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"You look glum, Geis. Vhat's the problem this time?"

"I've just been cranking off some stencils for this
issues 350 copies this time. *GROAN* ;

"Your circulation does seem to spiral, doesn't it?"

"Unmph. And this is the Annish, if you'll remember.
Not quite the 500 pages I jested about a couple issues
ago, but well over fifty, and with two (count Tem) Ti0
InMatest" _

"I'm impressed. Especially by the big Gaughan fold-
out.” Lovely. But the young lady's head..."

"And NEXT issue I have a coup of sorts—-Philip Jose
Farmer's BayCon speech. A fine, provocative 9,000 words
sootven terrifying words."

"Yes, fine, but you're avoiding a subject..."

"OKAY! The HUGO AMARDS."

"Tell me who von the—"

"LORD OF LIGHT by Roger Zelazny won in the best novel
category."

"But who——"

"WEYR SEARCH by Anne McCaffrey and RIDERS OF THE
PURPLE VAGE by Philip Jose Famer tied for.the Sest8novel-
la Hugo." R
T "hat isn't what I—"

"Best novelette was GONNA ROLL THE BONES by Fritz
Leiber."

"Geis, tell me who won the best—="

"I'm getting there. Best short story was won by Har-
lan Ellison for I HAVE NO MOUTH AND I NUST SCREAM.

"I'11 scream if you—"

"Calm, rational psychiatrists do not scream. The
best dramatic presentation was won, by double winner
Harlan Ellison, for his original Star Trek script, CITY
ON THE EDGE OF FOREVER."

"I'LL GIVE YOU ONE MORE CHANCE"

"T know, you've been waiting for the best pro maga-
zine award. It was VORLDS OF IF this time."

"NO! WHICH. FAN—"

"ihich fan was chosen best fan writer? Ted White,
our columnist, that's who!"

"T'™™ UARNING YOU!"

"I'm determined and fearless!
1ist was Jack Gaughan}"

"Geis, I swear by all the sacred writings of Freud—"
"The best fan artist was George Barr!"

"NOW, will you tell me?"

"Yeah...best amateur magazine was...wases.*sob* AMRA."
MAMRAZ!

"hy are you surprised? You knew it probably would-
be PSY."

"Yes, but...AMRA?"

"A aword and sorcery fanzine."
"Hmmme « o'

Best professional art-
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"‘ [] I l B - W WHERE THE EDITOR RAMBLES ON AND ON AND ON AND ON

1
ey, ¢

"ihat are you thinking?"

"Well, Geis, I'm thinking it pays to publlsh a special-
ized, narrow focis zine."

"That's what PSY is!
fantasy."

"Not narrow enough! Beam in on...say, robot fandomi!

"Robot fandom? Ridiculous!"

"Oh, yeah? Think how many computors there are in the
vorld now. If they ever get interested in sf...you're INI"

"I'm leaving!"

"Come back here, Geis!
make."

"Oh, yes. It gives me great heartburn to tell the fans
that—"

"TA GREAT HONOR!'

"Isn't that what I said? A great honor to announce that
ETHEL LINDSAY is now PSYCHOTIC's agent in England,"

"She must be mad!"

"Naturally."

Mihy are you looking that way at the Gestetner, Geis?
I've seen that look before...on the face of a homicidal
maniac}"

"Killeoakilleookillaol!

"Control yourself. Only thirteen thousand five hundred
more clunkety-whunks to go. Only four more days of crank
turning...only three more days after that of gathering and
stapling."

"AAARRRRGGGH ¢ o "

"Geis, put down that hammer} Gestetnercide is against
fannish law!"

"But *whimper® the time...the worke.."

"Resign yourself, Geis. It is your lot. Ghod has de-.
creed—""

"Vmummmmble. ...dirty razzerblaksdffle..."

"Calm....calm...take these pills."

"There is a way out, you knowt"

"NO! You wouldn't stop...publishing?"

"OF COURSE NOT! But I did just sell another book..."

"Another one?"

"Yep. ‘orking title is OBSESSED. But the thlng iSe.s
I now have a little extra loot and I been thinking..."

"Ph-ph=photo=-offset?" :

Melleso"

"But photo-offset is-so cold and unfannish!"

"Not nowadays. Besides, I'm only toying with the idea."

"It does nave merit. You would have more time to do
pro vork."

"I'd read. ‘le both kuow that. I'm leaving!!

Come back here. You can't leave me with a couch cover-
ed vith peanut shells!"

\le focus on science fiction and

You have an announcement to

et



We come now to the inevitable fractioning of the form.
What is "mainstream fiction"? It is Guthrie's "The Way West"
and "The Big Sky". Which are westerns. It is "Miss Lonely-
hearts” and "The Day Of The Locust" by Mathanael Yest. ‘hich
are religious allegories in contemporary settings. It is
John D. MacDonald's novels of Travis kicGee. Which are adven-
ture/suspense novels. It is biyrer's “Once An Eagle'i. Uhich
is a war novel. It is Baldwin's "Another Country". Vhich is
3 love story. The main stream, as nobler critics than myself
have long noted, is composed of many smaller tributaries.

The genre novel—in reality—no longer exists, save when it
is so hopelessly inbred (as with the most inept cowboy novels
or slanted "nurse’ and ‘'gothic" novels) that it aspires to no
greater stature in the pantheon of Art.

Only in speculative fiction do we still seem to retain
the semblance of doing-our-thing with no (or little) recogni-
tion of what goes on in the larger arena. I think the oper=
able word in that previous sentence is semblance, for inpoint
of fact the novel of speculative fiction has undergone somany
changes and directions in the past ten years that today, as I
write this, August 1st, 1968, Publishers' Weekly (v. 194, n.5)
reviews John Brunner's forthcoming Doubleday sf novel "Stand
On Zanaibar" not in the science fiction section, but as a

COMMERT mainstream fiction offering, side-by-column with "The Best

on American Short Stories 1968", John Barth's “Lost In The Fun—
THE house' and Hermann Hesse's "Beneath The Wheel". The reviewer
ART : makes no bones that the book is sf, but says of it:

0F "Doubleday classifies the whole thing as science fiction,
SPECULATIVE but it's far from the conventional science fiction-fantasy
FICTION category of writing."

The reviewer also said, after praising the book inordin-
ately, and directly leading the reader to understand that
this is a book of rather heroic proportions, 'Anyone who does-
n't want to work pretty hard for his cautionary tales might
take (preceding comments on the booKs intricacy) as a hint."



This review, and more what it implies than what it open—
ly says, should give us pause for consideration of the cur-
rent state of the sf novel in relation to the mainstream.
There is a definite attempt here to single out this book as
something above and beyond the "conventional sf-fantasy
category of writing", whatever the reviewer may think that
is. Is this merely another attempt to label a good book as
somethim apart from speculative fiction, as though Hersey's
"The Child Buyer " or Levin's'Rosemary's Baby" are not sf-
fantasy merely because they are good?

1 think not. The tone of this review is much too in~
formed, much too on-targets I think what the reviewer is
subliminally saying is that much of the speculative writing
being done today is genre: in intent and in execution. And
that Brunner's new one far excels that mingy labor.

For it now becomes clear that the fractioning of the
genre has for ten years been in progress. Ve now have war
novels of sf ("Bill, The Galactic Hero"; "Starship Troop=
ers"), we have westerns of sf ("ar Of The Wing-Men"; "The
Horse Barbarians"), we have religious allegories ("Thorns";
"Lord Of Light"), and we have love stories, historicals,
novels of manners. These last three types bring me through
a somewhat underground route to my topic of discussion,
Anne McCaffrey's new Ballantine novel, "Dragonflight"—an
historical love novel of manners.

This reviewer confesses in front that he comes to the
subject of women writers with something approaching para-
noid ambivalence, leaning slightly more toward antipathy
than delight. Until fairly recently I was firmly convinced
that writers who were women amounted to very little. I
cast back historically to find precedent to make me reverse
my decision, and the best I encountered were the Brontes,
who, at best, wrote elegant soap operas. But within the
past five or six years I fortuitously mortared up the gaps
in my literary education with the likes of Isak Dinesen, .
Flannery 0'Connor, Shirley Jackson, Dorothy M. Johnson,

Zoe Oldenbourg, Mary McCarthy, Charity Blackstock, Barbara
Tuchman - and the incomparable Dorothy Parker (whom I'd al-
ways adored, yet somehow managed to exclude from my theory
by 2 feat of unmatched speciousness). I had managed, al-
so, to exclude Leigh Brackett, Andre Norton and Catherine
Moore. Obviously they weren't "women writers". They wrote
like men.

It may seem an oversimplification, not to mention a
crochet, but men write like men (most of the time) and wo-
men write like women. There is a gentleness, a softness,

a frustrating lack of tensile strength in the writing of
most women. Best typified by the works of Fanny Hurst,
Frances Parkinson Keyes and Agnes Sligh Turnbull. Ve won't
even mention Edna Ferber. My theory—that now-hoar-en—
crusted theory—uas that women, having been reared with a
Jessemyn West "friendly persuasion" way of thinking, were
incapable of truly coming to grips with those flash-points
of conflict that invariably result in emotional, gut-level
reformations of character, not to mention naked violence.
Try to think of g voman having written the scene in "Billy
Budd" where Billy;' chivvied by the detestable Claggart, in-

G

capable of vocally defending himself, kills the Mate with one
blow.

Morris Renek, in "Reflections On Violence As A Literary
Tool" (Storx Magazine, May 1967) puts it thus: "In Herman
Melville's 'Billy Budd', for example, the act of violence
clearly takes the place of speech. Billy's blow articulates
his anguish against tyranny where his tongue cannot. Violence
has this illiterate coherence. Everyone understands a sock on
the jaw; when language fails , there is the fist."

Written by a woman? Unthinkable.

Or try to conceive of 3 woman having written Faulkner's
"Intruder In The Dust", or a woman's view of the scene in
"Tropic 0f Cancer" in which Henry Miller describes fucking the
Jewess under the stairs, all the while surreptitiously ran-
sacking her spilled purse for subway fare. Or 2 woman under-
standing the gauze-like theory of Those Who Are Doomed By The
Universe that eternally separates Henchard from Farfrae in
Hardy's "The Mayor Of Casterbridge". These are points of
view, last extremes of the human condition that women seem
apparently unable to manipulate.

As my secretary recently said (in jest, but with more
insight than she had thought), "Are women writers like women
drivers: licensed, but not really in control?"

Well, I think that may be a bit strong. As I've noted,
there have been women—no, make that female—writers who
could show most male writers which end of the pencil was the
business end. Comparisons between Katherine Anne Porter and
Leon Uris instantly become invidious. But still there re-
mains the stigma attached to a work of fiction by a womanj and
in sf the stigma is at its most apparent. One need count no
further than one's fingers to total the female writers who
have made it in this specialized category.

Wihether the explanation for this be inherent in the state
of social subjugation in to which women have historically been
foeced, only now breaking down and becoming sufficiently mem-
ory-dim to allow women a flexing of their literary muscles,
or because there is an inescapable truth in the theory that
women are too homekhearth-bred to provide them with the raw

. material of creativity that intense Art demands...I cannot

say. Eaah school has its proponents. At this point, and in
part due to Miss McCaffrey's recent writings, I find myself
having deserted the latter theory, and inclining more toward
the formec.

Yet—and again because of McCaffrey—I do not swallow the
"'woman in bondage" philosophy whole. for here, and now, in
this enlightened era, we have a novel by a woman that tackles
some hard sf topics, and if it fails in parts, it is those
parts to which the female orientation has been brought, and
applied.

it

As aside, though quite in line with the above: how would
this book have read (I cannot keep myself from wondering) had
it been written by Theodore Sturgeon, with his incomparable
understanding of all the manifestations of love? How would



it have read had it been done by Keith Laumer, for my money
the very best straight action writer we have these days?
How would it have read at the hands of the Kuttner<Moore
team, with his sure sense of the ironies of social protocol
and her deep pool of feminine wisdom expressed in terms a
man could relate to? And what would it have looked like,
on the other hand, had it been subjected to the penchant
for ecological minutise of a Hal Clement? How would Mack
Reynolds or Harry Harrison have burlequed it? This is the
kind of novel that suggests so many variable ways of having
been told, that one inevitably wonders what its skape and
structure would have been had it been done better or worse
by any one of a dozen different craftsmen.

But obviously, and sensibly, since we have here a ver—
sion written by Anne McCaffrey, that is the one with which
we must deal. And for the purposes of explicating the
fractionalizing of the genre...for the purposes of examin-
ing the expertise of female writers with the tools and
modes of the sf form, there could hardly be a better
examples

#

Basic situation: generations before the novel's opening,
tarthmen settled Pern, third planet of a golden G-type star;
an Earth~like world with a stranger-planet that swings around
Pern in 3 wildly elliptical orbit bringing it close to Pern
every two hundred years at perihelion. Centuries later,
tbe colonists of Pern have totally forgotten their Terran
origins. They have joined with an indigenous 1ife-form,
dragons capable of breathing fire when they chew "fire-
stone" and transform it with their digestive acids into
flame producing gasses that ignite on contact with oxygen,
to battle Threads—airborne spores catapulted off the Red
Star stranger-planet at perihelion—uwhich destroy all vege-
tation when they burrow into Pernese soil. The dragons and
humans are telepathic, one-to-one. A specific dragonrider
communicates mentally with his dragon. But it has been
four hundred years since the last incursion of the Threads,
and the memory of the Pernese has groun dim,

All of this is given, quite explicitly, in the intro-
duction to the book. MNo one should be confused for long.

As the novel begins, we find Pern a world with a semi-
feudal culture, split into two distinct societies. The
Holds, ruled over by Lords, which raid and conquer one
another. And the Yeyrs, where dwell the last of the
dragonfolk, those who ride the great winged telepathic
dragons, and who live by the tithes they extract from the
Lords. But in four hundred years, with no sign of Threads,
the Lords have almost forgotten the need of keeping the
Veyrs stocked with food and supplies, and they rail under
the useless tribute paid to a high caste of what seem use-
less and indolent ex-heroes.

Miss McCaffrey has sketched in all of this preceding
background—save for some extremely important explanations
which she reveals as she goes along—well in front; an
enormous aid in following the line of the plot. (A caution-

/




ary note from which should be taken by other writers whose
elaborate cosmographies or societies may be clear to them
when they begin writing, but which far too frequently only
emerge out of murkiness and re-readings for an audience
that comes to each new world with the eyes of babies.)

Yet for the first half of the novel, very little is
done with either the world of Pern or the feudal condition
of its nativess The first half of the book is——while not
precisely slow—terribly measured. {I have heard enough
praise for the first section, published in ANALOG as "Weyr
Search—and its nomination for a Hugo bears out the high
esteem in which the section is held by the mass readership
~-to accept that the first portions of the novel may not
be plodding for everyone. Even so, on strictly craft lev-
els, the "leyr Search" chapters demand some critical sn-
alysis.)

