f-

eee50 what if T do have a small beak!

Other birds have smaller beaks. Having
I peck good

a,bip beak isn"ti'so much!?
with what I've got. My lady bird says
I have a nice pecker....
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"All right, Geis...assume the position!"

"Yes...but I wish you'd buy a new couch. This one is
so damned old and motheaten...the leather is worn out, the
springs are probing for vital spots..."

""Stop complaining. It you'd pay me instead of pouring
blood and sweat into PSYCHOTIC—"

"Hold it right there! PSY is sacred."

"That's obvious. You should be working on your latest
book, THE OUTCASTS, and instead you sit here typing a PSY
stencil."

"Listen, if I didn't, you'd be a dead psychiatrist."

"Dead, but wealthy."

"But I'd be unhappy. Man does not live by professional
writing alone."

"Unm. But you seem to live by fanning, if a typical
day in your life is any indication."

"T can explain...'

"No! No evasions. Just answer my questions. Now,
when do you get up in the morning?"

"Around seven to seven fifteen. Depending on when I
go to bed. I usually hit the sack around midnight."

"Alright, now give a rundown of your morning activit-
ies."

"I suppose most fans will consider me weird..."

"Vlell, sheeit, Geis, you are a self-proclaimed mad her-
mit."

"Yes, well...I get dressed, go out to get my morning
L.A. TIMES, and make my breakfast."

"Normal. What do you eat for breakfast?"

"You'll laugh."

"T won't laugh."

T fill a cereal bowl with raw wheat germ, add milk un-
til it's mushy, then I add sliced peaches...now while they
are in season...but usually banznas."

""Sounds awful. Abnormal."

"But healthy!"

"ALl right, so once in a while you mix up an unghodly
mess and—"

"No—every day!"

MEVERY DAY2"

"Maybe once a week or so I have fried eggs."

"Fine, a couple eggs—"

"Usually six or seven at a time."

"MeeeSECess"

"And I take vitamins, too. Vitamin £ and A, and a lot
of natural C with bioflavanoids."

"You're afraid of death, aren't you, Geis."

"How did you guess?"

*SIGH* "What do you drink with this concoction?"

"Black coffee or tea.'"

"Unme  And you read the paper while-you eat that gunk,
is that right?"

"Yes. That takes an hour. Then, around eight-thirty
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WHERE THE EDITOR RAMBLES ON AND ON AND ON AND ON

ornineI go to my desk, read some of what I did of the current
book the day beford, and start writing for money."

"You write fast?"

"I write slow. If I get five pages done in the morning
I am content. Twelve-thirteen hundred words...first draft."

"Do you do second drafts?"

"No. I edit with a pen, make small cuts, small insertions,
and once in a while type out major alterations."

"The time is now...?"

"Around eleven to eleven~thirty. I go to see if there is
any mail."

"You now have a box number. P.0. Box 3116, Santa Monica,
Calif. 90403."

"Right! I ride down on my bike—'"

"T thought you had a scooter."

"I sold it. I skidded on some 0il last January and Lost
Control. I scraped my left ankle severely. It is healed,
but—"

"Love of life impelled you to sell the death machine."

"Right. I now get some exercize—which I need—on a
three speed Sears lightweight bike, black, with a special
padded seat, a transistor radio rack on the front, and large
wire saddle baskets on the rear wheel. Plus a headlight that
can be—"

"That's really more than I want to know about your bike,
Geis."

"Sorry. Vell...after I get the mail I do food shopping,
and stop by the book store, maybe buy a Ramparts, a Nation,

a New Republic, a Realist, a Wall Street Journal, a Minority
of One, a Playboy—no, I have a sub to that—an Evergreen

Review..."

"I get a picture of your political leanings."

"Yes. So then I go home and make lunch. Cheese sandwich-
es, usually, sometimes bologny, sometimes with pickles. And
I drink hot tea or a root beer and I chomp an apple or suck
an orange while I read and listen to the news on KNX."

"I'm 3 little sorry I started this. \hen do you do pro
work again?"

"I don't—unless I've got a looming desdline or have
sold another partial and must get to it soon. Usually I write
fan correspondence and do stencils and read sf in the after—
noons."

"And at night?"

"At night I watch the CBS news, usually, watch tv or
go to a show or read or do fan work until eleven, when I
watch news or read or fan until eleven-thirty, when I go to
bed."

"And drift off by midnight, eh? VYou forgot supper."

"Oh. Supper is usually a tv dinner. I make them myself,
you know."

HWHV?H

"Saves money. I can make a good, nourishing tv dinner for
twenty to twenty-five cents. Use used tv=trays, buy frozen



vegetables, cut-up pre-cooked chicken or ham or turkey or
weenies, cover with alluminum foil, freeze..."

"You ARE mad."

"Individualisticl"

"You bettes watch out, Geis. VYou're revealing too much
of yourself to fandom. They will take just so much non-
conformity, then they will search you out and hand you the
cup of hemlock."

, WTret reminds me, I'm thirsty. Think I'll have a root
beer and read The New York Review of Books which I buy once
in a while."

"Come back here! Back on the couch! Don't you dare—"
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Wou have no respect for authority, Geis. \/alking in
here whenever you want, expecting me to drop my copy of
"How To Be A Sex Pervert" and attend to your stupid little
neurosis. Vhat is it now? that are you smirking about?"

"PSYCHOTIC is on the Baycon Hugo ballot."

"Ahh...and you have delusions of a Hugo gracing the top
of the bookcase. Do you really think PSY has a chance?"

"Sometimes yes, sometimes no. There are so many fact-
ors to consider...how many of the voters have seen a copy
of the nev PSY, as opposed to those who have seen LIGHTHOUSE,
00D, YANDRO, ASFR..."

‘"Abd how many think PSY is best."

"Yeah. In a way, the fanzine and best fan artist and
writer awards are in the hands of uninterested "walk-in"
con fans who are elijible to vote because they paid their
money but who don't get fanzines or care about fanzine ar-
tists, writers or editors."

"So what do you suggest—limiting the voting in those
categories to those who draw for, edit, write for or sub-
scribe to fanzines?"

"o. Too complicated.
lem...ii it is a problem."

Mihy, exactly,do you want to win?"

"Egoboo, pride, status...the usual egotistic motives.
And, too, I think PSY is the best zine around now."

MyHy2n

"Well, LIGHTHOUSE might be better, but LIGHTHOUSE is
published so infrequently...and while 0DD is beautifully
duplicated, it doesn't have the ZAP and PAMTERRY of PSY.
YANDRO is fine but is like an old slipper to fandom, and
ASFR is excellent but more formal and "stiff."

"But, Geis, you forget one thing. The Baycon awards
are for fanzines published in 1967. You put out PSY 21 and
22 in 1967. Do those two issues equal a year of VANDRO?

A year of ASFR? Even a single issue of LIGHTHOUSE?"

"You filthy=— You HAD to mention that, didn't you?"
"ou didn't. So I—"

"I'm changing psychiatrists! You are fired!"

But it is an interesting prob-

"I see you came back. Couldn't get any self-respect-:
ing psychiatrist to take you on, hmm2"

WThey all want to be paid. You have the virtue of be-
ing‘free. And captive." '

"But carping, cynical, honest, intelligent."
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""Yes...my conscience... How I'd like to strangle you
sometimes!"

"All right, what's on your mind today?"

"Good thoughts. Really! T want to point out that PSY is
now sporting an Inlate this issue, a fold-out by Vaughn Bade.
A lovely alien girl he did especially for PSY. I thank him
again. Each issue of PSY will have an InMate from now on."

"Stole the idea from PLAYBOY, didn't you, Geis!"

Miell..."

"Figure this will bring in the subs, eh, Geis?"

"No. Subs are okay, they help pay some of the bills, but
I did this...the InMate...because I like the idea, because
it gives the artists a larger ares to play with and...because
I'm obsessed with sex!"

"0f course. Glad to see such honesty in you, Geis. HNow,
tell me...what you got lined up for the InMate #27"

"Well, see, there's this photograph of this almost naked
girl Rotsler sent me..."

"Geis, what is that drawing by John Godwin up there sup~
posed to represent?"

"That is a vivid picturization of a fan who has just run
off 300 copies of a thick fanzine. It is titled "Gestetner
Arm,"

n "SO?"

"If I ever get rich I'm going to get an electric.”

"ou tire of cranking, cranking, cranking?"

"Just figure out how many CLUNKETY-WHUNKS are required for
fifty pages and 300 copies."

"Umme . .uhs..3he..carry the six...drop the two...transpose
the square root of hip..."

"fifteen thousand!"

. "Oh. Take this pill, Geis."
===t
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VWHO IS LEROY TANNER?  In the February, 1668 issue of
AMAZING, a new critical talent
burst, quite unexpectedly, upon us. On page 141, one LeRoy
Tanner opened his review of Roger Zelazny's Lord of Light
thusly:
I must admit that this volume disturbed me in

a rather physical manner, producing a sctratchy

sensation not unlike that of a bath sponge being

drawn through my large intestines on a cord. I

mentioned this to my colleague, C.C. Shackleton,

who kindly consented to read it on the spot, which

he did, although he dropped it into the coal hod

before he had finished a chapter. "All decoration

and no form, dear boy," he sighed. "All I could

find were words." And, by heavens, Charles Chares—

ton was right, as I discovered when, after dusting

the book briefly, I opened it once again.

Tanner goes on to rip a half dozen phrases from the con--
text of the book in order to snear at them ("But, I thought
those were rather fine lines," Chip Delany objected, when he
read the review), and then delivers himself of this Judge—
ment: ™"The author / Roger Zelazny, if you'd forgotten / un-
doubtedly has a tin ear for the meanings and nuances of lan-
guage," Of the quoted lines, Tanner says, "This man has un-
enviable talent for inventing cliches." He goes on to state,
"I hesitate to mention the one-sentence paragraphs vhich stud
the book like carbuncles," in the process perpetuating a rath-
er hoary cliche himself, and concludes, "If one should ask me

~
-
g

do I like this book, I would answer
no. You are welcome to my copy. It
is back in the coal hod."

My reaction to this fantastically
fatuous review can be read in the July
issue of AMAZING, and I won't quote it
here. However, I also included a car-
bon of my letter to AMAZING with a
letter to the SFWA FORUM (a letterzine
published exclusively for the members
of the Science Fiction Writers of Amer-
ica), since Poul Anderson had brought
up the topic of sf critics. It was
published in the March FORUM, and pro-
voked a letter from the redoubtable fr.
Tanner, himself not a member of SFVA,
forwarded to Editor Terry Carr by Harry
Harrison (who is a member of SFUA).
Terry showed me the letter and I only
skimmed it briefly, since a fast leok
at it was enough to send my blood pres—
sure up and I didn't want to ruin a fine
afternoon (we'd just gone riding in Ter-
ry's new red Renault). My impression of

the ietter was that it seemed preoccupied
with Mr. Tanner's outrage in being criticised .
by myself. Mr. Tanner spent a couple of half-
sized sheets in a blanket condemnation of me, my opinions
of Zelazny, my opinions of him, and, indeed, any other opin-
ions I might now or in the future hold. But buried in this
curious letter vere a couple of unwarranted assumptions,
and one of them was that, in January or February (vhenever
I sent both of my letters to Terry for the FORUM), I had
access to the knowledge that my letter would be printed,
completely sic to my last unknowledgable error of grammar
and spelling, in the July issue of AMAZING. The July is-
sue of AMAZING appeared on my stands in late April, and it
was then, and only then, that I had any concrete knowledge
that my letter would indeed be published. (It does not
stand as I wrote it, however. Several errors, including a
"to" for "too", have been added, no doubt accidentally.)
then I first glanced down the densely packed invective
of Tanner's letter, I was struck with my first doubt. 1Is
this guy Tanner for real?" I wondered aloud. '"How could he
— or I? —possibly know the contents of a future AMAZING...
unless he's very close to the editor?"

But the editor was (then) Harry Harrison, residing in
California — while Tanner purported to be British.

