highly probable.

Also excluded is Gordon Linzner's "The Independent Fiend"
for its forced attempt at the ultimate incongruity: a humorous
terror story. (A similar verdict applies to Kevin Anderson and
Ron Fortier's "Skeleton in the Closet,” a silly story about a
silly ghost.) Rob Hollis Miller has shown that a weird tale may
contain elements of comedy,® but there can be no sustained overt
attempt to be funny. As Mark Twain once explained, the author
of a humorous story must pretend to see nothing funny at all.

Deficiency in logic and technique is likewise found in
John Trebelao's "La Cueva del Circulo sin Fin," which specifies
a correspondence between a circular path and a closed time-
line. A General Rojo traverses the Circle Cave and emerges,
several years before his own birth, with a new identity,
Flamante. Years later, Flamante shoots Rojo to complete the
cycle. Logical difficulties are avoided here by denying that
anything ever happened: after the gunshot, "...no one ever
heard again of Rojo [ or]| ...of Flamante. Nor did anvone hear
of any of them prior to that sound.” This is not an ending but
in Jim Blish's words, "simply an evasion"--a fantasy equivalent
of cancelling a story by having the protagonist discover it
was all a dream.

Sti1ll another failure, in my view, is Daniel Barber's "Wines
of the Hunter," which begins with an aviator's horrified glance
at an unspecified something that's about to end his flight and
his life. From such an opening I expected an airborne Lucifer
or a flying Frankenstein--only to learn at the end that it's
simply another plane wisthout a visible pilot. Despite HPL's
stricture on "prosaic disillusionment,”? [ think even "a la-
boured mechanical explanation” (e.g., an automatic pilot)
would have been preferable to the one actually given: that the
controls were manipulated by the spirit of Baron von Richtofen,
the "Red Baron," mystically transported to the USA.

From a more positive viewpoint,
Michael Perry's "Stumps,”" a tale
of bayou vengeance, would have
been more convincing had the au
thor avoided pulp-style referen-
ces to the protagonist's "dirty
hair," his "yellowed cracked
teeth," and other unpleasing bo-
dily characteristics--since such
visible correlatives to internal
states elicit disgust rather
than fear or wonder. It would
have sufficed to show the mur-
derer's glee at having his com-
panions ingested by cypress
trees (aided by other swamp veg-
etation) and later being spewed
out (and sold) as wooden images
that "looked like actual faces
or bodies."

More successful are Douglas Murphy's "Roller" and Ed Kratz's
"Poppa,” which might be called s-f terror or weird tezror: de-
pending on whether or not the reader accepts psychic "action
at a distance," i.e., coatrol of one mind by another through
direct command, projection of images, or modulation of dreams.
In Murphy's story, realistic aspects of nightmare converge
with nightmare aspects of "reality"--with an ever increasing
difficulty of separating them--while Kratz's is dxstxngux;hed
by its happy-sad ending, which implies that the well-meaning
protagonist eventually will become a duplicate of the mon-
strous evil (his own father) he has just destroyed.

st note HPL's more positive judgments on the .
ueigﬁrgt;inuAs seen earlier, physical injury ﬁs not an a;‘ow—
ed subject; instead the aficianado seeks news '"of the hxq enh
and fathomless worlds of strange life which may pulsate in the
gulfs beyond the stars, or press hideously upon our own globe
in unholv dimensions which only the dead and moonstruck cav
glimpse."%However, the weird tale, as we learn else\l‘hereé is
not only a record of events, "but a skilful transcript of a
certain sort of human mood."
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In this collection Perhaps the most vivid expression of
evil is bentley Little's "The Backroom,” wvith its gladiatorial
combats between killer infants, armed with spikes or knives.
The vorld revealed here (from a los Angeles ghetto) does not
"press hideously on our own" but is our own, translated back-
vards some millions of years. We're reminded of our owvn jungle
ancestry by the brutish appearance and animal behavior of the
spectators--and transported still further back via the gladi-
ators themselves, which are infants zdorted so prematurely
that they still retain scales an¢ fin-like componernts indice-
tive of our phylum's amphibian origins. Eiologicsl difficulties
exist here--not just in the ir=ining cf such foetuses but 1n
their initial survival--but at least their geographical loca-
tion is accurate. For where except Los ingeles could such
beastly experiments even be contemplated?

Taken in its entirety, then, Bringing Down the Moon will
te viewed by conncisseurs as a f{ailed attempt to penetrate the
veird--and by others, as & successful Zttempt to exploit the
horrid.

FOOTNOTES

1) August Derleth, ed., Selected Letters of H.P. lovecraft
(Sauk City: Arkhem House, 1971), III, 434.

2) Rob Hollis Miller, "On Humour in lovecraft,” Riverside
Ouarterly VII (1980), 50-53.

3) H.P. lovecraft, Supernatural Horror in literature (New
York: Dover Publications, 1973), 28.

4) Supernatural Horror, 14.

S) Relected Letters, III, 429.

I'e indebted to Dr. lLangley Searles (editor: Fantasy
Commentator, 48 Highland Circle, Bronxville, NY 10708)
for documenting HPl“s views on mood and possibility in
the weird story.
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BAUDELAIRE

I can see him walking the streets of Paris

searching for his Jeanne Duval .

It is night and she is doing it for money

in the pit of a hotel.

He walks into a cafe and quietly sits down at a table.

Finally she enters after his third glass of wine

and looks into his eyes.

He wishes he were a painter instead of a writer.

The glow of her skin reminds him of fire,

beautiful yet dangerous...

and he can't turn away.
¥

-- Jettrey Zable --
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AUBADE

(for Sergei Esenin 1895-1925)

White fairy tale you tell comes true
each morning as they go to sleep
these poets tired of red turned blue
through staccato shearing of sheep
one lone peasant has no defence

in line naked but for his cap

while gold brocade canopies queens.

For Doctor Pasternak you seem

some wooden Russian Ryazan

fresh with what tree stumps cannot say
or badly like Mayakovsky

familiar with bird names to fill
forests but afraid to sleep there.

If unknown sounds kept you awake

there is no trade of it in words

but the call of slick city birds
praising old branches and new sprouts;
puffy flesh of Isadora

flashing off the face of midnight

gave you safe pale Mother Duncan

to take your stripes and offer breast

while the skinny wolves howl for blood.
Lyric poets quickly outlive

their welcome in a molting world

where bony fingers stir the tea
dribbling from the Great Samovar

so you hang genius out to dry

with dawn's light music in motion,

a bleach rinses heavy sun drapes
putting rouge on the cheeks of play.
A revolution gone astray

slicking home to convalescence
telephones hunching hard handles
preparing to pierce agailn ears

of workers pencils and tan legs

impressed by dull Baltic pebbles

since they learned the sand-throat of fear
and will not be home for the call

and I coax a far voice to cheer

the gaunt Russian without rubles

dangling but unable to fall,

parting sometimes without entry.

-- Thomas Kretz --

A SWIMMING VIOLATION

the lake is slabbed with glass

cattails pierce the air

the shore's fingers reach toward their reflections

he throws a rock at the surface

and waits for the shattering the glass slides side to
rings appear widen fade the surface rebounds
absorbs the rock

into itself a slight sucking sound

is all he hears

somewhere in the lake the rock

will land gently in the mud

making for itself a quiet couch

it will lie there like a nipple on a breast pointing
to the sky through

blending layers of light

the glass surface resumes 1ts flatness

his own reflection 1s invisible now

each time the lake wins

he runs out of stones

he is too distant for his aim

stripping off his clothes he plunges

at the surface and feels the edges slice
around his skin with long overhand strokes
he swims toward the centre

the micror will never be whole again

-- Ottone M. Riccio ==

side
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HARMONY
by
Jim Harmon
"Getting Personal”

Copyright 1993 by Jir Harmon

iy new took is just out from McFarland--Radio Mv:ters and
Advecture and 1ts Appearences in Film, Television and Otner Media
($45.00, 308 pages). Like all <raters, 1 suppose, ] wvent through
the usual dance with my copy editor about changes in my text.
He seemed to think anything I said about myself, anvthing per-
sonal, was unprofessional. I should stick to only things I could
copy out of other books and reference materials. ] don't see any]
reason for vriting & non-fiction book if it is onmnly to recycle
material previously available. I have always tried to add new
material basically available through personal experience and
interviews. I managed to thwart the hide-bound ecditor most of
the time by condensing the material, moving it to another place
or paraphrasing it so it sounded as if from a previously pub-
lished account. But one personal experience he absolutely re-
fused to let me get through (and I re-read my contract to find
that McFarland did have the fin:1l say-so, since they deal with
soce non-professionals writing about some special interest of
their own).

The cut material dealt with my meeting with Orson belles,
one of the greats of the Golden Age of radio (and of movies).
How any editor could think that buyers of a book on radio (and
partially on films) would not want to read an snecdote about
such a prominent figure, offering some insights into his charac
ter and working style escapes comprehension. Over the vears, I
have functioned as an editor myself and I hope I have never
been this impenetrable to any writer whose vork 1 processed.

The story went like this:

I have mer a number of the actors wvho played The Shadow. The
original in the role (as a full-fledged central character) wvas
Orson Welles. Several years before his death, he vas trying to
get a TV talk showv on the air which he would host. My late
friend, Bob Greenberg (a man who fitted the description "gruff
but lovable™ better than anyone I ever met) was working for his
idol, Welles, and lured me to the show to be a guinea pig for
the Great Man under the proposition that I would be called upon
from the audience, identified, &nd allowed to ask the G.M. a
question. That never happened. But Welles did go through a lot
of business with the sudience (including me). I think it safe
to say he "over-produced”™ the pilot, taking wvhat should be es-
sentially a live show, only delayed on tape, and tried to edit
and rearrange it like a movie, to make it better. Long after the
original guests, including Burt Reynolds and Dolly Parton, had
taped their segments, Welles recruited a studio audience to
produce sudience reaction shots to non-existent guests. A num-
ber of pecple in the business or connected to it got invited.
It vas somevhat interesting to see the G.M. direct and in fact
be directed by him, but after awhile, it become excruciatingly
boring. Moreover, we were being asked to perform on cue, and ve
vere not being paid for ity Many people deserted. I heard Welles
mutter in a stage whisper that could have reasched Peoria, "It's
like a bad play."

Welles singled on me and asked me to come down in front, and
for some reason, asked me to sit on an apple crate, my knees
touching his. It was a silly position, but I felt Welles must
have had some particular shot in mind. For several hours, I sat
toe to toe with the Great Orson, his glare daring me to inter-
rupt his concentration with some remark. My thought was that I
was a pretty hefty guy and that Welles wanted someone in front
of him who wouldn't be too great a contrast to his bulk. Later,
from someone who saw the completed tape (actor Tony Clay), I
found that I had actually been doubling the back of Burt Reynold's
head. Apparently our hair and jackets were similar. As time went
on, Welles berated the crew and constantly dwindling audience
to produce some vision he had of the perfect talk show. Final-
ly, an end was called and after hours of non-paid crate-sitting,
I asked a question of the G.M. for my radio research. He turned
and stalked from the room without a word. Even though he said
not a word to me, my "interview" offered insights. I learned
something of Welles's genius, and a lot more about his manners.

I met Bret Morrison a oum-
ber of times over a 20 year
period, but never got to be
friends with him the way I
have with some radio era ac-
tors. His voice was beautiful
but Bret was the opposite of
The Shadow in appearance. Not
tall and lean and black haired,
Morrison was of only average
height and rather plump, and
bald. He signed a number of
autographs to me over the
years. The first one said,
"May I be the the only Shadow
in your life."”

I see his adopted son, Ed Morrison, from time to time at
meetings of the Chicago radio actors club, "The Bridge is Up,"
(the drawbridge over the Chicago River, an excuse for being late
to a broadcast).