In the first section we meet the ostensible protagonist
of the work, the girl, Lessa. I say ostensible, for Miss
VcCaffrey has the damnable habit of switching viewpoints
between Lessa and F'lar, the bronze dragonrider, to the
detriment, I feel, of the novel's unity.

Lessa was a child when Lord Fax invaded Ruatha and
conquered the Hold, murdering all those of noble blood.
By secreting herself in the weyr of the household watch-
dragon Lessa was able to retain her life. When Fax left,
returning to his home Hold, Lessa emerged and began an ex-. .
istence as a kitchen drudge, cloaking her identity through
the use of an ability to "cloud men's minds so they cannot
see her" as she really is. \Ifith the thought of revenge
driving her, Lessa grows to young womanhood, waiting for an
opportunity to bring about fax's death.

The opportunity presents itself when F'lar—on a Search

O

* for a new weyrwoman to meld with a soon-to-hatch queen drag-

on—finds her. The balance with the first section deals with
Lessa's maneuvering of F'lar so he killa Fax, and F'lar's con-
vincing Lessa she should come back to the dragonmen's Weyr to
become Weyrwoman. That's all. One would think that with
such a brevity of plot-thrusts a richness of detail anentPern,
its special alien nature, the people living there, and the
lore of the dragon folk would fill out ninety-one pages. But
it doesn't. The feudal background could be compared with in-
vidious results to any of a dozen other science fiction nov-
els, not the least of which would be the hearty offerings of
Poul Anderson—uhose work this novel resembles in many ways.
But where "The High Crusade" or "Three Hearts And Three Lions"
manages to convey an extraordinarily rich, one might almost
call'it heady, savor of times gone by, Miss McCaffrey's scent
of the past is thin and almost bland. This should not be.
for, stop to consider, not only does she have going for her
all the remembered lore and mystique of the Terran past a-
gainst which her Pernese past is paralleled, but she has the
benefit of dozens of other sf novels that have dealt with
cultures similar in tone to the Pernese. It would seem a not
too dificult task to use those intimations, reflections and
snippets of minutiae employed with such ease by almost every
writer in the genre to hint at a richer, fuller backgrdﬁﬂa.
But Miss McCaffrey does little in this way. The story of
Lessa and her revenge could as easily have been written by
Sir Valter Scott (though probably not with as much leanness).
The language is the stilted, affectated "regal" syntax many
writers employ when they think they are writing mannered
prose.

On this point, then, I would seriously fault Miss lcCaff-
rey's creation. She has not seized, until one-fourth through
the novel, a leitmotif that most surely makes this an historic-
al work, and a work of importance by way of its explication of
the interplay of peoples with their societies and their natur-
al environment.

It is an oversight difficult to understand.

In all fairness, I must note that this richness of detail
occurs more regularly in the three-fourths of the novel not
yet discussed. But we are never treated to a full merchandis--:
ing of the wares Miss McCaffrey has built into her world. (I
em reminded, as another aside, of the way in which Hcinlein
has always managed to indicate the greater strangeness of a
culture with the most casually dropped-in reference: the first
time in a novel, I believe it was in "Beyond This Horizon",
that a character came through a door that...dilated. And no
discussion. Just: "The door dilated."” I read across it, and
was two lines down before I realized that the image had been
that the vords had urged forth. A dilating door. It didn't
open, it irised! Dear God, how I knew I was in g future
world.) ;

lMcCaffrey, with all the past impressions of bad MGM movies
and all the implanted lore of every swordplay thriller from
Dumas to Sabatini, should have been able to show us her world
more colorfully in that first section. \hy should she? B8e-
cause, very simply, for the first fourth of "Dragonflight",
there is something akin to“boredom.


cair.it

It is necessary for a critic to express his opinions, his
positions, even his most minor crotchets, early on. In
that way, the reader is never in doubt as to the motiva-
tions for critical judgements. Herewith, a basic one you
may try to remember when considering these criticisms: a
writer may have a message, an emotion, a philosophy to im-
part in his fiction, and these are the most marvelous kind
of serendipity. But his first job is to entertain. To
inforn comes second. To entertain comes first. So, in my
view, the single greatest crime a writer can commit is to
bore. If a book cannot hold me past the first few pages,
I have to struggle to compell myself to go on. (I have
been faulted for this narewness of nature—with good cause,
I might add—by writers to letter columns of several fan—
zines, who have accused me of limited vision, lack of ten-
acity and outright stupidity. They have also indicated
their pity that I've missed some very worthwhile books,
most notably "Dune". I cannot argue with them, I can only
report the way the mechanism functions.)

This is not to say that "Oragonflight" as a whole is a
bore. flor even that the first section is in toto boring.
Only that there is a tendency toward boredom in the first
ninety-one pages. And in a book as good as this one, I
find even the taint of boredom a ghastly presence, possibly
all the more noticeable because the book 1is so good.

Wlell, then, to what can we attribute this boring ten-
dency in the first section? Partially, as I've indicated,
a lack of drawing upon the world in which Lessa lives,
for a depth of back ground that would shore up such a thin
plot-development. But this is only the lesser part of the
responsibility. Tne greater share is due to the central
topic of this analysis: the "woman's" view.

Unfortunately, most of the failure of this section,
due to the "woman's view", cannot be explicated. It is in
the nature of tone, of shadow more than reality; my friends
on the Strip would say it was all in the "vibes"; I would
say vibrations, but that's because
I'm on the other side of

the Gap,

. sockittowardsme!

So I can't tell you at this point in space, time and an-
alysis what it is content-wise. But let me go on with the
book, and by the time we reach the bottom line, I'll have it
for you. Even a critic sometimes has to grope for the prop=
er words: but that's all to the good. It removes from your

* minds the sureness that we critics are infallible gods, with

clear vision. I'm sure that's what you thought.

=
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Parts three and four of the novel appeared in Analog
(December 1967, January 1968) as "Dragonrider". In the novel
they are titled "Dust Fall"™ and "The Cold Between". Part two
(called "Dragonflight" in the novel version) is first pub-
lished in the Ballantine totality. It concerns itself with
an attempt on the part of the Lords of the Holds to wipe the
last of the dragonfolk off the face of Pern. They are turned
back with what might most generously be termed underuhelming.
ease. It is not a terribly strong segment, considered in
terms of plot, and I can well understand why editor Campbell
chose to exclude it from the magazine version. It isn't
necessary. Correction: it wasn't necessary for him.

In terms of the overall effect the book makes, it is im-
mensely valuable. Ffor in this section we begin to see Miss
McCaffrey in her long suit: dealing with the futuristic novel
of manners.

In the second section Miss McCaffrey deals with Lessa's
gradual growing-into-state at the ‘feyr. Her training as a
lleyrwoman, the relationship she has not only with F'lar—her
airborne John Wayne—but more importantly with her great
golddn queen dragon, Ramoth. In this second section the
author begins to dualistically mine her material: both in
terms of characterization and in relation of people to the
social structures.

It is here that the book finally catches fire. Life pours
in as we see f'lar in terms other than as merely a killing
machine for Lessa's revenge. ‘e see Lessa for what she is
as well. Unfortunately, ve don't see her the way Miss McCaf-
frey would have us see her: Ue are intended to view the
telepathic Weyrwoman as a strong-willed, cunning little minx,
tipped brimfull of the survival stuff. In point of fact she
emerges as a silly, vain, cranky adolescent intent on doing
precisely the opposite of what everyone ask of her. (And
here 1 find one of those author obfuscations that infuriates
me: there is an intricate plan for the future being implement-
ed by F'lar to restore the dragonmen to their former lofty
station, in preparation for the arrival of the Threads. To
carry the plan through, he needs Lessa's cooperation, But
he never tells her what his plan is. So she regularly fucks
it up, through spite and wrongheaded impetuousness. It makes
for some nice plot-complications, and a little artificial
conflict, but it could all be avoided if someone just once
sat down with someone else and said, "ow here's what's going
on..." But no one does. They avoid telling her the simplest,
most logical facts, for no discernible reason in the con—
struct of the plot, but merely because the author needed to



advance the story. This is dishonest. It is what Knight shriek" and r1ng almost every change short of Mark Clifton-
calls the "moron plot twist". And the frustrat1ng part of  ism or Arthur lirul-ism, rather than "say" somethings It is
it is that McCaffrey never needs to do it! The story works a bad habit that, once having been pointed out to Miss McCaf=

just as well with everyone' being informeds Oh well...) frey, should disappear from her later work.)
1 suddenly realize that my objections to elements in F'lar is supposed to be a very strong man indeed, but he
the book I consider negative are definitely imparting a acts like a simp where Lessa is concerned.

feeling that I disliked the book. 0dds blood! ‘Nothing
could be further from the truth. 1 liked the book. Even
admired it in places. The blemishes on its surface rather
anger me because it is such a rewarding novel. So from
this point on, I will | praise, not knocke A valentlne, from Anne McCaffrey has taken as her tools the form and content
this pq;nt on. of the most masculine specie of speculative fiction: the hard
science adventure novel. There is a complex use of the ele-
ments of planetary geography, ecology and inferred astronomy.
Added to this is the swashbuckling story-line. And larded on
top of all this is the basic love story. MNow this is tatamount
to juggling a dozen balls all at once. It takes an adept to
keep them all in the air. For the most part McCaffrey keeps
the spheres spinning. But too frequently the ball represent-
ing the person~to~person story falls and hits her on the foot.

And that brings us directly, face-to-face with the "woman's"
visw, what is wrong with the book in the main, and the final
explication of the topic at hand..

The failure of the book (he said, proving himself an
instant liar) is in the relationship between F'lar and Les-
sa. Against a background of the Civil War, Margaret Mitch
ell managed to tell a coherent and even touching love story
between Rhett Butler and Scarlet 0'Hara. The enormity of
historical events only served to showcase the futility and
intensity of their relationship. Anne McCaffrey has attempt-
ed the same trick, and failed. When F'lar (who keeps brush-
ing that goddam fordlock off his snow-white brow, like some- Her people don't ring true in terms of the world on which
oneout of a True Confession soaper) gets justifiably angry  they live. Lessa has undergone privation, torture and utter
with Lessa, he doesn't do what any normal man would do... poverty. Yet at no time does she seem to have been affected
belt her or toss her Lp against a wall, or impress upon her by them. It is as if she went through fire and was not touch-
by the force of his (alleged) indomitable personality that  ed. F'lar is hellbent on a mission of intricacy and subterfuge to
she is 3 jeck and had damned well better shape up before to save his world, but he goes about it with the mannered ease
she sacrifices the entire planet to her immature tantrums of a ribbon clerk. One never gets the feeling that he is mov-~
«.ohe shakes her. Not very hard, for she always laughs at  ing through the story as a marrionette; more man1pulated than
him with "teasing vexatiousness" or some other such silly manipulating.
modifiers (I won't go into it here, but Miss tcCaffrey is
one of the great practitioners of what Blish calls "said-
bookisa". People "grunt", “drawl", "breathe", "all but

These become, all too frequently, the stick~figures of
the ladies' fiction. They posture and perform at the whim of




the author.

The relationship of the man to the woman is in no way
recognizable as realistic, not only insofar as.we relate to~
day, in this time, now...but in any terms that we can relate
to through the literature of the past. (To cop out and say
they are relating as people in the future would relate is a
dodge: their circumstances parallel our own, emotionally, and
the reference points are in today, therefore a consistency
must be maintained or it becomes a case of excusing boredom
in a story by saying the author was cleverly trying to des~
cribe boredom.)

While I am not saying that McCaffray should have dealt
in terms of cynicism and masculine sweatiness to make her
points, I am saying that one cannot hope to make a world of
rigor and hardship come to life for what it is, and then
populate it with anachronistic Victorian types who do a
stately pavanne. The clang of dichotomy deafens, and the
book is thereby made infirm.

On the positive side, however, liss McCaffrey has saved
herself in the latter half of the book with great skill and
the putting-together of a jigsaw puzzle. Host of the quest-
ions asked in the early sections of the book are answered by
action rather than description. McCaffrey has a skillful
way of showing, not telling.

The book succeeds in great part because of the potency
of the world and its dragons as attention—getters. ‘hat she
lacks in hard-driving emotionalism, she makes up in suddenly
revealed plot-twists. \le suddenly learn that the dragons
can teleport back through time. We learn that Lessa Today
was the savior of the world by going back and becoming Les-
sa Yesterday. We rediscover the past. We find out where
the mysteriously disappeared dragonfolk of all the ofher
Weyrs went. It moves rapidly, beginning with part three,
and it holds firmly.

This book is a notable property, not only for the sheer
enjoyment the latter half provides, but as a talisman for
the future. Miss ticCaffrey's talent is a very substantial
one. She is a writer. That she is—careful with this -
word—tainted by feminism is something she will either have
to rid herself of, or learn to deal with. Other women writ-
ers have done it, most particularly Kate Wilhelm and Kather-
ine MacLean. If she can, then what we will have is a human-
ist Hal Clement, a writer capable of creating the worlds of
vonder we have come to expect as a staple of speculative
fiction, combined with a nice feel for the male/female re-
lationships those worlds will create.

There are flaws in "Dragonflight", as I've perhaps be—
labored, but make no mistake, this is a fascinating novel,
filled with color, filled with ideas, filled with the in-
definable aroma of a new talent discovering itself.

Wle await with hope Miss fcCaffrey"s next offering, and
suggest she delve more deeply into the writings of Nathan-
ael West, John D. MacDonald, Jim Thompson and James M. Cain
to get a grasp on less butterfly characterizations.

It may be that a woman can outdo the muscle-flexers in

speculative fiction. One can only observe that C.L. Moore and
Leigh Brackett beat Robert E. Howard at his own game, and I
watch with great interest as Anne McCaffrey—who is no Becky
Thatcher let me tell you—goes after Heinlein and Asimov and
Clement. It is a rough arena to choose to fight in, but I sus-
pect the broad has got the moxie to make it.

In any case, we welcome with pleasure her mainstream at-

-« tack on the hallowed forms of the genre.

There are all too few guerrila warriors in the jungle these
days. If McCaffrey can keep from getting her skirts caught in
the underbrush, she may be our next Che Guevera.

—
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IT IS NOW OFFICIAL:
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Recently John Berry stated in PSY that the end of a
Ugreat fannish erat could be dated by VOID #28, the last
issues "fantastic," I said to myself. "Ted White has
done it again. Another convert."

S

The idea wasn't new, you see; I'd heard it before.
It may even be true. But to me—the guy who was a co-
editor of VOID through all 28 issues—it seemed incred-
ible, and still does. VOID, the signpost of an era?
Y0ID, the focal pointof the fannish contingent?

Well...yes, VOID was a fannish f nzine. It started
out that way, but like Ted's ZIP and STELLAR, it always
had one eyebrow cocked in the general direction of sf.

