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"Late again, eh, Mr. Geis3"

"Yes, well...I have a lot of good ex=-
cuses, thoughe. I had this book I had to
. finish, and then my stepfather died in
Portland and I went up for the funeral and
stayed eight days helping my mother through
the Bad Time, and---"

"Yes, I kmow, I know. And I suppose
the zine is running longer than you had
planned again."

"How did you guess?"

"I'm psychic! Listen, patient, I've
had it with you dragging in here days,
weeks latel I'm feeling viocious tonight,
so be wernedi"

"Hey, as a psychiatrist, you're not
supposed to---"

"SILENCE! Get up on that couchi I
. expect you're readying excuses for your
next late .issue.”

"If I answer honestly you'll---"

"TELL MBEL"

"All right... I never heard of a
psychiatrist who browbeat his most loyal
patient lille you... 1ell, now that you
mention the likelihood of being late with
PSY #25... See, I have a book to finish,
ande=-=-"

"BUT YOU JUST SAID YOU FINISHED ITt"

"That was "The Love Tribo." This new
one is called "The Left Side of Love" and
its deadline is ldarch 20th and I'll never
make that, not in a million..."

"Stop blubberingt Ghodt
put up with you?"

"jetre trapped inside the same skull."

"Bosides that, I mean.’

(Snickering)

"Go ahoad, then, start making your
announcements. I'll just sit here, long
suffering, and draw dirty pictures.”

"Oh...okay. As you can see, this is
the ROTSLER APPRECIATION ISSUE, which is
about time, I feol, since the man has becn
drawing for fanzines for as long as I can
remember and fandom obviously takes him too
much for grantod."

"That's truel He always obliges fan-
eds who write to him for illos and covers."

"Certainly he helped me when I wrote
and asked. So I just thought---" —

Thy do I
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A‘ W Where the editor rambles on end on
J | S J .

"Get on with it, Ggisi" .
"---1 thought I'd suggest him for
a Best Fan Artist Award this year.

Ghod knows he earned one years ago.

It's about time---"

"Hey, what if he's already been
given an award? T¥here doss that leave
you?"

"Still grateful and...ignorant.
And besides, if he's got one...he de-
serves another onet If he hasn't got
one .. .~ROTSLER FOR FAN ARTIST OF THE
YEARL"

"STOP THAT SHCUTING! YOU'LL WAKE
UP---you '11 wake up the monster in the
basement."

"You've been shouting as much as
I havel Besides, he hasn't done any-.
thing in years."

"Because we keep him pacified,
idiott If we stopped---"

"Let me talk, will you? I've got
all kinds of things to discuss."

"Fanodst"

"Yeg, I'm a faned and proud of it
Did you know a faned crossed the Dela-
ware with Columbus? Did you know the
first faned was a caveman who published
on slabs of rock? True. And---"

"You want a clop on the jaw, is
that what you want? - Get on with iti("

"Mrummbble. .. dirty razzerbasscese
Alrightl 1 have to amnounce that there
are no more PSYCIOTIC 23s available.
But I do have some of ;21 and ;#22."

"ATl fandom is thrilledi"

"You've always hated me, haven't
you? Alright---I'll continuei 1I'd
just like to mention that Fritz Leiber's
up-coming GALAXY serial, "A Specter Is
llaunting Texas" sounds like it's going
to be a zinger, a roal great onael"

"o says?"
"He says! Iir. Leiberl He lives
only a block and a half away. You

ought to go sea him sometime."
"Can't, I'm a hermit, remember?"
"Oh, yes. /6 both are. 1'fell,
anywoy, the serial will be in the July,
August and September issues of GALAXY,
and enything by Fritz Leiber I've got



.to read."

"Personally, I like---"

"Time now to discuss Earl Evers' "4
Primer For Heads" which starts in this
issue of PSY. Rick Sneary has put pen
to thoughts which perhaps are shared by
a number of other fans, so I'll read
them aloud and we'll argue. Okay?"

"Read!"