One of the actors who replaced Bret Morrison for part of a
season of The Shadow was John Archer, who appeared in Anthony
Tollin's Shadow re-creation for the convention of the Society
for the Preservation and Encouragement of Radio Drama, Variety
and Comedy--SPERDVAC--in 1987. Also a well-known movie actor,
Archer is certainly more visually like Lamont Cranstaon than
Mareison and his vocal performance was excellent too. He pro-
jects a sincerity and very masculine kindness that many stars of
the Forties had. Although I only got to say hello to Archer and
get his autograph, it was a pleasure to see this full-scale dra-
matization with other regulars such as Leslie Woods (Margot),
Dwight Weist (Commissioner Weston), and announcer Andre Baruch.
(I vas also fortunate enough to have seen Morrison perform as
The Shadow, but only in parody sketches for various Frank Bresee
{productions.)

but from what I did see it was clear that he always considered

I was never able to see Orson Welles perform as The Shadow,
'himself "The Master of Other Mens's Minds."

XXX 22222 22
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In other news (as they say on TV) I have just completed
producing and directing a 1993 audio performance of the ori-
ginal twenty chapter script of Carlton E. Morse's I Love a
Mystery: "The Fear that Creeps Like a Cat." Original record-
ings of this and many other serial stories from the classic
mystery/fantasy series are not known to have survived. For
many years I have tried to get Mr. Morse, in his ninety-second
year at this writing, to license me to do this. We finally
convinced Carlton and his attorney, Rick Ferguson, to let us
go ahead. Our hope is to do all forty-seven serials over the
next few years. They will be released on "talking book" tapes,
fully dramatized, with music and sound effects. Several major
labels are in competition for distribution. We have from the
old days, Les Tremayne, who played major supporting roles in
ILAM and did leads for Morse and many others cn different se-
ries as "Jack." Among the new young actors is Tony Clay, who
does a wonderful "Doc." Among the supporting players are my
wife, Barbara, and I. If you are interested, check your book
and record stores or write me at the address listed by your editor
in "RQ Miscellany."
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THE FARMER'S WIFE

turning
stone cakes

stale walls
stirring
burnt milk

churned leaves

shining

butter

lighting

ashes

returni. g

borrowed fire

—-— Rhea Sossen
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ONE IMAGE: THE LUMBER OF ROSES

See with me
Ungentle, scattered light by
Welding sparks falling as
Fierce blendings into
Burns' Red Flower --
Now, not to be picked and so dead,
Stuffing vanity vase mouths;

But strongest, Lumber of Roses.

—- Stanley Fellman --
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PATIENCE

Sitting in a car with a cigarette
looking out toward a vacant lot
a man coughs into a cupped hand.

Beside the car beside the road

the gnarled roots of an elm search

for a foothold in a sliding embankment.

Beside the elm

a heron perched on one leg beside
a pond gazes into the water

impassively, is motionless...

A field cricket finding its way
into a house, lodges behind a
kitchen refrigerator, intermittent
serenades a washing machine for 3

weeks --

——- Peter Brett

ly
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Fictions at an Exhibition:
A Review of J.G. Ballard's
War Fever

(Farrar, Straus & Giroux); 182 pages; $18.95

y
Charles John-Amold

War Fever is J.G. Ballard's first collection of stories
since the oddly nostalzic Memories of the Space Age, and per-
haps his most representative since the Terminal Beach stories
of some three decades aga. Though often mentioned in the same
breath with Brian Aldiss, Michael Moorcock, and others of the
British New Wave, Ballard has always managed to stay one step
ahead of the tedious and pretentious sentimentality of most
contemporary British s-f. With his elliptical style and his
extraordinary ability to identify the latent mythological con-
tent of a burgeoning post-technological world, Ballard has be-
come one of the first mythographers of the next millennium.
Like his closest lineal compatriots Burroughs and Lem, Ballard
detonates the crumbling monoliths of a pre-industrialist con-
sciousness, leaving in their wake the emerging myths of a near
future more terrifying than any Sophocles or Ovid could have
imagined. Not surprisingly, his best short stories, with their
images exploding off the page like streaking missles off a
desert landscape, read like the futurist manifestos of an in-
cendiary linguist of dreams.

Ballard's near obsessive desire to recast the exhilarating
and self-confident post-World War II years of a newly inaugu-
rated space age as a kind of mythic fulfillment of a common
manifest destiny is especially evident in the Cape Canaveral
stories. In these unnerving sketches of crashed airships, der-
elict gantries, and abandoned cities Ballard envisions the
final collapse of the American Dream and the nightmare machin=-
eries of its technological civilization. With the rapid de-
cline of the Age of Space there emerges a new race of Beauti-
ful Americans released on a voyage to discover the inner hori-
zons of their own subjective space-time and the collective
memory of the species., Thus, in "Report on an Unidentified
Space Station," a deserted space depot becomes the setting for
a supposedly marooned astronaut's startling discovery of the
hermetic nature of existence. Similarly, in "The Object of the
Attack," a young Palestinian terrorist, obsessed with freeing
himself from the embrace of a new messiah of the world's first
"Church of the Divine Astronaut,” discovers the cure for cli-
nical psychosis in the systemaric deconstruction of the three-
dimensional illusionist space of reality. In both "Memorics of
the Space Age" and "The Man Who Walked on the Moun," Ballard
compounds the archetype of a new Everyman of the space age: a
radically decentred consciousness unstrapped from the gravity
of temporal relationships and set adrift in the "empty and in-
finite spaces of the self." For Ballard, the mythic image of
the mirror-faced astronaut becomes an eerie metaphaor for every-
man's voyage through the absolute loneliness of the self.
Through all of the Canaveral stories, Ballard persistently re-
iterates that our flights through space--in whatever form they
may take--are generally doomed to disaster: as disguised at-
tempts to escape the omnipresence of time, they lead inexora-
bly to the collapse of the individual through the more fright-
ening aspects of the self.
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Another, somewhat lighter
side of B4llard's mytholo-
glzing is his exploration
of the ultra--hic amusement
park atmosphere that he sug-
gests is rapidly .reptacing
the more rigid environment
demanded by the Puritan eth-
ic. As humanity verges clos-
er to that ¢twilight realn
wvhere the decadent perversi-
ties of instinct and desire
are capable of being grati-
fied by a "benevolent" tech-
nology, the regimen of lei-
sure will replace the rig-
ours of labour. In "The Lar-
gest Theme Park in the World"
2allard anatomizes this new
social philosophy of the
rich, the irresponsible, and
the uninhibited. In a liberated post cold war Europe, with
its bronzed citizens transfigured in the collective rapture of
a millennial holiday, the Puritan ethic gives way ta the ethics
of pleasure and a new dark golden age. In somewhat of a different
spirit, "Love in a Colder Climate" offers a serio-comic 2lst
Century where AIDS is the real threat to world tranquillity.

In what sounds like a cine-
matic vehicle for Marilyn Cham-
bers, the rigours of military
service have given way to com-
pulsory sexual activity, aimed
at reducing the ranks of an in-
creasingly celibate -- and thus
socially destabilized -- world.
In this new age of sexual con-
scription, churches are trans-
formed into the baroque sex
shops of a hyper-libidinal cul-
ture; clergymen do double time
as both confessor and pimp; and
nuns become the eager coaches
of participants in a new world
Olympiad of the amatory arts.
In the near hallucinogenic
"Dream Cargos,"” a mysterious
chemical spill of the coast of
Puerto Rico transforms a barren
lagoon into a surreal Eden of
the unconscious. In this phan-
tasmagoric paradise, all the
yesterdays and tomorrows ot the
human condition converge and
become reflected in a dazzling
spectrum of possibility and ful-
filment.
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While War Fever serves well as an index to Ballard's more
explicit technical mythologies, it also serves as a general
catalogue of his private obsessions with language and the ex-
pansion of narrative technique. As a sort of mythologia futura
"The Index"--a painstaking compilation of influential 20th
Century figures--glosses the birth of a new generation of
Oedipuses and Jocastas, their fates scribbled by the word of
the text and brought into focus by the eye of the camera. In
"Notes Towards a Mental Breakdown,"Ballard proposes a radinal-
ly terminal art of criticism: by relentlessly glossing .an
18-word synopsis of a murderer's lost autobiography, he suc-
ceeds in constructing a fictional text that threatens to efface
the authority of the original altogether. In these hyper-
lingual fantasies, wet dreams for pubescent grammatologists
everywhere, Ballard re-establishes his unswerving belief in the
apocalypse of language and the scattering of the human subject
across its ever expanding herizons. In Ballard's fictional
labyrinths, the conjunction of the written word and the cine-
matic image produces a distinctively modern dramaturgy, where
the arts of politics apd mass merchandising are each staged as
a new form of theatre.

Railard's term for such practices, in which the marriage
between the art of the machine and the life of the subcon-
scious goes all but unnoticed, is "invisible technology," and
in "The Secret History of World War ITI" (originally written
in 1988) he devises a comic scenario that depicts with chil-
ling alacrity its relentless grip on the image-conscious 20th
Century imagination. In 1992 a lobotomized Ronald Reagan
returns to the White House for a third term (apparently Ballar(
is unaware of constitutional restrictions on third terms for
U.S. presidents) amid the jubilant adulation of an adoring na-
tion and an obsequious media. With the President's final act
in office being a formal declaration of World War III, the
crisis comes and goes unnoticed by an American public trans-
fixed to the Presidential Channel, which broadcasts non-stop,
detailed information about the state of the President's health.
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In what is ostensibly the set-piece of the book, the title
story, Ballard ingeniously combines his hyper-realist narrative
mode, employed in such later novels as Empire of the Sun and
The Day of Creation, with the obsessive translucence of his
early visionary technique. With the rest of the world wrapped
in a perpetual peace, a near-future Beirut is transformed into
an elaborately stylized experimental war zone, where fac-
tious malitia-families are bred like laboratory mice to revolve
through endless cycles of vengeance and controlled bleeding.
To contain the virus of the "martial spirit," Ballard envisions
a "benevolent" arena of perpetually renewed hatred where the
virulent strain of the human instinct for violence and aggres-
sion 1s deliberately nurtured and anatomized for the continued
security of an ever teauous world order.

With its blend of neoteric grammars and surrealist images,
War Fever anthologizes unsattling tableaux of the future that
shimmer with the lucidity of truth while yet retaining at their
edges the vague chiaroscuro of dreams not yet fully exposed to
the light of the present. Fervently romantic and fashionably
pessimistic, topically satirical and timelessly tragic, Bal-
lard's gallery of nightmares exhibits the mesmerizing art of a
master illusionist. 1In his incantatory prose, which is always
slipping toward the margins of poetry, fictions often seem more
factual than the tnings they represent.

Capyright 1992 by
€athy Bubmruz
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BLACK PROPHECY

Lightning sparkles
weaves to sting
through blank orbs
emerald fixation

soulless

blood will roll its tongue
bone marrow gleaming

in raw

wise stations

as sure as winter grey

springing

steel gristle faith

blinding bush night

neon

—— Malcolm Scott MacKenzie --

SATURDAY NIGHT

Sunday waking

I dream Easter,

talk blood evergreen woods...
pump physics

Saturday night

before love.

Strolling couple

barefoot heel touching toe,
walk without impression
September wet sand.

Passing streams moved

multi coloured winds,
cinnamon trees

phosphorus hue

rustle valley greens
revealing mirrors

reflecting vacant view.

Melting sonnet gathered pair
float clear seamless web,
share glimpsing shadows

never lengthened

revolver sun.

Pink mountains undivided,
moistened flesh shining dark,
dissolve

soft liquid eves

unburdened

earth's stone-ladened self.

Sitting oceans still

waiting Buddha's triple heart,

bathers soak electric clear rain.

I dream,
pump blood evergreen woods

before love.

—-William Passera --
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Theatre of the Fantastic
by
Peter Bernhardt
Genius Squashed?