VOID began in the spring of 1955, edited by my broth-
er Jim and myself. The first issue was hectographed.
(An indication of just how far we've come is that new
fans today have never even heard of hecto, and you can't
buy one easily anymore. Mercifully.) Jim and I wrote
it all ourselves, and it was the usual mixture of fan
fiction and juvenile articles. VOID #2 and #3 were more
of the same, but the quality improved (Joe Gibson con-
tributed two articles and Ron Ellik wrote a letter).
were living in Germany at the time, and like the li-year
~0ld neofans we were, we were influenced considerably
by our surroundings. Gerfandom was heavily sercon and
was passing from the 30's style of sf to the Campbell
brand. Jim and I took interest and began to run articles
on the evolution of German fandom, since it seemed to be
a speeded-up version of the U,S. experience.

In VOID #6 we tired of it and broke away from sercon
interests. I wrote two imitations of the well-known
Derelicti Derogations that were appearing in Boyd Rae-
burn's A BAS, satirizing and attacking various conceits
of the German fans, @d some others as well. Ule acquired
fannish columnists and letterhacks; the principal dis-
covery was Kent tloomaw, who was just emerging as a prom-
ising fan of extremely fannish orientation.

In VOID #10 Kenf wrote an'article remarkably like
John Berry's in PSY 24, It called for a renaissance of
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fannish writing, hoped someone would publish a regular, quali~
ty fanzine that would serve as a focal point, deplored the
fragmentation of fandom into splinters of various interests,
and all the rest. It was almost the archetype of the dead-
serious approach to what should be a lighthearted mattes.

Nobody starts writing first class humor because he read
an article somewhere syying that's what fandom needs. So it
is a little ironic that shortly after Moomaw's column appear-
ed, a real era of good, fannish activity did begin. It start-
ed with Terry Carr and Ron Ellik: FANAC. Boyd Raeburn's A BAS,
which had long been a focus of urbanity and wit, was dying.
VOID stood halfway between A BAS and the Berkeley scene, in-
cluding elements of both. While Jim and I edited it alone,
it never wholly subscribed to the Burbee renaissance on the
one hand, or the dry, rather subtle approach of Boyd'Raéburn.
There were other fans of that time who also fell somewhere
in between—notably John Konig and Kent Moomaw. I think it's
even more apparent now, ten years aftec Kent died by his own
hand, that he would have been a primary figure in the fandom
of the sixties; he probably would've become a professional
writer, and I've come to think of him as a sort of serious
Terry Carr.

Kent's suicide precipitated Ted \hite's "takeover" of VOID.
Ted and Kent had planned a monthly ABERRATION, Kent's (quite
good) fanzine. About two months after Kent's death, I got a
letter from Ted proposing a monthly VOID. (This was the first
contact we'd ever had.) I took him up on it, and from that
moment the flavor of the zine changed. It became more earnest
and high-powered. Ted put a hell of a lot of work into it and
I, just entering university work, contented myself with writ-
ing editorials and editing the letter column.

From the first, Ted and I had the idea of producing a
first rank, frequent fanzine. A Hugo contender. A focal
point, if you will. (That unfortunate phrase hounded us for
years—Sandy Sanderson, in APORHETTA, flogged it to death.)
This is a legerd, you see—the theory that such a fanzine is
the highest embodiment of the Muse, that to edit one is 3
chance at somé sort of immortality., Among fannish fans it's-
one of the few articles of faith.



"...history is written by the survivors."

Did VOID make it? I don't know. I was too close to it.
The zine went through several ups and downs-—Ted and I lost
interest, were revived by Pete Graham, then we flagged a-
gain, only to be saved by Terry Carr. I think the issues
got better from about VOID /22 to VOID #28, the last. The
V0ID Boys style evolved: light, semi-chitter—chatter, use
of incidents and conversations, some catch phrases, and to-
ward the end, rampant Burbeeism. What VOID became, of
course, wasn't anything like our original conception. It
wasn't frequent, and it wasn't that mythical focal point of
all fandom. I think it probably was some sort of focus for
fannish fandom; that is, for the people who're most concern-—
ed with fan matteers, and don't spend very much time on sf.

But, as I've found over the last few years, VOID has
become more than that. MNow it's 3 sort of legend—a sym-
bol for pure fannishness and humor, for an easy, flowing
style, for Those Grand 01d Days. I don't even recognize it
any more.

In fact, I'm not quite sure how it got that way. Cer-
tainly Ted's personality has something to do with it. Un—
like his other co-editors, Ted didn't curtail his fanac af-
ter VOID #28. He published MINAC with Les Gerber, was agt-
ive in FAPA and fan politics, and continued to write quite
a few articles on the side. He has a forceful personality.
He commands loyalty, and he's awfully convincing when he
wants to sell you an idea. There are a number of fans to-
day—some of them among the very best we have—uwho came
into fandom more or less on his knee. Naturally, they view
V0ID in a special light.

There's another reason, too: history is written by the
survivors. Over the last few years Ted has written several
pieces about VOID, to explain VOID as an example of his
theory of layout and presentation, or as an example of fan-
nish humor, etc. Every time he refers to it, the after-
image of the zine gains a little more definition. He does—
n't spread self-praise; but Ted \/hite is a man of many opin-
ions, and he illustrates them with what he knows. I'm sure
it Richard Bergeron or Terry Carr or Dick Lupoff of Bill
Donaho were writing similar articles, they'd have to refer
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to their zines for examples. Similarly, WARKOON, INNUENDO,
XERO or HABAKKUK would be better known if their editors wrote
articles on the theory of fanediting...it's just a matter of
exposure and visibility.

QUIP is a big help, too. This is the only instance I
know of a deliberate, calculated attempt to evoke the spirit
of a fanzine dead now for six years; and it may even succeed.
More accurately, QUIP started as a VOID imitation. it's ev—
olved now into a respectable, quality publication, still
sporting the comic strip covers of the old VOID, but with a
decided editorial personality of its own. Its editorial
juggling (Katz to Bailes to Adkins to van Arnam) is very much
in the-VOID tradition, but it has also hurt the continuity of
the zine over the past year. Still, every issue of QUIP is
an advertisement for VOID, and it builds up that ol' Image.

The upshot of all this is that the other fanzines of the
early sixties gradually fade from memory, but VOID remains.
There are a lot of new fans today who learn fan history by
reading nostalgic articles, or looking .back through someone's
collection. But there aren't that many collections, and it
would seem Ted White writes a good percentage of the articles.

A lot of neofans become acquainted with theories about
fan history, rather than the history itself. They don't read
WARHOON or INNUENDO. But they hear of VOID, and "four co-
editors...that's not too many" and all the rest. Tt's part
of the mythos now.

So what is the rank of VOID? How good was it? Did it
catch the feel of the era, should it be held up as a model?

I'd like to know.
VOID #28 is already shrouded in the mists back there,

~doubly obscured by the cloud of opinion surrounding it. It

would be good to have an honest, clear-eyed appraisal :of the.
zine. I doubt now, though, that we'll ever be really sure.

L
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This issue Ed Cox joins me in my delu-
sions. ‘Welcome, Ed. Just remember,
the crown is mine, do you hear, mine!

RITE OF PASSAGE By Alexei’ Panshin—
Ace A-16. 75¢ Order from Ace Books,
(Dept. MM), 1120 Avenue of the Americas,
New York, N.Y. 10036. Send price indi-
cated plus 5¢ handling fee.

There has been 3 hooroar of sorts
going an in YANDRO and in PSY over wo-
men writers and feminine-viewpoint stor-
ies. (See Harlan Ellison's column this
issue for more on this.)

Anne McCaffrey mentioned in a letter
that she thought Alexei Panshin had done
an "extraordinarily fine job on his.fe-
male characterization" in RITE. OF PAS-
SAGE.

I have to disagree and risk being
labeled incapable of appreciating any-
thing written by women or from their
viewpoint. Before I get into why I dis-
agree, something should be said first
about the structure of RITE OF PASSAGE.

The story situation and background
(in Panshin's own words) is briefly
this: "In 2198, one hundred and fifty
years after the desperate wars that de-
stroyed an overpopulated Earth, Man liv—
es precariously on a hundred hastily-
established colony worlds and in the
seven giant Ships that once ferried men
to the stars.

"Mia Havero's Ship is a small, clos-
ed society. It tests its children by
casting them out to live or die in 3
month of Trial in the hostile wilds of
a colony world. Mia Havero's Trial is
fast approaching and in the meantime she
must learn not only the skills that will
keep her alive but the deeper courage to
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face herself and her world."

The last section of the book, wherein Mia spends her

_month of Trial on the planet, appeared in the July, 1963 is-

sue of IF. The story, about 10,000 words long, was titled,
"Down To The tlorlds Of Men",

Now. The structure. The reader is presented with 178
pages of preface and introductory material before the real
story begins...and that is the action that appeared as a
novelette in If. It is as if Panshin had a completely de-
tailed autobiography of his character worked out for refer-
ence, and a lot of detail on the Ship and its culture, and
instead of working this into an expanded Trial story, as
short flashbacks and recall, decided to expand it yet again
and patch it onto the front of the story and call it all a
novel.

The reader is obliged to plod through tens of thousands
of words of this material (in fictional form, granted) in
order to get to the interesting, suspenseful, final portion.

Panshin demands more from the average reader then he is
likely to gets The first two-thirds of the book are, as
Damon Knight commented, boring. '

Why? Because Mia Havero is not that inherently interest-
ing. She is "set" as a character very soon and comes.across
as a rather cold, too-rational, introverted, snobbish child.
And her thoughts, with a few exceptions, could have been
thought by anyone. There is a too-adult tone to Panshin's
first-person-child writing which betrays his inability to
create a true characterization for a girl, or a boy, that
age. His children are overcontrolled, largely, and too ma-
ture.

I recently spent 20 hours sitting next to a brother and
sister, ages 12 and 13, on a Greyhound bus. I was able to
absorb their speech patterns and watch their behaviore I
was friendly and got "inside stuff", as they opened up to
me, and as they fought with each other and argued and gossip-
ped and played. As it happened I had read about halfway
through RITE OF PASSAGE before getting on the bus. The book
was fresh in my minde I couldn't help but make comparisons.

There are scenes and incidents in RITE OF PASSAGE which
ring true and capture the spirit and energy of childhood,
but overall Mia Havero is not childlike enough. To say that
she is a child of a different environment and culture, and
more intelligent and so on, than today's child her age is to
cop out. WHY is she different from, say, Venie, a girl in
her age bracket on the Ship, who behaves as we normally ex=
pect? Why did Panshin choose to meke his central character
so adult in thought and behavior?



Probably because a normal girl that age is so damned
silly and giggly that she couldn't carry a book or manage to
perform as Panshin's girl most perform during Trial.

There is something fishy about the basic premise—drop=
ping children onto hostile planets to survive for a month or
die, in order for them to become "adults" in the Ships. Pan-
shin got this idea ffom,a savage culture. But I question
if the Ship people really would have adopted such a savage
and irrational method of maturing their kids. Why should
they? The Ships, after all, are presented as the most civi-
lized of the human groupings that survived the death of
Earth. They look dpwn on the colonists as "Mudeatecs". Thev
pride themselves on being scientists and preservers of know=
ledge. Yhy in hell should they lose good minds, perhaps
superior minds, even an occasional genius, in order to "test"
their children in this way? It doesn't make sense.

Neither does the obliteration of the planet upon which
Mia's group performed their Trial make sense. The entire
population of the planet was wiped out for the "sin" of
allowing unrestricted population growth, for stealing anoth-
er Ship's scout vessel, and for killing and/or imprisoning
an unusually large proportion of the children in the dropped
Trial group! Rather a Draconian punishment considering that
the Ship need only have "wiped out" a village or two to make
its point. And howcum the other Ship didn't act when its
scout was stolen?

Panshin may have been drawing parallels with our involve~-
ment in Vietnam and our own racist attitudes and policies,
but if so he went to extremes and invalidated his argument.

A word about Panshin's skill as a writer: on the nuts—
and-bolts level he's smooth and professianal, if a bit cool,
emotionally, in his scenes and characterization and dialeg.
On a novel-wide level he made a mistake in structuring the
book, and in not justifying the Trial period well enough,
if it could be at all, given the othet elements of the Ships'
culture and history.

And, finally, this: the book is patently a Juvenile, in
the best sense, mind, but a Juvenile. I wish Ace and other
publishers would have the courtesy to label Juveniles as

ol —Richatd E. ‘Gef's

C*o*x has also read RITE OF PASSAGE and has re-
His judgement follows.

£*d
viewed it.

One of the trite phrases in the book world is that you
can't tell much about 3 book from the jacket blurbs. Or may-
be that's what readers often say. In the case of this first
novel,. RITE OF PASSAGE, by New York area writer, Alexei
Panshin, we have less than restrained notices from establish-
ed "names" in the field on the paperback.

James Blish says, in part, "Not just another starship
hook, but a fully realized, lived-in worlde—" John Brun~
ner says, in part, "An impressive portrayal ‘of the psycholog-
ical and moral coming~of-age of a young girl...". Robert .

&

2

Silverberg says, in part, "Panshin writes with vigor, charm,
wit and the power of 3 born story-teller."

Unfortunately for the reader of the blurbs and the book,
it is none of these. Briefly, it concerns a girl living on
an asteroid-size "ship", one of a number roving the inhabited
areas of space. They are the survivors of destroyed Earth
who carry on the technical heritage, trading bits znd pieces
of it with the colonized planets for needed raw materials.
Part of the "rite of passage" for the young to become adults
is a survive-or-else sojourn on one of the worlds, crude,
agrarian and resentful toward the starship society.

for what it intends it is poor science fiction, poorer as
a novel of psychological insight. Its intent puts it into
competition with any other such novel in any other field. It
doesn't stand up. '

Then, to read it as an offering of an unusual sort (in
"our" field), as a portrayal of a young girl coming to matur-
ity, not standing it against any other, nor even the cover
blurbs, it is still less than believable. There is no real
insight and the manner is cardboardly offhand and unconvinc~
ing. It is full of small errors of inconsistency, both in
the category of "hard" acience and in the milieu of the ship
society. My notes, taken while reading the book, would take
up more space than the editor would probably allow. But there
are unsupportable deviations and chargcter switches, illogical
reasoning behind decisions and plot twists, inconsistent ac-
tion on the part of the protagonist. So many as to amaze
this reader by their profusion.




Naturally, one doesn't expect a lot of fast-moving action
in a novel of this type. But the snail's=pace which one
would expect to produce rich, if placid, philosophicsl in-
sight into the inner thoughts of a young girl in a starship
society achieving maturity within, and as dictated by, that
society, there is boredom and superficiality. Uhat continu-
ity there is is several times broken by ingenuous and over=
long "stories", or parables, whatever, told by one character
or another. These no doubt are supposed to contribute to the
sum of experience which our heroine soaks up to the final
maturity. ‘This is not the case. In one instance, she is
for some reason embarrassed by the story, and the reader is
embgrrassed by them all. They are painfully awful and lack=
ing the hard realism and sense that any old-world fable pos-
sessese If they are based on old Russian folk tales, as I
suspect they may be, they've lost lots in the translation.