But Tanner's letter had been forwarded to Terry by Har-
rison...how strange. And, if you stopped to think about it,
the attitude revealed towards AMAZING in his letter was much
more that of an ‘editor who, having put an issue together and
sent it to his publisher, is thinking of it already in past-
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tense, despite the fact that it will be
several months before it is published.
"I wonder if Harry Harrison is LeRoy
Tanner?" I wondered. _
"It makes you wonder, doesn't it?"
Terry sagaciously replied.

The July issue of AMAZING is remark—
able for more than my letter anent Tgnner.
It also contains two additional reviews by
Tanner himself. The first cortains no
less ego-content that had his previous re-
view; he devotes the opening third to talk-
ing about himself. And if he praises A
Torrent of Faces by James Blish and Norm—
an L. Knight with frequent damns, at least
he appears to hold a grudging respect for
the book.

The second review, however, is another
story. Ostensibly a review of The Amsirs
and the Iron Thorn by Algis Budrys, it
spends fully two-thirds of its space (the
first two-thirds) in one of the most vic-
EEUE: unprincipled, and specious attacks
ever fired across the pages of one pro-
fessional sf magazine at another: an at-
tack designed to thoroughly discredit Bud-
rys as GALAXY's book reviewer!

The vehicle for this attack is in it~
self a curious one: a review Budrys had
written of Nebula Award Stories Two, edit-
ed by 8rian Aldiss and Harry Harrison (the
plot thickens!).

Tanner begins by stating:

I approached this offering with a
certain amount of trepidation due to
the fact that its author appears to
be a man of intense feelings and bit-
ter moods, as well as a reviewer of
books himself. However, I have always
enjoyed a singular capacity for making
enemies ever since my public school
days, so I am well aware that I am ex-
ercising that talent to its utmost whsn

as a critic! (And quite the reverse of the more common phe-
nomenon, as well.) Tanner continues by stating, "For some
reason, unbeknownst to me, he /Budrys/ seems to hold a meas-
ure of hatred for the two gentlemen who edited Nebula Awards
Isic/ Stories Two (Doubleday, $4.95) and has exercized that
emotion in a review, printed in a recent issue of, that other-
wise fine journal, GALAXY. /Commas his/ I am shocked that a
member of our profession should behave so uncivilly."

Curiously enough, Tanner does not himself at any point
in this review identify the "two gentlemen" (Aldiss & Harrison,
3 back-scratching act presently much in vogue on the Continent)
for whom Budrys is professed to "hold a measure of hatred."
One wonders why, inasmuch as he even credits the publisher and
price of this paranthetically-discussed volume, he refrains
from naming the editors.

Yet more curious is Tanner's insistence upon “our pro—
fession," an arrogation which makes no sense at all if indeed
LeRoy Tanner is only LeRoy Tanncr, since no one of that name
has published any appreciable amount of science fiction, or,
for that matter, critical material. (His "colleague," C.C.
Shackleton, has written a dull book review or two for NEW
VORLDS, and co-authored a short story or two with, of all
people, Brian Aldiss...also for NEW VORLDS.)

I turned to the February, 1968 issue of GALAXY to re-
read Budrys' review of the Ncbula Awards volume. I found it
unexceptional in every respect. If Budrys does indeed nurse
a measure of hatred for Harrison or Aldiss, he does little to
betray it. Tanner quootes the opening paragraph of Budrys!
review, and I commend it to you: the worst Tanner can quote
from Budrys is the judgement that the book is "Self-conscious,
saddled with primerous blurbs and introductory matter, it is
so sophisticated, so scrupulous in crediting even the supplier
who manufacturers the Science Fiction Writers of America's
Nebula Award tokens, that it resembles some kind of grotesque
attempt to literatize a corporate statement. Fortunately, it
is filled with good stories..."

Got that? Finc. For Tanner, "All of the above non-
sense comes apart rather casily and leaves a revolting mess
on one's hands," an overreaction if ever I read one. Tanner
objects that "Primerous is not a word, and I find my diction-
ary agrees with him, at least in the negative fashion of not
listing it. But when Toaner himself calls the blurbs "frankly,
innocupus copy,” he seems to have hit the same point Budrys

“did: if "primerous" means enything, I take it to mean "prim-

I state that, as a reviemer, Mr. Budrys er-like" — or, oversinplified, talking-down, "innocuous".

is a pompous liar.

I have at times myself been highly an-
noyed with Ajay about his tactics as a re-
viever (and his uncanny knack of 'never
receiving' books he doesn't want to re-
view), but this frontal attack brought me
up short. It seemed a surprising breach
of taste and professional ethics to use

the review of a man's novel to attack him

Tanner wonders, "so I wonder what the reviewing gentle-
man /Budrys/vas becoming so excited about?" Did You detect
any Ereatlgxcitement in what Budrys was quoted as saying? I
didn't. Tannec seems to have getten his fingers on his own
pulse by mistake;

But Tanner began by calling Budrys a "liar." How so?
tell, remember that line, "so srupulous in crediting even the
supplier who manufactures the...tokens"? A lie, as far as
Tanner is concerned:

— & cocomn sy L5l WHITE



I am even more confused by the fact that he was
forced to lie to make his next point. There is no
mention in this book of the supplier of the before-
mentioned "tokens" — handsome objects that others
call trophies — .:however I did find Mr. Budry's .
[sic/ source of information on the fly of the dust-
Jacket. Oh dear...Now he surely knows, goodness,
everyone knows, that incompetent creatures penned
in the publishers' basements compose this jacket
copy, and that authors have no knowledge of it
whatsoever until it appears in print.

Now, there stands Tannec's entire justification for .

calling Budrys publically a "pompous liar." Let's do a l1t—

tde rudimentary semantic analysis.
Wherein is the "lie"?

It is quite true that the British edition of the Nebula
Awards volume has absolutely no mention of the manufacturer

of the awards; its dustjacket copy is dull and innocuous.

(However, the British edition is also incomplete in its
text. A photocopy of the Doubleday volume, it for some
reason cut in half the afterward by the editors in which

they survey the field —more about which later — cutting
out their entire list of recommended books in the process,

as well as introductory paragraphs to that section.)

The Doubleday volume, however, does have a long note on

the back flap of the dustjacket in which the awards are
described in lovingly, tedious detail. And I doubt very
much that "incompetent creatures penned in the basement"

wrote that copy; it reads like a SFWA publicity handout on

the awards.

Is this "in the book"?
yes: it is.
ors" of the

someone very close to the volume — one of its editors, for

instance — would even choose to argue the point.-Only an
editor would so identify with the book that he would take

criticism of its overall package to be "a measure of hatred"

for h1m.

Budrys didn't say that Harrison or Aldiss wrote

that blurb — and Tanner in no way contradicts him, for all

his self righteous air of having done so.

The fact stands: Budrys did not lie. Tanner dide
tlhat remains?

The final death blow to reason fwhose?/ is de-
livered when one realizes that the argument in the
final paragraph of the review is not fr. Budrys' at
all, but has been lifted bodily from the Aftervard
of the book, written by these same sophistically
degenerate anthologists, taken without credit being
given— or the admission being made that there even
is an aftervard in the book. :

A strong charge: plagiarism. But Tanner does not quote

that!"final paragraph," and for good reason.
This is not a bad crop, and certainly vorth
havingy if one has five bucks to' spend on a book

Here it is:

€3

By any reasonable definition, =
And since Budrys does not credit it to "auth-:
book — not even to its editors — it seems a
remarkably minor point on which to base so open and basic

a charge. Indeed, I am again struck by the fact that only

of this unextraordinary length. But I can see little
more logic and reasoned judgement reflected in this
selection (and the designation of Babel-17 as equal
to Flowers for Algernon) than there is in, for in-
stance, .the Hugo popularity poll. For years, we
writers sat around vowing that when we had our award,
by God, it would be impeccable. It REMEER Ser A

This is where my theory breaks down. for surely on of the
authors of that Afterwsrd would have a better memory for its
content than has Tanner. I am not about to quote the last five
or ten thousand words of Harrison & Aldisd verbiage (it goes
on and on, making its few points with all the flabby strength
of a shot rubber band), but you can take my word for it: Bud-
rys' argument is his own, Neither Harrison nor Aldiss would
touch it with a ten foot pole (if they understood it). Both
are boosters for the Nebulas (both have profited). Budrys is
knocking them (the awards, that is), and rightfully so. The
flebulas are no better than the Hogos. #No worse — but no
better.

"Well, as the actress said to the bishop, enough of that,"
Tanner says. "Since Mr. Budrys is now a proven incompetent
as a reviewer, let us see what kind of a novelist he is."

Let's stop there. Tanner has by now devoured two-thirds
of his review of The Amsirs and the Iron Thorn. But what has
he proven? ;

His own total incompetency. A jackass mentality which
brays. An inability to face facts he himself quotes. A pois=
oned mentality which, in its sickness, has lashed out with
half~truths and total lies to discredit a "fellow" reviewer.

I'd like to hope that LeRoy Tanner is just plain old Le-
Roy Tanner. Because then he could be ostracised and jettison— .
ed and we'd never miss him.

But what if he's Harry Harrison? ' What then?

"..oTanner is 3 well known nuisance and evil influence

who was stoned from his college and thrown into the

rivee Cam for certain vile practices. Ve suffer his

corrupting influence in the pages of AMAZING only be-

cause he has the despicable habit of being correct

when he urites his, otherwise, repellent reviews."

—Harrison, FANTASTIC, August, 1968, p. 16

".eoYour editor, vho in most other ways tends to be

rather reasonable, considers my reviews to be over-

demanding, supercilious and — in fine — bitchy. He

passed along a strong hint that if T were to continue
benefitting by the new dollar-to~-pound exchange rate

I had better find something nice to say about some-

thing. This is rather hard to do because most of the

SF that sweeps into my study is so much vari-colored

trash." — Tanner, AMAZING, July, 1968, p. 136

I do not think it purely my imagination in detecting a
similarity in the styles of these two quoted items, and Har-
risorfs use of commas to set off "otherwise" in his last line
is too exactly in parallel with Tanner's peculiar usage, to
vhich I called your attention earlier.

I am not about to make a categorical statement in the
matter of 'fanner's" identity: I have nothing but circum— -



stancial evidence. I can note Tanner's stage-Briticisms Aldiss launched their SF REVIEW several years ago (was it
with skepticism (what are we to make of "...but I had a 19642 Bigolly, I think it was!), it was the first time I'd
wizard time willingly suspendingly me disbelief and chunt-  seen their names linked. It was not to be the last. ' Today
ering along in it for a few hours"?), and I can point out .:» one need only pick up a book by Harrison to find a forward
that "as the actress said to the bishop" is a line fondly w:cby Aldiss telling us how lucky we are to see another gem of 3
used by Leslie Charteris in his older Saint stories and book by Harry, and vice-versa. I suppose it was inevitable
that Vendetta for the-Saint (the most recent Saint novel) that such a song-and dance team would promote themselves the
was ghost-written by Harry Harrison (by his public admis- enviable task of "editing" a Nebula volume. The Nebula Award

sion), but I cannot say that I know who Tanner is. I Stories volumes, you see, all but edit themselves. You must
don't. "I have only the strongeEE-Ehspicions, and I would include three of the four winners (the fourth is the winning
like nothing better than to have them proved wrong. It novel), and the remaining space (eight stories, in the second
would be a far better thing for us all if "LeRoy Tanner" volume) is easily filled with the runners up (andfor tying
turned out to be only exactly what he seems to be: a fop- vinners). Uhat's left? A little introductory matter ("prim=
pish, overbearing dimwit. erous," "innocuous," take your pick), and an Afterward in

which you essay a brief survey of the year. In return for

I WROTE ANOTHER LETTER TO THE EDITOR, Dept.: Uhen the Ju-  this, you get a modest share of the book's earnings (most of

ly AMAZING
came out, I wrote a letter to Barry Malzberg, the new edit-
or of AMAZING. (Barry becomes editor-in-fact with the De=
cember issue of AMAZING; Harrison apparently did not find
working with Sol Cohen to his satisfaction.) I suggested
that the Tanner review of Budrys was in the worst possible
taste, and that for the sake of AMAZING's reputation he'd
best be dropped as a reviewer.