Terry Gilliam enjoyed his first taste of international re-
cognition back in the mid-seventies when the BBC exported
"Monty Python's Flying Circus" to most English-speaking coun-
tries. Gilliam was the only American on the Python team and the
only animator. He claimed that his cartoons were unappreciated
in America, but they found a wide audience through the Python
shows. Gilliam's cel-animation was combined with live actors or
used, most effectively, to tie surreal sketches together. Gil-
liam borrowed avidly from both Victorian illustrators and clas-|
sical painters. His most enduring creation was a giant white
foot (derived from a Renaissance painting of Cupid) that came
down from heaven to squash all life beneath it.

By British standards Gilliam's work was "too clever by half.’
He should have vanished after the series ended but the Python
troupe had bigger plans, trading television for large budgeted
films. Throughout such early efforts as "Monty Python and the
Holy Grail," "Jabberwocky" or "The Life of Brian" Gilliam's in-
fluence rises from animator and bit-player to set designer and
director.

While these early films are collaborative efforts it's ob-
vious that they were formative to themes and images Gilliam
would use obsessively in his own films of the eighties; e.g.,
the random universe, the gaudy personification of evil and the
entertainment of cruelty. While the quality of Such "python-—
esque” ventures proved rather variable, Gilliam's response to
criticism indicated he was a sophisticated fantasist inspired
more by historical trends in art than a naughty desire fo shock.

When reviewers balked at the rampant scatology of "Jabber-
wocky” Gilliam replied that the jokes were inspired by illumi-
nated manuscripts he'd viewed in archives and were based on
doodles drawn by bored monks to frame sacred texts. Every self-
rightous person found something to hate about "Life of Brian,"
as it equated the New Testament with the revolutionary politics
of the twentieth century. However, when Gilliam was attacked
for his crude sets of Jerusalem he argued from archeaology
that Roman colonizers had forced their own tastes on the city,
leaving a heritage of ugly architecture and coarse mosaics.

Over the past twelve years there have been four films di-
rected independently by Gilliam, and he has often been a co-
author of the screenplays. In order of release they are "The
Time Bandits," "Brazil," "The Adventures of Baron Munchausen,"”
and "The Fisher King." All four are worth watching but it's
quite possible that the middle two, in partjicular, represent
two of the finest pieces of cinematic fantasy of this century.
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The Gilliam films follow a pattern similar to that of the
work of Stanley Kubrick (yet another American expatriate in
Britain). They do not attempt to expand their cinematic gen-
res. Rather, the genres serve as templates on which the direc-
tor stamps his own distinctive style. This is the only way that
each, film can transcend the limitations of the plot and subject
matter. Each Gilliam film starts as just one more Hollywood trip
down the path well taken and then develops into something unex-
pected and welcome.

"The Time Bandits" is yet another
boy's own adventure, but the stakes
are far higher than in anything by
Lucas or Speilberg. A bored little
boy joins a troupe of dwarves who
have stolen the map of time and
space from God. "Brazil" criticizes
the ills of our time by setting the
tale, as usual, in a future dys-
topia. You cheer when the hero con-
quers his own daydreams but realize
that he has escaped his real-life
enemies only by retreating into a
state of grinning catatonia. "“The
Adventures of Baron Munchausen"” is
one more opulent costume drama but
the plot is both a delicious parody
and expansion of the 1939 version
of "The Wizard of 0z, " completa
with a dream-become-reality endinﬁf
(It's the mirror image of "Brazil.")
"The Fisher King" has tremendous
charm but, as we will see, it rep-
resents a pair of clipped wings.

There are always two high pleasures of any Gilliam film.
First, special effects are so seamlessly blended into both the
plot and "look" of the movie that they enhance the aesthetic
quality of each scene and heighten interest in the fate of the
characters. You are not meant to spend extended periods gazing
in awe over miraculous rays of light or cringing at monsters.
When the giant King of the Moon mounts his three-headed condor,
in "The Adventues of Baron Munchausen," and pursues three tiny
earthlings the effect is startling but wildly fun. The king,
after all, is a lunatic and his ride through the aether encour-
ages more outrageous babbling in his commands to his favourite
head on the clockwork bird. When the Supreme Being of "The Time
Bandits" first pursues his employees his physical aspect is
dreadful to behold. Once he catches up with them, though, he
turns into an urbane and dispassionate elder (Sir Ralph Richard-
son; "Oh, what a tiresome manifestation but I suppose it's
what's expected- of Me").
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Second, despite (or because of) the broad sweep of the atory
Gilliam has become an actor's director and it's a joy to watch
his characters interact with each other. This is one aspect that
most film critics miss entirely. They tend to whine that Gilliam
takes a cold approach to his chracters and thar viewers have
scant opportunities to develop sympathy for the protagonist.
Some critics complain that each of his films is devoid of a pro-
tagonist. Is that so? Why then do I recall Sean Connery's inter-
pretation of a warm, fatherly King Aggameamnon in "The Time Ban-
dits"? Why is the fury of Vulcan (Oliver Reed) and the flirta-
tion of Baron Munchausen (John Neville) with Venus (Uma Thurman)
so irresistible in "The Adventures"? Finally, has anyone made a
funnier observation of first dates between ill assorted pairs
than in the Chinese restaurant sequence of "The Fisher King"?
Robin Williams and Amanda Plummer are so happily inept with
their chopsticks that they giggle while chasing dumplings across
the tablecloth, and he later serenades her with a chorus of
"Lydia the Tattooed Lady."

It was too good to last. Gilliam succumbed to Hollywood mon-
ey to make Munchausen but then committed the greatest sin known]
to that dreary town. He let completion of the film run overtime
and over budget. While it was possibly his finest effort, the
backers would not give him his final cut® and further punished
him by showing the film without any real publcity so that it
continued to lose money at the box office despite fine reviews.
#"Fipnal cut" is the final version of a film, edited by the director (i.e.,
the version seen by the public) and is usually granted a senior director in
his contract. But Munchausen's final cut was determined by the film moguls.

That should have been the last
f1lm he made in the States, as such
a crime is usually unforgivable
by Hollywood law. Instead they
gave him another chance and assigned
him to a project exploiting their
favourite can't lose genre, the bud-
dy film. "The Fisher King" is unfor
tunately a model of restraint. Gil-
liam is forced to spend too amuch
time showing his audience that his
characters are lovable and thatthey
care about each other. It's still
vorth watching because clever in-
sights survive, but you are now
forced into the downward spiral of
a predictably happy ending instead
of concentration on a plot involv-
ing the mediaeval theme of redemp-
tion through an act of heroic con-
trition. I'd like to think that the
last scerz in wnich the two heraoes$
(now released from guilt) lie on a
a Central Park lawn and look up at
the stars (they're both completely
naked and hairy) is really Gilliam's
last attempt to thumb his nose at
the cloying predictability expectéd
] of him by studio owners, but that's
doubtful.

What was it that Dean Swift said about recognizing true
genius? It has something to do with the arrival of a real genius
alwvays precipitating the synchronous arrival of "aconfederacy
of dunces” who will try to stop him. Gilliam has met his con-
federacy and he has atteapted to adapt to their expectations.
Still, do you think it's too late to speculate what Gilliam
would do to a film version of Gulliver's Travelsa?

Artist Showcase

Allen Koszowski
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OV ERAVTEN RIS BNERES

Access my floppy
Call up my file
You've got my password

Run me awhile

Post computation

(When output's complete)
Return to the system
--1'11 self-delete

-- B. Ware --
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EXHIBIT AT A HIGH TECH FAIR

This rose was cloned in Salt Lake City:

There are reams of petals just like that,
Identical puffs of December breath

As precise as paper sliced to size.

Genetic mirrors made ten thousand thorns,
Congruent triangles which wickedly prick

A planned collection of similar thumbs,

And stretch out beyond Macbeth's worst dreams,

Till the thing itself is its own succession

And the ghost is alive in a machined procession.

For the vegetable mystery at the garden's heart
Has become a revelation as simple as sums,
While the cells that held our secrets close

Have been broken open in the name of the rose.

~- Ace Pilkington --
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| I have suggested that Scott's introduction of the Gartesian
cogito ard the Blake quotation is meant to set up the cogito as
the concept to examine or redefine. But while thinking may prove
existence, it cannot constitute humanity. The replicants think,
not only in the simple sense of possessing intelligence but
also in the more significant sense of possessing an individual
self-awareness. They themselves are as aware of their "I" as
any human can be and they evidently have unique and individual

BLADE RUNNER: The .
g pi;:ﬁ:a;;ttesir he onl{‘thing ahout‘chem tEat suggests.che aﬁon
Subversion and Redeﬁnltlon Of y 3 he collective appellation of "Nexus." Again, this

merely amounts to a matter of word choice. Roy and Leon are as
different as any two human beings could be, and so are Zhora

Categories and peis.

b Ridley Scott discredits the idea of human superiority by

questioning the supposed humanity of the humans and the suppos-
GRACE RUSSO BULLARO

ed lack of humanity of the replicants.

To begin with, the proposed human model, Rich Deckard, hard-
ly conforms to the standard definition of a human. He is clear-
ly an alienated, isolated, and detached figure whose emotians
have atrophied. He appears to be suffering from emotional and
mental burnout, and it is only by the use of threats that his
former boss is able to get him to "work" again. Furthermore,
although he seems to have emotional ties to a past (as evidencec
by the pho€ographs that he keeps on the piano), he appears to
S have no human contacts in the present. He is no more firmly at-

tached in an emotional or social present than the replicants
that he is obliged to hunt dowa. For Deckard, the so-called hu-
man qualities of warmth and caring for others do not exist.
Scott's suggestion that Rachael, a replicant, is to lead this
"human" to an emotional reawakening, is therefore highly 1raonic.

1 thin%, Sebastian, thereltore 1 am.” These are the yords
with which Pris defines herself when asked by the genetic in-
gineer animated-toy maker J.F. Sebastian, "to do sgme:hxng

in Ridley Scott's film, Blade Runner. If we bear in plnd Fha
Pris is a replicant we begin to understand the mechanism which
Scott uses to set up definitions in order to subvert them la-

The Cartesian cogito is one of the two relevant quocaFions
in Blade Runner. The other is from William Blake's America:

A Prophe r:

Fiery the angels fell; deep thunder rolled

Around their shores, burning with the fires
of Orc...

and, significantly, it is deliberately misqgoced bY the super-
replicant, Roy Batty. What is Scott suggesting by xncroQucxng

these two quotations? The Cartesian cogito can be considere L
as the basis of the classical definition of humans as rat:ionaz

beings.

The category of human/non-human is problematic right from
the outset. Rich Deckard, the ex-blade runner reluctantly
pressed into service by his former boss, has retired from the
profession of replicant-hunting precisely because the androids
had become so indistinguishable from the humans that he coulq
no longer accept the euphemism of "retirement" when the re;ll—
ty was actually murder. We know that the replicants are visu-
ally indistinguishable from their human counterparts, but
there the similarity is supposed to end. Replicants have been
given a limited life span of only four years as a safeguard
against the possibility of their developing emotions -- and
since they also have no past, they have no memories and of
course no family ties.

But in many ways what replicants are supposed to be xs.not
what they actually are. They definitely do have emotions:
fear, love, concern for others, and even an attachment to a
non-existent past. The problem facing both the viewer and
Rick Deckard, then, is to define human and non-human 1n the
face of evidence that replicants are not only physically
indisctinguishable from humans EUC alﬁo possess at 1e?§t as
high an intelligence and have "human® emotions as well.

Other human models presented in Blade
Runner, such as Deckard's boss and the
"origami man," are only secondary charac-
ters whose role is either negligible or
not developed., Clearly, Scott is inter-
ested in scrutinizing the replicants
rather than the humans.

Nevertheless, Rick Deckard is the os-
tensible hero of this film in spite of
the flaws in his humanity. In the human/
non-numan opposition that Scott sets up
in this film, Roy Batty plays Deckard's
"non-human" counterpart.