While this book does not immediately leap onto that All~
Time Horrible Shelf on which reside such gs Clans of the
Alphane Moon and The \londer \far, it should be bought only by
a Panshin fan, the completist collector, or the unwary.

—td Cox

THOSE YHO VWATCH by Robert Silverberg=—Signet P3160, 60¢.
Order from New American Library, P.0. Box 2310, Grand Cen-
tral Station, New York, NY 10017, Send indicated price
plus 10¢ handling fee. '

Coincidence plays too great a part in this book. In
some novels, and from some writers, it can be accepted, but
not from Bob Silverberg.

The book is about three aliens on !'Jatcher patrol whose
"flying saucer"is destroyed by its out-of-control engine
reactor. The three must bail out to Earth and try to sur-
vive until rescued. They have assumed human form to avoid
detection as aliens if possible.

The coincidences are sprung full blown immediately: each
alien just happens to be discovered by the one human in his
area of landing who has the ability and motive to keep the
alien/hunan hidden. Each of the aliens in human form is
damaged by the emergency fall from the sky and needs time
to mend. : {

The plot is thin and basically flawed, and Silverberg
tried to pad it out with a lot of endless character develop-
ment, and by incorporating a menace from a different alien
group who are also \fatching Earth on patrol and who wish to
invade but are kept in check-by a covenant.

But the book moves too slowly and the human characters
are cliches—the drunken, cynical soldier...the sad young
widow...the young boy who Keeps A Secret. Silverberg tried
hard but the basic improbability of his beginning killed
the booke

The aliens are rescued, of course, undiscovered by the
authorities, the Watchers' patrols are maintained, Earth is
saved and everyone is made a better person for the experience
of alien-human contact. It gets rather syrupy and gooey
at the end.

—=Richard E. Geis '6

GREYLORN by'Keith Laumer——Berkléy Medallion Book X1514, 60¢.
Available from Berkley Publishing Corp., 200 Madison Ave.,
New York, NY 10016. Send indicated price plus 10¢ handling.

In a few years time, Keith Laumer has easily taken a se-
cure place in the ranks of popular science fiction writers..
His is not often the most serious script in the genre but.it
is almost always entertaining. His brash, private-I style
easily adapts the rough-and-fumble tactics of the prolifergt-
ing spy and, spoof-spy novels currently sagging the papesback
rack. Four in this manner are thus presented in Greylorn,

The title original is a ven Vogtian-type opus with little
of the obfuscuity and much more action than the story—=VAR OF
NERVES—it resembles in outline. Captain Greylorn commands a
ship, Earth's Last Hope, arrowing out to find a Lost but po-

~ tentially helpful colofy, in an effort to Save 01d farth from

the Red Tide (a biological growth coveeing all Earth, almost,
not ideologically flooding Man's minds).

-

Making things tough is a mutiny stemming from those a-
board who feel they're wasting time and ought to get back to
the ranch. Things get screwed up in the process (1ike the
food supplies) and Greylorn finds that they're actually and
finally Meeting Up With The Aliens. They trade, each having
something the other needs. The aliens are rather nasty in
their humor and methods. Yet our hero wins thru and for a
very good reason which is revealed in a neat little boff at
the end of the story.

The other three in the volume are reprints. "The Night
of the Trolls" tells of one way the deep freeze or similar
type sleep might turn out, under very different circumstances
from say, The Door Into Summer plot. Our hero is even more
the brash type and bulls his way thru a post-war situation to




fulfill the original mission (sending Man to the Stars), be-
fore the Blow-Up. Herein the reader must suspend a bit of
belief, in logic and expected human behavior, to let the
events take their course, but it's great fun. And Laumer
again employs his old favorite, the Bolo fighting machine.

"The Other Sky" is a multi-faceted tale employing in
equal parts, that same heroic non-hero, blundering full-
tilt into each action situation, which includes a fantasy~
land type world involving Other races and Other Times which
are woven into a Time-Travel paradox of a classic variety
directly connected with a race of super beings who... You'll
have to read this one to fully appreciate Laumer's skill!

finally, on a somewhat weak note, and the only one I'd
previously read of the three retreads, is "King of the City".
A story in the future where the cities have become involuted
jungles, hostile and deadly to the unwary outsider, compli -
cated by major breakdown of civilization As tle Knew It. Our
hero, again plunging into the Situation, through dint of
plowing directly into danger (with a bit of reader coopera-
tion in the modus operandi), gets to the heart of the prob-
lem, solves it, and civilization's future, as a result.

For sixty cents you get 186 pages of entertaining action
with not a little underlying comment on what might become
of us. You could do a lot worse. Recommended.

THE SPAWN OF THE DEATH MACHINE By Ted \/hite—Paperback
Library 53-680, 60¢. Order from Paperback Library, Inc.,
Dept. B, 315 Park Avenue South, New York, MY 10010. Send
indicated price plus 10¢ to cover postage and handling.

Ted's character in this book is named Tanner. No first
name. That's just as well, since Ted just might have chosen
LeRoy if he had decided a given name was necessary...and so
would have thrown all fandom into Confusion, (See the let-
ter column this issue, and Ted's column in PSY #26, if the
above confuses you now. This has been a pointless aside.)

The story of THE SPAWN OF THE DEATH MACHINE is relative-
ly simple: an artificially constructed human being with
selected memories and information is sent out uppn the land
from a vast, automatic underground computor complex in the
ruins of Manhattan. hLis mission is to gather data about the
then current state of humanity. This is several hundred
years after an era of Chaos, which in turn is presumed to
be several hundred years from now.

Tanner encounters primitive stone-age cannibals, acquir-
es a young female companion named Rifka, discovers more and
more about himself; his super-endurance and super-healing
ability as well as two secret weapons—he can go into a
super-fast "overdrive", and in deadly dangec is able to
shoot 3 foot long tongue of flame from his mouth and throat.

He heads west, and as he journeys from New York to the
Pacific he encounters small populations of people who exist
at different levels of civilization, including a dome-city
of blacks who survived the Chaos—that period when, he
learns, the vast computor complex which had then totally
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controlled and serviced society decided to deliberately de-
stroy it. At the dome-city his computor-repressed memories
are released and he learns of his past role in triggering -
the Chaos. The computor complex had kept him in storage un-
til needed for another survey of humanity.

During his survey Tanner learns to become more human
and falls in love with Rifka, impregnates her and becomes a
proud father.

So, having learned of his past, having found a woman and
become fully human, Tanner journeys back to the computor com—
plex in the ruins of Manhattan, knocks on the door and tells
the com~comp to go to hell, he will not give it any more data.
The com-comp figuratively shrugs and wishes him good luck.

That's what I like—a society-wreckirg computor with a
heart of gold.

Ted has written a questionable science fiction novel.
And he seems to have forgotten to include any area beyond
the present borders of the United States in survey of humani-
ty. His computor complex..is very provincial.

And, if the artificially constructed Tanrner is too first-
person human for easy credibility, and if his genetic ability
to father a human child isn't established, and if his ability
to move blur-fast is simply "given" like -magic, and if his .
ability to project a tongue of flame from his mouth isn't
explained either organically or mechanically...well, so what?
This is one of those few novels that are honestly labeled
"Science-Fantasy" on the cover, so there's no real genre com-
plaint that can be made. This is a romantic adventure and
it has a happy, if improbable,ending. {Most happy endings
are improbable, 1 suppose, but I'm refering to the forgiving
com-comp, not the love interest.)

Ted's prose has the virtue of being well-paced and smoothly,
effectively written. He engaged my interest with his opening

and held my disgruntled attention.
—Richard E. Geis

PLANET RUN by Keith Laumer and Gordon R. Dickson—-Berkley
Medalion X1588, 60¢ + 10¢.

GALAXY Magazine at one time used to promise potential
subscribers that its science fiction was net simply transcrib-
ed westerns. \lestern stories, of course, aren't all that
bad and Planet Run is one of the better ones. It has all the
ingredients of the standard pulp western. Dickson sets the
stage in a sequence of somewhat painful prose comparable to
the best of the 1940s AMAZINGs. ;

01d Capt. Henry, several times rejuvenated and blaster of
new frontiers is happy to settle down to retirement by the
pool and reflect on how good the sun soaks into his bones.
Rotten old Senator Bartholomew knows Hank is a Good Man and °
sort of blackmails Hank into being his man in The Last Great
Land Grab.

Laumer takes over and the action gets off to a roaring
start, plenty of bludgeoning but believably crisp action.
Once again rejuvenated, Capt. Henry has gotten the Senator's



son to be a partner in the venture, hopefully to Make a Man .
of him (though not through the time-tested, though short,
method of taking him to the nearest whorehouse). They land
oh the planet, immediately get into Big Trouble (throught
time~tested means) and get off on the Great Race as their
Bolo blasts its way to a site where the plot takes an inter-
esting twist.

I'm hoping you readers Out There will read the book, if
you enjoy a good story for entertainment, so I won't belay
the twist by going into further detail. But it does take
off on @ tangent. Our hero gets bloodily pulverized reminis-
cent of the old days when the squeamish had to beware the
text dead ahead! Senator's son trudges against adversity.
And the ending is typical of the old gangster-story dencue-
ment. Except that the epilogue, disguised as Chapter Nine,
winds it up nicely and curves a neat little twist ending at
you for good measure.

Strictly lightweight entertainment, but proficiently done.
Better fare than you're likely to get from the faddists, ev-
en at 139 pages for 60¢. But there's a free S.F. Book Club
ad bound in... Let's all bitch at Berkley about that!

THE JEWELS OF APTOR By Samuel R. Delany——-Ace G706, 50¢.

Luckily I didn't read the original version of this book
when it came out in 1962 as part of an Ace Double. Delany
has reworked it, put back material edited out previously,
and almost certainly presented us with a superior book.

The book is, to quote the Introduction, "The book is a
rich, mythic quest, a tale of a thief, a poet, and a triple
goddess. The theme is mutability. It is handled in a sym=
phony of color, with adventures on fog-bound seas, in treach-
erous jungles, decaying temples, abandoned cities."

It is that, all of that, and more. It is too easy and
also misleading to say Delany is a poetic writer; a lot of
postry today is patently awful and too concerned with dif-
ficult word-effects when it isn't simply incomprehensible.
Delany deals wonderfully in vivid, evocative imagery.

It would be interesting to see the result if he applied
this style to a hard science fiction plot and background.
His style has a great deal of perhaps unsuspected muscle,
and I think he could take a Larry Niven type of story and
come up with a damn near perfect, beautifully written novel
of science fiction.

THE JEWELS OF APTOR is not quite science fiction and not
quite fantasy. It is in that realm of vague unreality that
requires suspended critical judgement and a willingness to
float in a cloud of improbable adventure and behavior. With
Delany the willingness comes easy.

—~Richard E. Geis
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THE HORN OF TIME by Poul Anderson—-Signet F3349, 60¢ + 10¢.

Without the almost immediate impact of van Vogt or Hein-I

lein in earlier eras of science fiction, Poul Anderson has,
over the years, climbed to that pinnacle of success in his
craft shared by few others in the field. Equally skilled in
short story or novel, serious or light, he has become one of
the most prolific, and dependably excellent, sf writers a-
roends This collection of six stories attests to his pro-
ficiency.

"The Horn of Time of the Hunter" ("Homo Aquaticus", AMAZ-
ING, Sept. 1963) is one of those sober ones, in that strain
which Anderson explores so often, the time after Earth has,
or very likely,destroyed itself or perished from some Out-
side agency. In this, a spaceship exploring far reaches of
the galaxy wends homeward looking for signs of humans. On a
once-colonized planet, ages deserted as reckoned by ship time,
the earthmen discover a truth about mankind's destiny. That
is, one apart from that often proclaimed by Man...

"A Man To My Wounding" is an abrupt change-of-pace, re-
printed from EQMM (Dec. 1959) in a first person style mimic-
ing that technique so popular in that field for a long time.
In a future time in our society, war has taken nearly a 360°
turn in methodology having first narrowed down the combatants
from whole armies to merely picking off the top men on either
side by a currently grim spectre known as assassination. Our
hero in this story uncovers what, to him, is a shocking har-
binger of the trend to come. A somewhat less than tongue-
in-cheek commentary wich is as apropos today as when written.

Back to a more austere and grimly bleak future we go in
"The High Ones" (INFINITY, June 1958), another tale in the
1984-ish vein which Anderson does so frighteningly. A ship
of exploration from a collectivized Earth encounters aliens
in a far star system. Coupled with the threat from ostens-
ibly invincible, but inexplicably behaving, aliens, is the
desire of the majority of the crew not to return to the
shackled society that awaits on Earth. The somewhat less
than Heroic hero (2 bespectacled American) solves the riddle
of the aliens' massive city-world and gives a clue to us 19-.
60s Americans as to what that old-new nasty, the Computor,
can do to us if we don't watch out. Mot a tale to be taken
lightly.

But the Anderson we seem to know and love best blasts to
the fore in "The Man ho Came Early" (not a ribald tale from
PLAYBOY but from F&SF, June 1956). Here Scandinanian lore
comes through as we witness an Iceland of early Christian
times when life was simple and uncomplicated, by modern stan—
dards. Some simple glytch on the part of nature happens and:
a man of Today appears on the scene.

This scene is described in coovincing detail and takes on
a reality of frustration as the American (soldier) fumbles
feebly with 20th century knowledge which flops completely as
he tries to apply it via the existing technology of that age.
He winds up a thoroughly useless individual in a society in
which everybody pulls an oar. Even in war. His weapon brings
more problems, rather than commanding invincibility, upon his
head. It is in this story that the believability comes on
stronger than the bleak futures of the others.

thich would include "Marius" (ASF, IMarch 1957), another



in a long parade in which a post-\WIII-atomigeddon survivor
group struggles to rebuild. This takes place in Europe
where again is told the story of the would~be savior fall~
ing inevitably toward a neo-fascist militarism. It is
short, simple and grim. Typical of the ASF story in that
era of the mggazine.

Leagues apart from another one in the post-war parables,
"Progress" (F&SF, Jan. 1962, a sequel to "The Sky People",
March 1959). Here the reshuffled nations, conglomerates
of parts of countries and geographical areas of our own
time, struggle to regain the industrial power of the pre~
war era of long ago. They are frustrated by a lack of
natural resources and the powerfully benign Maurai Federa-
tion of Sea People (roughly corresponding to what we call
Oceania in the South Pacific).

This conceens a confrontation in the best cloak-and-
dagger manner between the Sea People and one of the would-
be Powers of this future Earth. Poul Anderson breathes
life and convincing presence to this tomorrow as the Maur-
als again try to keep balance among the societies of that
time and avoid a headlong rush back to the industrial pro-
lixity, and the dangets attendant, of the pre-war age. It,
like "The Man tho Came Early", is well~told , with all the
qualities a master story-teller can build into a tale com-
plete with suspense, logic and believability.

A comparitively slim volume (144 pages) for 60¢, this
is vorth it and recommended.

e e e e e o E e e e e e e e e e e e Ee = am e

THE COUNTERFEITS By Leo P. Kelley—Belmont BS0-797, 50¢.
Order from Belmont Books, Dept. 785, 1116 First Ave., New
York, NY 10021. Price indicated plus 10¢.

