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.
Bgmﬁg WHERE THE EDITOR TALKS TO HIMSELF...AND TALKS...AND TALKS...AND TALKS...
°

"Alright, Geis, what's this SCIENCE FICTION
REVIEW business? Why the change in title?"

™ell, PSYCHOTIC seesed to me—"

"All the fans are muttering in their beards,
you know. Even thosewho haven't grown theirs
yet. They feel, and rightly so, I might add,
that you have gone serious—constructive! That
a joy has gone from sf fandom. That you have
shown your true colorsi"

"Yes, well, see—"

"It's about time you answered the question!
We were all willing to make allowances last is~
sue when you announced that you were going to
change over to photo—offset to avoid all that
mimeo cranking and assembling and stapling...
But to suddenly change the sacred name of PSY
toe.to...50mething so mundane and formal!"

"I know, it shocks your faaanish soul.”

"It is a betrayal of all we fans hold dear!
It smacks of commercialism!"

"Is that worse than communism?"

"It is the Ultimate Sin!"

"Then, fear not, for SFR will probably nev—
er make 3 profit. I imagine it will run a nice
tax loss for as long as it's publisheds Now,
to answer your first question—"

"Bah!"

"Your mind is set against me. Nevertheless,
PSYCHOTIC seems to me too much a misnomer for
the magazine now. I had originally intended a
small circulation personal-zine. PSYCHOTIC fits
that role. But the magazine grew and grew, with
a dynamics of its own, in size and circulation,
and the function changed until it has become,

nearly, a "little" magazine...a place for serious

comment and discussion—"

"Yah, just what I said—serious constructive!

No place for humor or lighthearted faanish in-
group jokes!"

"—of science fiction and fantasy, as well
as the worlds of sf conventions and fan and pro-
fessional personalities. And, I admit I like

a name that is self-explanatory. Call it a yearn

for dignity—on the outside. Now—"

MEgotist! Pompous ass! Pretentious idiot!"

"—all this does not mean the policies have
changed. Not a bit! The magazine is the same
violent, humorous, interesting, engaging ges it
has always been."

M0h, sure! So I see around fifteen pages of
book reviews!"

"Yes, that department has been expanded, as
a service to authors, readers, publishers. Any
other questions?™

"It isn't the same. I miss the pink fibre-
tint simeo papes...the gestefaxed artwork...the

amateur aural!"

"There, there..."

"You'll never convince me this is better,
Geis. NEVER!"

"But...] thought fans had open nings, could
accept change, were non-conformists—

"Sure, sure, but not when the primacy of the
truly pure, amateur, mimeorgraphed fanzine is
concerned. That's sacred! Deviation must be
punished!"

"Nevertheless, I must go @y wvay and do my
thing."

"Bah! May all your typos be catastrophic!"

++

"Say, Geis, this issue of your mag is kinda
funny looking."

"That's because I's re-discovering my way in
the photo—offset process."

"The type—"

"Thick in some places...thin in others...is
due to the use of three different ribbons in this
machine. for this editorial, and other last ain-
ute finishing-up, I aa using a silk 1itho ribbon
vhich seeas to give the sharpest copy. I imag-
ine I'11 stick with it in the future. On the

CONTINUED ON PAGE 18




REAP

By
Philip
Jose

Farmer

Some time ago I mentioned to Robert Bloch
that the last—and the first speech I had ever
given was at the Philadelphia vorld Science Flc-
tion Convention of 1953. Since my speech-mak—
ing experience was so limited, 1 was apprehen—
sive about delivering this speech at the Baycon,
1968. That is, I was scared stiff, worried a-
bout stage fright, etcetera.,

Robert Bloch said, "You have nothing towor-
ry about because (1) vou have a captive audience
vhich is not likely to leave, since they will
want to find out who wins the Hugos, (2) you
have many well—wishers among the audience, and
(3) just keep telling yourself, I am Harlan El-
lison, 1 aa Harlan Ellison.