On first sight of Roy Batty we notice that his image con-
forms more readily to that of the traditional hero. Roy is ob-
viously intelligent and articulate, quoting Blake as his "in-
troduction," (compare this to Deckard4's Chandleresque platitudes)
and is most definitely a more dynamic figure than Deckard.
These characteristics, plus the barely suppressed threat of
violence emanating from Roy's presence make him a more compelling
figure, especially when contrasted with Deckard's apparent phy-
sical, mental, and emotional burnout. Deckard as the hero is
undermined and Roy is proposed as an alternative. The theme of
the replicants' humanity versus the humans' lack of it is de-
veloped until the very end.
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The Blake quotation deals with the theme of rebellion. We
already know that the current status of the replicants as out-
laws results from their earlier rebellion; and we are obviously
being prompted to identify Roy Batty, leader of the Nexus re-
bellion, with Orc, the epic Blakean rebel with a just cause.
This scene serves several purposes. The first is to introduce
Roy as the ostensible adversary to Deckard. Also,it establishes
subversion overtly as a theme and covertly as one of Scott's
subliminal devices. Roy's deliberate misquotation of Blake
("fell"” should be "rose") illustrates this subversion. Thus
the viewer is made to extend to the other replicants this iden-
tification of Roy with Orc and his just cause--thus lending
credibility to the struggle.

Scott's strategy--of developing the replicants' human char-
acteristics and undermining the humans' inhuman responsiveness
--is implemented in the very first scene, as Leon takes the
"test" administered by a human police officer. It is evident
that of the two it is Leon who is more fraught with emotions
of fear, insecurity, and hostility which finally build to a
murderous crescendo, triggered by Colden's mention of the word
"mother." Colden, on the other hand, remains merely condes-
cending and mocking towards Leon throughout the scene.

Nor does Rick Deckard fare any better than Colden in his
confrontation with Zhora. After having tracked and hunted her
to the sleazy club where she dances, he eventually ends up
chasing her through the streets and then shooting her in the
back. To his credit, it must be said that he does appear to be
shaken and goes for a beer after Zhora's "retirement." But
again Scott manages to swing the viewers' sympathies to the
side of the replicants by having Deckard commit what is general-
ly considered to be an unpardonable crime: shooting an attrac-
tive woman in the back.

So much for Scott's treatment of the humans. The develop-
ment of Pris's character is the most puzzling among that of the|
replicants. She appears to be the most machine-like of the an-
droids both because of her doll-like body perfection and be-
cause of the way she is associated with the injnimate toys in
J.F. Sebastian's apartment. At one point, in fact, she passes
herself off as an inanimate doll. Shortly after, when she at-
tacks Deckard, her movements are very suggestive of a wonder-
fully acrobatic mechanical toy.

Pris seems to be a curious mixture of the deliberately
mechanical and the faintly human. There is little doubt that
her affection for Roy is genuine yet there is not much else
that is human about her. At first this fact may be puzzling,
but I suggest that it is not by accident that it is Pris, the
least "human'" of the replicants, who utters the Cartesian

cogito -
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The characterization df Rachael presents a more bizarre
problem, since she is a replicant who is no” aware of being one,
dence her consciousnes<s is completely human, as is her loyalty.
This. is proved by her killing a fellow-replicant, Leon, in or-
der to save Deckard's life. Under these conditions it is inter-
esting to speculate how consciousness of being human contributes
to one's humanity. After all, can any other creature have that
consciousness and articulate it? So if an android is not only
visually, intellectually, and emotionally indistinguishable
from the human model but also has the consciousness of being
human, surely the problem of definition becomes compounded.

According to Tyrell, Rachael is "more human than human,"” a
statement with which Scott seems to agree. Rachael is one of
the deluxe models who have been gifted with memory iwuplants in
order to more fully conform to a human reality. Initially we
are told that memory of a past history is what distinguishes
humans from replicants. However, we later learn thar Rachael
has, in fact, been given memories from Tyrell's nieces's child
hood. We then learn from Tyrell that the purpose of memory im-
plants is for an easier and more complete control over the rep-
licant. The double-edged nature of this "gift" (as Tyrellcalls
it) then becomes apparent. It becomes clear that the element
which makes them the most human is alsc the weakness that al-
lows them to be most contralled.

Thus past hisiory id pressnted
both as a bridge between the
human and non-human and as a
control mechanism used against
the replicants... We then see
that the photograph is an 4gent
af destruction throughout the
tilm. Leon's possession of pho-
tos and the return to his apart-
ment to retrieve them leads to
Deckard's tracking him and his
own subsequent death. Zhora's
identity is discovered through
the photographs found by Decl:-
ard and this also leads to her
eventual termination. Rachael's
emotional security is shattered
when she realizes that the pho-
tos and the genuine memories
that they are supposed to rep-
resent are actually fake.

JngEl gl Peiala pes s

ipal function is to illustrate tae irony
of the Cartesian cogito, Rachael's primary purpose is to ne-
gate, through the use of the photograph and what it represents
the concept of origin and by extension, history.

In many respects Roy Batty is the most developed of thae
characters in Blade Runner. He has relationships that are
crucial to the film's thematic statements. The first of tn2sc,
to Pris, serves to discredit the initial claim that the differ-
ence between replicants and humans is the former's lack of
emotions. This is contradicted by the apparent strength of the
actachment between the two replicants and most especially, at
Pris's death, where we see a grief stricken and weeping Roy
tenderly kiss and embrace the shattered body. Also, in an ata-
vistic gesture of attempted assimilation of the loved one, Roy
takes a drop of Pris's blood to his own mouth. This is all the
more striking if we bear in mind that replicants, having no
history, ought not to be capable of evoking atavistic rituales
of this kind, which would be reserved exclusively for humans?

whose history or pre-history does include rituals s
of cannibalism. uggestive
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Roy's relationship to Eldon Tyrell is equally significant.
As creator of Roy Batty and other replicants, Tyrell represents
both a father figure and a god/creator figure. In addition, he
is also mistakenly perceived by Roy as the only person who can
extend his life. The confrontation between Tyrell and Roy, or,
the creator and his creature, or again, between father and son,
is a powerful astatement of rebellion. It is from this poins
that we begin to fully understand the significance of Roy's
deliberate misquotation from Blake. The words introduce the
themes of rebellion, of the divine, and of the hero (and also
suggest an ideantification between Kuy and Orc). All three of
these themes will find their full development in the final part
of the film.

The initial hope for a pro-
longed life that spurs Roy to
confront Tyrell turns to re-
bellion as he realizes that
the genetic solutions that he
is frantically suggesting to
Tyrell will not work. The roles
that the two have been enact-
ing up to that point are then
reversed, as he who has been
the child (both metaphorically
afid literally since Roy is an-
ly four years old) now turns
into priest, (i.e., "father"),
judge, executioner, and a mock-
ing false god. Roy places his
hand on Tyrell's head as a
priest might to a penitent and
as Tyrell utters, "I've done
questionable things," the two
of them enact a mock confes-
sion. Roy's answer, "The God
of Biomechanics wouldn't let
you in heaven," suggests that
now he is in a position to make
these eternal judgments. But of
course, the God of Biomechanics
is an ironic fiction, a suit-
able god for a civilization
suffering from rampant tech-
nology. Finally, the hands thay
Roy initially placed on Ty-
rell's head 1n a gentle and
priestly gesture turn into the
executioner's murderous vise
as the pressure steadily in-
creases to the point of ulti-—
mately crushing Tyrell's skull.
Roy's rebellion has reached
epic proportions as he has bothk
killed the god/father figure
and put himself in his place.

If Pris's function was to undermine the rational notio: ci
humanity and Rachael's to negate the concepts of origin and
history, Roy's so far has been to shatter that of ultimate
authority.

The final confrontation between Roy Batty and Rick Deckard
18 built around a number of reversals. Up to this point,
Deckard has been the hunter and Batty, the prey.
that these roles are reversed as Roy hunts Deckard through the
deserted Bradbury Building. At the beginning of the scene
Deckard is the character possessing all the advantages. Be-
sides having a rifle), he is armed with the knowledge that he
has the moral right to retire this replicant. Of course, the
strength of Deckard's inner conviction is unclear. He seems to
be ambivalent about his misssion, having accepted it reluc-
tantly and then getting emotionally involved with one of the
future would-be victims. Nevertheless, he is armed with all
the vYeapons that authority can confer.

Now we see

As the scene unTolds Roy's power and magnetism steadily
grow, even in a physical sense. Shot from low angles in order
to suggest increased stature, hoth physical and moral, Roy's
image gains in prestige and credibility, while Deckard's stead-
ily diminishes as he cringes and hides.

Just as Roy's physical superiority and emotional stamina
serve to reverse the hunter/prey role, his mocking taunts put
in question Rick's sportsmanship and his moral superiority.
"Aren't you the 'good'man?" Roy asks.

This is an. ironic question as well, since we
are prompted to think that Roy has gone from
being a sub-human replicant to something more
than "merely human." His forgiving and fore-
bearing spirit in the chase might be meant to
recall to the viewer's mind Christ's forgiving
spirit on the cross. Certainly the spike that
Roy drives into his palm (in order to keep his
hand from clenching as the muscles atrophy at
the approach of death) is a rather obvious sym- [3
bol. Although the dove released by Roy in his
final gesture can be interpreted as a continu—
ation of life and freedom, it can most assur-
edly also be associated with the Holy Spirit, a3
frequently depicted as a white dove in Chris-
tian iconography.

Catnenne Busuns

These clues, combined with Roy's last words, "I've seen
things you people wouldn't believe...Attack ships on fire off
the shoulders of Orion..." (note the similarity to the Blake
quotation) imply that in this final confrontation Roy has not
only gone from prey to hunter but also from less-than-human to
more-than human.

In the end, 1t 1s Deckard himself who gives his antagonist
the ultimate accolade that a human can give. He recognizes
Roy's humanity. "He had asked the same questions as the rest
of us...Where do I come from? Where am I going? How long have
I got?" Deckard proposes this as a definition of humanity.
Being human means asking the right questions. One of Roy's
final gestures has been to save Rick Deckard from certain
death and to release the white dove. The reversal in this fi-
nal scene suggests that boundaries between rigid categories
are all blurred. Roy is both life-taker, Tyrell's, and life-
g1ver, to Deckard. He is the bad man, the good man, and pos-
sibly the "divine” man. His desire for life, as the mawkish

volce-over says, "anybody's life," transcends all boundaries,
categories, and definitions.




Hume and his successors have denied the possibility of a
"timeless human essence.” Existentialists such as Sartre have
also denied any precious "human nature." To define a human as
the being who asks the right questions, as I am suggesting

that Blade Runner does, is consistent with tle definition es-
poused by Sartre. To ask questions means to be always in a
state of flux, always in the making. This, in turn, means that
humans must not passively accept previous categories and defi-
nitions. Rather, they must subvert the old ones and propose

new ones that will fit the times in which they themselves live.
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SHINJUKU

I had a squid

for breakfast.

But I didn't feel

like eating.

I placed the cold thing

in a basin of water.

I noticed a small quivering
of tendons,

a flowering of blood,

a movement like indolence
in a rainstorm,

and then death again.

And I thought of you,
Nobuo,
Will we walk tonight

in the moonlight?

--George Gott
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YOUR WORDS

hammers between
the veal calves
eyes the

red stain, head
less chickens
stagger in wet
grass where

a child will
dream about
them twisting
in a night sweat
running to a
mother's arms
in the moon

who sees her
father sitting
on her glitter

ing like the knife

-- Lyrn Lifshin --

Selected Letters

P.0. Box 83

Manhattan Beach, CA 90266
Dear Leland,

I was very affected by the story you ran in your latest is-
sue about the poet who, apparenrly, plagiarized Sylvia Plath's
poem and then killed herself. I ~eel I have to say a few words
about the situation the way I see it, in the hopes of trying tc
reduce the number of doomed young poets driving into rivers.