Three alien ships come to Earth bearing the last few
survivors of a dying world. They want to "sharé" our world.
But when they try to make contact they are fired upon, at-
tacked, and one ship is destroyed by a missile.

The aliens, in revenge, decide to use man's passions
against himself. They kidnap eight people in the United
States, assume their exact forms and set out to foment
trouble...

Hr. Kelley has taken bits of many tried-and-tired sf
IS

_that is entirely predictable.

elements and themes and mixed them into a pastiche of a novel
It whispers in your mind, "You
saw this in a grade C movie...you read this in a Heinlein book
eeothis is from an End-0f~The-tlorld epic..."

But this is a first novel and in spite of everything, in-
cluding major inconsistencies and inexplicable alien illogic,
the story manages to hold the reader fairly well; it moves, it
has pace, and the writing is professional. The characteriza-i-
tions are at least ankle deep, some knee deep, and serviceable.

—Richard E. Geis

- e e e e e e e E e e m e e B M wm e A e e e

VORLD'S BEST SCIENCE FICTION 1967, Edited By Donald A. tolheim
and Terry Carr—Ace Book A=10, 75¢ + 5¢.

One way to gauge the impact of a story (if not its quali-
ty) is to wait a while after you've read it, look at the title
and see if you can remember the contents.

It has been well over a month since I finished reading
this collection, and the story with the most vivid, lasting
impact is "Behold The Man", which won a Nebula for Mike Moor-
cock, and for good reason. Most science fiction is written in
a relatively fast-paced commercial style using tried-and-true
techniques. "Behold The Man" is slower paced and gived effect-
ive in~depth treatment to the personality and character of
Karl Glogauer. Karl isn't attractive as a person; he's con—
fused, masochistic, full of self-deceptions...schizoid. Vet
these elements in him compel him to journey back in time to
find Christ, Jesus of Nazareth. Find Jesus he does, and re-
coils in disbelief at the knowledge that Jesus—the real Jes-
us—was a crippled imbecile. And so, half-consciously, not
quite realizing the significance and inevitability of what he
is doing until near the end, Karl Glogauer, 20th century neb~
bish, assumes the role of Christ and acts out the historical

. record...up to and including the crucifixion. At the end he

is 997 Christ and Karl is a dream.

"Behold The Man" is a reading event for a sophisticated
person; for a young or intellectually sheltered (and religious)
mind this story must be a shattering experience. This story
has impact and quality.

"Yle Can Remember It For You lholesale" by Philip K. Dick
is a clever and absorbing future espionage story, but with
the exceptions of "Light Of Other Days" by Bob Shaw and "The
Keys To December" by Roger lelazny, neither this nor any of
the other stories declared by ‘lollhein and Carr to be "Best"
are much in comparison to "Behold The Man".

"Nine Hundred Grandmothers" by R.A. Lafferty is an amusing
story with an inevitable cop-out. '"Bircher' by A.A. l/alde...
sorry, but without rereading parts of the story I couldn't
tell you what it is about. '"Bumberboom' by Avram Davidson I
found to be lizard of 0Zish and fun to read. '"Day Million"
by Frederik Pohl, "The Wings Of A Bat" by Paul Ash, "Amen And
Out" by Brian Aldiss, and "for A Breath I Tarry" by Roger
Zelazny are others I can't place or recall from the title
alone...a rude and heartless mention, but there it is.

Dannie Plachta, with "The Man From \/hen", has used up one
of the story idea gems of time travel. I doubt if it can be



used again, and every writer who reads it will kick himself
and say, "Of course! Why didn't I think of it!"
—Richard Geis
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I, THE MACHINE by Paul V. Fairman—Lancer 73-735, 6C¢. May
be ordered from Lancer Books, Inc., 1560 Broadway, New York,
MY 10036. Send price indicated plus 10g to cover mailing.

Once more a book in which 3 vast, world-controling com~
putor goes mad. ‘e are shown a perfect world for its citi~
zens who have everything they wish on command. But one man
has odd dreams caused by the computor. And then he is ap-
proached by a lovely girl who belongs to an underground
whose members live a hunted, primitive, on-the-run life in
the sub-surface robot-run catacombs that service the world
and the computor.

1 was mildly surprised at the explicit sex in this book.
Fairman constructed a world of casual sex, shallow personal
relationships and masked, total, conformity. There are ro~
bots who kill people who don't conform...whose brain waves
shov irregularities.

(There must be today a pervasive hatred of computors,
or of the concept of a computor-dominated future, or per-
haps simply a focused hatred and mistrust of science and
machines which is betrayed by the constant use by sf writers
of this theme. Perhaps it is a racial death-wish which
utilizes sf writers for expression, or the basic irrational-
ity in all of us rebelling against the symbol of total
rationality.)

The sex scenes in I, THE MACHINE are idealistic fantasy
and mercifully short, with some sex novel cliches included:
Her back arched..."Oh, harder—harder!" and "Deeper! HMuch
deeper! Oh, lover!™ Then she was screaming...

It seems that each sex union of the hero, Penway, is
out of sight, orgasm-wise, and the girls (all beautiful)
all adore him and cannot wait.

This is not the kind of "adult" writing about man-woman
relationships I have been advocating.

I, THE MACHINE is fast-paced, violent, and pulpy, al-
though fairman does have some things to say about Man that
are worth reading.

In the end the insane computor is finally destroyed. Up
above, in the luxury world, chaos sets in as robots run amuk
and vital services fail. But, we are told, it is All for
The Best. And just think: Penway did it all by himself.

The cover of the book is a photo-montage, and bad.
—Richard E. Geis

STAR QUEST By Dean R. Koontz

—Ace K70, £0p+10s.
DO OF THE GREEN PLANET By Enil Petaja oo =70 S0e+ile

STAR QUEST has a good action opening and an intriguing

hook: Tohm, a peasant from a primitive planet, has been kid-
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napped and his brain, drugged and trained to operate Jumbo 10,
has been encapsulated into the command. chamber of a "man—
tank". But a drug vial empties too soon and he "awakens" to
himsel f-as-Tohm during a battle. He retreats and escapes by
rocketing into space.

Oh, yeah?

Dean Koontz paints a thin backdrop and keeps his characters
moving and shooting, but the story is full of wish-science and
all too incredible. He asks the reader to accept, in rapid
order, these propositions: the Jumbo war machine he commands
as its lone occupant is equipped with treads, has lasar beams,
cannan, AND rockets capable of lifting this huge bulk into
space and moving it at FTL speeds through interstellar space;
below decks are facilities for creating a human body from tanks
of chemicals and a surgery manned by intricate robo-surgeons
capable of implanting his naked brain in the skull of this new
body. Why does this standard Jumbe man—tank have this capabil=-
ity? Because of the possibility that he might crash in enemy
territory and, with a new-made human body, be capable of es—
cape and do damage behind enemy lines.

But it is stated that the warring worlds use kidnapped
brains in order to save their own citizens this man-tank fate.
The kidnapped brains are presumably cannon fodder...expendable.
If so, why all the elaborate and expensive machinery for es—
cape? There is no mention of continued drugging of the brain
in its new human body. Also provided by these machines is
special clothing, hand guns, flying devices... It's all too
easy...all too convenient...to allow Tohm to get from planet
to planet, from place to place, to let him fly, to let him pass
as a high-born Romaghin, to let him meet that mind-boggling
unjustified library-in-space with its gay-sounding brain-lib—
rarian.

Koontz did not think one inch beyond his plot needs. \/hat-
ever he needed he created and to hell with logic, economics,
the precious illusion of reality which science fiction MUST
have to be any good. His book has no inner integrity. It is
comicbook sf.

The writing is careless in other ways: Tohm sinks his Jum-
bo into eighty three feet of sand on page 21. On page 25 this
has become eighty three miles! On page 93 Tohm is in a cell
three feet by three by three—a cube in which he can only sit.
On.page 96 he is able to lie on his stomach pear the door!
These goofs show sloppy editing, too, if there was any editing
performed at all. :

Shall I sum up? STAR QUEST deserves to be nominated as the
worst sf novel of 1968.

D0O0M OF THE GREEN PLANET, I am sorry to say, rivals STAR QUEST
in my mind as a bad novel. The writing is densely=packed purple
prose.: ‘The plot is full of palace intrique, stilted dialeg,
depthless characters. Awful, awful, awfull Has there ever
been a worse Ace Double ever issued?
—Richard £. Geis
NEXT ISSUE Earl Evers, Jim Caughran, and Richard Delap
join me and Ed Cox in our Delusions.
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FANS WE ALL HNOW
AN PERHAPS WiSH
WE DIDN'T

BY ARTHUR JEAN COX

1. THE GALACTIC SQUARE

His politics, morality and religion are strictly con-
ventional but, aside from that, he has a free and untram-
meled mind.

He can't think why the narrator of The Shadow Out Of
Time should have been so oppressed with a sense of horror
when he found himself cast back millions of years into a
non-human body in an alien world; he would have been de-
lighted with this opportunity to study an alien culture.

He understands very well that thrilling temptation felt
by Professor Akely in The thisperer In Darkness, to cast
off the shackles of Time and Space and to be one with the
star-flying Visitors from Yuggoth. Who could resist such
an invitation and such a promise? Who, indeed?

And how he would like to go with Professor Jameson,
better known to his metal companions as 21¥M392, on his
eternal odyssey among the stars! He is thrilled by the
scope of the {ensmen stories and delights, delights par-
ticularly, in the depiction of bizarre extra-terrestrial
races and societies.

He doesn't write. Hasn't tried his hand at that. But
he has an idea he could do as well as a lot of these writ-
ers, especially the new ones. He can, after all, design a
planet: he knows stellar types, Kepler's laws, and how to
compute surface gravity, mean temperature, atmospheric
pressure, and so on. He knows something of anthroplogy,
too — he has read Margaret Mead and Ruth Benedict in the
Signet editions — and is acquainted with the disciplines
of (general) semantics and epistemology.

In short, such are the searching qualities of his mind,
its scientific interests, its freedom from purely terrest-
rial limitations, that he would cheerfully confront and
cope wvith the problems of any planet in the galaxy.

Except this one!

On this one, he hasn't made much of his life or of him-
self. Ue could hardly say that he has failed, as he never
seems to have aspired to anything; and yet he has evidently
suffered some disappointment, for, like some few others of
his age, he is sinking into a gloomy resignation lit up now
and then by little flashes of bitterness. But those flash-
es are rather pale and fitful and may be emitted, as far as
I know — for I never see him elsewhere — only on the
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premises of the club we both attend.

He misses the naive Sense of Wonder he used.to feel as a
twelve year old boy lying in thé hammock on a warm summer af-
ternoon in the back yard of his boyhood home in Lompoc, read-
ing AMAZING and ASTOUNDING. Ah, those were wonderful stories!
"Colossus!" Galactic Patrol! "Night!" The Mightiest Machine!
The Galactic Circle! The Legion of Time!

But, as it happens, science fiction has evolved more than
he has, and when he reads or browses through the magazines .
these days he is still searching, grown man that he is, for
that same kind of excitement, resonant with...with it's hard
to say what...with ideas trembling on the further edge of ar-
ticulation, which so thrilled him at the age of twelve. And
somehow seldom, almost never, finding it now.

The pity is that he has never learned to like anything
else. He has no interest in literature, painting, music or
drama, and consequently, since standards are formed by com-
parison, no idea that the stories in the magazines can be
judged by standards higher than those applied by the writers
to the letter columns.

He himself incessantly gripes and bitches about the cur-
rent state of science fiction, as contrasted with the glories
it boasted when under the benificent sway of the hammock, but
is suspicious of any sustained effort of criticism: he thinks
that shows "bitterness" (a projection). If only his ear could
sometimes catch the sour notes of that one tune he sings!

Personally, I have never known him to be quite so surly as
when I once innocently remarked to him that Mowgli — I knew
it wasn't an original suggestion — that Mowgli was the pro-
genitor of Tarzan. He thought that a very malicious attack on
a favorite author, while it had never crossed my mind that the
observation touched with the slightest shadow the summery glow
of Edgar Rice Burroughs...for I too have lain in hammocks read-
ing the classics.

Our friend is not much given to self-criticism, or to sus-
toined reflection of any sort, and cannot bring himself into
any but a conventional relation to life. He has a word-a-day
Job; dresses conservatively (though, being a relaxed sort of
guy, he wears a "sport shirt" to the club); goes to church
every Sunday, but likes to swap a ribald story or two with the
boys on the Alternate ‘lednesday Poker Evenings; makes many
Jjokes about the Beatniks and, more lately, the Hippies; and
votes along strictly Republican — or is it Democratic?—lines.

Science fiction and its attendant fandom represent his on-
ly connection with the imaginative life. Perhaps that is why
he clings so tenaciously to them, even though, as he often
complains, he no longer gets much satisfaction from either.

I have an idea that if we could peel back that rather fad-
ed skin and look into his heart, we would see a boy, younger
than summertime and yet recognizable as him, queitly reading
ASTOUNDING in a hammock on a warm sunny afternoon...absolutely
unchanged after all these years.

He's a harmless sort of fellow. But that's the best we
can say of him.

==t
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BY JOHN C

Some years ago (almost twenty, now I come to think) I
went round an open-air exhibition of modern sculpture in
London in the company of a young woman. I found myself
baffled and resentful; she expressed herself as ecstatic.
I tried to elicit from her what she was getting out of it
all, with no success. All 1 succeeded in doing was to re-
inforce my earlicr conviction that she was of fairly low
intelligence, and to discover that what she did say was
generally a poor parroting of her intellectual husband's
views.

{
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This was the first time I was able to be sure that an
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expressed love for and understsnding of abstract sculpture - -
could be a fake. (Which is not to imply that the lady was not,
in her own mind, genuine: self-deception and auto-suggestion go
hand in hand). I have since had many other examples.

Now the above does not, of course, condemn modern art.. lo
school should be judged by the poor quality of certain of its
adherentss The young woman was no worse than the middle-class
housewife with her professed love for her (unopened) classical
works. But subsequently I added another experience to it. This
time I went round an exhibition of Henry Moore in the company
of a different young woman. This one was highly intelligent
and knew 3 great deal about art—far more than I did. She was
very fond of Moore, and I hoped to come to some appreciation
through her. I was doing fairly well (the old auto-suggestion
going strong) when we reached one massive bronze. It looked
as though it could have been cast from several moulds and I was
struck by one small but distinctive feature. ‘las this, I ask-
pd, intentional, or was it a technical flaw—a fault in the
casting? She examined it very seriously and gave me her honest
ansver: she just did not know. :

Now let us go back to the roots of art. It is surely
(leaving the luminous well on one side) a combination of two
things: a form of self expression and a form of communication.
The man who, left alone on a dead world with a certainty that
his solitariness will endure: for the rest of his life, sets
to work to write a masterpiece may still be an artist, but
the act resemblances masturbation compared with normal sex.
The artist needs an audience.