I am not Harlan Ellison, although he has
many characteristics 1'd like to have. Many of
you have characteristics I'd like to have. But
we are, for better or worse, what we are, re-
gardless of the causes, genetics, society, the
freedoa of will of the individual mind, demons,
deros, or what you will. I do believe, howeveg
that many of us, without much talk among us 2~
bout it, share a certain fecling. It is the
feeling that anybody must possess who is not en-
tirely selfish, or afraid to look at things in
their hideousness and fatality.

I noticed this common attitude and concemn

toward certain subjects Friday afternoon during
the programs. Almost all the speakers mentioned
or stressed their concern over the crises of
this moment: air and water pollution, clvil
rights, hypocrisy of our leaders and elders,
population pressure, the impact of TV, the mis—
ery and suffering in the midst of plenty, and
so on. I was gratified to hear these subjects
mentioned because it meant that I was far fron
being alone in my deep concern about them. And
the remarks of the speakers, if put together,
could have formed a prelude to my speech, a
waming-up for me.

Please keep this in mind because I will re-
turn to this subject.

I am going to experiment. I am going to
present this speech, not in the linear, sequent-
ial, logical, and thus obsolete method, accord-
ing to Marshall Mcluhan. 1 am going to present
this speech in the modem "mosaic” form. Instead
of proceeding logically from point to point, de-
veloping each fully before going on to the next,
I am presenting a verbal mosaic. If the mosaic
effect works, there should be a participation
in process by you, an involvesent in depth by
you.

I don't mean by this that I will try to im
itate a TV set. 1 have no intention of pausing
frequently for comnercials, unless you can call
pleas for humanity commercials.

During this talk, you will say to yourself,
"Who does this guy think he is? A Messiah? The
Second Comer?"

No, I don't think that. I have always been
too uncertain, too doubtful, too flexible. And
confused.

The confusion made for a negative feedback
effect when I was a child; I became more con—
fused as I grew older. When I was a child, I
could not understand why 1 was told by my rela-
tives and, later, my teachers, about the right-
ness of love and compassion and tenderness and
trust and correct conduct and yet ay relatives,
and teachers, and, in fact, everybody, acted as
if they feared and hated and despised any num—
ber of things, actions and people.

Part of this mental and emotional state or-
iginated from a conflict between my condition—
ing and my mind, which was inclined to fight
the conditionings. That is, to try to see

Vhe Bayeon Guest-of-Fonon Speech



things straight. pen 1f art were suddenly seen for what

This confusion bothered me for many years, ithis,nanelys e’:aCt 1nfon§13txon of how
most of my 1ife. I thought I must really be . ikl porcheiiniorder to
stupld, because I did not have the solid con- e '.‘"t"blov fron our own
fidence, the undeviating certainty and conduct, extonded, focul tiess
the black—or-white=this—is~it-and-nothing—else (3) "The artist is always engaged in writ-
attitude of so many. ing a detailed history of the future

Then I came across a statement in Paul pecas Rl e e o Ly PR sona st eJaif
Goodman's Growing Up Absurd, and I was enlight- eheinative¥of “the(presenta

ened. He said for me what I had been groping
to say. MNow I know that it is the absolutely
certain man who is stupid, and that confusion
is, to quote Paul Goodman, "the fertile void

where surprise is possible again. We should

be wise to cultivate confusion.”

I am going to suggest that modem man, as
shown in modern art and literature, isconfus-
ed, because he has fallen into the "fertile
vold." This state is no cause for despair. On
the contrary, the confusion means that man has
become fragmentary, disparate, unwhole, but
this is a necessary effect of the dying of the
old and the formation of the new. And, I hope
the better. It means that it is possible for
nan to change into something that has never ex-
isted before; it means that he can perform the
changing himself.