It is very sad that we live in an era and in a society where
poetry is not considered an important part of literature. But
people who write poetry must not make poetry their whole lives!
You have indicated that the poet did not have children or sig-
nificant other of any kind, nor, apparently, though she had odd
jobs, did she have a career. Apparently she also did not reach
out to others--or she would have found that there are, in ever
community, other writers who can be there for support. These
are important clues that indicate to me that the importance of
poetry, in Elizabeth Ann Burton's life, was blown way out of
proportion.

Young people need to know that they cannot grow up to expect
to make a living out of poetry. Most poets, like myself, write
other sorts of things such as fiction, criticism, magazine ar-
ticles, plays, screenplays, and the like. Many poets can go in-
to careers that are very fulfilling and have close ties to lit-
erature, such as teaching, librarianship, archival work, jour-
nalism, and the like, and then pursue their art on the side.

[Burton's family] must have had some clue that she was de-
pressed. In this enlightened age there is no excuse for not
recognizing some of the warning signs of depression. Depression
is a serious disorder that claims many of our best and bright-
est, but this does not have to be! Fortunately, it is treatable.
dny qualified doctor can make the diagnosis and send the per-
son to the right specialist.

It is dangerous for young women to identify too strongly
with disordered female poets such as Sylvia Plath and Anne Sex-
ton. There is nothing glamorous about being neurotic and de-
pressed. Those women were great poets in spite of--not because
of--their emotional difficulties. People need to know that, and
they need to see that though depression is a problem for many
creative people, it can and should be dealt with.

I certainly hope you will realize that this situation is an
unfortunate but very atypical event. I hope it will not cause
you to distrust other poets or to discontinue publishing poetry.
I feel very, very bad about what happened to Elizabeth Ann
Burton--but if we poets continue to speak out and try to pre-
vent this from happening to others, then we've done our paret.
You've done a service to the poetry community by letting us
know about her death.

Sincerely,
Denise Dumars, editor: Dumars Reviews




112

Classification of so-called functional disorders extends from Antiquity—
—with mania, melancholy, and dementia —through the 19th-20th century la-
beling of dementia-praecox and manic-depressive psychosis up to modern di-
agnosis of schizophrenia. Unfortunately, classification isn’t cure—and in
this respect we're not much beyond the ancient Romans. According to her mo-
ther (herself a physician) Elizabeth suffered "bouts of hallucinations and
severe depression,” was "hospitalized numerous times...and was under the
care of several psychiatrists through the years." That there are schools of
psychotherapy—from Behavioral to Psychodynamic—attests to the infant
gtate of the art, since in a relatively advanced discipline (like Physics
or Chemistry) "schools" don't exist. But in Elizabeth's case I think the
realization of similar misfortunes elsewhere and the search for a poetry--
related job might have accompiished what psychotherarpy could not.

4701 Taylor Blvd. #8
Louisville, KY 40215

Dear Mr. Sapiro:

Before I comment on "Harmony" by Jim Harmon, I want to thank
the author of a book I have greatly enjoyed, The Great Radio
Heroces, with its entertaining and informative descriptions of
such great radio heroes as the Lone Ranger, the Green Hornect,
the Shadow, Little Orphan Annie, Sherlock Holmes, and the au-
thor's lovingly-described favourites, Jack, Reggie, and Doc
Long of "I Love a Mystery." The author's admiration and enthu-
siasm for the shows is movingly and firmly conveyed to the
reader. I am pleased to see that Harmon is still at it.

One could wish the same for the harmonious topic, but then
Harmon would have to harmonize about something else, something
I feel sure he himself would rather do. While I never had his
good fortune to meet Asimov in person, I can empathize with
[Harmon's] feelings about Asimov's later works. It seemed so
sad to see the decline of a once-great writer.

"Objects Are Closer than They Appear in Mirror" says some-
thing, I suppose, about the glorification of violence in soci-
ety. Some political activists who pride themselves on how gen-
tle, sensitive, aware, and understanding they are also pride
themselves on how violent. harsh, and cruel they can be. (They
also are opposed to logic, of course.) Looking at how they act,
I can see proof of the latter assertion but not of the formgr.

[In] Joe Christopher's essay "On Future History as a Basic
S-F Literary Form" it is interesting to see his argument on how
the form dates back to Wells and has such reputable figures as
Shaw to support it. Could Wells's furure history have stemmed
from his exploring facers of a common theme, rather than an
explicit desire to write connected stories? Given that series
stories were not all that uncommon even at the time (I think,
for example, of H. Rider Haggard's roughly contemporaneous se-
ries of novels featuring his African hunter Allan Quatermain)
surely Wells would have known of the concept and could have
considered it explicitly as well as subconsciously.

One might be tareful about detecting themes in Heinlein's
Future History, though. For example, most of the stories in
The Green Hills of Earth really come from another future his-
tory. In Grumbles from the Grave there is a letter from Heinlein
to his agent Lurton Blassingame where he discusses his new se-
ries for the Saturday Evening Post. Heinlein had the usual dis-
agreements with editors, and then shifted over to the more luc-
rative novel market. So these stories published in the "slicks"
in [the] late forties were retroactively grafted onto the sto-
ries published mainly in Astounding in the early forties--
[although] not [until] after Heinlein had written at least two
juvenile novels that were sequels to those stories: Space Cadet,
ollowing explicitly after "The Long Watch" and Farmer in the

Sky, which mentions Rhysling.

Part Two of "Fritz Leiber--Swordsman and Philosopher"
lived up to its expectations, with its discussion of the sur-
prising philosophical underpinnings of Leiber's work. I wish
I could say as much for its subject, whose death during the
Worldcon cast such a pall across that meeting as has not been
seen at one in nineteen years.

The Janus-vision of technology in SF and fantasy writing
that Lloyd Penney cites can have its good and bad aspects, ap-
propriately. On the positive side, it can evoke strange and re-
freshingly different approaches to situations in danger of
tiredness--one has but to think of the engineering solution to
mediaeval problems found in Three Hearts and Three Lions or the
mythic resonances of Zelazny. On the negative side, it can throw
in wildly inappropriate responses from characters, which at bes
shatter the reader's suspension of disbelief and at worst can
make the story unreadable. (To take a recent example, note with
wonder how in All the Wevrs of Pern people who had not until
the previous month even had the concept of computers are dis-
cussing the merits of their various keyboards.)

So is this cross-fertilization of concepts and methods good
or bad? Well, yes and no. (There is a nice firm answer for you!)
Like actually anything else in the world, it has advantages and
disadvantages; everything has a price as well as a use. For
those skilled enough and willing to try, this Janus-vision can
provide great returns; for thse less able or willing it can
lead to great disasters.

The Elizabeth Ann Burton story is so sad. As you said, she

wrote her own coda tc her life.
Namarie,
Joseph T. Major

Scmetimes we excuse a factual error—as in Jean Anouilh's Becket, where
Henry II refers to the jacquerie, a peasant uprising that didn't occur un-
til two centuries later—or explain a contradiction, as when the Genesis I
author depicts God first creating "beasts of the earth" and then "man in
his own image"--while the second Genesis author has a man created (II,7)
before the other beasts (II, 18-19). (Perhaps the rabbinical editor could
not reconcile these conflicting stories in time to meet a deadline.) But
an impossibility that's also implausible--like computer keyboards changing
in the first thirty days--can't be forgiven.

190 Coach Rd, Sleights, nr Whitby, North
Yorks Y022-SEN, Great Britain
Dear Leland,

Thanks for the latest RQ. T was upset to read the full sto-
ry of Elizabeth Ann Burton's false submission and suicide.
Self-dramatising, tragic, unnecessary...and for a poet, surely
an ultimate statement of failure to have to borrow someone
else's words to encompass one's own death...

Very much enjoyed the poems by George Gott and Brian E.
Drake. Powerful, economical and lucid.

Sue Thomason
As noted by Denise Dumars on a preceding page,"It is dangerous
for young women to identify too strongly with disordered fe-
male poets such as Sylvia Plath..." Elizabeth not only owned
many books by and about this poet but (as her mother writes
me) even named her own horse "Ariel" (the title of Plath's
last collection of poems).
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428 Sagamore Ave
Teaneck, NJ 07666

RQ#33 had much good material. You couldn't lose, of course,
with the lead story; terrible as it is, it is the stuff of
drama. A gifted young woman emulates her favourite poet, approp-
riating an actual poem, then commits suicide like that model!
And by driving her car into a pond, where it is discovered
only because the pond is pumped out! In other circumstances it
would be disbelieved. It is something from the mind of Stephen
Xing, or since it is death by drowning while driving at 5SS mph,
one is reminded of the dramatic murder scene in Robert McCam-
mon's Boy's Life. Her own life, apparently asocial, certainly
asexual, adds to the drama. This is.TV dacumentary-drama mate-
rial, if I may be excused for appearing callous. Even now I findj}
it difficult to believe the entire story is not a fabrication.
Hawever, the undeniable fact of the newspaper story reprint
makes it all too real, and too sad.

Dear Leland,

I've never read Orson Card so I can't really comment. Ima-
gine basing his work on Mormon teachings! What would HarkTv;in
have said? I enjoyed visiting the fantasy world of Temple in
Salt Lake City years ago, but innumerable people find it quite
up their alley so who am [ to criticize? Especially when each
time I drive to visit my daughter in Virginia I pass the glori-
ous "Emerald City of 0z" on I495! This is what we label the
Mormon Tabernacle, which is not green at all, but sparkling
white with gold spires, rising above the trees like a vision,
deco enough to remind one of MGM's 0z capital city. I have yet
to visit it, and as a "heathen™ will not be allowed in, but,
gauche, ridiculous, silly. it is still wonderful.

Ben Indick
Since Mark Twain regarded all religion as fiction, he would
have viewed Orson Scott Card as just one fiction writer copy-
ing others. So I think his attitude would have been that of
cynical approval.

713 Paul Street
Newport News, VA 22605

Dear Leland,

The local paper probably carried some report of the death
of Elizabeth Ann Burton, but I don't really remember it. There
have been so many murders in this area in the last few years
that a mere accident gets little notice--kids killing their
parents or their playmates, murder-suicides, couples vanishing
on the local highways, etc. The secretary in the next building
over from where I work was murdered by her husband, who then
killed himself; our secretary's sister just killed herself;
and last year one of the engineers in our office lost her hus-
band in a bar brawl.

0dd that Elizabeth Ann Burton thought she could get away
with copying out Sylvia Plath poems. A sad business.

Ned Brooks

Elizabeth knew there was zero probability of her being unde-
tected, which is why her suicide, to quote 2y1vxa Plath again,
assumed "the illusion of a Greek necessity. // Big numbers do
not really matter here, since only one of these many thousand
fatalities was that of a poet--and this type of event is what
we wish to anticipate and prevent.
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11675 Beaconsfield
Detroit, MI 48224
In the letter column of VIN1 Joseph Major mentions the ap-
pearance of a Mickey Spillaine story in an early issue of
Fantastic (not Amazing). Howard Browne, the then editor of
Amazing, Fantastic Adventures, and Fantastic expanded on that
story at a recent Pulpcon. At that time Browne was trying to
launch Fantastic as an upscale alternative to the crap he was
publishing in Amazing and Fantastic Adventures. Mickey Spillaine
apparently had an early fantasy story that his agent kept try-
ing to sell. Thinking that having Spillaine's name on the cover
would help sales, Browne bought the story sight-unseen only to
discover it was terrible. So Browne himself wrote a new story
and ran it under Spillaine's name, daring Spillaine to complain.

Dear Leland,

Robert Silverbérg tells another story about Amazing Stories,
and I believe Howard Browne, again, was the editor involved.
From the 40s on, much of its fiction had been produced by a
stable [of] contract writers whose stories were published al-
most without editorial review. One day Rog Phillips had to be
fired because one of his stories could be read as endorsing
communism--this during the heyday of McCarthyism. As the editor
put it, "I can't use you if I have to read your stories first."
The 2/53 issue of Amazing Stories with the Western disguised
as s-f by "Guy Archette" was undoubtedly another contract story]
sent to press without even a copyediting.