"Rick says: 'A thought on policy
matters.. You announce an articls on
drugs by Evers. A subject of interest
to a number of fans and frequently :
brought up in fanzines.. But seeing you
obviously havo: no shortage of material
or willing writers, and you have suggest-
ed the opinion that Psy is something of
a service to Fandom (which at its current
rate it certainly will be), wouldn't it
be better to hold to topics of greatest
relevance to the professional science
fiction world and active Fandom? (I'm
not suggesting that you not use the Evers
article, but talking about future policy)
You would not want of course to addopt
to hard a line as to what you would or
would not use, but as a very likely meet-
ing place for the Secret Masters of Fan-
don, Inc., if you editorially leaned your
blue pencil to favor material efecting
events and opinions in Fandom.'"

"Your first impulse was to tell him
to mind his own business, wasn't it?"

"Nope. I'm flattered he has taken

an interest in PSY, and I welcome suggest~-

lons. 1I've adopted a few already, like
numbering the. pages and doing one or two
long reviews of specicl fanzines."

"How about the fanswho suggest you
go fuck yourself?"

"Well...sometimes I wish I could. It
would make my hermit's lifs more comr-
plete."

"You've got mat"

"Yes, my trusty right hand..."

"Very funnyl. What the hell are you
going to say to Rick?"

"I'm going to say, Rick, go f---
No. Ha-ha. Seriously, I'm publishing
"A Primer For Heads" because it is the
straight goods about drugs and I believe
the material is extremely valuable to
anyone who is a writer, or intends to be
a writer, and this applies to sf writers,
too, since there is something called
psychedelic s-f, and an understanding of
psychedelic drugs is vital and almost
mandatory since any number of s-f novels
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can and will be writien in which these drugs
influence future societies and individuals."

"You got lost in that sentence, didn't
you?" '

"A 1little bit. But you know what I
mean. And if there are any fans who are
thinking of trying pot or LSD. reading Evers
will be a benefit, if only to wipe out any
romantic illusions and stories they've heard.
It should be remembered, however, that Earl
is "pro-drug". His attitude comes out in
little ways, and is natural, but it doesn't
intorfere with his objectivity and truthful-
ness."

"Your eyes are still alive.
more to say."

"Cynic! Pseudo-psychiatrist: Yes, I
think "A Primer For Hoads" is highly relevant
%o fandom today, and more so to s-f prodom
today. For instance, I wrote a book called
SEX TURNED ON and sent & copy to Earl for his
opinion. He properly chewed me out for writ-
ing about LSD badly, out of partial ignor-’
ance. Then he sent me his "Heads" articla.
Since reading it I have written another book
in which I describe an acid trip, and this
time, as a result of utilizing what I learned
from Evers' article, I did a 300% better job
oAt

"You sound like a testimoniali"

"All I'm saying is that Evers' article
gives information I've hever seen in news-
paper or magazine articles, .or even books."

"Alright, you've made your point. But
I wouldn't touch LSD on a bet."

A "I'd like to try it once, under the
right conditions, provided it was legal
again. Same with pot. Out of curiosity and
for thoe exporience."

"Uhhuh. So I suppose... What is the
first installment of his article about?"
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"I suppose that mikes this issue of P3Y
the hash-ish." .

"AAAARRRRGGH! You had to, didn't you3"

"Carefull---get back on your stool!
Watch it--- Oh, fine! My dirty drawings
fell dovm into the grating. If the monster
sees them..."

You have

"He's asleop. You---"
"URRRRRR...."

"He's awake!l"
"00000..."

"Get the trank gun:"
"WANT...¥/OMAN.. ."

"Here, you shoot.
"WANT. . GIRIsE. s
"He keops moving around down there..."

I'm a lousy shot."



"WANT .. < MAN.. ;"

"Shoott"

"MJANT ... ANYTHINGL"

Pow

TORHL"

"Now he’'ll keep quiet."

it And Andy Porter doesn't think

/e hope'!
you can be serious in this formatt If that

monster down there ever gets loose... That's
plenty serioust"
"If fandom only knew who he is..."
"Alright, Geis, settle down! His name

must never be revealed. You know that! The
seandol st s

"Yes, okay, I'll change the subject. It
looks like Harlan Ellison won't be in this
issuz of PSY. Too busy, I expect, like me.
Hopefully "A Voice From The Styx" will be
back noxt issue."

"Well, you have a column by Ted White
to go into the next issue, too, don't you?"

"Yop. Looks like number 25 will be a
good'un."

"Stop smirking! It hate patients who
smirk with self-satisfaction.
do if you couldn't get anyone to write for
T kpdog

"Cry a lot. No, I'd simply run this
oditorial section, book reviews, fanzine
reviews, a reprint, the letters..."