Malzberg called me up to tell me that he'd written and
mailed a letter to me, but had then decided to phone me as
well. (If he actually wrote and.meiled a reply, it never
arrived here.) Malzberg told me that 1) Tanner reviews
came via Harrison; 2) Tanner was enormously popular (but
then admitted he'd received very little mail about Tanner);

3) he'd be obligated to publish more if Harrison sent more
Tanner reviews inj 4) he disliked Budrys himself, and
thought he had it coming to him (Budrys, that is); and 5)
he couldn't get more than five or six pages into Lord of
Light himself. Ergo: Tanner was a good reviewer

Anent Budrys, Malzberg had more- to say. Budrys was a
bastard, he said, and only a bastard could say the unspeak-
ably nasty things Budrys had said about Richard McKenna in
his: review of Orbit 2. "He said McKenna was dead," Malz-
berg said. '"He said, 'Richard McKenna, who as you know is dead
dead'! I wrote an extremely heated letter to Fred Pohl
about that; -it-really had me burned up. I've never seen
soch bad taste in any review! fortunately, I tore the *
letter up before I mailed it..."

I was in a researching mood. I dug up the offending
issue of GALAXY (December, 1967) to see what vile excreta
Budrys had perpetrated. upon ticKenna's name. '"Richard Mc-
Kenna," Budrys said in his review of Orbit, "who as you
know is dead, was an excellent writer and a memorable per-
son, a man capable of 'feeling and thinking on levels more

- of us should attain."

""He used VcKenna to rig apart Damon's book," Malzberg

had said. "He has no taste."

the royalties are split between the SFA itself and the con-

tributing authors, who themselves get more from this antholo-
gy than any other, often twice the amount, in fact*), and
j inent display on library shelves. Much

I't makes you wonder, doesn't it, about the people who e e e

are editing our science fiction magazines these days? * As Bob Shaw's agent I have been rather bemused to note the

differing sums his "Light of Other Days" has earned from an-

: ‘ thologization. Age paid #35.00 for Yorld's Best. Campbell's
JUST GOOD FRIENDS: ‘hen the unlikely duo of Harrison and ; WU

C.

-



prestige, some money, and next to no work. How does one
pull down this assignment? A murky question and one never
answered to. the membership-at-large of the SFWA. I suspect
you must be-one of the favored 'in' people with the offic-
ership. .

In the first SFWA FORUM, as well as in his FAPAzine,
DIFFERENT, Sam Moskowitz accused Harrison and Aldiss of
__making.additional hay from their assignment by plugging
their ovn books:in the Afterward of the volume they edited.

Harrison and Aldiss both apologized without really apolo- '~

gizing. 1In effect they said, “We couldn't ignore such fine
books  as we wrote? Aldiss plugged Harrison, you understand,
while Harrison plugged Aldiss. And since Moskowitz was not
at all delicate in his criticisms, most people probably

took Harrison and Aldiss at face value. "Golly," they
must've said, "how could you overlook a fine book just be-
cause your co-editor wrote it? \hat a churl that Moskowitz
is! (And he is, actually.)

Well, just exactly what books did Harrison & Aldiss
list? "We do not pretend impartiality or completeness,
other than the complete statement that the following titles
impressed and left their mark and memory behind them.** The
following list is, can only be, partial and partisan,” they
say in preface to their list.

The list:

Who Can Replace a Man? by Brian Aldiss

Collected Editorials from Analog by John Campbell,

edited by Harrison

The Ragged Edge by John Christopher

\World in Eclipse and Children of the Void by William

Dexter

Now Jait for Last Year by Philip K. Dick

flo Room for Man by Gordon R« Dickson

Make Room! Make Room! by Harry Harrison

October the First is Too Late by fred Hoyle

Flowers for Algernon by Daniel Keyes

Tarnsman of Gor by John Norman

The Judgement of Eve by Edgar Pangborn

0f Godlike Power by Mack Reynolds

Needle in a Timestack by Robert Silverberg

The Lensmen Series by E.E. Smith

The John Vyndham Omnibus

Shoot at the Moon by William f. Temple

One is bound to ask: are those the best stories 1966
had to offer? MNo. A fast skim from my shelf of Ace Books
alone reveals three books deserving of fmention: Roger Zel-
azny's This Immortal and The Dream Master, and Thomas Bur-
nett Swann's Day of the Minotaur. If I started digging,

I could probably route out a dozen more, including what-
ever the Heinlein for 1966 was. Inclusion of the Villiam
Dexter books, the John Norman book, ‘and several others re-

ANALOG anthology paid only $19.C0. Judy Merril paid
$70.00 for her best of the year volume. Hebula Award
Stories Two paid $130.00. In each case the sum is an
advance against a percentage of royalties.

“*\ typically clumsy 1in€; I'm afraid.

veal a curious bias on the part of the editors: these books
are pulp hackwork, and if we're going to recommend them to
the readership of Nebula Award Stories, why stop there? Why
not Lin Carter, Emil Petaja, even Robert Moore Villiams? And
how about an up-and-coming writer like Ursula K. LeGuinn?
Indeed, I'd stack my own 1966 Phoenix Prime against Tarnsman
of Gor.

The list cheats, too. Ffor some reason the editors wanted
to include No Room for Man, by Dickson. As Necromancer, it
was published by Doubleday in 1962, McFadden published the
paperback in 1963. To include it in'a list of books publish=
ed in 1966 is ridiculous.

The good writers represented — Phil Dick, Dan Keyes,
Pangborn — are cheaperied by this list. And what can you say
about the collosal gall of the Campbell Collected Editorials
inclusion? This book was a piece of —let's use a phrase
Harry himself likes — ass-licking for Harrison in the first
place. HNot only was it a fast buck for him, it probably help-
ed guarantee the sale of his next three serials to Campbell.
But putting it up here on a list of science fiction books is
either-an amazing piece of sarcastic labeling — or yet an-
other installment of "You scratch my back and I'1l see what
I can do about yours'. -

This list included comments on each selection. For the
Campbell Collected Editorials, Harrison-Aldiss stated, "Cne
of the must-buys of the year." What's the matter — hasn't
the ANALOG subscr1pt10n—g1ve—away campaign been moving them
fast enough?

0f Aldiss' collection of stories, Harrison states, un-—
equivoquably, "These stories compare favorably with any writ-
ten in the English language and are a landmark of some kind
in SF..." Vhich they ‘damned well would be if they compared
all that bloody-well favorably with the best of the English
language. But somehow, one doubts a little...

For Harrison's Make Room, Aldiss comments: "A marvelously
saddening .novel, the most effective warning ever against over—
population, and consequently for birth-control." Just a shade
more modest, thats Appafently‘Harrison is not yet ready to
take on.the very best the English language can offer, like,
for instarice, Brian AldisS...

Commenting in passing on Moskpwitz's Seekers of Tomorrow
(one can see what set Moskowitz off!), the editors state,
"Mihile the effort is a laudable one, it might be wished that
a bit less personal opinion and a shade more accuracy went
into this author’ SIwork A

Well, from this corner, a Tip O' The 01' Bludgeon to Har-
rison and Aldiss for one of the most cynical jobs of self-
exploitation recently on view. Keep up the good work, lads,
and in a few years no one will believe anything you choose to
write about each other. And congratulations on your taste in
science fiction. You deserve it.
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I first met him Saturday night in the bar at the
Washington Convention. I suppose I had been regaling a
table-full of new acquaintances with my editorial opin-
ions, something I tend to do at the drop of a breath.
Anyway, someone who had been passing on his way from the
bar suddenly turned back and said, "Pardon me, but are
you John Koning?"

1 said I was.

lell, I just wanted to tell you I like DAFOE very
muche It's a good fanzine, and I enjoy reading it."

Nell, thank you very much." Egoboo is egoboo.

Then he asked me, in all confidence, if Eugene Hryb
was real. I told him, in all confidence, that he was.

"Mell, I just wanted to tell him, face to face, that
I think his reviews are very good. In fact, his column
'In Search of Criticism' was a damn fine job." He took
a gulp of his cocktail as punctuation.

Nell, I'11 tell hime I like Gene's work, too. I
think he does the best fanzine reviews I've ever read,
and Ico." ) ; o

"ell, they're very good, yes, but he's not the best
fanzine reviewer available."

He took another gulp, and suddenly I saw he had a
little more in him than I had supposed. He had a day's
growth of beard, and suddenly I had the feeling I might
be talking to a drunk.

"Well, who does the best fanzine review column, in
your opinion?"

"Oh, not just in my opinion." Some more cocktail
disappeareds "I guess I write it."

His defferential arrogance floored me, but I wasn't
going to let him see it. "Oh? And where is it publish-
ed? VYhere can we read it?"

"That's just it, nobody publishes it."
That really stopped me, but suddenly the rest of the
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table came back to life. Rich Brown cut in to ask,
"If it's the best, why won't anybody publish it?"

UThat's just what I can't figure out. Sometimes I
think maybe it's a curse of some sort. Or maybe...maybe
I'm the one that's the curse. But I am the best fanzine
reviewer around." He finished his drink, and then sudden-
ly became aware of the hostile stares from our silent ta-
ble. '"Well, I am! Damnit, don't take my word for it, you
ask Ted thite, if you don't believe me. You ask Jean Young,
you ask Kent Moo... No, you just ask Ted White. He'll tell
yous" He tipped his glass but got nothing but ice. "Ex-
cuse me, I need another drink."

As he turned to stumble red-facedly away, I called,
"But what's your name?"

He turned backy and gave a big, wide grin. "ford,"
he said. 'Charles Foster Ford."

Vlell, that finished it, so far as we were concerned.
Poor old Charlie ford has been practically a copyrighted
0.C. pseudonym since the year one. We all had 8 good laugh
over it, and figured we'd been had by one of the local’
WSFAns. But then, later that night, I was talking to Ted,
and suddenly the incident came to mind. I thought I'd let
him in on it.

"Say, Ted, would you happen to know a \SFAn by the name
of Charles Foster Ford, who claims to be the best living
fanzine reviewer?"

Miho? Charles Fos... You mean Larry Stark's here?
When'd you see him?"

"You mean he's genuine?" I thought for a moment that
Ted was playing along with the gag, but that wasn't it at
all, and finally he had to tell me the whole tale.

It goes back into the Dark Ages, when Ted's old mage-
zine, STELLAR was trying to be a GenZine. The fanzine
review column was a sawtoothed, slam-and-blast affair,
and it was written under a pseudonym. In fact, under
several pseudonyms. There was a lot of confusion over the
column, even editorial strife, and for a while it was writ-
ten by someons new each issues Each new reviewer changed
the pseudonym, so as to distinguish himself from his pre-
decessor. It started with Franklin Ford, and then Frank-
lin Hudson Ford, and finally F. Orlin Ford. They were the
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Famous Fords of Vashington, but despite thé-rotafingscdl—
umnists, the column itself was never very distinguisheds

About that time, Larry Stark, STELLAR's original co-ed=::
itor (he only lasted one issue or so) decided to try a fan-
zine review column of his own. .And it was a fine column,
Ted said. His idea was to write'a column. about one aspect
of the fan press., and to use several current fanzines to
illustrate his points. (Much the way Gene does in HERBAGE ,
when he has the time.) He sent three finished columns, and
Ted said they were the best he had ever read...but just at .
that time Ted had decided to fold STELLAR as a GenZine, and
convert it to a four-page snap-zine.
Ted sent the columns to Lars Bourne, who accepted them eag-
erly, but gafia killed his zine before he published them.

"And that was the story from then on,'Ted said. "Sylv~
ia wanted to publish his column in the third issue of FLA-
FAN, but again, it was never published. Kent Moomaw sent
him a glowing letter of acceptance, promised immediate
publication, and a month later he committed suicide."