This means that he works through a discipline, that of
having to refine his private chaos into an order that can be
understood by others. Art in the past has found it valuable
to extend the discipline even further. The acknowledged
masterpieces are generally rigidly contained. Not much poete
ry is better than Shakespegre's, inside the tight box of the
sonnet, and Berlioz, scoring for a thousand-piece orchestra,
did not improve on Mozart and Beethoven writing for string
quartets: the reverse, in fact;

This discipline implies comprehensibility.  You can de-
bate the placing of commas in the sonnets, but the very de-
bate assumes an acceptance of the fact that there is a proper
place for punctuation, that there was a specific intention by
the writer. Musically I am an ignoramus, but I take it, on
the word of my betters, that the same applies. You can study
the line of a finger in a Michelangelo figure, and with pa-
tience understand its significance.

It seems to me that this is not true of the works of art
which today command the respect of our intellectual rulers.
I once thought that the critics liked them precisely because
they were chaotic: it was easier for the critic to show bril-
liance about something in which every speculation could be
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right than about something which maintained a regular
forme I still like the notion, but I am sure it is in-
adequate as an explanation. \e need a better solution -
to the problem posed by the mass exodus from reason.

That last phrase is not entirely metaphorical.
MJlysses" is now accepted by the artistic establishment
as a masterpiece (though I sometimes wonder how many of
its lauditors have read it right through twice, or, for -
that matter, once). It has occasional superb insights
into human nature, as one would expect from. the man who
in his younger days wrotc "The Dead", a great work in a
classic tradition. But what is most striking is the 4
style: the convoluted twisting of language chiefly demon-
strated in outrageous punning. Psychiatrists will tell
you that compulsive punning.is characteristic of certain
forms of mental breakdown. I know myself that I once
visited a seriously ill patient, normally a fairly in-
articulate man, in a mental hospital, and listened to
him punning in Joycean fashion easily and uninhibitedly
for upwards of an hour.

e,

If there is a basic sickness in modern art, what caus~:

es it? I would hazard the guess that it is inextricably :

tied up with the technologocal revolution which has more §

or less kept pace. It is a form of protest against con- §
formity, and against reason.
is only partly rational: moons not hers lie mirrored in
that sea.

And here I am reminded of those fascinating expari-
ments that were conducted a few years ago into the dream
state. Volunteers were allowed to sleep hut awakened
when their brain rhythms showed that they were entering
a dream. After a time certain clear manifestations of
personality and mental breckdown appeared. The patients
started to verge on the psychctic.
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It seems to me that this has a relevance to recent
developments in art. fian is, for vhatever reascn, a
dreaming animal: he cannot survive without tnat release.
Suppress his .dreaming and the dreams bccone nightmares—
in the end, he goes mad. Ve live in a world where logic,
as exemplified in the prcduction belt and the computor,
the factory farm and the tax return, cominates our lives
OQur artists do our drezming for us, as a society, and
where they are inhibited they will run wild. In fiction
they may pun or they may, following certain French exam- :
ples, dwell as compulsively and even more monotonously
on minutiae. Certain mental patients do small repetit- :
ive pointless tasks over and over again, all day, all
life long.

s

e
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That is the hypothesis—1I don't know the remedy.
The most obvious forecast, since there is and can be no
letup in technology, is that society will eventually

enter the psychotic state and tear itself to pieces. The 1

e

i

O O T Y R T R AT

The human mind, after all, §
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students who today call for violence for the sake of violence
(though last year it was love, love, love) are possibly har-
bingers of the end.

It would be nice to think someone qualified was doing
something about it. Perhaps they are; perhaps in some obscure
academic quarter the seminal work has already been done which
will halt the Gadarene rush and set us back on the path to
sanity. Meanwhile there is always a record of “The Marriage
of Figaro", if one wants to remember what it was like.

+=t=t
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0 THE SHAVE ~— FANZINE COMMENTARY
REDUCED TO FILLER MATERIAL!!
BY THE EDITOR

Ray Fisher made a strong bid for the fanzine Hugo with
000 19, which I received first class! I was stunned to see
the postage at 5h¢ (as I recall). Of course he is/was also
staking out a strong claim for the Hugo in '69. And with
hundreds of Missourians signed up as Con members he'll heve an
excellent chance. That is in the infvitable nature of vot-
ing and partisanship, I think. This.not a grotch, just an ob-
servation...because 0DD is so good.

"Proud and Kinda Hungry", a Thirdmancon report by James
White in SCARR 121, is a perfect gem. 1 think it one of the
best pieces of fan writing I've seen this year...or eny year. -

CRY is back! Number 175 is a "Hello, we're back!" issue,
much as PSY 21 was. It sports a beautiful Atom cover. Vhile
I'm thinking of this—will SOMEBODY please send me Atom's
address? I've got to get some of his artwork, too!

LOSUS is a happy, valuable frequent fanzine published by
three Eastern fans, Charlie Brown, Ed Meskys and Dave Vander-
werf. LOCUS more or less is taking the place of SF VEEKLY,
but I wonder for how long? Three editors-publishers doesn't
souna too stable.

Creath Thorne is a fan to watch, if he hasn't been watched
up till now. His first issue of ENNUI is fine...an 8 on my
scale...a personalzine that is unpretentious, very well writ-
ten, humorous and serious materigl... VYes, if he will only
stick around fandom he'll be an extremely valuable fan.

ALGOL 14 arrived recently. It continues to be a fanzine
of high quality.

Vaughn Bode is splurging into fandom in a big vay. He is
a very good artist and his style is perfectly suited to sf fan-
dom. He'll be up for a best fan artist next year, for sure.

V/ARHOON 24 arrived on schedule and will, if continued at
it's current level of excellence of serious material, be an-
other nominee for next year's Hugo.

As will SHANGRI L'AFFAIRES, which is suddenly among the
better zines after having been revived but a scant few months
ago. DIE, damn you walking dead! DIE! Stay dead! - +==t=+



Tep've HAD IT UP
T0 HBERE.."

I should: have written you earlier,
since you have been sending me PSYCHO-.
TIC gratis-free for some time. And I
have, greatly enjoyed your knock=down,
drag-out literary fights. But there

Harry Harrison
Box 1058
Imperial Beach,
Calif. 92032

is a difference between standing on the sidelines and wat= -

ching the action—and being dragged into the action.

I'm of course talking about Ted Vhite and the reams of
- nonsense he sent you for #26. 1 don't know what has got
into him. His entire column boils down to a personal at-
tack onme and I wish I knew what motivates him. Other
than quick brush-bys at Cons I met him just once in my .-
life, in London. \le both were up early for Loncon II, we
introduced ourselves, and he went with me when I drgve out
that morning to see Ted Carnell. \hite should have fond
memories of that dgy because, when he mentioned that his
run of NEV WORLDS was complete except for the first issue,
Ted Carnell simply gave him one of his oun two remaining
copies of that issue. Coming back in the car White gave
me his views of what science fiction should bes I found
them childish and absurd 3 nd told him so. /e argued and
I think I called him a horse's ass at one point in the
discussion. ‘e parted.

And now I have #26 before me and I shake my head in
wonder. I have no intention of tracking down, analyzing
and debating every lie and every absurdity in this thing.

I have neither the time, the energy nor the desire. But

I would like to make some general statements that might

help te clear the air. 2
B

While T was editing AMAZING I "~
tried to inject gsome life into the
magazine. I printed the Tanner re-
views since I considered them good reviews, though a bit
biased at times, in the hopes of getting some controversy
into the letter column. After the first reviews appeared
I received two letters about them; one pro, ohe con. I
printed them both in their entirety. White's was the con
and, as I recall, I added a single line of editorial comment.
This should have been the end of it.

It wasn't. ‘hite sent the letter to Terry Carr with
some kind of comment about "Harry surely won't print this,"
and Terry planned to run it in FORUM and told me about this.
I wrote back that there was no reason to since (a) it was
already in AMAZING (b) it had nothing at all to do with SR
affairs, But Terry already had it on stencil. He printed
the letter, then gave Tanner equal space to answer it, in
the same insulting language White had used in the first
place. By the time this exchange was complete everyone
(except White apparently) was sorry the thing had began in
the first place.

As to the other FORUM argument with Moskowitz. Iore bad
taste on Vhite's part, since FORUM is sent only to active
SFWA members and is supposed to be just that: a forum where
they discuss their mutual affairs without haviné-TFEE shott=
ed to the world at large. SaM wrote a letter accusing Brian
Aldiss and myself of secret vices and crimes and collusion.
flot one writer, in the FORUM, or personally, has ever agreed
with:him. Except White, of course.



One more bit of setting straight. White says this a-
bout THE COLLECTED EDITORIALS OF JOHN W. CAMPBELL, which
I edited: "This book was a piece of—Ilet's use a phrase
Harry himself likes-—ass-licking for Harrison in the first
place. MNot only was it a fast buck for him, it probably
helped guarantee the sale of his next three serials to
Campbell."

To PSYCHOTIC readers: Ass-licking is not a phrase I
like. I have never used it in print or, to my memory, in
conversation. (I'm not being prudish, just factual. If I
had to convey this concept I would prefer "brown-nosing"
or the even better one I read in John Masters, "bum-suck-
ings¥) This book was neither "ass-licking" nor "a fast
huck.” John Campbell suggested the book to Doubleday—
and suggested at the same time that I be asked to edit it.
I felt more than a little honored by the suggestion. The
cynics may sneer, but as a True Fan of Campbell and ASF
since the first issue this was an honor. It took me a
year to dig out and read every editorial. Iy first short
list was 200,000 words. I boiled down. As a simple cour-
tesy I submitted my choices to John Campbell before clos—
ing the book. He accepted my choices without reservation.
As' for "cheap buck' I think I made about 50¢ an hour for
the time I spent working on the book. As for guarentee-
ing the sale of my work to ANALOG—John Campbell rejected
3 out of 4 serials I submitted to him during and after the
time I was working on the collection.

To Ted White: I was right, that time in London. VYou
are a horse's ass. \orse than that you are a dirty-minded
pipsqueak capable only of throwing mud at your betters.

You are offensive. The quote above assumes that John Camp~
bell is corrupt in that he can be bribed to buy otherwise
worthless stories. And that I am corrupt in that I offer

a3 bribe. This is a cease and desist order. I am tired

of you, VWhite, and slightly sickened by your dirty mouth
and dirtier mind. Go play with the kids and stay away

from the adults.

If you PSYCHOTIC readers are offended by the last para-
graph, might I ask you to step back and take a look at this
entire affair. It is entirely Vhite's creation. He has
pulied in all kinds of unrelated material, a review here,

a letter there, a baker's dozen of assumptions, a few out-
right lies—and built what he calls a "case." It is no-
thing of the sort. Just White making noise on paper.

I prefer reality. Ffor the past nine months I have
been writing letters to White. A number of letters and
one phone call from California to New York. He has never
ansvered any of my letters, and he lied to me on the phone.
The subject of all this is reality. At the Nycon I accept-
ed 3 Hugo for Jack Vance, then mistakenly left the award
in the hands of the Nycon committee for mailing, since I
live some 600 miles from Jack. It was never mailed. Be-
ginning last October I began writing to White asking him
to mail it out. He never answered. I feel personally in-
volved. A few months back I phoned Vlhite who informed me
that the bydly constructed Hugo had fallen to pieces and
that he was gluing it back together. (Friends in New York
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who have seen the Hugos lately inform me that this is not the
case.) I suggested that since Jack Vance had built his oun
house and was now building a ship, he should be able to glue
the trophy back together himself. Vhite said he would mail
it out at once. He has not. This is reality, not the non-
sense White dreams up and types on paper.

I have not mentioned this before because I dislike feuds,
carrying tales, and discussing a man's deficiendes in public.
As you can see, \hite's way of life is directly opposed to
mine. As you can gather I am more than a little irritated at
his nonsense. But at least it gives me an opportunity to
settle a matter in the real world.

White—send Jack Vance his Hugo trophy. Will you read-
ers say the same thing to him? Tell him that you won't play
his little mud-slinging games until he mails the thing out.
You too, Mr. Editor, if you please. Tell him he must mail
it out before you print any more of his wild musings. Please.
If he sees his dream world being penetrated, perhaps:he may
rise up to the surface long enough to wrap and mail the thing
before sinking back below the garbage-laden surface.

Am I being too rough on Vhite? Big cannon against his
little pop qun? Perhaps. But he chose to start this and to
use the filthy language and insult and innuendo and all the
rest. I know I should ignore him, but this matter of the
Hugo is very annoying. [y hope is that this public notice
may shame him, at last, into 3 little action.

Sort of a PS. 1I've been reading the rest of PSYCHOTIC
before mailing this. I notice that everyone else who comments
on Vlhite calls him a liar. So I guess he must:be. So we
come to the why? Hey guys—naybe that's his shtick! Like
the jokers in the Paris cathouses that like to be tied up and
vhipped. White is the first letterhack flagellant in history!
He writes all this nonsense so we can whip him. Uhen the
letters and zines flood in he locks his door, lies back
writhing and sweating and has his orgasm. \hich raises the
moral point: are we helping him or hurting him when we tell
him what a hapless fart he really is?

((Namecalling and misinformation aside, Mr. Harrison,
you avoided the main point of thite's column: Are you LeRoy
Tanner?))

Alex B. Eisenstein
3030 \/s Fargo Ave.
Chicago, I11. 60645

T can't believe in a pornographer who
is unable to identify with a female
protagonist—nhaven't you ever written
a les"ian novel? They're all slanted
toward heterosexual males. You say Anne McCaffrey's heroine
ain't a dyke so you can't identify with her? Bosh!

((Here we go again. VYes, I have written lesbian novels,
about 28 of them (some with only some lez activity, but all

with female protagonists, many told first-person female) and
one of my very best books, THE LOVE TRIBE, is told first-
person by 3 19 year old girl. Editors and readers have told

me that I am one of the best writers in the sex novel field,

and I believe them, but while I can write "female" with some
skill and verisimilitude, I don't like to read the stuff. At
least not the Confession style ""female" writing. Could be



the feminine side of me only comes out in my writing, and
my masculine component rejects it on the "incoming" level.
Verry interesting. I'll have to think about it. '
' Imczdentally, while I'm bragging, for the information
of any curious fans out there, I've sold 58 books so far.
It might be 59 tomorrow.