"That if nobody wrote letters?"

"Sadist! I'd join an apa and never bs
heard of again."

"If I'm a sadist, Geis, you're a maso-

chist. You do insist on watching STAR TREK,
don't you?"
"Yeah... The March lst episode was anoth-

er of those awful thou-shalt-not-interfere-
with-a-planet's-development plots. I swear

to Ghod, whenever the show is set on a planet

with "natives" it is lousey! LOUSEYL"

"And this one---"

"THIS WAS THE MOST INCREDIBLE HASH---"

“"URRRER..."

"Be quieti"

"---hash of tripe... I can accept a few
similarities in:a planet's social develop-
ment with our own, when the natives are
spparently 99.99% human and the planet is
99.997% Earthlike, but to carry it to the
point of ridiculousness! To assert that
parallel development could match ours to the

point where the natives had a history exactly

matching ours DOWN TO THE SAME "AMERICAN"

FLAG, THE SAME CONSTITUTION,- WORD FCR 1/CRD!--"

"Keep your voice dovmi"
"I broke out .laughing when that old flag
was carried in. Then I sneered when Kirk

t/hat would you

went into his stirring patriotic speech. I
wanted to puke! My God, is STAR TREK being
aimed at the LOST IN SPACE audience now?"

"You need a trank, Geis."

"T need some hope that next season STAR
TREK isn't going to continue to be a juven=-
ile show! I do not want to see a tv version
of PLANET STORTES:"

"There's hope. The show was renewed."

"I don't know. I said it before and
I'll sey it again---when the episode 1is
set on the Enterprise the show is usually
good. Vhen Kirk, Spock, et.al. beam down
to a planet and the story is worked out
dovn there it inevitably is terrible. With
few exceptions, terrible."

You have strong feelings on this matter,
don't you?"

"Damn right. I feel betrayed. And to
think that Roddenberry himself wrote that
March I crapl Afhh, God..."

"Here, take this sleeping pill. You

. nead a rest,"

"Thanks. I am wrought up."

"I suggest vie end this session now."

"But...bélow,..we're only on line 261"

A IS MR ) T, 5

"But I wanted to say...about all the
fanzines I've got to review..."

"Next issue you'll deveote much more
space to fanzine reviews, right?"

"Yes...because I don't normally write
letters of commont and my reviews are my
substitute for locs, and I know how much
time, energy and monoy goes into a fanzine,
so I feel guilty as hell if I don't at least
review every zine I receive..."

"Go to sleep, Geis."

"Ummmees.."”

"Sleep..."
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by
NORMAN
o P INHHL

In SCIENCE FICTION TIMES and lator
in a Nycon dobate vith Fred RO
tried with might and main to turn fan-
dom onto why and how scionce fiction
is destroying and castrating its bost
vritors and lo! my lament fell upon
willfully deaf ocars. So, once more in-
to the breach:

This time around, I will concen-
trate on fear and censorship, a gristly
enough tale for the nonce. Jooz folks,
if T am not the sf writer who has suff-
ored most from the taboos and tired
blood in the editorial and publishing
end of the field, then those other guys
must be ready for the funny farm.

Item: Neutral Ground, a story of mine %hat appeared in the November 1966 F&SF.
What is coming to be called "psychedslic sf", of which I have been told Phil Dick
and myself (with emphasis on Dick) have been the carliest proponents. This story
was bought by the same oditor at the same mazazine who a yoar earlier had rejected
it on the grounds that "vwe don't do psychedelic stories." Vhat clearer indication
that a specific taboo once existed could be possible? The fact that this particul-
ar taboo has now been eliminatod at least at onc magazine is one for the side of
the angpls.

Item: THE MEN IN THE JUNGLE, a novel of mine published by Doubleday in
Harch 1967 which sunk into oblivion in record time. I will not attempt
to deflend the quality of the book---it got a good review in SCIEICE
FICTION TIMES, a good review on somo obscure radio program, an equivocal
review in NEVW WORLDS, the kind of review writers have wet dreams about
in LIBRARY JOURNAL and was nominated for a Iebula.

Now whether this was a good book or a bad book the above should
indicate that it was an important enough book to be reviewed in the
American prozines, for the purpose of panning, if nothing else.