He kept writing new columns, but after a while he hesi-
tated about sending them anywhere. It seemed that all he
had to do to send a faned screaning into gafia...or worse
-«.was submit the column for his magazine. After a while,
Ted thought he had disappeared from fandom forever. But -
the convention coming to Yashington had finally smoked
Larry out, and Ted was determined to see him again.

We tracked him down the next morning, and except for a
slight hangover, he turned out to be quite a pleasant in-
dividuals In fact, the three of us spent all of Monday
night drinking and punning at each other, until the wee
hour when we all left to catch trains. Ted drove us to the'
station, and we bid goodbye to each other and the convent-
ion in the same breath.

The beginning of school made the usual post-convention
gafia almost total for me, but a month or two after the
convention I received a thick, bulding envelope postmarked
Cambridge, Mass. Inside were a number of review-columns,
signed Charles Foster Ford, and a letter of explanation.

The columns were good, no question about that. But
some of them were horribly dated. I remember reading one
called "The Dallas Crudzines", and wondering when on earth
there had ever been that many active neo-fans anywhere in
Texas. Several famous old mags of bygone times popped up
nov and again, but most of the magazines reviewed were un—
known to me. I will say this, however: I could almost tell
from the thoroughness and detail of the reviews what the
magazines must have been like.

tany of the columns were old, well-creased and batter—
ed, but there was one bright, spanking new one. It con-
tained a detailed discussion of DAFOE. Actually, all my
dissatisfactions with the magazine had been growing sub~
consciously for a long time, but suddenly "Charles Ffoster
ford's'" judgements put them into words for me.

"Koning publishes this magazine for himself," he said,
""and this is a good thing. The best fanzines are produced

Rather than waste them,

ey

\because the editor wants to produce them. But fanzines con-

tifue to be published because the readers like them, and say
50« DAFOE will continue to be published so long as Koning
wants to publish it, but it will be published a lot longer
if people keep telling him they like it. It is doubtful if
such a personal product will get much reader reaction, and
so we can only hope that the will to publish lasts long in
the mind of the editor. It is a good magazine."

That "will to publish" was already disappearing, although
I hadn't admitted it. Vithout eager readers clammoring at
me to publish, I was being side-tracked into other praoc~
cupations. I hadn't fully realized my dissatisfaction with
readers' reactions to DAFOE till then. But the final straw,
I think, was some of the paragraphs in the long, rambling,
sad letter that accompanied the columns.

"It's taken a good deal of effort to make me send you
these columns," Larry said. "The effort of writing them
is, of course, nil. I write them because I want to. I
suppose I will go on writing them, though probably less
and less frequently. Because the real obstacle is organ~
izing enough hope to make the task worthwhile. The one in=-
gredient necessary to submit anything to a publisher is
genuine hope of being read and appreciated and understood.
When there is no reaction, or when the reaction is negative
or incomplete, it is that much harder to awaken hope the
next time,"

Charles foster Ford had been hoping and submitting,

. without result, for years...how many, six? Ten? More?

I couldn't tell. And, in a similar fashion, my publishing
of DAFOE had been that same sort of hope for recognition,
for appreciation, and there was that same lack of response.

So, the next will probably be the last issue of DAFOE
for me. For a while, I thought I'd just fold the whole
thing then and there and forget it. But then, not long
ago, I realized there must be one final issue of DAFOE. I
suddenly realized T couldn't send these columns back to
Larry, once again unpublished. The thought of trying- to
compose a letter with which to return them collapses me.

So there will be one more issue of DAFOE. Some of
the material seems a bit dated, but that doesn't matter.
Any day now, maybe next week-end, I'm going to begin cut~
ting the stencils. I will publish Charles Foster Ford's
colum. I will. T swear I will.

Sunday, 18 August,
2307 hours
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I don't believe it is enough to simp-
ly review current st books as a service
to readers and writers. There must be
access to those books. I know that every
time I read a review of a book that makes
me want to read that book...I invariably
find it not available for a variety of
reasons at the local pocketbook racks and
book store. So I curse and wander away,
bitter and frustrated.

What is needed is a reliable, complet-
ist mail-order sf dealer. The next best
thing is a list of publishers' addresses
printed with the reviews so that readers
can order by mail immediately. PSYCHOTIC
so provides.

—REG

PAST MASTER By R.A. LAFFERTY—Ace H~54.
60¢. Order from Ace Books, Dept. MM,
1120 Avenue of the Americas, New York,
N.Y. 10036. Send list price plus 5¢
handling fee for each copy.

Lafferty writes like no other sf writ-
er I know. His style is like that of an
Irish teller of tall tales sitting in a
livingroom in an easy chair with a drink
= in one hand and with his other hand free
to gesture with evocative sweeps and jabs.

For HE tells the tale; the author is
in the book as much, if not more so, than
the characters. He explains things, de-
scribes, records events, speaks about his
characters in a narrative style elegant
and personal. He is in that chair, talk-
ing to you, the reader, from the printed
page.

He tells tall, impossible tales that
have moral and philosophical reality.
His characters perform impossible feats,
use psi powers or magic with casual life-
long skill, travel time,: travel in a whole
people's psyche, do this weird thing, that
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outragious act...all with unexplained aplomb and acceptance
by others...because it is Lafferty's desire that they be able
to do so, and to hell with "science'..

PAST MASTER obviously isn't science fiction. It is, if
anything, multi-faceted fantasy. With a point to it that
skewers the reader's mind nicely, twinkly-eyed, and makes him
think.

Briefly, the book is about the planet Astrobe, a colony
of a now unimportant Earth. Astrobe has seemingly achieved
a utopian perfection of easy living and wealth for all its
citizens. :Yet; there.is.a cancer raging in its psychic and
social body—millions of its citizens are fleeing this per-
fect, ideal life for squalid, disease-ridden, rat-infested
slum cities where they willingly work at deadly jobs making
essentially useless products.

thy? That is what bothers the leaders of Astrobe. They
are looking for a man who can cure this cancer. They choose
Thomas More, from Earth's past, and send an agent, himself a
Yeriminal® non-conformist, to fetch More by means of a time-
traveling spaceship.

Thomas More is brought to Astrobe and tours the planet
vith some weird companions: Rimrock, 3 talking, psi-powered
fish-porpoise creature; Paul, the outlaw agent of the rulers;
an ageless girl-woman witch named Evita; Scrivener, son of a
programmed, robot-like father and a human mother; Maxwell,
Copperhead, Slider...rebels all.

More is set up as President. But he is a figurehead,
poverless, and is often manipulated by behind-the-scenes
forces, each of which thinks it is the true power that runs
Astrobe.

In the end Thomas More "'saves" Astrobe...in his grisly
fashion.

The book is full of incident, vivid scenes, intriguing
who act and speak Lafferty's lines nicely. But it is all
Lafferty the tall story teller you hold in your hands as you
read, and hé impells you to face some tough questions about
life and man.

BEST SF: 1967, Edited by Harry Harrison and Brian Aldiss
—Berkley S1529, 75¢. Order from Berkley Publishing Corp.,
200 Madison Ave., New York, N.Y, 10016. Send listed price
plus 10¢ handling fee for each copy.

James Blish, in the Credo, suggests that a "Best SF"
collection should contain stories that qualify as science
fiction, as science fiction, the collection should be honest
in its limitations, and should admit who makes the story
selections.



According to that yardstick this volume comes out
short in two respects: the best story in the book is
"Pretty Maggie Moneyeyes" by Harlan Ellison-==a-fentasy
so good it will be anthologized many times lﬂiﬁhé future.
«..2nd "The Assassination of John Fitzgerald Kennedy Con=
sidered as a Downhill Motor Race" by J.G. Ballard, which
to me was impenetrable and not recognizably anything; ex=
cept perhaps symbolistic of something only Ballard under=
stands. Mike Moorcock says this story shocked Ballard's
agent so much that the man refused to send it to Ellison
for possible inclusion in DANGEROUS VISIONS. I wonder if -
i ‘Harlan would ‘have accepted it. It fails to show any trace
of science, and its story (or fiction) content is marginal.
1 don't think it belongs in a collection of the best sf of
1967.' Harrison admits as much in his introduction, admits
he insisted that Blish write down the "rules" mentioned
above, then fudges and oozes around them for no good reason
except...what? that he liked the stories and wanted to in-
clude them regardless.

I suppose part of the reason and difficulty is that not
much fantasy is written nowadays and "fantasy" isn't as
commercial in title or theme as "science fiction", so a
great story of fantasy like "Pretty Maggie Moneyeyes" has
to be sneaked into a SF collection with a wink and 3 nod.
But would it be so terrible to title a book BEST SF and
FANTASY: 19672

Robert Silverberg's "Hawksbill Station" is the longest
story in the book. The ending only seems to be dishonest
and a cop~-out when the inhabitants of the station, political
exiles who have been one-way time-warped into the pre-life
past of Earth, are saved by the discovery in the future of
a way to return and a revolution overthrows the tyranny
that had imposed their exile.

Silverberg set it up to drive home a point: that hap-
piness' and a home and a meaningful life can be found in
the least likely places, sometimes. And perhaps age and
habit are far stronger elements in our lives than we care
to admit. ’ -

I grotch, too, at Harrison for including "Ultimate
Construction" by C.C. Shackleton. It is a short-short
based on a dishonest ploy...the Earth is dead, dry, cover-
ed with sand, and the Last Man, faced with his broken pro-
tective dome and the encroaching sand, runs for a spade
and 3 pail and makes a sandcastle—because the Last Man
is a six year old boy. This is supposed to be very Arty
and Meaningful, I $uppose.

"1937 A.D!" by John T. Sladek is a lightweight tongue—
in-cheek ‘time travel story with Clever Twists told in a
sardonic Tom Swift style. There must have been something
better than this published in NEW WORLDS in 1967.

(I can hear Ted White exclaiming, "Aha! Sladek is one
of Aldiss' pen names!" And Harrisom and Aldiss might think
I am taking Ted's side or am influenced by him in this
largely unfavorable review. But I read the book and form-
ed my opinions expressed here now weeks before Ted, sent
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his column, and I did not know the content of his column be-
forehand.)

Ben Bova wrote a pretty good hard science story-about a
rescue and subsequent race against-airtanks and distance on
the Maon in "Fifteen Miles." There is a morality complica~
tion and a characterization but they are stock elements and
don't really come off.

In retrospect, as I review these stories, I can see that
Harrison digs stories that are Significant in a light, humor-
ous:way. How else to explainm the inclusion in this "Best"
grouping , of Fred Hoyle's "Blackmail" in which animals: watch-
ing tv sets have a large paw in the tv rating system and- pre-
fer their "...intellectual pabulum."—scenes of humans bash-
ing humans. A cute idea, well done, but was sf short fiction
so bad in 1967 that this is the best?

"The Vine" by Kit Reed is a beautifully done parable about
man's greed, sense of duty, and his unthinking, automatic use
of his fellow man for selfish ends. Ffor the vine you could
substitute the automobile, the military-industrial complex,
governmentese

Harrison also picked as "Best" in 1967, "Interview With
a Lemming" by James Thurber, which comes dopwn to: "I don't
understand," said the scientist, "why you lemmings 311 rush
down to the sea and drown yourselves." "How curious," said
the lemming. "The one thing I don't understand is why you
humans don't." This was published in 1942,

"The Ureck of the Ship John B." by Frank M. Robinson T
3 fine story of the dangers " of boredom and alienation and
man's basic needs during long space flights. It is told ex-
tremely well. But Robinson wasn't content to trust the read-
er to absorb the message on his own; Robinson had to add an
unneeded lecture at the end of the story to make sure the
reader understood.

"The Left Hand Way" by A. Bertran Chandler is a long, de-
ceptive rendition of an old, old joke. It's worth reading,
but, again, is it really among the best sf short stories of
19672

"The Forest of 2il" by Kris Neville apparently signifies
that nature will triumph over man, in the sense that we can-
not forever impose our changes on a natural landscape. Espec—
ially when that landscape fights back...or did it? I don't
remember...

Ah, Fritz Leiber. His "Answering Service" is a fine
story, perfect, structured, gem-like, with a tragic commentary
built into it that will make you distrust old invalids to
your dying day.