I'm sorry I can't print your seven pages of comment on
THE ESKIMO INVASION, Alex, but it is'going to John Hayden
Howard and he may have some reaction.)) -

- e e e am e e o am e o Em e e mm em e e e e e =

PSY 25 & 26 were the first issues I
had ‘'seen of your zine: I'm rather
new to sf fandom, being an emigrant
from the. comic book variety. As a
result, everything I've seen so far
looks like a masterplece. 0f course, sf fandom has always
seemed like something of an Asgard to the terrestrial doings
of comic people. !/henever Ted White condescends to an activ-
ity of the latter it has an aura of reverence. .That's the
impression I always got anyway. Ted's name was always some
kind of hallowed thing, he was an elder statesman, but I
could never find out just what he did, comic-wise. But now
comes the revelation. It turns out that he does, albeit in
a more intellectual and provocative manner, exactly what the
jerks in comic fanzines do: that is, pick each other apart,
call each other names, and in letters and fanzines present
reasons why one fan or the other should be ostracized per-
manently, giving the opinion of one pundit or another to
that effect. It appears that this is truly what fandom is
based on, the difference-being that you people have somehow
managed to survive it for all this time, while the offspring
group is virtually dead as far as organizational productivi-
ty. And I thought I wouldn't feel right at home.

Gabe Eisenstein
1753 Rosemary Road
Highland Park, Ill.
60035

((Gabe, meet Alex. Uhy don't you look each other up?))

Alexei Panshin
139 Joralemon St.
Brooklyn, fl.Y..11201

Here I am, stuck one line into a
new novel. It seems that I still
have three immediate little quest-
: ions to settle before I go on to
the second line. Do you have these problems in writing your
novels of social redemption, or do you just plunge ahead, so
to speak?

((Sure, the first chiapter of a book is the most critical,
and the first pages mare critical, and the first lines of
the first page most critéal of all.))

I want you to know that I was taken aback by the little
sex 'scene in the last PSYCHOTIC. I read it as dialog until
I was more than halfuay through it. It came out like this:

~ "furgid nipples...quivering thighs," she screamed in

ecstacy...

Meaty stuff, Geis, for a family magazine,

Except for one minor slip in my youth, I've written no=
thing but critical fanzine articles. No whimsy, memories
of 1940, con reports, geo-political analyses, or odes ad- °
dressed in honor of my favorite dramatic tv show, Peyten
Place. Mot even an 8-page letter of comment. I'm amazed,

by the:way, at people like Harry Yarner and Ted White who
have: letters of comment in every fanzine that comes my way,
and have been doing- it for fifteen years, or twenty-five.
Both of them deserve a Best Fan:Yriter Award more than 1 did,
and I trust one of them will have won at Baycon by the t1me
this sees print.

Since writing criticism is work and I only work for money
these days, I expect whatever fan writing I do now will be in
more traditional fannish veins. I'm preparing my memeries of
1940 right now. Inspired by your own good exampley I'm even
thinking of thinking of thinking of putting out a fanzine.
I'm going to be editing the SFWA Bulletin this next year. If
I still have my enthusiasm a year:from now, we'll see what I
can do with a hecto; needle and thread.

The Psychotic Fugghead Award is a lovely opportunity.
Terry Carr and I own a football and throw it for an hour or
so a couple times ‘a week on a sidestreet around the corner.
The last time we got together-jalong with the football, we
passed the names of possible award winners back and forth.
Kctually, ve tended to feel that there should be a Fugghead
of the Year award, and a Fugghead Hall of Fame for all-time
favorite year-in year-out fuggheads. I think we came up with
about ten names, all of whom deserve to be honored. . However,
my nomination is partly determined by the design of the award
——only one man could get this particular drawing—Sam Moskow-
itz. e tries harder.

You say that what is needed is a reliable, completistmail~
order sf dealer. I dealt with a widg variety for a number of
years—for more than the last ten, however, I've dealt with
Dick Witter—F&SF Book Co., Box 415, Staten Island, 10302—
and he has been exactly what you is wanted.

I was particularly interested in Andy 0ffutt's letter in
the last issue because I've been invited to serve on panels
on the subjects of sex and violence in sf at the Philcon in
November. (These, I suppose, being my recognized areas of
competence.)

I tend to feel that sex has little point in science fic-
tion unless a story is centrally concerned with character,
which mdst sf is not. Ilagazine taboos are irrelevant to the
problem becausé the magazines are presently irrelevant. If
you want to write a science fiction book with a sex scene in
it, there's no particular problem in getting it published.

If Andy Offutt is publishing sexless sf and is unhappy about
it, there is more than one paperback editor ready to buy a
sexy sf novel. Lancer has done it. Paperback Library has
done it. Ace has done it. The fault, dear Andrew, is not in
our stars, but in ourselves. There is an explicit sex scene
in my novel RITE OF PASSAGE. ((And a fine slice of writing
it was, too.)) A high school pb club bounced it for that
reason, but I didn't have any problems with publishers or
editors. The book was bounced by one publisher for my funny-
sounding-name, but never explicitly for the sex scene. And
Ace saw no problems in publishing it. And for a really hot
little book, take a look at Joanna Russ's PICNIC OM PARADISE.
Also from Ace.
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George He Smith
P.0. Box 3337
Inglewood, Cal.
90304

Your zine continues to hold my inter-
est, much to the detriment of whatever
book I'm working an when' one’ arrives.

I promise myself I won't but every time
there's a PSYCHOTIC in my box, I sit
down and read it right straight through while my typuriter
ard my wife glare at me (the latter mostly because she's
waiting to get her hands on itk I found your rundown of
your working day very interesting but I don't see how you
turn out the volume of work you do still find so much time
for fan activities and reading.

Even Ted White, who manges to irritate me with almost
everything he says, never bores. I'm sorry to say that
after reading a couple of his books I find he is almost as
good a writer as he thinks he is. I can't, however, see
any point in his putting down Harry Harrison and Brian Al-
diss because they both do a workmanlike job in both their
own books and in their anthologies. I especially enjoyed
Harrison's MAKE ROOM, MAKE ROOM, or rather I was especial-
ly depressed by it which was the desired effect. Uhite's
dismissal of TARNSMAN OF GOR is also away off base. His

PHOENIX PRIME doesn't compare to the careful working out
of an imaginary society that Norman did. I'm pretty well
up on these sword and sorcery books because I recently
read all I could hold in order to do some partials and
outlines of my own in that field. To my way of thinking,
Andre fiorton, lloorcock, Leiber and John Norman are doing
the best work in these today, with Robert Moore Williams
being completely unreadable and White and Lin Carter somg-
where in between.

I do have to agree with thite that Tanner is a jerk,
but when you consider what AMAZING probably pays for book
reviews, they're lucky to get anyone to do them. Probably
part of my irritation with White is due to the fact that
NEBULA AWARDS #/2 has been kicked back and forth by he and
the Harrison-Aldiss dvo and every time it gets kicked I
wince because my IN THE IMAGICON was one of the runner-up
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stories in it.

I really think I have to take Norman Spinrad's side a~
gainst L. Sprague de Cemp and the others regarding censor-
ship. I've run up against it quite often, especially in the
magazines. A story of mine, THE LAST DAYS OF LOS ANGELES,
published in IF several years ago didn't make it the first
time because of a faitly mild sex scene and some cracks a-
bout religion and the military. Another one, THE PLAGUE,
which satirized the Catholic church stand on birth control,
sailed back and forth across the desks of all the prozine
editors until it finally was published in Bob Lowndes' FA-
1M0US SCIENCE FICTION.

As for what Spinrad says about reviews...who ever gets
any? I've had close to a hundred books published in the past
fifteen years, dealing with every subject you can think of...
science fiction, sex occult, flying saucers and politics.
Aside from my non-fiction, WHO IS RONALD REAGAN, which stirs
up alornet's nest of John Birch and neo-Nazi types to write
reviews to their local papers and hate letters to me, I've
very seldom had a response. Admittedly, all except four or
five of my books were paperbacks, but it just seems to me
that reviews are about as scarce as hen's teeth unless your
books are being pushed by one of the really big publishers.
If you read several magazines or papers that carry reviews,
you'll see that the same books are reviewed over and over.
They are also the books that are the most publicized to start
withe The rest of us poor bastards seem to exist in a paral-
lel world of the unmentionable.

Rick Brooks  Fost of the New 'fave is unreadable. for ex~
RRi1 *  ample, I managed to wade through farmer's "Ri-
Fremont, Ind. der's Of The Purple Wage" strictly because I
46737 like puns. I left out most of the second

half of the Ballard blotch, THE CRYSTAL VORLD
(?) and just glanced at the ending. I managed to get most
of the way through Burroughs' THE TICKET THAT EXPLODED be-
cause I kept mistakenly thinking that \B would fulfill some
of the promise that he showed occasionally. But mostly when
I hear the term "meaningful s-f",I flinch. I agree with Norm
that great literature must be both meaningful and entertain-
ing. But I'd like to see the authors that try to be meaning-
ful put at least half as much effort into being entertaining.

And, Richard, I doubt that anything but a sensational
sale of DANGERQUS VISIOMS and BUG JACK BARRON would have the
other paperback publishers pay attention. S$f is just a side-
line with most of them. And, for the record, I think that
Ted Uhite can handle sex better than any sf writer with the
exception of Alexei Panshin (RITE OF PASSAGE).

((Sideline or not, any publisher pays close attention to
what sells, trends, and new ideas that work. ihousands of :
dollars are at stake.))

The nice thing about being an ultra arty writer like Wil-
liam Burroughs is that it is hard to evaluate your true worth.
Gary Deindorfer calls him a literary genius. I call him a.
literary failure who, like Ballard, is busy betraying and
burying his potential. I find it hard to follow what he is



griping about; lack of honesty or lack of shock value.
Maybe to him they are the same. ((Ves, honesty is shock-
ing to a lot of people.)) I still think that a writer can
say what he has to say without four-letter words or trying

* to shock people. After all, I heard more filth with very

. little context while in the service. In fapt,'swearing
loses most of its impact when you overuse it. I find aft-
er all the using four-letter words as everyday adjectives
and adverbs, that I have no vords to use when I really need
to say something strong. In short, shock value has to be
continually escalated.

((“hy do you deny‘a writer what you wish for yourself?
You want four-letter words, strong, undiluted by overuse,
for shock impact...but writers may not use the same words
for the same reason—for effect, for impact, to blow 3.
mind, to drive home a point or make a scene credible.

Rationalize your way out of that.

And anyone who seriously uses the word "filth" when
discussing language andfor sex tells me where he's at in
areas of basic attitude...as you just did.))

Anne McCaffrey's remarks on the sex of a writer are
interesting. In Vandro there has been a running debate
on vomen vs men writers on the handling of the opposite
sexs Panshin in RITE OF PASSAGE does a very good job, but
most men get black marks. Leigh Brackett does a good job
with her he-men heroes as did C.L. Moore. But mainly I e
like women writers such as C.L. Moore, Andre Norton, [arion
limmer Bradley and Leigh Brackett because they seem to
make their landscapes more vivid to me. A story that I
can "see" really turns me on. \fith the ladies above I
see mbstly where, while with writers like Doc Smith and
Edmond Hamilton I "see" mainly what is going on. That
seems to be the only sex difference I can draw and it's
by no means inclusive.

Rec Dragonette was a name hooked to a Feb. '47 ANALOG
short short story. I have no more info.
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Jack Gaughan ~ Yeh Ted Vhite. Chip Delany IS some kind
P.0. Box 516  of writer. And I share your solicitous
Rifton, MY attitude that we may overrate him and over-
b2bde him and like that but knowing Chip (as well or as
little as I do) I know damn well it isn't going to affect
him and he'll go on writing and living and doing and be-
ing what he is and growing. So don't worry. True, when
Chip writes "He opened the door" the words may not have
come harde But I HAVE seen him pacing the floor for drom
3 half an hour to god—knows-vwhen searching out ONE YORD.
The right word for the right place. Craft applied where
it counts. He's not the be all and end all of the current
crop (hate that term) but he's the best ve got, bubelih.

I talked (listened, actually) to Hannes Bok. I knew
Hannes. he was annoyed by the flopping ((of his F&SF cov-
er)) whether he agrecd to it or not. And the selling seas-
on may indeed be ad agency superstition. I'm from that
briar patch, after all. And some superstition is well
founded. 'lould you believe "reading season'? I had lunch

‘with £d Fefman today.

_ He believes. Sol Cohen believes
(that's:a;recqmmendqtion?) and I think fred Pohl and Lester
del Rey'believe. That's ga.superstitious lot if ever I saw
one. The Summer months are good and November (in particular)
is bad. I don't have the-figures but if you wish I'11 get
'emn. I really don't know what it will prove except that the
point of "selling season or no selling season" is arguable.

Vhat has a bad summer of comic books to do with SF mags
which are (I'm sure) not distributed in the same manner to
the same outlets?

There's a helluva good drawing on page 18 ((of PSY 26))
and the initials look familiar but I see no credit on your
contents page. But it's a good drawing. It creates a sort
of disorientation without being over distorted or too slavish
to perspective. A dignified and tasteful work and a moving
one. \/hoever did it, if he keeps it up, is a comer. \{!atch
him. '

((Yes, an apology to you, sir, for goofing on the credit.
To make amends I ANNOUNCE that PSY 28 will have a beautiful
full-size fold-out InMate by JACK GAUGHAM! AND PSY 29 will
have a JACK GAUGHAN cover! ))

How. The preliminary stuff is out of the way. To the
business at hand. Do you know what you got, Sharlie? Look
at that cover! ((PSY 26)) A nice boidie? Bah! It's a von-
drous thing. I must take the chance of insulting you (Geis)
by assuming that you did not pick out the type for the title.

((Correct. Richard Bergeron sent the cover complete with
o 3




the logo. I added the caption.))

It's perfect. Perfect for that drawing and that layout.
It's a gawdawful ugly body-copy face but it is well used as
a title Each letter is an interesting use of space and con-
tour...even the dot over the "I" is right. You think I'm
being funny? I am mot. The drawing itself is the sort of
thing I love. It's the result of years of study and thou~
sands of lines. It is the work of a real pro. I know not
this Bergeron nor do I claim that this is the greatest thing
that ever happened to graphic art. But it IS a fine and
good thinge..I don't have the words to express my apprecia-

tion of the professionalism of the drawing AND the type lay= .

out. Dammitle..it was good. I don't mean to sing paeans
but when a thoroughly competent thing like this appears it
must not go as just another funny-clever drawing. VYears and
study vent into that. So you gotta put that blotchy type-
writer scribble on it in a bad place and tell me a joke which
wasn't even funny as grafitti. '/hat a clod! If you did the
type layout yourself you're partly forgiven. Otherwise...
REALLY! In such a beautiful zine and amidst such readable
material that paragraph was visually bad and, as far as
humor or writing is concerned, a terrible lapse of good
tastes Ffor shame. Tch. Tche

P.S. Steve Stiles was great! latch him too!

((The first person who saw a copy of the cover laughed
long and hard and snatched (with permission) a copy to put
up on her apartment wall., So...

1 wish more readers would comment on the art work in
PSY. Too often the artists are given short shrift in the
egoboo department. '"Applause," cried the theatre cat, "For
pity's sake, a little applause!"'))

Andrev J. 0ffutt I must ask this: what chance does a man

Draver P have when an editor typogoofs his clever-
Morehead, Ky. ness? My last letter's "nunnishly" be-
40351 came "ninnishly" in your SECTION 8. My

back to back use of "unalterably" mean-
ing incapable of being changed and "altar" meaning a place
at which marriages take place dissolved when "altar" became
"alter", You do that to me and I will squeak. Do that to
either of the above, though, and you realize that soon an-
other fanzine will print their attacks on YOU!!