Hell, virtually all hardcover sf novels get reviewed in the prozines.
But THE IEN IN TIE JUNGLE was studiously ignored.

=IO =

Why? The novel was a treat-
ment of a conventional sf thems:

guerilla warfare. But the treat-
_ ment was not conventional; ihe
1 book was written out of a deep
- I 1 concern with Viet lNam and unlike
7



most sf novels about wars (and wow, think how many sf novols are about war!) JUNGLE
did not treat the killing of human beings as fun and games. It was an attompt to ren-
der the reality of war, and the reality of war is bloody, gory and disgusting. War,
as one of the characters says, is nothing but a series of individual murders. So the
book was put dovn (or ignored which is the same thing) as gory, violent, and disgust-
ing. Iliany, many sf novels exploit war-as-fun-and-games (after all, only BEMs, or at
worst gooks are dying) so a book that tells it like it is is a danger to those who
pender to the pornography of death, which includes all too many sf writers. Immoral
(war as fun and games) sf novels are safe; a moral book about war must be gory, viol=-
ent and disgusting and must be quickly swept under the rug. Even panning such a book
would call attention to its existence, so that too must be avoided. Also, the book
treated the relationship of love, sex and the power-urge and depicted an act of fel-
latio as an act of love. I realize that such a statement about one's work is an in-
vitation to be stomped upon by the people I em calling out and I welcome attacks on
IEN IN THE JUNGLE from all quarters. Let the people who have ignored it on the pre-
tense that it was too lousey a
book to review prove that this
is their real reason for not
reviewing it by panning the hell
out of it. Silence on the sub-
ject is only an admission of
fear.

Item: BUG JACK BARRON, my
latest novel, done under con-
tract to Doubleday and reject-
ed on completion with cries of
horror. So far, the only pub-
lishers with balls to touch it
have been NEW WORLDS, now
serializing it uncut and un-
censored (Praise be to Mike
lMoorcock!) in England and Pan-
ther Books, a British paperback
house ready to publish a paper-
back edition as soon as a hard-
cover edition (which Panther
feels the book must have) comes
out.

American publishers have
avoided it like the plague so
far (though admittedly I have
been trying only top houses).
Yot at the last Milford SF
Iriters Conference, 20 or so
sf vriters considered it the
most important sf novel in
years.

BARRON deals with virtually
all the agonies of present and near-future American society---black pover, the hippy
movement, show biz in politics, race, television as a political force, image vs. real-
ity, etec.---and makes no compromises either in content or style. To those with that
bent of mind, I admit it can be considered a very, very dirty book. And this book,
like JUNGLE but more so, is something the conventional sf publishing establishment
will not touch with tho proverbial ten-foot pole. _

But this is not a discussion of my work. I use these two novels and the short
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story as concroto illustrations of the basic taboo in scionce fiction, the most de-
belitating, pernicious and intellectually castrating taboo possible: a taboo against
any work that treats a tasic existential and/or morally ambiguous issue with relevance
to current realities in an uncompromising, up-front and realistic mamner.

The science fiction writer who wants success, acclaim and egoboo from within the
sf field had better not write anything dangerous.

4nd I am not being paranoid. It is reasonably well-known in pro circles that I
have defended the editor at Doubleday who rejected BUG JACK BARRON from writers (and
to writers) who have read the book and thought he was crazy. Because the fault is
not with any particular editor, or editors in general, or even publishers but with
those nebulous circles who make the narketing decisions and have defined science
fiction in terms of what kind of "package" can be sold and how and to whom.

Back to MEN IN THE JUNGLE as a horrible example . Doubleday, the only hardcover
house with a regular sf line, spends next to nothing publicizing its science fiction
titles. DBy granting only modest advances, selling book club rights to its own fcience
Fiction Book Club (an article in itself), taking half the paperback money and spend-
ing nothing on publicity, Doubleday can make a profit on a hardcover sf novel that
sells around 3000 copies---but things bein what they are, this means that the major=
ity of sales must be to libraries.

So, for openers, hardcover sf is pre-censored by the attitudes of librarians.
THE MEN IN THE JUNGLE could not have gotten a better review in Library Journal (the
Bible of librarians) if I had written it myself---yet its library sales record was
disastrous. Why?

Because in many libraries all sf is stuck in the Jjuvenile department, both on
the shelves and in the minds of the librarians. Adult treatment of war and sex and
love in the juvenile depariment? Forget it, say the sweet little old ladies, no mat-
ter what Library Journal says!