Regards,
Brian Earl Brown

For those interested in straight, place, and show -- Howard
Browne easily wins the prize (beating Harry Bates of Clayton's
Astounding) as worst s-f editor of all time. Bates at least
worked at his job, coaxing s-f from pulp adventure writers (or
inserting the "science" himself), while it's obvious from the
above that Browne worked as little as possible. In 3rd place
is Ray Palmer for literally devoting his Amazing Stories to

insanity; in 4th, out of the money (in both ways ) was Paul
Hornig (of Wonder Stories), a 17-year old kid who didn't know
what was going on, in either the literary or financial sense.

P.0. Box 18539
Dear Leland: Asheville, NC 28314

Thank you for RQs32. I appreciated your comments about
Nabakov. Many "mainstream" writers dabble in s-f, usually with
an attitude of slumming. Who can forget Doris Lessing's awfui
multi-volume foray into our little field? Why is it that these
writers,who would never dream about writing a book set in the
court of Louis XIV without doing the requisite research, think
they can write s-f in blithe ignorance of eighty years of lit-
erary history? Marge Piercy, an otherwise fine novelist, ir-
reparably damaged her current s-f novel, He, She, It, by her
attempts at reinventing a wheel that was already in an advanced
design stage. In fact, the only successful s-f novel written

by someone outside the genre is Walter Tevis' Mockingbird, in
my opinion.
Yours,

Steve Brown, editor, Science-Fiction Eye

Steve's mag is revieved elsewhere in this issue.// I am re-
lieved that he doesn't agree with the estimate by Eve colum-
nist, Paul Di Filippo, whose list (in the 2nd issu;fdof the
10 greatest s-f novels includes only two names (Ballard and
Delany) from within the field proper, with one of the listed
titles, Empire of the Sun, making no pretense at being s-f.




20 Shirley Rd, Stratford
London E15-4HX, Great Britain
Dear Leland:

Riverside Quarterly Vol.8 No.4 and Vol.9 No.l [are] much
appreciated.

Mapping the Mainstream: The only problem with trying to
study the boundaries between the "Mainstream" and "Fantasy" is
that they are constantly changing, full of overlaps, chaotic..
In short, you could spend a lifetime and a half trying to de-
fine these things and get nowhere. Hell, we can't even come up
with a consensus on what constitutes reality any more. The
comparative approach is possibly the best compromise we can
hope for. You can see their common points, their shared heri-
tage and so forth, but as to getting a clear definition of ei-
ther...No chance.

Miller's Anti-Utopian Vision: ...A very thorough and in-
depth analysis of the book. Maybe too much so...If I have any
criticism of the article it is that there is quite a lot to ab-
sorb in one chunk ——perhaps it might have been better divided
into, say, two parts, and published in consecutive issues...

Objects...: This reminds me somewhat of Chip Swift Cocoons,
in the previous issue. Again dealing with "Virtual Reality”
with the space programme as the background, questioning the in-
terface between reality and fantasy. It develops well along
these lines, to the point where the "dream" Margo starts to ac-
quire a greater reality than the original--to the extent that
the reader starts to wonder to what extent Margo has become the
creation of Jagger's own mind. After all those manipulations of
the holopsych records, one wonders how much of the original re-
mains. This makes [Jagger's) feelings at the end all the more
understandable. His Margo is someone else’'s creation now.

On Future History: There is the view that the future will b¢
radically different [fro®] the past, more often than not [sug-
gestive] of better things to come. Then there is the view that
the future consists of an endlessly repeating cycle, or set of
cycles, more often than not presenting a dystopian vision. The
positive views show people aspiring to better things, hopeful
that changes will come, making everything better for all. There
is some fear, but everyone is nervous of change. The real fear
lies with the repeating cycle approach, the fear that we will
never learn from our mistakes, that we will forever go on re-
peating our errors--°-

Passion vs. Will: A very interesting analysis, thoroughly
carried out and well argued...In showing both sides of the coin
lin that particular boo!'. Card is effectively questioning the
orthodox view of the Mormon faith. This would suggest that he
is by no means certain of his own position, in relation to their
view--at least at the time when he wrote this book. The later
work ["The Hypocrites of Homosexuality"] would indicate that he

has made a decision on the matter. B
' Alan Sullivan

As Karen Michalson says on the very next page, distinctions
give academics something to write about.// I had originally
planned to split the Canticle essay into two parts, but decided
that the overall picture-—of how technology gives us new ways
of making ourselves miserable--would be lost if it weren't
printed all at once.// Don't forget: all we ever know about
other people is our re-creations of them inside our heads.//
I don't think Orson Scott Card made a decision: I think the
Mormon church made it for hiam.

26 Denfield Rd

Charl
Dear RQ Readers: RELAS R G

Many thanks to all who wrote kind letters concerning my ar-
ticle "Mapping the Mainstream: Surveying the Boundaries Between
Reality and Fantasy" (RQ Vol 8, No 4 August 1991). I agree wth
Joe Christopher's comment that my piece really shows that "works
written by human beings have common themes and common motifs."
Due to obvious space limitations, I could not present a more
detailed argument, but I hoped to show precisely because human
bg1ngs write fantasy and realism, the kind of formal distinc=
tions academics tend to draw between the two make little sense.
Literature is literature. Academic cricism is the game of pre-
tending otherwise for the sake of getting tenure.

By the way, I have recently explored the historical reasons
for the literary establishment's traditional privileging of re-
alism over fantasy in a book entitled Victorian Fantasy Lit-
erature: Literarv Battles with Church and Empire (Lewiston, NY:
Edwin Mellen Press, 1990). Anyone with an interest in the sub-
ject of why fantasy has been given such short shrift by aca-
deme's guardians of culture might want to check it out.

Best Wishes to All,
Karen Michalson

The Literature vs. Society conflict has never been documented
so thoroughly as in Karen's text, which ought to be consdlted
even by those frenzied Anglophiles who terminate their letters
with phrases like "There'll always be an England" or "Long
live the Queen!"

5051 Greenleaf

Skakie,
Dear Leland: okie, IL 60077

Age must be creeping up on me without my noticing it. I'd
hgen‘revxeuxng past issues and find that my eyes were having
difficulty with the very reduced type font against the yellow
background of the page. My glasses are new, and my reading

light is most adequate. I don't think I'd like to use a magni-
fying glass.

I appreciate that reducing type size permits your packing

"more punch" to the page, but I don't know for how much longer
my eyes will cope.

In bi ! L .
"Neighe:sA:armony column, Jim notes, in eulggleng dsimov,
Simov nor myself were the type..." Shouldn't Jim, or
you, as editor, have caught the glaring ungrammaticality? It
should have been "Neither Asimov nor I was the type..."

W

-=A "neither--nor" construction takes a singular verb--true?
-~The reflexive "myself" do€s.not fit this usage.

What say you?

Sincer=ly,
Melvin S. Merzon

You're dead right! The irony here is that just 5 days earlier I'd written
to another editor that he should watch grammar in his magazine. The exam-
ples (of a dangling participle and garbled syntax) were: "Having said all
that, there is no doubt in my mind that Madison Davis's book is definitely
better..." and "As a wide-ranging yet penetrating literary history of bath
SF and the Fantastic, I recommend Bozzetto's study." I won't list names
of the guilty parties: suffice it to say that these particular errors will
have been spotted already by alert scholarly RQ readers.
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5 Cross Farm, Station Rd., Padgate
Warrington WA2-0QG, Great Britain

Dear Leland,

Many thanks for RQ 32 [and 33]. By the way, I notice a lot
of USA mags go in for this wol.75 no.46 stuff--why? It's surely
easier to find any particular issue if you've only one number
to look for, rather than have to find both the year and issue
numbers. Is it supposed to make it look more "respectable"?

Karen Michalson's article was excellent--I've long been an-
noyed by the attitude to s-f and fantasy the literary mainsteam
has. I'm glad she notes the trend to pinching s-f themes, then
marketing them as mainstream. While a good many s-f novels
could happily win the Booker, to have an overtly s-f novel in-
cluded would raise cries of horror from the literati--yet just
look at the turgid rubbish that does win prizes! Funnily enough,
when I first read A Canticle for Leibowitz way back in the
1960s, it was in a library edition that made no mention of s-f
on the cover--it wasn't even shelved with the single row of
Gollancz that was the library's "s-f section."

One quibble about Karen's piece--where was the rest of it?
It suddenly comes to a halt--is there a part 2? She just seems
to be getting into her stride and wham, footnotes. I was wait-
ing for the remedy to be given to the problem that had been so
eloquently stated.

Enjoyed the Leiber piece, though I got lost in the philoso-
phy. Ted Harvia's witty little cartoons helped as well--though
he's using the wrong eye in the telescope cartoon.

Biggest problem in constructing-a future history is to make
it consistent--especially if stories are slotted in retrospec-
tively/ not in sequence. Do you then do a wholesale rewrite
to iron out any inconsistencies? This kind of writing (what
Brian Aldiss calls "widescreen baroque") seems largely to have
moved over into the fantasy field, where instead of future his-
tories you get imaginary histories, thus.absolving the author
of any real need to build consistently upon a known base.

I'm a bit disturbed by the thought of Canticle 2--sequels
don't have a high performance rate--Asimov's reruns of the ori-
ginal and brilliant Foundatrion [series] are decidedly dodgy,
and then there's A.C. Clarke's endless follow-ups to 2001. I
think Canticle is a one-off, like The Paradox Men and Limbo 90—
or even Lord of the Rings--nothing else I['ve read by Miller,
Harness, Wolfe or Tolkien can hold a candle to the one book by
which their names will live for at least a couple of hundred
years. Maybe it's just my age, but when did you last read a
book that screamec 24 carat gold at you? Actually, it wascalled
Consider Phlebas and was by Iain M. Banks, and together with
the sequels, The Plaver of Games, Use of Weapans, and State of
the Art proves that future histocy is still possible.

Cheers,
John Francis Haines

the endless war against Church and Empire (see preceding page)
plus several rewrites (requested by your editor) of her RQ ar-
ticle made Karen weary of extending the Victorian Era still fur

ly through each volume. E.G., if each issue has 76 pages, the
reference "vol.8 no.2 (1988), p.6" can be shortened to vol.8
(1988), p-82." // I share your misgivings about Canticle 2.
Taking off from Earth, the nun + monk crew probably lacks the
navigational skills to find another habitable star-system,
while remaining on this planet just gives another post atomic-
war story.

My reaction to Karen's article was something like yours. I tnink

ther.// Issue numbers are avoided by listing pages consecutive-

4846 Derby Place

Klamath Falls, OR 97603
Dear Lee--

I love the cover. It's difficulc to get a complex subject
into a small space, but Transue certainly succeeded. Makes a
person want to write (or at least read) the story that clearly
goes along with the illo. But I was sorry to hear of the
death, both spiritual and physical, of Elizabeth Ann Burton.

It is a grear tragedy, the extent of which most of us will
never appreciate.

I know that we will also miss both Asimov and Leiber. I on
ly wish I could have met both of them before it was too late.
The torch is being passed to a new generation, but that does
not mean we can't miss the old when it is gone. How many are
left of that Golden Age? Clarke, Van Vogt, Pohl, Anderson,
Jack Williamson--the number dwindles every year. As for Asimov
himself, it's interesting to wonder what would have become of
him if he hadn't become an s-f writer. He wasn't that much
interested in research, but loved drama and comedy. In fact,
I have this bizarre vision of him hosting a Friar's Roasr and
skevering the pretensions of the Rat Pack (ought to be an

anthology called Alternate Asimovs. Mr. Greenberg, please note
my address...).

"Origins" was a fascinating poem. Kretz leaps along the
wild spirals of history and technology like a dolphin (flesh
or metal, take your choice). Perhaps one reason the Romans
were never quite comfortable with the sea was because iron
rusts. I really enjoyed "On Becoming Lovers” by Thomas. Ah,
isn't love a bit like being reborn? "Night" by Pettee is al-
so expressive of the mysteries of night, that spinning dark-
ness that can bring heaven or hell. [Sheryl] picked some real|
ly good poetry this time...