((*sigh* Apologies.))

\What's this about Geis writing racies too? Under what
name/publisher?

((Hostly under my own name and that of Peggy Swenson.
Mostly for Brandon House and lMidwood.))

You invite comment on kay anderson's (mention of) nipple
color. VERY pale pink or pinktan, generally, among caucas-
ians. But one of the things many women do is add makeup
(rouge is much less messy than lipstick) to their nipples.
How silly to doctor the face and wear bras for purposed of
sexual attraction—and then fail to enhance the sexual and
secondgry-sexual parts themselves! (Please let me add that
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brassieres do NOT enhance.)
Gollydamn—is Ree the Dragon still around?

Re your parenthetical remark: i use four pennames, thus
far. The first sold the first racy novel in August 67. since
then 6 have been printed and 2 more bought. Yes, a lot of
people would be interested in knowing one or more of those
pennames.

Those writers have a definite Mission, by which they can
be recognized (aside from their being good writers in a field
marked by incompetence, of course). The Mission is to show
that:

1/ Cruelty is normalfinnate, and that it has little to
do with a very serious (and seldom=found) illness called
"sadism", one of the most-overused and least-understood words
in the language;

2/ \lomen almost invariably need clitoral stimulation to
achieve orgasm, and lack of knowledge of this simple fact by
both sexes is a tremendous cause of trouble, doubt and quilt;

3/ Simultaneous male-female orgasm is damnigh unheard-
of;

4f A man can't just go on and on and on as racy-novel
protanonists frequently do;

5/ Spanking is fun to both sexes. ‘omen like it (even
when they don't know that they do, or think they don't), and
men like doing 1—_z_epeat previous parenthet1ca1 remarks).

Such a mission, in our lights, will lead to some happy
people, and thus we——my pennames and i—are proud of our
worke

((So why not give us the names and titles of your books?
1'd like to read some of your stuff...if only out of curios-
ity to see how good you are.))

Peter Singleton A word about the artwork: I was amus-

Block &, ed by the overt phallic symbolism on
Broadmoor Hospital, the cover of PSY 26, but the total
Crowthorne, artistic merit as far as my aesthetic
Berkshire, appreciation goes, is only slightly
ENGLAND abave n1l . 1 found the special In-

lvlatle?,tz%(jg 1S q*nte the most striking

illo in the entire issue. I would like to know what causes
me to find a prominent display of a feminine backside so
fascinating. Is there a Freudian in the house?

Among the insular squabbling pro and con New \/ave, a
single ray of hope shines in the shape of Norman Spinrad.
There is indeed room in our microcosm formore than one
branch from the Sf tree. If some fen:must. have insular ideas
as to what constitutes an "acceptable" Sf yarn, what measure
of blind conceit causes them to impose their own petty re—
strictions upon. the shoulders of others? Vhat has happened
to all those Broad Mental Horizons fen are supposed to have
a monopOly on?

Bob Silverberg
5020 Goodridge Av
New York, NY 10471

PSY 26 blew in today — a little top-
heavy vith White and Spinrad, but still
interesting in its grumbly way. I weary



greatly of the LeRoy Tanner controversy and I'm starting
to get bored with the anticipatory discussion of BUG JACK
BARRON. Nevertheless the discussion on taboos and censor-
ship continues to sparkle, and Deindorfer goes straight to
+ the heart of it with the remark that a real writer doesn't
worry either about breaking taboos or adhering to them, but
simply calls his shots as he sees them. S$~F is not now and
never has been "adult" in the sense that writers can unself-
consciously organize their material with reference to truth
and maximum emotional power, rather than with reference to
“editorial requests; but we're at last getting there, at
least outside the magazines, and in another five or ten
years we will come to take for granted what so proudly we
hail as revolutionary today. (Remember when THE LOVERS
was deemed madly radical?)

Deindorfer hits Harlan in his most vulnerable point.
Harlan, as I've been telling him for fifteen years, in un-
cool. He dresses cool, he walks cool, he winks cool, but
under his skull he's hopelessly uptight and doesn't realize
it. His high-pressure talking-up of his own material, his
compulsion to boast to waiters and barbers and airline
stewardesses that he is a Man Of Letters, his morbid pre-
occupation with his own role as writer, his recent self-
elevation to the post of guru of a literary revolution, all
are symptoms of fundamental squareness, which he attempts
to disquise by superficial hip. (Ah, there, Harlan!) Har-
lan's insistence that he knows where it's at, as Deindorfer
points out, is 3 mark of insecurity; a writer who really
knows, Wm Burroughs, say, simply goes about his business of
writing, instead of becoming a walking, talking jacket
blurb for his own copy.

0f course, Gary blows his cool a bit by touting his
own book, thus committing @ low-grade Harlanism. I will
not make the same mistake; and so I will not reveal where
I saw the red nipples that figure in THORNS, nor will I
comment on those who (unlike your estimable self) think
that the advent of two-way time-travel at the end of
HAWKSBILL STATION is a "happy ending" copout, thus failing
to notice the real ending at all.

((But T would say that Harlan Ellison's insecurity is
a major factor in his tremendous drive and talent. His
"uncoolness" is one facet, one corner, of his personality,
and cannot be separated and isolated as something he should
perhaps try to alter. More apt is to visualize him as a
volcano; we may not like the cinders and ash fallout, but
he is, after all, building a mountain of books and short
stories and scripts, lighting up the sky, doing things
and doing them well.

I wouldn't want to say, "Stop erupting, Harlan." for
even if he did try to change, and became self-conscious
and cautious of speech and action, the change would, I
think, be harmful to his writing, and the subsequent in-
ternal subconscious pressures would.... How the hell did
I get into this analysis? End it, Geist))

FILLER NOTE: A few copies of PSY 21 and 22 are
left—25¢ each. PSYs 23 and 24 are sold out.
34

I sold my Anti-Vietnam Lizard Strip & The
Man for a 2nd printing in the New York und-
erground paper, EAST VILLAGE OTHER.

I got commissioned to do 2 one page
satire cartoon in each issue of the new
satire magazine, INKLING.

I am commissioned to do a one page Church \izard for each
issue of DARE magazine.

I am collaborating on a series of SF novels with Dean _. -
Koontz.

I am working on a children's book with Roger Zelazny.

I got canned from that goddamned GALAXY.

I resigned from SFVA.

I got an offer from Will Eisner to do ten children's books
for $10,000,00 which I'm turning down.

I got a sunburn.

I pulled a muscle.

Other than that things have been pretty stagnant... So
your very entertaining #26 relieved my abject boredom. Thanks,

Vaughn Bode
8-9, Apt. 1
flew Slocum Hts.
Syracuse, NY
13210

I do really enjoy PSYCHOTIC and I'm proud and pleased to be
there.

((Proud and pleased to have you, sir.))
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I vas afraid of having missed PSY 26. All
would have been well had I dared to enter 2
Post Office and ask for an International Money
Order. The last time I tried it was highly
traumatic: the girl behind the counter glared
at me - a traitor to the Empire...daring to
send STERLING abroad! Eating into the country's Balance of

Gray Boak

7, Elm Drive
ST. ALBANS,
Herts.,
ENGLAND

Payments! Precipitating a National Crisis! I was enforced

to sign a pink form in multiplicate, using 3 pen chained to
the desk! If the girl had been even halfway pretty, my weak=
ened resolve would have totally collapsed. As it was, I man—
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aged an ineffectual sneer and scrambled for the door. I
suppose that you will insist on receiving money....sadist!

((PSY now has an English Agent, Ethel Lindsay by name.
Your problem is solved.))

Mr. Ted \hite uses your column to attack P.A.M. Terry
for writing an anonymous attack on the NyCon for BADINAGE
#4. BADINAGE #5 printed replies by Mr. White and his
friend Andy Porter: replies that exhibited flaws in their
personalities - much the same flaws they criticize Pat for
possessing. Rob Johnson had by then assumed the editor-
ship of BADINAGE, and was forced to cut editorial comments
on these letters because the 'zine was getting too damn big.
I wouldn't have been so kind to these gentlemen. Please
note that I am not criticizing their handling of the con-
vention, merely their replies to criticism.

Point 1: Pat Terry aluays writes under a pseudonym.
(Gadfly) It wasn't any lack of decency, merely a request
for privacy.

Point 2: Andy Porter stated that there had been no
dissatisfaction with the NyCon anywhere else:- later to
contradict himself cn the subject of Jack Gaughan. I sug-
gest he read some US fanzines.

Point 3: Ted ‘hite said that if any more complaints
about service were received, the overseas rate would be
raised to that of the attending member's rate. This is
nothing short of black-mail. Thankfully fir. White is un-
likely to be associated closely with any other ‘forld Con
in the conceivably close future, so it is an empty threat.

Bombast, contradictions, insults, and out-and-out lies.
Perfect for a fan-column, of course, but a little restrict-
ive when the time comes to take him seriously. Which is a
shame, because I read a good story by Ted White once.

George Ernsberger
Editor,

AVON BOOKS

959 ELighth Ave.

New York, N.Y.
10019

It seems to me 1t's time I said a
word or two about Norman Spinrad
and BUG JACK BARRON and Avon Books.

It would be unseemly of me to enter
into a debate on the novel's liter-
ary or other merits — I am BJB's
editor, after all. (Not that questions of propriety or
decorum, or seemliness, have restrained your correspond-
ents to this point — or Norman Spinrad, for that matter.)
But allow me a comment on Avon's contract for BJB, with
its "no-cut" clause, and about Mr. Spinrad's professional
relationship with his editor. 0Oh, and do allow me to snap
at Ted Uhite's exposed ass, though it be unseemly.

There's been some foofraw — though not much in your
s

pages — about the "unique" set of terms we've agreed to in
contracting to publish this book. Now, even though this is
the first time we've been asked formally to cut the clause

in our contract that gives us total control over a-book's
contents, it is not by far a unique set of terms, in practical
fact. At least, it isn't unique at Avon — I don't know how
other publishers treat their books and/or their authors.

Having determined that the book was publishable exactly
as it stood, and indeed that it would be a real sheme if it
weren't published, Avon made its offer to the author's agent.
I was counting, 3as I commonly do, on such insidious weapons
as reasoned argument to persuade lir. Spinrad that some minor
rework would strengthen the book — and if he turned out to
be bullheaded, well, I'd determined that the book was publish=-
able. ‘le didn't buy it unread, zfter all; we agreed to pub-~
lish the ms. we had in hand, as it was, if it came to that.

Mr. Spinrad's first communication with me was a friendly
expression of eagerness to hear my suggestions. He came to
see me in my office later and we discussed the book at some
length. During this discussion, he listened thoughtfully,
agreed vith some things, disagreed with others, argued reason-
ably and courteously when he did not agree, and, in short,
behaved like a sensible man and a serious writer. ‘le are at
this moment in agreement as to what changes should be made,
what suggestions of mine were valid and which invalid when

" closely examined, and how to solve such minor problems as

hn

those raised by the murder of Senator Kennedy.
now at work on these revisions.

Spinrad is

They are, be it said emphatically, minor revisions. I
don't want to leave the impression that wholesale rewriting
of the original is going on, or that I made any unusual con-
tribution to the book.  BJB remains, in essential fact, the
same novel I first looked at. It remains, in a word, Spin-
rad's novel. Happily for us bothy he and I came to agree-
ment on the book's final form. That does not always happen,.
and vhen it does not, unless revisions were given in advance
as conditions for signing the contract, it is the author who
retains the last word. Is there any other way to publish
books?

Now, as to Ted \thite — and here I wander, helpless to
resist, into the fringes of the critical argument — Mr.
White, I promise him, is going to learn from this book that
lesson every critic since Aristotle has had to learn anew:
that one had better keep one's fat mouth shut until one's
had a chance to read the damn thing. He may not like BJB
when he's read it whole; he may, if he's looking for it, find
plenty to disapprove of in it; but he will not find the
political extrapolation silly. Not now, not in five years,
not in twenty. Things beyond the capabilities of any fanta-
sist to foresee will certainly happen; and things will not
turn out just as Spinrad envisions. But Spinrad understands
what American politics is all about, as very few novelists
ever have. And Ted ‘/hite, I'm confident, will see ‘that, when
he's seen the book. (\hite is, or seems to be, z man of in-
telligence, wit, and some good sense — thaugh none of these
find much room in his letter.)

It does not look, in 1968, as though we will come, in



1984, to the precise pass George Orwell described; and so

what? ' It is a good bet that Spinrad's "facts" for the 1980's
will.prove to be more accurate than Orwell's; will Ted ‘hite,
on that basis, think BUG JACK BARRON g better book than l§§ﬁ?

: Theré's nothing much for me to say to Spinrad's article

on censorship and so on. Cut the hysteria out of the piece
and there wouldn't be much left, but what thare would be,
would be uncomfortably near some unpleasant truths. But we
all know that, don't we?

Finally, I can't resist expressing my wonderment at that
“variance in manners Fr. Yhite and Kr. Spinrad share. (Vith
other of your correspondents, as well.) I've met both at
least casually and found both reasonable, courteous, even-
toned, gentlemanly. Uhy in the name of sweet Jesus must
" they both either yammer or shriek in the pages of PSYCHOTIC?

((Because I sprinkle an insidious drug on the pages.of
certajn copies of PSY before mailing. I, OF COURSE, AM
IVMUNE!Y)) '

£d R. Smith

~ 1315 Lexington Ave.
Charlotte, MN.C.
28203

In answer to your question, there is
a reliable mail order house or store
or whatever that publishes monthly
lists and has about any new sf (and

a list of Qut-0f-Print titles as well)
you would want. Write to Stephen's Book Service, 67 Third
Ave., New York, N.Y. 10003. He doesn’t even charge postage,
so it would be cheaper to get them all from him. I've been
getting stf titles from him almost every month for about 3
years now.

I did not know ALPHA had been used as a fanzine title
before, tho I often wondered why such an obvious title had
not been used before, ir if it hade Don't worry, I am now
pubbing FLIP, which I later found out is the title of a teen-
zine. 0Oh welle..

((Call your zine EDSMITH and be done with it.))

Here are some replies to the comments
on A Primer for Heads in PSY 26...

Earl Evers
131 Pitt St., Apt. 8
few York, NY 10002

.Harry Warner says, "I have yet to
see a sensible explanation of why
those favoring the wider use of drugs are so careful to use
euphemisms. = Certainly grass and pot and high and all the
other terms are well enough known in the mundane world to

- provide no. camouflages.."

I think the use of drug slang is more for convenience
than camouflage. Sure, a long time ago jazz musicians and
other groups of heads used slang as a sort of camouflage,
not just drug slang, but a whole big vocabulary that changed
often enough so the squares had trouble keeping up with it.
But I don't think most present-day heads are naive enough to
think slang provides adequate cover for public drug talk —
iT'they're paranoid about rapping about drugs <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>