"The Last Command" by Keith Laumer involves the accidental
reactivgtion of an old, buried, robot-like war machine capable
of wrecking a city. Vith minimal, lingering power it surfaces
and moves slowly toward a nearby metropolis. It is turned
aside at the last possible moment by its equally ancient human
war veteran driver who had: recognized it:on the tv news and
who pleads with it to recognize him and his age-dltered com~
mand voice. It does and together they creep out 1nto the open



cesert to die. Yes. "It is a far, far better thing I do..."

"Mirror of Ice" by Gary Wright is a fine tale of danger,
death and the unsolved riddle of why men risk their lives in
rcar-suicidal sports. He has written a highly visual and
gripping story of future sleds and a man-killer ice course
called the Stuka. :

In his Afterward, Brian Aldiss feels that sf is bogged
cown in old ruts, and puts down space travel and "ETLYS the.i
Tirst:because it is a sucking up to HASA, and the second be-
couse it i$ a device to escape our problems here on Earth.
ke must delve into the inner and outer forces that shape us
and use them as subject material for of.

fine. But not exclusively, please. Too much Hew Mave is
as bad as too much of the Blish-Pohl school of sf.

THE REEFS OF EARTH by R.A. LAFFERTY~——Berkley X1528, 60¢
Order from Berkley Publishing Corp., 200 Madison Ave., New
York, N.Y. 10016. Send listed price plus 10¢ handling fee
for each copy.

In this book Lafferty uses his tall-tales style (perhaps
his only style?) to examine minkind in situ by rubbing him
up against a family of resident aliens, the Dulantys, most of
wiom look like gnomes and gargoyes. They have Powers, do
these aliens, which are used by means of Bagarthach verse,
like casting a spell or a curse.

* The Dulantys are of the Puca race, and are marooned on
Earth. The older Pucas are dying off, poisoned by Earth
cickness. Only the children are immune,

But the people of Lost Haven do not wait for the sickness
to take the older Dulantys. The adult Pucas are hounded,
framed for murder and committed.

The Dulanty children vow revenge! Six of them (plus Bad
doin who is Something Else) vow to wipe out all the Earth
prople. The kids set out to do it, too, but somehow in spite ¥
i good intentions and some savage behavior, they manage to
1ill nary a one.

It is the Earth people who come off as cruel killers,
vicious, depraved and heartless.

Not much of this book is real; the story, the characters,
the action are somewhere south of fantasy and just east of
science fiction. It is a Lafferty book, that's all. That's
good.

The contents page lists chapter titles. The chapter
titles make a rather beautiful poem.

If you demand a hard illusion of Reality in your reading,
you probably won't like Lafferty. If you can accept a bit of
magic and illogic and implausibility with a spicing of artist-
ic narration and wild humor, you will.
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DELUSIONS is a bit short this issue because of a lack of
time to read and the dislocation of apt. hunting and moving.
Dut next issue it will be, with some help, full and juicy.
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Paradox is a byproduct of rapid but in-
complete change. And one of the paradoxes
left by the New Wave as it sweeps over sci-
ence fiction has been that Michael Moor-
cock, editorial Demon Prince of New Worlds,
major critic, idealogue, intellectual pio-
neer of the New Wave has thus far made his
primary impact as a writer in the arch-
01d-Thing sub-genre of sword-and-sorcery.

In short. pieces such as BEHOLD THE MAN
and THE PLEASURE-GARDEN OF FELIPE SAGITAR-
TUS, Moorcock-as-writer has been more in
intellectual tune with Mporcok-as~theoreti=
cian, but not until the recent publication
of THE FINAL PROGRAMME has Moorcock really
spoken in his own true voice at novel-
length.

THE FINAL PROGRAMME is light-years
removed from sword-and-sorcery. Yet Moor-
cock's first majot achievement as a novel-
ist bears a curious psychic relationship
to the sword-and-sorcery genre: in radical-
ly different ways, both satisfy our age's
hunger for myth.

We live in an age curiously devoid of
meaningful myth, that is, systems of per-
sonalized symbols that create a relative
order out of the seeming chaos of our time,
a mythical reality, with existential rele-
vance to the events, forces and figures
that shape our external world, that can bridge the gap be~
tween our private internal universes and Thg Great World Out
There. Thus, alienation as the intellectual substitute for
3 behuine modern weltanshaung. Thus, the present sterility
and irrelevance of so-called modern mainstream literature.
Thus, the burgeoning popularity of sword-and~sorcery, which
panders to this need without satisfying it by transferring
the reader's consciousness to a schizoid pocket universe
where the old myths still work.

But clearly the challenge to the modern writer, particu-
larly the science fiction writer, most particularly the
serious science fiction writer, is to create a new mythos
for our time out of the material of our time. It is useless
or worse to try to force modern reality into the molds of
the old myths; meaningful myth must explain its historical
context, not deny it. Its function is to enable the in-
dividual to alter his consciousness in such vays as to di-

_gest the seeming chaos of the external world, to heal the
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psychic wounds of social change. The challenge to the (Brian Aldiss)...the late great Charlie Parker...200 Hungarians
writer is to create a wholly new mythical reality, a rele- who had Chosen Freedom and the chance to make a fast buck..."
vant mythical reality, out of the void. the real assassin of JFK, etc.

Cornelius is an archetype of dark ferces at work in our so-
ciety, the forces, as it were, of baroque evil. Vet the other
main character, Miss Brunner, the super-computer-programmer,
Consciously or not, the reader is injected into this  whose conflict with Cornelius forms the body of the book, isal-

This is the challenge that Moorcock has accepted in
THE FINAL PROGRAMME.

mythical reality immediately, in the opening section, so an archetype of evil—but a different style of evil, call it
where Jerry Cornelius, the prime protagonist, discusses a Lever House style, a technician style, the evil of Eichmann's
the cyclical nature of history with a Hindu physicist- death-by-numbers, of Rand Corporation megadeath scenarios, of

cum-mystic in the Angkor Hilton, rising like a saphrophit- subliminal television commercials, of means-as-ends. Like Cor-
ic growth upon the ruins of Angkor, "the most impressive  nelius, Miss Brunner is a psychic vampire. Together, they are

ruins in the world." Thus, from the opening paragraph, the yin and yang of our society and their final fusion into a
the dynamic of the book is established not as surprise kind of hermaphrodite by mutual absorption is inevitable and
but as inevitability. The Hilton, and the civilization brings the inevitable apocalypse.

it epitomizes—our civilization—is doomed to follow the The novel is redolent with minor symbolisms that build its
civilization of the Khmers into the Long Night. One is pover and its uncomfortable credibility. The real assassin of

somehow -instantly reminded of a line from Vance's THE DY-= JFK is now retired because he achieved the ultimate—he killed
ING EARTH: "Now, in the last fleeting moments, humanity ~ "The Sun King." On one level, take this to mean "putting out
festers rich as rotting fruit." Buc here the last fleet- the light of the world." Very neat and a point made many times
ing moments are the sixties; the world that is dying is . before. But by using the "Sun King" as a symbol for JFK, Moor-

our own. cock also reminds us that the original Sun King presided over
Cornelius himself, like the Angkor Hilton, is a saph- the highest flowering of pre-Revolutionary France andthat vith
rophite; a creature born of impending dissolution, de- his passing, that society began its decline into decay, though

pendent on the over-baroque richness of social rot for his the apocalypse did not come till a later Louis. If JFK was our
psychic sustenance, yet destined to die when Yestern Civi~ Sun King, we are already doomed. The Cornelius-Brunner fusion

lization dies. Living off the rot, he must symiotically takes place in an underground installation built by the Nazis—
feed it; yet dependent as he is upon the rotting civiliza=''uho themselves were a fusion of baroque and technological evil,

tion, he must fight to prolong those "last fleeting mo= i of Nuremburg rallies and cold Teutonic efficiency. And over the
ments" to last his lifetime. book hovers the spirit of rock—a fusion of the electronic Mc-
Luhanist means with the mystical, drug-oriented, Eastern ego-"

In his person, Cornelius "symbolizes" a constellation
of forces and lifestyles—scientific mysticism, the mod-
baroque, the psychic vampire who must replenish himself at
grotesque parties, the Bondian ethic, rock, the hip mys-
tique—that would seem to have no previous connection out-
side the pages of THE FINAL PROGRAMAE. Thus, Moorcock has
created a new mythic archetype, something new under the
Jungian sun. VYet this is science fiction, not allegory,
and Cornelius-the-man is not lost in Cornelius-the-arche-
type. His validity as a mythic archetype is reinforced
by (perhaps even owes its existence to) his venisimilitude

death end.

But it is important to emphasize that this is not a symbol-
ic novel, is not allegory (i.e. GILES, GOAT BOY, or LORD OF
LIGHT), but is science fiction. Science fiction is emerging as
the relevant literature of our times because it and it alone
has the power to meld "reality" and "myth", to raise the specif-
ic to the symbolic, to humanize the mythical and imbue it with
verisimilitude, to bring about the fusion of internals and ex-
ternals, chaos and order, technology and man, and create a heal-
ing synthesis on the mystical level to balm the open wounds of
é 3 E e our schizoid times and make our civilization whole.
as a specific hunan being with specific human fears, weake " yue cyy pROGRAME, hovever, does not create healing myth.
nesses Clrt ey NIRRT g Havi?g crea?ed Hi oLy ot Perhaps this is too much to expect at this early stage in the
C9Ck establi§hes,'argues jor hls TigLC relevance-to %™ evolution of the so-called New lave. Uhat the book does do is
S0y ?1801”9 LR recogn}zable COmbEXEs meldlng g create a mythical reality germane to the agonies of our time.
sPeculatlve Clengn g af the nileay through Vth“ Ve Woyes Whether those agonies wiil prove to be death-throes as describ-
vith touchstones of our tine: the Gold Crisis (and the oy e rryal “pRoGRAKNE or the birth pangs of 3 new civiliza-
book was written well before the present crisis energed), tion-cum=consciousness is still an open question. Moorcock's
madern or slightly post-modern kondon, a party attended by myth is cautionary; let us hope it is not prophetic. Science
"oesHans Smith...last of the Left-Wiing Intellectuals; the & 4o 0 oo e ma; S TR i e

Microfilm Minde..the literary editor of the Oxford MMail. A s A e
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a series of reviews and commentaries under the penname of
Milliam Atheling, Jr. in SKYHOOK and in THE ISSUE AT HAND, a
book of sf review and comment published by Advent.

The reasons given by Blish for writing "in hiding" were
freedom to say things about fellow pros, and a desire to talk
about his own work.

When all the dust has settled we are still left with the
core point: was it really necessary to be William Atheling,
Jr,-in arder to comment on his own books? :

. Noy of course not. He could have written separate artic-
.- 1es for SKYHOOK under his own name. And "William Atheling,.
Jr.'s"failure to comment on James Blish's work would not have
been "noted" by fans for years, given SKYHOOK's quarterly
schedule. And "Atheling" was perhaps more kind to Blish than
perhaps Blish would have Been-okhefwisgesol: . @ 107

But I am not nominating Blish for the Fugghead Award.
—REG

A barely honorable mention, perhaps.

fanzine commentary

One of these days I've GOT to get organized... Some of
the fanzines received recently are in boxes awaiting un-
packing. A few are here at hand available for comment.

In a moment.

But right now...isn't the New, Improved PSYCHOTIC FUGG~
HEAD AVARD beautiful? John D. Berry is to be complimented
for creating it. If I were a fiugghead I vouldn't mind 4
being named a recipient of it...it's so beautiful. "

(Down, Mr. Terry!) ey

I have been hoarding this drawing for months, & ‘\.T, e
waiting the opportunity to award it to some » \" 05 : QS& ;
unwary fan who has made a fugghead of himself. \35 Q%‘ \0 ?} Sl ?

But, alas, no one has come through for é« Y}\ 0’< ; v"' : i §
me—not of the calibre of past recipients, = N {

And so I display it now and throw the
award open to fandom for nominations.