"Objects Are Closer than They Appear in Mirror" by Orr
starts out letting us know subtly that something is dreadful-
ly wrong with the space programme. Talk of murders and Senate
investigatrions only add to the malaise. Margo and Dr. Jagger
are fascinating characters, and the rise of the space cult a
very interesting outgrowth of the murders on the station.
Weird story, but I liked it.

"Travellers" by Kaplan was mildly interesting as a me taphot
for life (if I interpreted this correccly). "Stalking" by
Belsheim left me with a few confused impressions, but nothing
more. "Festina Lente" and "Future" by Gott were okay."Driving
West” by Green appears to impute hostility or at least wari-
ness on the part of a landscape--but hey, the West is for
tough people, right?

"On Future History as a Basic SF Form" by Joe Christopher
takes a look at a common form for s-f and/or political com-
mentary (it's difficult to tell which one is winning in some
efforts). I see the discussion is limited to story series
(which lets out such works as Looking Backward, by Bellamy,
as well as various other examples). I didn't realize the
Hells work was connected, but it's easy to see once it's
pcxnted out . I might add the works of Edgar Pangbara (Eill'
The Company of Glory, and Still I Persist in Wondering) as a
connected possible future [history| series as well. I think
there's a lat to be said for both innovation and repetition
in human cultural development. Those who don't study history
are doomed to repeat it, it is said, and I hope the German
government 1is paying attention to this; however, changing
technology and other events bring new wrinkles that start
new spirals.




120

Serfdom was doomed once the Black Plague reduced European popu-
lation levels to two-thirds of their pre-plague levels (supply
and demand works on people, too, when it comes to payment of
the labour force); the Romans had steam power but no reason to
use it when labour was so cheap. In S.M. Stirling's works
(Marching through Georgia, etc.) the Draka have no reason to
develop technology save in war machinery, and thus are blind-
sided by a culture with other objectives. Yes, they theoretical
ly win in Stone Dogs; but the free peoples have the stars, and
the Draka are likely to celehrate their victory over the Earth
by tearing each other apart. There are some cultural impera-
tives likely to persist as long as humans remain recognizably
human: hierarchical structures, however modified by circumstance,
some form of family structure, bureaucracy (however benevolent
in intent), all generally appear in most human societies. Basic
ethical principles do vary quite a bit, but they often remain
for long, long times after the society that launched them has
bitten the dust. Resurgence of archaic forms often takes place
in unsettled, insecure periods of transition (hence the fundies
here, in the Arab world, and in what's left of the Eastern bloc.
Yes, they come in different flavours--Islamic fanatics, Chris-
tian right, and the last of the true Marxists, but their aim is
the same--a return to a simpler world).

"Zombies" by Drake reminds me of when I was working the as-
sembly line at the cherry processing plant for 12 hours at a
whack. Be nice if someone could revive these folk! "The Incubus']
by LaMountain is a nifty horror story on one page, because the
maiden could have driven him away, but didn't out of vanity.

I really enjoyed the article on Leiber by Leiber. I especial
ly liked the discussion of The Big Time, one of my favourite
books (by the way, the song in there is sung to the tune of
"Lili Marlene"--at least that's the tune that works for me).
Justin Leiber's discussion is reminiscent of "The Mandarin's
Butterfly." ([From] the premises of quantum mechanics and chaos
theory, the prospect of really knowing the universe completely
appears to grow dimmer each day--but the bits we've picked up
so far certainly add scope to any would-be writer.

"Jerusalem of My Dream" by Elkin might well have been writ-

ten in the lst century AD as today--and that is part of its
charm. Beauty is in the eye of the beholder, and it's clear
what Elkin sees. "Forced Passage" and "The Trader" by MacKenzie
are short and to the point--sharp vignettes with a drop of blood
at their tips. "Beyond" by Miller speaks of longing for the
exotic--when exotic is simply that which you're not used to.
Rural North America is a dreamland for half the world, you know.

"Passion vs Will" by Townsend is difficult for me to dis-
cuss, what with all the controversy regarding Measure 9 (which
failed, hallelujah!) here in Oregon. Reality battles with dog-
ma in Card's heart--and though dogma always wins, you can tell
Card is not always terribly happy with the victory. Yilful
blindness and malice is something Card is not comfortable with,
yet he's faced with that from his fellow believers, especially
in this area. Oh, Card's a true believer--but sometimes you
can tell it doesn't~sit on his stomach too well.

Jean Lamb

I'11 be pedantic and list three negatives: (1) discrimination against Gays,
(2) constitutional prohibition of such discrimination, (3) nullifying con-
stitutional prohibition of such discrimination. Fans should not confuse

Oregon's rejection of Measure 9 with Colorado's recent passage of an A@end—
ment that's best summarized by item (3). The American Mathematical Society
and the Mathematical Association of America recently cancelled a Denver con-
fab scheduled for '9S, and non-mathematical RQ readers are likewise urged
not to visit Colorado—or at least to spend no money there if they do.

1511 Stewvart St

Oceanside, CA 92054
Hello Riversiders,

Just a quick note to let you know that I received and enjoy-
ed the latest issue of Riverside Quarterly. It got off to a
great start with the picture on the cover and got even better
on the inside. Several [pieces] deserve special mention.

"Harmony" by Jim Harmon was a nice look at the man I consi-
der the best s-f writer that ever lived, Isaac Asimov. "Objects
Are Closer than They Appear" was interesting, but [I] felt like
I vas missing something. Or am I being nit picky? The pictures
that accompanied the story helped a little though I still feel
that whole sections of the story were missing. "On Future His-
tory as a Basic SF Literary Form" by Joe Christopher was inter-
esting and informative. I really enjoyed all the author's dig-
ging and footnoting, and the article showed a lot of hard work
I have read many of the stories cited, but Mr. Christopher real-
ly tied them together in a new way I hadn't seen before.

I really emrjayed the poetry. [For] a frustrated poet it is
always nice to see any puetry, and to see a lot is a real treat.

The rest of the zine was fun to read and well worth the time
spent. The only discordant note in the whole issue was "Passion
vs Will: Homosexuality in Orson Scott Card's Wyrms." As a mem-
ber of the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints (Mormons)

I was not happy to see the Church position on homosexuality
brought into the article. I really do not see why it was neces-|
sary to put that in the article. The LDS Church is no differentff
[from] most other churches in that we see the act of homosexu-
ality as a sin, but we love the sinner and in that we are just
following Paul's admonition in Romans.

Before I close I have to mention how much I enjoyed all the
little cartoons by Ted Harvia that appeared throughout the zine

Adios,
George E. Williams, Jr.

For me, the only missing item in Leonard Orr's story was an
explanation of Margo's "last and fatal trip" back to Earth,
during which (the author tells me) she committed suicide.//
Trouble is, members of the Christian Church are such poor
Christians. (Cf. Jean Lamb's remark on the preceding page
about "wilful blindness and malice.”") Your assertion about
Christians still loving the sinner made me happy--but there
is no love manifested, for example, by Card's statement,
quoted last issue, that Gays "cannot be permitted to remain
as acceptable, equal citizens --which undoubtedly represents
official Mormon opinion.* The Church views homosexuality

as something a person does, whereas biological data (see,e.g.,
Chandler Burr, "Homosexuality and Biology," The Atlantic, May
1993) indicate it's something a person is--in which case the
religious idea of sin makes no sense.

¢ As noted in Jim Kepner's letter, which arrived too late
for publication in this issue, such was nut the view of Mor-
mon founder, Joseph Smith, so "the hatero-conformity of the
Latter Day Saints was a later development.”
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P.0. Box 569
Columbus, MS 39703
Dear Leland--

I'm glad to see the cyberpunk gaining a fothold iq your
magazine. Leonard Orr's "Objects Are Closer... rgafflrmed my
suspicion that there is something inherently tragic in the
best of the cyberpunk school of s-f. As in Aeschylus or quhor
cles, the characters in a well-wrought piece of cyberfiction
seem overwhelmed by forces (fate for the Greeks, technology
for the cyberpunks) over which they have no control. I would
like to point out something though. In his letter (RQ 33,p.62),
Lance Robinson states that

In Western society there seems to be a widespread
belief that mores are persistently becoming more
liberal (or more decadent, depending on one's point
of view). In the literature of the cyberpunk move-
ment...the near-future societies presented tend to
conform to this belief.

Now some have argued that writers such as William Gibson
and Bruce Sterling (the doyens of cyberpunk literature) work
from a far more conservative ideological platform than most
think. For instance, compare Terrence Whalen's comments on
the movement:

Arising out of the general context of Reagan's )
America, cyberpunk celebrates a "hardness FhaF is
both stylistic and ideological...In its depiction
of near-future fashion scenes, renegade technolo-
gies, and multi-national corporate in:r%gue, cy§er—
punk repeatedly invokes the concept of 1nfcr@at10n
to account for the emergeace of post-industrial
society and the simultaneous exhaustion of all
hopes for human enlightenment.

("The Future of a Commodity,” SF Skudies 19 (1992),p.75.)

Actually, I think some kind of compromise pos?c1on can
be reached here. Cyberpunk seems to effect a"synt2e51s between
the "hard" s-f of Niven or Heinlein and the "soft or new w:re
s-f of Ballard or Dick, between ideological conservatism and
a more liberal social policy. The essential tension pro@uci
by this conflation is no doubt responsib%e for che Frltica‘cal
polarities represented above. It is precxsgly this ideo og;
conflict that William Gibson reinterprets in terms that make
so much more sense to the politically apthet:c late 20[: cen-
tury American citizen: not conservat?ve/}xbera}. but rarcher
technology/humanity. Political distxnctxovs disappear in e
cyberpunk altogether, replaced by the qxstxnctxon between c'c
who have informarion (the corporate being) and those who don
(the human being).

Best,

Charles John-Arnold
I can't buy Whalen's thesis--that cyberpgnk rexnterpret: "tgndi:g;e:e;:z;:
cit in an information-driven economy"—since hlg baslc‘ 1Tt1nc Rl betaec
an industrial and an information-based soileCy is meaningless. eference;
Information about what? The author lists "schedules, consumer pi 5 :here'
trade regulations, patent laws, new manufacturing technxqu;s..é e
is no qualitative difference, just a faster exchange of infao abou e
we're doing already: travelling, buying aqd selllng, 1nvent1§g,t:2 g
ing, etc. One might argue there's a quantitative dxffefenCﬁ x: e 1§sced e,
emphasis on "department I," creating "means of produﬁtxon, — eed s e
“computers...office-machines...and other instﬁuments —ay oppost0 fo
périmeﬂt II," the creation of "consumer goods :—thCh I as:um; ki analysis:
éhtos, fridges, etc. But this distinction can t-hear any kin A i
since various "means of production" (like typewriters) are also“hct;:n'Sl g
goods.” I used to have some idea of what cyberpunk does; after a
tiéle I don't even know what it means. B
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412-4 Lisa St.

Brampton, Ontario L6T—4B€
Dear Leland:

It's been over nine months since the death of Isaac Asimov,
and since then I've read reviews saying he couldn't write, he
was a hack, he went for quantity rather than quality, etc. I
haven't believed any of those reviews. Granted, Asimov's clas-
sics are different from those of s-f today, but classics they
were. Dr. A. wrote gn everything because he could research to
fill in whatever gaps there were in his knowledge. He could
speak to everyone, from the general public to literary fans to

Trekfans, on just about any topic, and make {it] clear, conciseq
and entertaining.