I'd like to quote Marshall Mcluhan, whoa I
gentioned a minute ago. But first, I want to
make my attitude towards Mcluhan clear. I think
he is an extremely perceptive man, perhaps a
genius, whatever that word means. He has stat-

ed the nature of the past and of the present Keep th?se quot?s InJiT= gl .are part
vith brilliant insighte He is stimulating and of the mosaic of this speech, and I will refer
sesinal. And we science-fiction authors, sup- to thea agaln.
posed prophets, seers, crystal-ball inlookers, Immanuel Kant says that dreaming is an in-
knowers of past, present, and future, should voluntary surrealist art. That is, the un—
be ashazed of ourselves because we failed to conscious mind yields strange, wonderful, and
make these analyses. frightening images and dramas during sleep.
Hovever, T don't believe all of what he Ihes? icons and'stage-plays are also 'early
sayse. I believe he is right about three- waming systems'. Tl‘iey .tell, or try to tell,
fourths of the time, and thus he beats Sturg— the sleeper that he is disturbed, troubled, and

N threatened. The dseps of his psyche are boil-
eon's Law, which says that 95 of everythingis h ) :
crud. But Mcluhan, to prove his theses, quite Ing® Mftets g’ at ‘the foundations oighis

often strains the bowels of his mind; you can sanity.

hear the grunts and groans and the result is Dreams are also, according to the freud—
flatulence. Despite which, he must be 1isten- ians, wishes. Even the mest horrifying night-
ed to. He is three-fourths right. mare is the expression of a wishs Part of the

dreamer loathes and rejects the nightmare, but,

froa him b
S UOtERETEE Rt tonmnts [ONjhiN Do at the same time, part of hie is neurotically

they are relevant to science-fiction and to ay

thesis gratified by the nocturnal horror.

(1) "The concept of the arts as prophetic Recent experiments suggest that dreams have
contrasts with the popular idea of them a third use. They may have a mechanisa which
as were self-expression. Art is, or scans the events of the preceding waking hours,
should be, an "early vaming system.' deciding what is or is not important and then

Al o

storing the important and discharging the un—
(2) "...I an curious to know what would hap-  iamportant. Great gaps exist in our memory, and
5



nothing, hypnosis or drugs, can make us remeaber
what has been wiped out.

This theory remains to be proven. But I
suggest that man, as a whole, should find some
social mechanisa which will scan out the soul-
killing traditions and compulsions that have
made man's history a nightmare.

The ancient theory about dreaming was that
dreams were prophetice The best known example
of this is the series of dreams which Pharaoh
had and Joseph's interpretations thereof. And
Dunne was the modern expounder of this, his
theory being that dreams are a form of time
travel and hence prophetic.

Whatever other functions dreaus have, dreas—
ing is, as Kant said, an involuntary surrealist
art. And the dreamer, to make the dreams sig-
nificant, to convert its matter into the energy
of action, must transform the surreal into the
real, act out in daytime those truths revealed
at night.

Keep this in minde The dreams must be turn=
ed into action. Otherwise, the dream is a cry
for help unheard, a bright light unseen.

we science-fiction people were once content
to be entertained by the dreamers of our field
or content to criticize the dreasers because
their dreams did or did not agree with our
dreams. The dreams, by which 1 mean the stor-
{es published in the science-fiction field,
were, from the beginning, didactic. Often,
they were entertaining. And almost all tried
to be prophetice The author—the dreamer—was
the divinely inspired hermit who staggered in
out of the desdrt, after having 1ived on wild
honey, psychedelic locusts, and tormenting celi-
bacy for forty years or so, and proclaimed his
vistas of the future to any who would hear.
Usually, he had exchanged one wasteland for an-
other, because there were few to listen and few-
er who would hear him all the way through.

"It is an ancient Mariner,

And he stoppeth one of three.

'By thy long grey beard and glitter-
ing eye,

fow wvherefore stop'st thou me?'

"He holds him with his skinny hand,
‘There was a ship,' quoth he.
'Hold off! unhand me, grey-beard

loon!'
Eftsoons his hand dropt he."

When I was a child, I was more than willing
to be stopped by the ancient Mariner of the
science-fiction space~seas and listen to his
fabulous tale. However, much as I gloried in

the old stories then on rereading some recently
I can see just where the ancient Mariner—the
author of pre~1939—hung the albatrosse It was
around the reader's neck.