Yes, next issue THE PSYCHOTIC FUGG-
HEAD AWARD will be given to that in-
dividual in the fan/pro world who has
been nominated most often by the
readers of PSY. Everyone is invited
to nominate. Even dirty old pros.

The unlucky "winner" will receive
a specially pintnered certificate of
fuggheadism inscribed with his name
and decorated with this new, improved
award drawing.

ASFR 16 is highlighted by an exchange
of articles and brickbats by SamMoskowitz and
James Blish. SaM accuses Blish of puffing his own work in
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NRALLY! RALLY! THE
NEW YAVE TS COUNTER-
ATTACKINGE®

Apres moi, la deluge. Of course
this kind of diverse reaction ((to
your articles in PSY #24)) is ex-
actly what I expected and I think
gty that all of it (with the exception
of Ted White's exercise in envy), pro and con, is healthy
for the field and proves conclusively that sf {s alive and

Norman Spinrad

8346 Kirkwood Drive
Los. Angeles, Calif.
90046 -

well in Argentina. So let's kick it around some morelet—

ter by letter:

Alva Rogers, I called DV the single best collection
of sf ever compiled, not the best anthology. I should've
made it more clear that that meant the single best col-
lection of original stories. Also, I thoroughly agree
with you that hard sf has a valid place in the field.
This seems very hard for most people (notably excluding
Greg Benford) to understand. I am for widening the sf
field to include both "New Wave" and "0ld Thing". I do
not suffer from tunnel vision. The fact is that right
now there are inertial forces operating'in the publish-
ing end of the field which operate to the disadvantage of
tavante garde" and socially meaningful sf. Should the
pendulum swing too far in the other direction, should
good hard sf languish for lack of markets, you'll find me
anong those clamoring for a broadening of sf in that
" direction. To paraphrase JFK, "We must make sf safe for
diversity."

Greq Benford. I agree with most of what you say, with

minor exceptions. Ffirst, I am not interested in breaking

taboos per se; I am simply interested in seeing to it that
taboos do not get in the way of sf writers. This doesnot
mean that I feel a writer must break taboos in order to

be meaningful. Second, it appears to me that ANALOG does

2|

publish "anti-liberal-social-consciousness stuff, which

is one of the reasons I respect JWC above the other maga-
zine editors, though I disagree with his opinions most

of the time. He's true to the truth as he sees it. Which,
paradoxically, means that Moorcock and Campbell, poles
apart in everything else, are united in their editorial
integrity.

L. Sprague de Camp. This letter saddens me because
I have enjoyed much of de Camp's vork and here I am con-
fronted with arguments which are either dishonest or pain-
fully imperceptive. Why is it that so many people like
de Camp assume that because I am for meaningful sf that I
am against entertainment? Does de Camp really believe
that in order for sf to be entertaining it must be triv-
ial and banal? How sad! Great fiction is both meaning-
ful and entertaining. \lriters cannot achieve greatness
every time out, but damnit, they can tryl I too am a-
gainst stylistic experimentation for its-own sake (self-
conscious avante gardeism); true stylistic innovation
comes about as a response to the challenge of the mater-
ial. =

De Camp says: "Since prejudices are emotional, it is
useless to try to argue or bully the reader out of them."

A troism—but cannot a writer attempt to eradicate @

reader's prejudices by putting him in fictional situat-
ions, inside the minds of fictional characters, whish
will cause him to empathize emotionally with the objects

“of his prejudice?

De Camp seems to assume that I want to dictate the
kind of sf he writes or reads. I simply want all writ-
ers and-all readers to have the freedom to write and
read what pleases them., The fact that he puts down Mail-
er as "ridiculous" and Dalton Trumbo asa"Cemmunist-liner"



seems to indicate that he wants his own particular preju-
dices to prevail—uwhich is what he accuses me of. In psy-
chological terms, this is called projection.

Finally, how can he be so obtuse about the meaning
of a writer's "dedication to the truth as he sees it"? 0f
course I'm not talking about Absolute Truth. I merely sug-
gest that sf writers adopt the credo of the professional ...
baseball umpire: "I calls 'em how I sees 'em.” And whose
opinions should a writer's work express if not his own, Mr.
de Camp? VYours?

Poul Anderson. The Miller review of JUNGLE came out
after I had written my piece; if you say it's favorable,
I'11 take your word for it. To me it was confusing but
honest: "I don't like this kind of thing but it's a good
example of this kind of thing I don't like." Miller gives
the same kind of review to William Burroughs, so I guess
from my viewpoint it was favorable. Maybe nothing can be
done to improve the situation in the magazines as you sug-
gest, Poul, but we won't know that for sure unless we try.

The ghettoizing of sf as juvenile in libraries is a
self-fulfilling prophesy. The librarians believe it is
juvenile stuff, so they so:classify it, and publishers who
rely heavily on library sales therefore must cowtow to this
notion, which tends to depress sf to a juvenile level, so
the librarians can then say, "See, sf is written for juven-
iles." It is this closed circle of cause-effect-cause
which must be broken.

I agree with you that meaningful sf has been written.
But as you say, the average sf item is pretty dismal. And
it is the average level of sf which is depressed by the
editorial and publishing Meanderthalism in the field. \/rit-
ers should be encouraged to do their best by editors and
publishers, not do their best in spite of them.

Gee, I understood uhat you were trying to do in Eu-
topia, Poul. As for "boredom and callousness" setting in
Toward the horrors of war in JUNGLE—that's exactly the
point. That's what happens to Bart Fraden,. and since he
is the viewpoint character, that is what is supposed to
happen to the reader until the ending forces him to take
another look as it does fraden.

You say: "There is room for every kind of story,
theme and style." And I say: "Exactly."

Andy Porter. 1 have an F&SF rejection which states
"we don't do psychiedelic stories." If this wasn't a state-
ment of a taboo, I don't know what is. I made it clear
that this taboo no longer exists at F&SF. 'Nuff saids.

I didn't defend Larry Ashmead by saying, as you sug-
gest, that he was a stupid fool but had a right to be a
stupid fool. Several writers said to me that he had been
stupid or crazy in rejecting BUG JACK BARRON and I said ,
no, he's not stupid or crazy, he's a good editor, ;and he
just happened to make a mistake. fiy point was that one
mistake doesn't make an editor stupid, crazy or imcompet—
ent. If I did feel he was a stupid fool, I would not have
defended him. The distinction that I felt had to-be made
to the writers who commiserated with me by putting..dovn
Larry Ashmead was that what they and I considered one mis-
take on his part should not destroy their opinion of him as
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a good editor. As it has not destroyed mine.

And finally, last because least, Ted White. I sup-
pose my first reaction to Mr. White's uncouth letter was
to attempt to show the man up for the asshole he is. Un-
fortunately, Ted has deprived me of this satidfaction—
he's too good at it himself. I give the devil his due:
Ted may be an asshole, but at least he's a self-made ass-
hole.

Who but Ted White could prove himself to be a liar in
the same paragraph in which he accuses someone else of ly-
ing? He asserts that I lied about the reaction of the 1967
Milford Conference to BUG JACK BARRON because "the book was
not yet written at that point." The 1967 Milford Confer—
ence was held in the fall of 1867. BUG JACK BARRON was
completed in May 1967. In the same paragraph, he talks
about the "two chapters which led to (the book's) initial
sale to Doubleday." I suppose this is going to send you
into another paroxysm of rug-chewing envy, Ted, but the
fact is that Doubleday contracted for the book before a
single word was written. I didn't even have the title. I
told Larry Ashmead the story over lunch and got a contract
on that basis. On the basis of that, of MEN IN THE JUNGLE
and some "pseudo-Ellison self-promotion', I guess. Them
that can, do; them that can't, bitch. Well, maybe I'm be-
ing unfair to Ted here—aftec all, he did admit to being
"honestly jealous" and he's probably half right. But still,
being called a liar by a prince of liars does call for re-
buttal. Re Ted's unexplained and snide reference ("I have
here in my hand, Hr. Chairman—") to my campaign to have
fandom bug Doubleday into reconsidering the book: another
lie. I knew damn well the book was dead at Doubleday. The
only thing Ted could be referring to was a little piece
on me in THIRD FOUNDATION which asked fans to write to
Doubleday asking them to publish BJB. This appeared be-
cause I had given that fanzine an idea for a satirical
set of Ace Double fovel covers and they wanted to show
their appreciation. I didn't ask them to do it, didn't
know they vere going to do it until I saw the fanzine in
question, and knew damn well it was pointless. But I sup-
pose this is in line with Ted's generalized paranoia: fans,
it Ted's view, would never do such a thing spontaneously,
it must be part of a Dastardly Plot. Lessee, any other
loose lies lying around? Oh yes, my "posturing in: the
pages of SF TIMES, etc." Gee, I.didn't know there was
a fanzine called ETC., Ted. But there must be, because
aside from SF TIMES and PSYCHOTIC (which Ted is exclud-
ing in this paragraph), I've never written anything for a
fanzine. So the editors of ETC. must have pirated some-
thing of mine. I'd appreciate it if you'd send me your
copy of ETC., Ted, so I can set this straight. (To avoid
further nastiness, I did just do a piece for ALGOL which
is unpublished at this writing.) Finally, Ted says he
knows of several writers who were at the 1967 Milford
Conference and considered BJB dreadful. As you know, all
the writers present at the workshops get to speak their
minds. Two'had negative reactions to BJB. I always
thought "several" meant "three or more."

0f course, impaling Ted Vhite on his own lies is



like hunting rabbits with an elephant gun: hardly sporting.
Discussing the truth in Ted's létter would require an elec-
tron microscope which I don't happen to have around the
house, but I suppose I can hold my breath long enough to
_deal with some of his opinions.

First, his opinion of MEN IN THE JUNGLE, to which he
is entitled. - Candidly, I admit to certain stylistic crudi-
ties in the book. Frankly, I was waiting for reviews to
illuminate these failings for me. But what reviews I did
get reacted entirely to the content. Miller in ANALOG in
effect said it was a good book if you like that kind of i
book but he didn't. Library'Journal's review was a rave
which went into detail on the thematic material but did
not touch on the prose. The HEW WORLDS review was so-so
but talked mostly about content. Ted, if you weren't just
getting yourself off, why didn't you detail some of the
flaws in the prose so I could benefit from your bottomless
pool of wisdom? Okay, so a bunch of fans sat around and
had their jollies picking the book apart. That should keep
me from getting too much of a swelled head over the book.
But what the hell, it was nominated for a Hebula, it did
get as many good reviews as bad ones, Poul liked it, Karen
liked it, Phil Farmer liked it, academicians who have read
it (types who look down their noses at sf) dug it, fans

-have said nice things to me about it. And Doubleday did
_publish it, Ted. \Vhich is more than can be said for the
six published books you claim you'd stack up against JUNGLE
any. day in the week. Could it be there is a reason you
have been cold-shouldered by Doubleday"? But then, you
say yourself: '"...admittedly I belong to a rather outdated
group of writers in my thinking". (And how's that for syn-
tax?) _

Ted also opines that recent events have made B8JB out-
dated. As a matter of fact, recent events have brought us
closer to the America that I have postulated for 1968. I
may conceivably have to advance the dating in the book—
we may be getting there a little quicker: than I had antici-
pated. Of course, this may merely be good fortune—nbut
it may also have something to do with an understanding of
the forces at work in our society.

Ted believes that I'm against "the system" of sf book
publishing because I haven't "the wit to get around it."

But I have gotten around it. Ted's notion of sneaking
things into his books as "a kind of judo" is on a level

with insertind the word "fuck" in Urdu as a character name
in a story so as to "put one over" on JMC. Ted asks why

I sold my first novel to a schlock house if I'm against
schlock publishing. \ould you believe that I'm now against:
schlock publishing because I've had ‘experience with it?
That's called "learnlng from experience;" Ted. You might
try it sometime. And’the gall of the man insisting that
SOME OF YOUR BLOOD belongs in the "sub-genre" (sub-sub- -
genre?) of "psychological deduction"! And MOBY DICK be- :
longs in the sub-genre of "existential whaling stories." .
But then, Ted probably thinks that Moby Dick is a venereal
disease.