The story "Objects Are Closer than They Appear in Mirror"
by Leonard Orr is well-written, but it reminds me of the movie
"Brainstorm," in which the technology used was a neural head-
set attached to a tape player. The tape being played was a
wide silvery tape upon which was recorded the experience of
others, such as skydiving, riding a roller coaster, sexual ex
periences, and others. The experiences on the tape substituted
for the sensory input of the moment, and played directly onto
the brain. The tech in the short story is quite similar to thg
movie, almost to a disturbing extent. The movie goes beyond
this story, however, in outlining the side-effects of this
tape/headset arrangement.

Future history is a fascinating plot device of writers, but
today, an attempt at guessing any future advnces in sclience
may mean the story will wind up classified as fantasy, rather
than s-f. Many modern readers demand that their s-f contain
total fact, which eliminates any scientific speculation, no

matter how educated it is, which eliminates things like matter
transmitters and ansibles.

This issue contains many mentions of death, and evokes
some mention of others. It is a poignant touch that Justin
Leiber's continuing essay on his father's fiction comes after
Fritz's death during the Worldcor wrekend, where it was an-
nouaced over the public address system. I attended the last
convention the senior Leiber attended, Rhinocon in London,
Oncario. There, he looked 111 and tired in his wheelchair, a
shadow of his usual self. One evening, I saw that paramedics
had been called to & room Just up the hall from mine; I later
learned that room was Fritz and Margo's room, and Fritz was
rushed to [the] hospital. This convention was in mid-August,
and early September was Worldcon.

The next mention of dearh is that of Australian fan Roger
Weddall. After some years of on-off correspondence, Roger and
I met for the first time at Magicon, in his capacity as DIIFF
winner. Not long after Worldcon, I'd heard about his death,
and was unhappily able to confirm it with Mike Glver. Worldcon

was his last crip, and he had informed few people about his
losing battle with cancer.

In the letcter column,

both my last name and address are
wrong. I'm sure it was

Just a typo, but getting people to spell
Penney with that second ¢ has been precty difficult. Penny is
the English spelling, and Penney is the Welsh.

Lolugels Lloyd Penney

The transition to virtual reality (sometimes called "cyberspace”)f
involves much more than just a set of headphones--which is why Orr's story
possesses credibility lacking in the movie.//If a story 1s s-f when written
1t remains so even when outdated by later technology.// My apology for the
wis-spelling, but now you know how Isaac Asimov felt when an extra "s" was

inserted into his last name (or your editor, when an extra "h" is inserted
into his).
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P.0. Box 1350 Germantown
MD 20875
Dear Leland,

Jim Harmon's remembrance of Isaac Asimov in your August is-
sue (as well as other remembrances of Asimov published else-
where) only enforces my feeling that only a very few peop}e
really knew the man. To the rest of us, he was just a carica-
ture: Asimov the workaholic, Asimov the human encyclopedia,
Asimov the lady's man, etc. It's ironic that only now, after
his death, with the publication of these various remembrances,
that we're finding out more about the human side of the man.

Besrct,
Dick Lynch

Let's just say that the totality of all Fhese outlines (or
caricatures, if you like) is what's required to put together
the entire individual. There are always pieces missing, but
I think Harmon's reconstruction -- if not the longest -- was
the most complete.

27 Borough Rd, Kingston on Thames

Surrey KT2-6BD, Great Brirtain
Dear Leland.

As usual, a nicely produced issue and I especially admired
the illustrations by Ted Harvia.

1 enjoyed Harmon on Asimov. I've always regaded Asimov as
a better science writer than s-f author. In particular, his
science books for children were in a class of their own.

Leonard Orr's story was superior, with echoes of Ballard.

Anything on Fritz Leiber is welcome. I recently read "The
Sinful Ones," having missed it first time around. A fine fan-
tasy, spoilt by having pulp-style sex dragged into it.

Orson Scott Card is not one of my favourite writers but I
might now take a look at Wvrms, a book I have on the shelf, as
yet unread (along with a lot of others; time doesn't seem to
stretch the way it used to ).

Your cover reminds me of a Victorian painting popular as a
print many years ago in this country; it may have been called
"Raleigh's Boyhood." I wonder if your artist used this as a
snodel.

Your poems are so serious. How about a limerick sometimes?
Asimov wasn't above writing them, so why should your poets be?
Asimov was also a fan of the Gilbert and Sullivan operas--and
Gilbert wrote a lot of his stanzas in the form. I like Ogden
Nash and whoever it was [that] wrote archy.

Yours for more humorous verse.
Sidney J. Bounds
Let's face it: Asimov wrote doggerel because that's the only
thing he could write. (Poetry just wasn't among the good doc-
tor's many talents.) There's no comparison to Ogden Nash‘or
Don Marquis, who despite the irregular metre were bona fide
poets.
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23629 Woodfield Rd

Gaithersburg, MD 20882
Dear Leland,

Ah, yet another bubblegum coloured zine cover--glad to see
such "tasty" colours up these days. The font is attractive
but tends toward becoming solid black at the sizes 'you used.
My personal choice would be upper and lower case--not all up-
per case, but this is personal choice!

After two glances through, several things popped out visu-
ally--Ted Harvia's cartoons, Cathy Buburuz' pieces on pages
42, 50, 52, and Kevin Duncan's piece on page 55--all these
seemed to have the open space needed to appeal to me in the
size you use. I'm not saying that [the] other artwork isn't
good, just that these pieces really appealed to me. One or two
pieces T would have oriented in other directions, but..

It doesn’'t look as if my style of art would fit in RQ--
but I am willing to give it a try if you have some ideas--
especially for on-going (continuing) column titles—--if you are
interested, let me know.
Thanks for RQ,
Sheryl Birkhead

As a result of her inquiry, Sheryl received from your editor
a letter that went something like this: "How would you like to
be Art Editor of RQ? Lots of work, no pay, plus bad-mouthing

from fans who don't like your style? In short, an offer you
can't refuse!"

415 Landings Blvd
Inverness, EL 34450

Dear Sapiro,

The article by Justin Leiber on his father's work surprised
me [due] to his mentioning of his cocaine use. He's lucky;
most of the people I know who used it are either dead or in
prison. The remark brought to mind an event that happened a
few years ago in a fanzine. A fan, writing an article about
Gordon Dickson, praised his past use of "recreational chemi-
cals." Gordon almost sued the guy, and the writer had to spend
the next two i1ssues exampling and apologizing. In fact, this
is only the third writer I read that wrote about his drug use
(rhe first being Thomas Hunter, "the Gonzo Journalisc," and
the secous, a rather rambling article in an old issue of
Tzzard).

I would like to keep writing more to you and your zine,
but my writing style seems juvenile and stilted next to(that
of] your other contributors.

Sincerely,
Elizabeth Osborne

Your style looks okay to me. but if you think you can improve
it the only way is to keep on writing:
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WAHF (in nearly alphabetic order)--

Robert Blocin (2111 Sunset Crest Dr., Los Angeles, CA 90046),
who found Justin Leiber's article "both perceptive and sad-
dening. This has been a year of loss to the field--let's
hope '93 will be better."

Paul DiFilippo (2 Poplar St, Providence, RI 02906), with "fond§
memories from years ago of perusing Don D'Ammassa's copies of
your zine ...You seem to be keeping up your high standards--I
particularly enjoyed Justin Leiber's piece.”

Lee Hoffman (3290 Sunrise Trail NW, Port Charlotte, FL 33952),
who regrets her inability to respond more frequently. "It is
simply that since my health has begun to deteriorate, I have
become really rotten about letrer writing. RQ is one of the
harder ones to make comments on. It is one of the classier
zines that I've received and I lack the expertise to make
erudite observations about most of the contents."

Rhodi James (25 Wycliffe Rd., Cambridge CB1-3JD, Great Britain)
with the confession that "I'm afraid RQ is a bit literary for
me. I did enjoy the articles, but the fiction and poetry lefr
me cold."

Lyn McConchie (Farside Farm, R.D. Norsewood, New Zealand), who
sent cash for a back copy of RQ#31, with its article by Pat
Hodgell. "As one who has read and loved her two books, and
also managed to obtain a couple of the short stories, I am
interested in seeing this other work."

Dave Panchyk (9022-92 St., Edmonton, Alberta T6C-3R2) whose
"level of involvement in fandom has dropped off to such a
point that faneds would be best served by dropping me from
their lists."”

Gloria McMillan (428 E. Adams St, Tucson, AZ 85705), who lacks
"time for fanac" owing to her activitywith "several peace
groups in ex-Yugoslav republics." Gloria send a list of va-
rious U.S. groups working to end the war, so I'll repeat what
I think is the most important one: Balkan War Resource Group,
c/o War Resisters League, 339 Lafayette St, NY, NY 10012.

Andy Robson (c/o Xrax Magazine, 63 Dixon Lane, Leeds LS12-4RR,
Great Britain)who "didn't like the book critiques--I prefer not
to be given a plethora of character interpretations (especial-
ly if T might want to read the book later)--but that's a per-
sonal bugbear (I never like lit. crict.). Triburtes, memoirs,
reports--all good stuff. So it's a nice mixture--I like its
wallet-size format. "

Lisa Thomas (1672 Bruce, Henderson, KY 42420), with a "hope to
see more of the Yugoslavian correspondent and [a] hope that he
makes it through his country's troubles."”

Jeffrey Zable (1327 17th Ave, San Francisco, CA 94122), with
an appreciation for the poetry,"“The Sleepers,' 'Becoming Lov-
ers,' 'Zombies'--good stuff."

Enninder Krause (c/o Jack Ruby Slipperg 1800 Market St#258,
San Francisco, CA 94102), who "read it front to back even
though s-f is not a strong interest 4ia my life. I passed it on
to an insanely talented fan so that it would not rest without
referentiality."”

PRAYERS OF STEEL, Poctic prose by Misha.
pens by Fezret, ISBN: 1-877655-00-7. $5 ppd.

THE MAGIC DEER, three siones of magic
realism with Native American themes be Conger
Beasley, Jr., llustrated by Richard Schindler. ISBN:
1-877655-01-5. $5 ppd.

LIFTING, six short stories by Mark Rich,
illustrations by Gregorio Montejo Wimmer of
1991 Council of Wisconsin Wniers Fiction Award.
ISBN: 1-877655-02-3. $7.95 ppd.

THE LIQUID RETREATS. shan ficuon by

“Dumars’ gritty. dreamy stories reflect the human
condition we've come to anticipate in her poetry. *

-Kathleen Jurgens, Editor
THIN ICE

Art by Helen Shoenfeld

PANGAEA is the sixth publication in the
Wordcraft Speculative Writers Series. Nine short
stonics, 96 pgs.. perfectbound, 5 172 X 8 172, two-
color glossy cover ISBN: 1-877655-08-2. First
publicauon: Spring 1993, limited edition of 250
copics.
Dircct orders are $7.95 ppd. Bookstores: 40%
discount plus postage. Distnibutors: (orders of § or
more - may be mixed order with other Wordcraft or
Jazz Police books) 50% discount. Foreign orders
pleasc add $2. 00 for first copy and $ 75 for each
additional copy for postage.

Shont Ficuon  $7.95

ISBN: 1-877655-08-2

FORTHCOMING:

THE SEVENTH DAY AND AFTER, shon
fiction by Don Webb with antwark by Roman Scolt.

JAZZ POLICE BOOKS

HOUSE ON FIRE. poetry and collage by David
M Includes 1990 Rhysling Award winning

Todd Mecklem and Jonathan Falk_ 1) ions by
Roman Scoit. ISBN: 1-K77655-03-1 $7.95 ppd

OCEAN OF GLASS AND FIRE, cight shon
stones by Rob Hollis Miller. Antwork bv Mark
Bilokur. ISBN 1-877655-04-X. $7 95 ppd

WORDCRAFT
SPECULATIVE
WRITERS
SERIES

long poem ISBN: 1-877655-06-6 (irade paper).
$9 ppd. ISBN: 1-877655-074 (hardcover A-Z
limited edition) $20 ppd.

Forthcoming: INVISIBLE MACHINES. poctry
collaborauons by Roben Frazier and Andrew Joron,
anwork by Thomas Wiloch.
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