The theaes were limited, although there was
a certain variety wvithin unity. Not auch. Some.
These themes were, however, grand ones, nothing
trifling about them. Mostly, they were invasion
by extra-Terrestrials (frequently Martians). Or
the landing of Earthmen on an outre and vicious-
ly hostile planet or asterold. Or invasion by
a supertechnologically advanced people froa the
Andean mountains or the hollow bowels of Carth.
Or travels via time machine. Or the awakening
of a contesporary man from suspended animation
after the passage of yea so many centuries or
nillenia. Or threatened collisions of planets
and Earth. Or the blowup of the Sun, or dying
of the Sun. Or super-scientists who became ev-
il because of the Doctor-Jekyll-Mr.~Hyde-type
drugs or devices.

Or, this was a favorite ad vomitum, the
revolt of robots or of a superscientific super-
dictator who established 1002 control over the
entire population of Earths Only to be over-
thrown by a single white Anglo~5axon Protestant
American Republican capitalist aale.

Or a war in which atoa bombs or biological
warfare killed all but a handful. Or invasion
of America by a yellow peril or a red peril.

Or giant ants or evergrowing amoebae breaking
loose from the laboratory in which they had
been conceived by an incredibly hellish mind or
an incredibly innocent aind, and threatening to
overrun all of Carth until one rugged individ-
valist invented and built, inside twelve hours,
a machine which killed the rawening monsters.

These themes were used so many times, over



and over, that, after several years, even as
enthusiastic and uncritical 3 fan as I began to
roll my eyes upward in anguish.

"The wedding-guest here beat his
breast,
for he heard the loud bassoon."

Despite which, I continued to read, but 1
felt like detaching the albatross froa around
sy neck and shoving its pointy beak where it
would most stimulate the author.

We had a field wherein, theoretically, the
writer vas unlimited in choice of subject mat-
ter, wherein he had the whole cosmos to roam,
or could even go outside the cosmos, wherein
he could write superb prose if he wished, de-
velop character as he wished, take any physio-
al sclence or philosophical or psychological
idea and explore it, and so on.

But he didn't!

Yet the writer was far from being unlimit-
eds He avoided any sex except for the inclus—
ion of the dummy figure of the professor's
daughter or an occasional superfemale who was
alsost always evil. I don't think that a
heroine even kissed her fiance or the man who
finally won her. She would kiss her father—
and God knows what Oedipean implications we
could go into there—but this was about as far
as it went. Perhaps the hero and the woman
kissed as the story ended, and red Mars sank in
the background, but this did not take place
often.

There was one story which did deal withsex,
wvhich had a sexval background. This was THE
SCARLET PLARET by Don Lemen, published about
1931, Science Wonder Quarterly. The story was
not as specific or uninhibited as it can be in
The Magazine of Fantasy & Sciencefiction, for
instance, but it was much more daring than any
you'll find in the pages of Analog, 1968.

The experisent in printing this type of
thing, however, was the last for many years.
The readers were outraged; they condemned the
story for its "filth".

The readers did not aind implied rape, and
1f you've ever been raped by implication, you
know it's a fate worse than death. The idea of
the sinister sentient centaur—scorpian from
Saturn abducting the heroine with copulation in
its evil insectal mind was, 1f anything, titil-
lating. And any form of violence, except sex-
ual violence, vas permissible, especially if it
took place on a worldvide scale or had the hero
kicking in the chitinous sides of the hormey
scorpian-aan,

The only stories about a sexual revolution
were those involving an actual physical politio-
al-wilitary revolution. That is, the females
had taken over the government, and the males
had been reduced to appendages (although their
appendages were never mentioned, of course).
Our hero, usually a time traveler, is appalled
by this mess. It's always a mess. No author
tried to extrapolate a story in which it aight
be beneficial for humanity if women did take
overs It just did not occur to the author that
this might be a fruitful idea.

The hero pumps lost manhood back into a few
males, usually by beating up a female to show
the males how easy it is, and they overthrow
the females and re-establish a male hierarchy,
and everybody, including the women, are happy.
The very few women writers of this period, froa
1929 through 1939, never wrote about this sub-
ject, or, if they did, their stories were re-
jected.

The science in the science-fiction was,
usually, pseudo or pitiful or both. There wvas
a story by Hendrik Dahl Juve, for instance, in
vhich the hero stumbled across a group of skel-
etons. He suspected that the missing heroine
might be one of the skeletons. To identify the
female, he counted the ribs of each skeleton.