This, in the eyes of everyone concerned except the actual readers---librarians,
publishing executives, bool: salesmen---hardcover sf is treated as Juvenile fiction.
Any science fiction that these people feel is unfit for the Tender Minds of the Young
(who of courss arc tan times hipper than their elders dare imagine) will not see hard-
covers or will be prodoomod to financial disaster. Bsecause the young must not be ex-
posed to anything dangerous---meaning gnything that vill really set them thinking on
independent paths, consciousness expanding, psychedelic, in the original sense. And
no art form is as consciousness expanding as all-out, tell-it-like-it-is science
fiction.

This samo psychology operates in the sf magazine field. Fred Pohl, the dominant

figure in the prozine field said it up front in a letter to Harlan Ellison explaining
why he was deleting the phrases "douche bag" and "built in the privates like an ape"
from Harlan's story I Have No liouth And I Must Scream, which first appeared in IF.
Fred said (I paraphrase, but 1 paraphrasc accurately) that the mothers of the adoles-
cents who read his mags would be horrified to discover such leanguage in their child-
rén's reading-matter and would forbid the little darlings to bring IF or GALAXY into
the house. Thus, the leading magazine editor has openly admitted that his magazines
are not only sianted for what he imagines to be adolescent tastes, but worse, are
censored to:conform to what he imagines to be the standards that parents apply to
their children's reading matter.

Paperback books? I was once told by the publisher of my first novel, THE SOLAR-
IANS, that the book was fine, nothing should be changed---only it had to be 10,000

words longer and the name of the hero (the story takes place in the far future and the
(@}



hero has nevar even seen Earth) had

R to be changed from Jan Palacoi to
PN \ something more "£ll-pmerican" (direct
t quote). I manfully resisted the im-

pulse to send them a long list of
= great football playcrs with Polish
A (W \ names and let them pick their own
}( '( Py "All-American".

\

: 0 : In the paperback sf field, the
t S package is all important. Paperback
,‘./ houses will take a novel that has sold
badly and change the title and cover
\ illustration (or sometimes only the
illustration) and reissue the thing
in a "new package". Sturgeon's SOME
OF YOUR BLOOD, strictly a mainstroam
novel with no sf, fantasy or mystery
elements, has been published in two
different editions: in & science fic-
tion "package" and a mystery "package",
though both packages are essentially
lies.

What I am saying, friends (if I
have any left by now) is that in the
eyes of the majority of publishers,
editors and hucksters in the fiseld,
science fiction is something to be
written for children. No...it's

worse than that: science fiction is something to be written to satisfy what so-called
adults imagine to be the tastes of children.

What does this do to writers? Those who can cut it in that big world out there
---like Bradbury and Vonnegut---leave whilo still in possession of the contents of
their scrotums. Others are sufficiently anesthetized by the novocaine or in-group
egoboo that they submit to the castrator's knife. There are those who romain men and
remain within the field and so the best they can within the limitations and suffer
nothing worse than broken hearts.

So why am;I writing a thing like this in a fanzine of all places? Good friends
have told me that I'm a masochistic madman, that I'm alienating myself from the Powers
That Be, slitting my own throat, destroying my livelihood and career. Good friends
who don't read sf ask me why I continue to write that crap.

I'm a writer. Good or bad, I consider myself an artist and I don't blush at the
word. An artist's dedication, if he is to be something more than a whore, must be to
the truth as he sees it. Period. Nothing less. Speaking the truth is not always
easy, painless, or self-serving. It 1s merely necessary.

fnd I am .not alone, though I lilke to flatter mysolf that that fact is irrelevant.
I continue to write science fiction because I consider it the only valid art-form for
dealing with the ethos, issues, yes the soul of a civilization whose only constant is
change. Our civilization needs adult science fiction. Leaving the field is a cop-out
on that need. Staying within the field but remaining silent is also a cop-out. A wri-
ter, a man, who has copped-out is a cipher.

1O



£nd porhaps the answer, my friends, is blowing in the wind. Ve have a Mike Moor-
cock who has poured his hoart and energiss and money into NEW WORLDS and shown us vhat
an adult science fiction magazine can be. ' have Harlan Ellison and DANGEROUS VIS-
IONS, another total committment to total writing within the sf field. Ve have a spir-
it that was kindled at the 1967 Milford Conference that must not be allowed to dis.