Shit, I could go on all day—Ted thi te epitomizes
everything clannish, paranoid, Philistine, illiterate, en-
vious and just plain boorish which encrusts the science
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1 said,

fiction field like a scabbing of clammy barnacles. Also, he
is a liar,
Vould you buy a used car from this man?

Second- bes-l'
SF werter in
%he worldoo es' i,'rhl" a“
thereis Shaver.”

Ted White

339 49th St.
Brooklyn, N.Y.
11220

I wonder why you think that "After Bug
Jack Barron and Dangerous Visions there'll
be no going back to the 'safe' subject
“matter and the 'fit for children' writ-
ing dictated now by the magazines and many
pocketbook publishers"? You seem to be saying that up to
now everything has been edited on this level, but that's
not so — else, how could such 'taboo breakers' get into
print? More importantly, what makes you think that the
publication of such books by one publisher would influence
another?
Publishing houses work on two levels: external standards
and internal standards. The internal standards are those
of the editor: "I don't care for this." External standards
are those dictated by the desired audience: "I don't think
librarians/readers/mothers/etc. would care for this." Each
house has its own editors and its own audiences.
When T turned in The Jewels of Elsewhen to Belmont, the

l editor there told me, "Youlve got some pretty explicit sex

here, and you mention marljuanaJP

What's wrong with that?" I asked.

"Jell, one of our major markets is the stores in the
highschools — you know, the ones run by students where they .

sell notebook paper and pencils and like that. The books
.- gre screened.

I'm afraid we'd lose the market if we left
, all-this sex and stuff in."

"Well, if you'd told me it was a juvenile you wanted,"
"I wouldn't have put it inJ."



"Oh, but we don't want juveniles," she said. 'Besides, '

you've done it very well. It fits.
take it out."

"So what're you going to do?" I asked.

"It's up to you."

"No," I said. "You're the editor. "It's up to you."

MJell, it'll mean we'll lose those markets..."

The upshot was the book came out uncut and uncensored.
Big deal. I doubt it sold any better or any worse than
other Belmont sf. I'm told the distributor guarantees a -
display life of no more than two days. My friends say they
never saw it on sale.

But do you honestly think that Belmont (as an example)
cares if either Bug Jack Barron or Dangerous Visions are
published? Belmont has Belmont to worry about. It's a
big pond, and there are a lot of publishers. IF will still
be bought primarily by teenagers, and I doubt Fred Pohl is
going to start shoveling Bug Jack Barron or its successors
out at them. I think you're making too much of all this.

I mean, I'd hate to

((vell, I still think there's a strong movement in sf
toward acceptance of male-female relationships on a more
basic and realistic level than friendship and Platonic
love. Science fiction is not an isolated little backwater
in the river of literature (wow!) and it is influenced by
trends and events in the larger body of writing in this
country. For instance, the Ardrey books and others recent-.
ly which picture man-as-instinctual-animal bring readers
and the rest of the population by osmosis to a greater
awareness of body as body.

The youth today are hip, cool and won't buy the sex=
fear scene their parents are bagged in, and won't for long
buy emasculated, "screened" books. Teenagers.don't think
of themselves as children in need of protection from life.
Science fiction largely has gotten by in its editorial de~
lusion that it can be adult while soft-pedaling adult con-
cerns, but not for much longer.

I-don't mean I want to see sex like "... turgld nipples
o«-quivering thighs...she screamed in ecstacy as he plung-
ed...!" I do mean that. it's stupid and hypocritical to shout
"JE'RE AN ADULT FIELD OF WRITING!" to critics and review—
ers while editing with one eye on librarians and tight—
lipped mothers.

If I had written this five years ago it would be more
true, because today.sf writers and editors and publishers
are being more honest and "daring". It's a continuing
process, but I'm afraid that most of the magazines are
caught in a double-standard squeeze,

Not everything up to now has been edited with juvenile
standards in mind, of course not, but too much has...and
still is. How did 'taboo breaking' Dangerous Visions get
into print? Not the usual way. . It took a superman like
Ellison to ram it through. It has sold very well and will
sell well ;in paperback, perhaps very well. Bug Jack Barr—
on, if the rest of the book is as good as the first two
EFapters, will sell well, too, in my opinion.: If it does
you can bet Belmont will pay attention. All sf publishers
will pay attention! As will the writers.

- Maybe I am making too much of this.
said, will tell.))

Time, as,sumebody
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Re: your quote from Bug Jack Barron: This is supposed
to be good writing? I see that Norman even writes Harlan
Ellison speech: "Don Sime would now never ball her." An ug-
ly, Hollywood, teenybopper word, "ball." And why not "Don
Sime would never ball her now"? Because it reads better?
Aw, bug Spinrad.

((Picky, picky, picky.))

Re: NEW WORLDS: Would you care to comment on the cover

‘vith:the Maharishi? I'm nominating it for the Bludgeon

Good Taste of 1968 Award myself — although, as you'!l see
from the column, it's-running against a tough crowd this
year.

((I don't remember the covers of the two issues of NEW
WORLDS I saw. (A bad sign, Mr. Moorcock.) ))

Letters:

Rick Norwood: Are you now admitting that Star Trek is
on 3 level with comicbook writing? If you will do this one
simple thing, I will agree with everything you have to say
about the show. My Lrefusal to play the gamet was based
on the (mistaken?) notion that you Star Trek nuts regarded
the show as Flne Science Fiction. And since I can't help
comparlng it wlth Fine Science Fiction I have Read Recent=
Iy, perhaps you can now understand my low opinion of it.
But you're right: measured up against, say, Batman comics,
Star Trek is quite laudable. Err, the Bob Kane Batman com~
IcE iRl ige, ke A8

Still, I can't help wondering about your description
of the crew of the Enterprise as no-talent types and the
Captain being the only man with the guts/talent/technical
training to make landings on strange planets. I'm curious:

howcum only Captain Kirk is endowed with these qualifica-

tions? How. come the Entecprise doesn't carry a qualified
Alien Contacts Team in its huge crew? \hat does the crew

do, besides helping to keep each other from being bored?

And what EEElQ happen if the Captain got killed? Who could
possibly move up to his exalted position? ((Spock! Spock!))
Is this any way to run a space ship? I doubt it.

‘I can't figure Kay Anderson out. This seems to be a
basic problem of mine, and I've about decided that she was
placed on this planet for expressly this purpose, . Take, for:
example, her letter here: I can't figure out whether she's
praising me or putting me down. Vhat's all this "James
Fenimore Cooper Syndrome"? \hat did I say in the quote she
qudtes that "demands a jar of mustard to spread on /my/
foot"? And, is'that Good or Bad? (I quess I'll try some
mustard ‘and see.  €oleman's, salad mustard, Polish mustard,
what? Help') You can see the problems this woman causes
me.

StiHy, I'm flattered she thought to'nominate me for fan
writer 1ast year and perhaps 1 should thank her for being
ong of those vho'did, this year. Last year, of course, I
would've had to d1squa11fy myself, since Con Committee Mem—
bers aren't eligible for Hugoss. However, nobody nominat—
ed me last year...

Alex Kirs is another.voice.from tﬁe past.. A good, if
convoluted letter there. But what's this about Mis the



'involvement’ 1}7’talk about really preferable—it is cer=
tainly antithetical—to good writing?" I believe I was
talking about reader involvement in the personality of a
magazine. I don't see this as in any kind of opposition to
"good writing", by which I presume Alex is referring to the
writing of the stories in the magazine. I'm talking about
the package in which the stories are contained. Beyond
stating the fact that bad stories harm future sales of a
magazine (and its reverse: good stories help), I vas not
specifically talking about the quality of stories or writ-
ing. I vas talking about that which makes magazines dif-
ferent from, and superior (if indeed they are superior) to
books. Books (paperback books) and magazines are presently
in direct competition on the newsstands, and the books are
uinning, because they enjoy more favorable distribution.
Magazines must try to offer that which books can or will
not offer: personality, issue-to-issue involvement. Readers
must care for a magazine and want it to survive. Obviously,
the foundation must be ‘the basic function of the magazine
—qood stories—but this alone won't do it anymore.

Think about this: what if, after a week or two, amonth
on the outside, all paperbick sf books had to be taken per-
manently off sale. ‘lell, IIve looked at a lot of royalty
statements from paperback publishers. The average sf book
sells between 30,000 and 50,000 copies in its first six -
month period. There are exceptions, but I'm talking about
the average books: the bulk of the books. It takes a year
to three years before 70,000 or 80,000 copies are sold.
Compare that with the sf magazines. They sell 50,000 and
up all within a month or less. If the distribution was as
favorable for magazines as it is for books, I suspect every
sf magazine would sell between 70% and 907 of its print-
order. And that's pretty respectable indeed. So let's not
call the sf magazine dead just yet.

Hey, Jack Gaughan, Chip Delany is some kind of writer,
yeah, but let's just stop a moment shy of acclaiming "the
really dedicated craft that went into putting just ONE
(count them ONE) word onto paper." Some of the words Chip
has put on paper have been just as ill-chosen as those of
even you and (I say, yes:) I. Let's not build up a super-
venerated ghodhood around Chip, or, indeed, any of us writ-
ers. Chip has undeniable talent, some idea of what he's
doing, and a feir amount of push to do it. So do most writ-
ers who exist above the X-cents-a-word hacking level. Let's
just belay the Great Artist Above Mundane Criticism jazz, '
though. Huh?

The Bok F&SF cover was flopped (mirror-reversed), but
I doubt it was to Hannes' consternation. Since he agreed
to it and resigned the flopped version (although thi's shous
up only on proof copies; his signiture got cut off with the
trim).

ALl this "selling segson" stuff strikes me as Ad Agency
Superstition. Ffor instance, summers are supposed to be Big
for comic books...Publishers bring out their extra comic
book goodies in the summer menths. But, for some strange
regson, the summer of 1965 (I think it was) was disasterous
for comic books. Why? Maybe they were all rather more
lousy than usuals Maybe the kids who buy them were out

looting. Maybe the distributors happened, that couple of
months, to cheat more than usual. ‘ho knows? So now sum—
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.mers are 3 "bad season."

This guy P.A.M. Terry has to be read to be believed. A
recent British fanzine (BADinage) carried his anonymous at-
tack on the NyCon for slighting a mythical twenty friends
of his in Australia who, sez he, joined the con. The guy
is, let's face it, a jerk. And I admire your restraint in
replying to him.

I an Cut To The Quick to discover that all these years
Avram has been waiting for me to Do A Proper Job on him.
Avram, believe me, I thought of it. Vhen Alma Hill start-
ed knitting socks for you and sending them off to you by
mail, I was readying a massive attack in which I would
link the two of you in the most compromising terms. But
then you went and got married, and that scotched my whole
schtick. Please forgive me, and tell me that my half-heart-
ed 'tepid' insult will suffice.

((Hey, Avram, I'm sure Norman Spinrad has a couple Ted
WYhite Insults he'll let you have at half price.))

Greg Benford, it saddens me to say that you are off
your ass. You have swallowed Spinrad's line, hook and
sinker. There is but one single, simple requirement for
getting published in sf: good writing coupled with a good
story. Those are damned broad criteria, and they include
all that's ever been best in sf. If you can write well,
and tell it convincingly, you can sell any story, taboos
or no. Spinrad's problem (and I return to him solely be=
cause he has made so much noise about himself that everyone
is using him as an example) is that his preoccupation lies,
apparently, in taboo-breaking. ("Norm's interests in stf
—exploration of ideas that are taboo-breaking" ...G. Ben=-
ford.) Just sitting down and thinking up taboos to break
is infantile. It is stupid. Anyone can break a taboo.

But not just anyone can do it in a valid way.