Sad to say, we havo little elsa but silence.

So maybe this is aimed more at the pros than the fans---though perhaps it is
time the fans got bugged at being treated as children---someone, perhaps one of the
least of you in terms of present stature, someone with something to lose, has stood
up and szid-aloud vihat tho bost of us havo always known but perhaps only faced in the morn-
ing chill of the shaving mirror: we have been less than we were meant to be.

liho among you would accept that as an epitaph?

-

The subscription address of NEW WORLDS is 11 Goodge St., London W.l, Eng.
$7.00 per year.
GET IT!

My stomach is an animal
i That's used to being fed.
it It prowls around inside of me
i And rumbles at my head.

My. head'!'s 4 bitter, bloated bird
That's perched upon my shoulder.
It peers about with beady eyes
And keeps on growing older.

—-Rick Norwood_
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5 They would then haveea better idea of how fine the book is
and how good a writer is Herbert.
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DUNE By Frank Herbert-~--Ace Book N-3, 95¢. Available from Ace Books,
Inc., 1120 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10036. 95¢ plus 5¢
handling fee.

It seems that articulate readers of DUNE fall into two broad cate-
gories; those who hate it, couldn't finish it, consider it boring...and
those who liled it, but---

Considering this, I wonder how it managed to win the Hugo and Neb-
ula awards in its:year.

Yes, the book has faults. It is flaweds’ But flawed es a diamond
can be, and: still be.magnificént.and valuable. DUNE is science fiction
of the highest order.

Ted White (see his comments in the letter section) feeols the book
is ovorly portentious in the beginning and does not like the long in-
torior monologs. Others have different complaints.

I didn't like the many "visions" of the future by Paul lMaud'Dib
which sesmed to help him not a bit because certain highly critical
periods in the future were "hidden". His godhood seemed to require
this psi power, but it couldn't be allowed to kill suspense or meke
victory tooeasy for him.

Of course the basic theme of DUNE is paranoia; the persecuted,
hounded superman evontually triumphs ovor everyone and everything. He
becomes a god in his own time.

I say this not as a put-down. Some of the finest science fiction
is in this bag and it will continue to be written as long as science
fiction exists. The superman is a major element in science fiction,
and vhile it may occasionally go into a decline as other themes come
into greater popularity it will always be with us and always provide
writers with the raw material for oxcellent stories and books.

I enjoyed DUNE very much, from the beginning to the end, and was
sorry it ended, an emotion I don't often feel, since I rarely find books
this good. :

DUNE is powerful, convincing, and because of its depth and length,
leaves an enduring memory. The book can absorb a reader if he is in
tune with it---if the theme and treatment pushes his buttons and rings
them bells.

As & writer whose longest beok has been 62,000 words the size of DUNE

and the organization and preparation that must have gone into it
smply staggers me. As I read it I was aware of the vast amount of
dsail Herbert had to have in his mind. He must have had to immerse
himsolf in the book so totally in order to write it, in order to
keep things straight, that I'm mildly astonished he managed

Y M to stay married.
E V\[b : DUNE is a tremendous job very well done.

I wish those who put it down would try to complete as
vast and difficult a book themselves and do as good a job.

'riting a big book requires more than stringing - out
extra sentences and padding plot for a quarter million vords.

l f{ On the level of a book of DUNE's size and complexity it be-

comes a matter of LIVING the bock for months and months and
months, day and night. Everything else must be submerged,
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ignored, and put aside.

I think DUNE will stand for a long, long time. Generations of fans, and non-fans
who discover it in libraries, will read and enjoy it. And I'm sure Frank Herbert will
earn a lot of money down through the years in royalties. He deserves every ocent.

THE SEED By Dan Thomas----Ballantine, U6115, 75¢. Available from Dept. CS, Ballantine
Books, 101 Fifth Ave., New York, NY 10003. 75¢ plus 5¢ a copy postage.

But, Iliss Ballantine, ma‘am, it ain't science fictioni Tell, there are a couple
pages at the end of the book that qualify, bardly, but until then it is a stodgily
written excursion into the byways of present-day psi and psychic.

Aaron Penfold wanted the ultimate answer---the reason for man's existence. Pen-
fold was a distorted genius. He began foeding all of man's knowledge and ‘experience
into a huge bank of government oomputors, encountered obstruction from his superiors,
had trouble with his wife, was sent on "vacation", resorted to crime...and consorted
with all kinds of weird fringe types to gain his data, his patterns of repetition...

At last he had the last bit of information, he broke into the computor building
at the beginning of a long weekend and used the machines non-stop.

He got his enswer. And was found in a state of total withdrawal. Catatonic, I
presume.

Dan Thomas has strung out a short story idea to novel length and done it badly.
It wasn't worth the effort. The ultimate answer? It's given. It's in those last few
pages I mentioned at the beginning of this review. But it isn't worth reading the book
through to get.

THE EINSTEIN INTERSECTION By Samuel R. Delany----Ace Book F-427, 40¢. Available from
Ace Books, Inc., (Dept. MM) 1120 Avenue of the
Americas, New York, NY. 10036. 40¢ plus 5¢
handling fee.

Samuel Dglany has written a fine book.
THE EINSTEIN INTERSECTION seems too "scientific"
a title for a book of poatic science fiction,
but it doesn't matter.

Lo Lobey and his friends are genuinely
"different", and their differentness is shown
to the reader in beautifully described scenes
and bits of business.

I would have likod to have learned more
about the social structure and past history
of this future world of mutants. Mutants
seems too harsh a word for Lobey, Dove, Friza,
Green-eye...even Kid Death. But if Delany
had paused to detail his creation it might
have distorted the book's structure and pace.

This is a poetic book. Fragile, in a
way, and demanding of the reader because it
is deliberately obscure. It is a recounting
of the Orpheus myth, and more, and perheps
less. Can a copy be as good as the original?
It is more, because the alisn-ness of the
future and the people are a bonus that sustains
the book and givesit vitality.

One complaint: the quotes from Isadore
Ducasse, Genet, de Sade, Samuel Greenburg,
etc. and from the author's journal used as
chapter headings give off a faint aroma of
"artiness" and affectation.
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BT e 0 S STUFF-E

At tho Fanoclast Now Yoar's party, rich brown and I wore discussing which old-
time fanzines could mako a similar come-back right now; rich folt that QUANDRY, PEON,
and CONFUSION could casily do it. Vo got onto tho subject bocause of my romarks that
a fair part of Sixth Fandom scoms to bo roawakoning: PSY has beon rovived, ShelVy
Vick has roturncd to the fold, Lee Hoffnan has boen morec active than usual, and there
are lots of early-fifties fans still around, such as Tucker, Grennell, Bloch, etc.

(I forgot to add ODD to' the fanzines revived; Fisher gafiatod during Sixth Fandom too,
and now he is publishing a leading fanzine.) Here's hoping a few more old-time fans
are flushed from the fields of gafia.

sk ko

When I see¢ somothing like a list, in Rick Norwood's SFPAzine, CLIFFHANGERS AND
OTHERS, of his preferences for the worldcon sites for the noxt seven years, I begin
to wonder. What is all the hoopla about? 1Vhy is it that all of a sudden dlscussions
of con bidders are occupying a bigger percentage of the fan press than any other sub-
Ject except possibly *science fiction*?

It seems samewhat unfortunate to me. I would much rathor see some fine fannish
banter or humor or personal essays than a fanzine filled from colophon to bacover
check-marks with very sorious exhortations on the preoparations of somne .grouwp for bid-
ding for the worldcon sometime next decade. There was one ten—year-long bidding cam~-
paign---that of “Southgate in '58"-=-=which was an amusing and easy-going foature of"

fandom in the mid-fifties, and which
rasulted in the hichly-acclaimed Sola-~
con, but I don't think thisis the sig-
=5 nal to plot and plan every worldcon bid
i ) : far in advance. A little preparation
{I PersoNaLLy, | ve Awars is a wondorful thing; I certainly feel
: that o good time to bogin seriously cam-
THERaHE a8 m? Smerm &s paigning is a year bofore the votiig. ‘
TUe (DieT SAVANT oF FﬂNiM/./ Too much preparation, though, has a ten-
3 dency to end up with everyone prematurely
up-tight about the convention.
EE T

It occurrod to me recently that
there might be a roason for the serious-
ness in today's fandom that no oneo has
really thou;ht about. The plaintive
cry is often hcard tha<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>