There are taboos and there are taboos. I don't think
Norman has broken any, yet, myself. Even felatio isn't new
in sf. Sturgeon included cunnilingus in his borderline
Some of Your Blood, and I've had felation in mere than one

of my books. HNot perhaps as crudely as Spinrad, but there's
such a scene in my forthcoming Paperback Library Spawn of
the Death Machine. Fostly you're talking about publishing
taboos, rather'n ideational taboos. VYou're talking about
overcoming a publishing convention, such as the old pulp
conventions against obscenities. (But Dashiell Hammett

“$nuck in vords like "gunsel," which means a boy used for

pleasure by homosexuals, even in the 1420s.) The Lovers
didn't really break any taboos, either.

It seems to me that Spinrad's kind of "taboo-breaking"
is simply a form of sensationalism, a way of playing Valley
of the Dolls in our little pond. Today's taboo is tomorrow's

ho-hum, you know, and a book written only to shock and break

taboos doesn't last long.

In fact, as long as I'm on the subject, let's talk a~
bout Bug Jack Barron.: It sold to Avon Books for $3,000,
accepted without major revisions. But Norm had previously
agreed to a contract with Ace, for the Ace Specials series,
for $2500 and considerable revision. Terry Carr, the edit-
or in question, w;s not interested in 'gutting' the book.
He simply thought it needed more work. Spinrad agreed.



" " rthen of Lancer Books).

But he sold the book to Avon for more maney and 'as s,
thus in effect selling'an inferior book.. Ironically, Pyra-
mid was willing to bid' 3500 for the booky: but,, like Ace,
wanted revisions. I'm told Spinrad never evep heard about
that offer.” Ace had sent out a prepared contract and heard
about the sale to Avononly ‘after the fact, without being .
asked to bid higher (which Ace might've done, I dunno).

Now Terry and I have qur arguments, and our tastes in
sf diverge, but I.think he is probably one of the most hon-
est, talented, and informed editors in'the business. He
liked Bug Jack Barron, with reservations. He was willing
to wark closely with Spinrad to help strengthen- the ' book.
It is very likely that had Spinrad chosen to work with him
even'I would have admired if not liked) the final product.

- ~Sp1nrad might've had a Hugo winner.

But Spinrad is not concerned with quality. He's con=
cerned with breaking taboos. Ffeh. He also promotes too
much publicity for himself.

‘I 1ike Poul's idea of a monthly magaz1ne devoted purely
to responsible sf reviews. I think it deserves more talk-
ing about, and some doing. A monthly magazine, offset per—
haps, circulated to the libraries and schools, and which
does not follow a narrow—l1ned policy of enthusiasms. A
Virginia Kirkus of SF which is better written and better—
thought-out than Virginia Kirkus, but which fulfills the

~sgme important function. We've seen attempts in the past,
but they've been fanzines. Maybe the SRWA should sponsor
it.

Baird Searles' letter points up something I've been
wondering about for some time now: \Vhat qualifications
does a man require in order to set himself up as an Author-
ity on a field? In Mr. Searles' case it appears to benoth~
ing more or less than access to a microphone at WBAI, ‘anon—
profit radio station. I listened to the review of my book
whieh he accurately describes as a "comme-ci, comme-ca re-
vieu', and later.I read a transcript (courtesy Pail Busby,
Mr. Searles used something-like two
hundred-words to say next to nothing at all, positive or
neggtive; about the book in question. Following this, he
turned the microphone over to a friend, who reviewed sever-
al other books in the same fashion. The reviews were fully
as informative as jacket blurbs. I haven't bothered to 1is-
ten to Mr. Searles since. 'But because the man is broadcast
~-at large to-a New York City fM audience, he assumes the role
of authorlty. It is his because he is, willy-nilly, listen-
‘ed to. And apparently he believes in it himself. I've
-~—heard séveral friends who are sf writers talk about how
wonderful he is, after he told them,(off the air) what won-
derful writers they were. Perhaps if he'd done the same
for me I too might worship at his feet. Or perhaps not.

I had only one contact with the man. Someone brought
him to a Fanoclast meeting only a week or two after his
fateful review of my book, sometime in late winter or early .
spring of 1967. He was a scruffy—look1ng fellow who made
absolutely no effort to meet' people or be friendly, but
seemed willing to be lionized if anyone cared to make the
effort. The meeting included people like Lee Hoffman, Alex
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Panshin, Dave Van Arnam, Jack Gaughan, Grey. Morrow, and ghod
knows who-all-else — maybe twenty or more people — but
Searles made -little attempt to talk to any of them, and ‘soon
left. I had just had to tell the New York City Convention
Bureau that we didn't.want the flying saucer nuts ‘advised

. about the NyCon3, and this topic came up in'passing during

a conversation which included, as I recall, either Andy Port-
er or Arnie Katz, with Searles a semi-onlooker. -I.reitterat-
ed that we wanted to hold the membersh1p of the con down to

a manageable size, and Searles seemed to understand this. I
do not recall being impolite, but I can't say I warmed to

Mry Searles' limp handshake and fish-like manner. But I have

.-been impolite to visitors in my house on only one occasion,

and that was to send a gentleman packing with instructions
never to return. (It was a painful incident and I didn't en-
joy it at all.) ik

At no time after this did Searles make any attempt to
get in touch with me, either by phone or mail, or even in-
direct message. His offer to broadcast speeches was a well-
kept secret (although we have them all on tape and will be
publishing them), and the cause of his annoyance is known
solely to himself. I suspect it stems from pique, howsver:
we didn't treat him like a celebrity. (A numbér of us have
been on radio or.on tv, and I quess it just didn't occur to
us that he might expect it.)

Now this snide little letter of Searles' annoys me. He
begins with ‘this line about not usually indulging in "the
standard mud-slinging of fandom," but he does a creditable
job nonetheless. :He refers to "Mr thite's xenophobia about
strangers intruding," refers to "the lack of politeness on
the other side," says "science fiction fandom is not noted
for its tact or finesse, but this hit a new low," and then
he wonders.if his review of my book had anythlng to do with
ite

That's fine mud-slinging, Baird! VYou're very adept. You
have the deTt needle~touch of a talented hair-puller. Youre
capable of ignoring facts, of pretending to knowledge you
don't have, of condescention for a field you're unaware of,
of snobbery, and of snidely impuning my motives. Congratula-
tions! I rather think you've gone us one better.

. A couple of days after the NyCon3, several people asked
me, "What'd you do to make \BAI so mad at you?"

When I asked what they meant (I rarely listen to WBAI

_myself, and had missed it, whatever it was), I was told that

Searles had quite petulantly complained, on the air, that
there was an sf convention going on in town, but that he was—
n't allowed to say where it was.

I didn't hear this. I only had it reported to me by sev-
eral different people. I don't know exactly what Searles said
nor how he said it, but to judge from the reaction of those
who heard it, I should say he more than repaid us for our
supposed impoliteness. :

"I don't feel the mass media should be courted, but I
don't believe they should be stepped on, either, particularly
if science fiction and fandom want the new ‘non~insular image
that it needs so badly." Count the errors and misassumptions.
Note the grouping of sf and fandom together as needing 3 new
non-insular image. Note a man's feelings being hurt.

That's all right, Baird. \e wouldn't let Long John pub-



licize the con either.

T vould recommend that' anybody
fooling around with psychedelic
sf first read the William Burs:

* roughs novels &traight through,
from Naked Lunch to Nova Express
to The Soft Machine to The Ticket That Exploded. - I consider

Burroughs potentially the most important writer of recent
years less in my opinion for what he says than for how he
says it. No matter what you may think of his visions of
hell, or his tendency to tonal repititiousness, the fact is
he is the first literary genius to try his hand at science
fiction, the first to combine the general approaches of
science fiction with visionary drug writing. He makes any-
body in Dangerous Visions come off as somewhat of a pussy-
cat, really. Hell, what are the experiments of Farmer in

_ that book but a rather obvious neo-Joycianism — the over-
complex punstery, a consistent vitiation of any really strong
image by making it literary, of books, something that will
get to the scholars where they don'i have any balls. On the
contrary, Burroughs peels all images down to their raw ba=
sics, and gives them to you as they occury first time off,
before they can be changed, diluted. As he says, 4] am a
recording instrument. Insofar as I succeed in DIRECT ex-
pression of certain areas of psychic process I may be said
to serve a limited function. I am not an entertainer.d

Gary Deindorfer

105 So. Overbrook Ave.
Trenton, N. Jersey
08618

This is one of the keys for anyone attempting what you
term psychedelic sf. To convdy the effect of visionary ex-
perience, you have to deal with what is at hand, with what
happens right where you're sitting now, to get the essence
of a drug experience which tends to pertain to what is going
on, now. An overlapping mosaic of now, now, now. In a
f1eld vhere writers tend to think and function in the past
tense someone like Burroughs who deals with immediacies,
pleasant or unpleasant, but AS THEY ARE, this is something
to, ah, pick up on. And it's a far cry from Chester Ander-
son.

Perhaps Phil Dick comes closest. He may not be a lit-
erary genius, but I think he has other science fiction writ-
ers beat all hollow in one particular. And that is his a-
bility to convey. certain aspects of mood, certain resonances
and essences of a situation. All of his wr1t1ng has kind
of a drug feel for me: some of his books have, well, an 3519
feel. He actually mgnages to bring the same varieties of
mood across: the feeling of being unsure what it is, where
it's at, what's going to happen next, or simply uhat's going
on. Eye In The Sky and especially the last part of Man In
The High Castle have this feeling. Other books have an am—
phetamine tempo and feeling to them of everything about to
careen out of control, for instance The Three Stigmata of
Palmer Eldritch where somewhere about halfway through the
book Phil actually does lose control and surprises himself
by getting into some hairy new aspect of: well, if it's THIS
then how can it also be THAT; God, now it's neither but THAT,
everytime I think I'm catching onto the game they throw. in
new rules for me. Like playing poker and before you know it
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it's peanuckle and you're still playing like it's poker.
So by the time you get wise to it's being peanuckle already
it's 01d Maid...and on and on.

Norman Spinrad's article kind of tells me wherd science
fiction in the magazines is at all right. Pohl considers
Ellison's "built in the privates like an ape" dangerous
stuff. Go read fhe Soft Machine, Fred Pohl. As for Ellison,
I get the impression that for Ellison a line like that is a
dangerous vision. Go read Tom Paine, Harlan.

((Come on, Gary, you're in no position, intellectuslly
or professionally, to patronize Pohl or Ellison.))

As for me, I had never considered sending my first book,
The fourth Schedule, anyplace else than a house like New

Directions or Grove Press. Though some might call it science-
fantasy the thing that more than anything else makes it dan~
gerous is that it is more science fantasy-fact. I hope I can
get it published. I think it is good enodaﬁd?b see print and
nowhere in it have I watered down anything that needed laying
out AS IS. The thing I can't understand is why People like
Norman Spinrad don't submit their stuff to places like Grove,
flew Directions, Dial Press, etc. ‘hy not submit a science
fiction story that says something you really had to say to,
for instance, Evergreen Review?

Anything that really tells it the way you see it and fuck
consequences would probably no more appear in an Ellison an-
thology than anyplace else. Ellison above all else likes ob-
viousness: "Hey, God sucks!" or "Dig this, sodomy is an ac-
cepted practice between shipmates on long space voyages vith
no women." Always the tone of, "Got caught with my hand in -
the cookie jar.'" A real artist does not rezlly think about
what taboos he is breaking and so on and how daring he is.

He simply says what he has to say, what he fucking will say.
The thing about science fiction writers, I doubt all but a
few of them have been there. They tend to assume they know
vhat it's all about. They tend to be very conscious of how
vhat vhat they say will be taken and to ‘avoid as a matter of
course going into anything that might blow out a few minds
somewhere. \ell, my book, due to what I had to say about some
things I have seen, probably will blow some minds. I'll be -
surprised if it doesn't.

hat it is, I'm tired of Harlan Ellison thinking he and
his crowd know where it's AT. He's dealing with the one
tenth of the berg sticking up out of the water. Hope he does—
n't go to close .to it in his little boat or he might find out
what the nine tenths part of what we might call the Set-up can
do when you deny its existence and assume what's showing above
waterline is taboo when the<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>