The themes of the s—-f magazines then were
restricted in nuaber and range of extrapolation.
This emphasis on a few themes: revolt of the
machines, invasion by extra=Terrastrials or
yellow perils or intelligent ants, space ex-
plorgtion, superdictators, mutants, supermen,
brains without bodies getting mental control of
people, and so on, this emphasis was signifi-
cante It showed that the editors and writers
either had very lieited imaginations or their
isaginations were inhibited by the times in
vhich they lived. They strove to get beyond
the bounds of the present, and when they soared
into the future, they took the present with
then.

0f course, even the best, the boldest and
most imaginative of today's writers, do that to
some extent. But the writers of 1929~1939 did
not question certain premises of our society.
If they had, they would have found it difficult,
probably impossible, to get published in any
field of literature. If you questioned certain
assumptions, certain motives, you were automat-
ically denounced as a Communist or a free-think-
er.

That spirit, you all know, has not died as
yet.

For instance, I doubt that there was more



than one man writing before 1939, writing maga-
zine s~f, who would have even thought of expos~
ing the bases of our society to a critical
light. Or of writing a story which extrapolat-
ed from the psychical trends of his day and
showed what sort of society would evolve. Oh,
he would write about the gimmicks which would
develop, or the strange powers of the mutant
with his ESP. But the revolutions and the move-
ments shaking our world today were existent in
definitely visible form in those days.

What were these theses which the author of
1936 did not touch, or, if he did, failed to
extrapolate, to prophesy, truly?

These were mechanization, civil rights,
space travel, population expansion, the failure
of capitalisa, comunism, and socialism, the
revolt of youth, and psychedelic drugs.

Mechanization is a theme which still both-
ers many people and a number of s-f authors.
They worry about the mechanization of man, the
deadening or soul-killing effect of machines
upon men. In the stories of pre-1939, the ma-
chine has become sentient, self-consclous, and
resentful of man and lustful for man's power.
Machines revolted and enslaved man or got rid
of him entirely. Or androids, artificial men,
did the same thing.

Today it is mechanization under a differ-
ent name, cybernetics, or cybernation, that
disturbs many. By cybernation, I mean the com-
bination of the computor with the automated,
self-regulating machine. Those howling agalnst
cybernation seem to be orotesting with justifi-
cation. Certainly, cybemation is putting men
out of work and could put many more out of work
if the large industries that have refused to
use cybernation were to change their minds.

However, none of the s-f writers, the Gems~
backian specialists or the mainstreasers, or,
for that matter, any fiction writers between
1939 and 1960, and damned few after that, if
any, sav that the mechanical age was almost ov-

er and the electrical age had already begun.
Or that the mechanical and electrical were of
different kind, not degree.

Now, the 1936 s=f writer described swift
air ttavel, TV, atomic power, cybernation, and
a number of things that have not yet occurred.
But none, as far as I know, accurately describ—
ed the change in society, in attitudes of man—
kind, resulting from quicker transportation and
instantaneous audio-video communication. All
these devices: TV, cybernated factories, air-
planes, cars powered with atomic energy, etc.,
were things of wonder. But the wonder stopped
with the description. No one predicted that
sexual mores, financial systems, the entire
Leitgeist, would take the strange shapes they
did as the result of cars, planes, supermarkets
gas fumaces, antibiotics, radio, and especial-
ly TV. Nobody made any attempt to extrapolate
into psychic terms the effect of the physical
things around thea or soon to be.

we can thank John W. Campbell, Jr. because
he originated the idea of stories which would
reflect the impact of technology on minds and
habits. But, again, the stories resulting from
this renaissance in s-f did not really deal
with the dangerous issues of the day, except
for the blazingly obvious one of the effects of
the atomic bomb. And most of the atom bomb
stories were about the mutations—aonsters—
resulting from radiation. There were except-
ions, notably Sturgeon's THUNDER AND ROSES. But
most of thea seem silly and, indeed, blind when
read nowadays.

Fallout. Nobody foresaw the effects of the
fallout of education.

Which brings me to the next theme: civil
rights.

Nobody tried, in 1936, to extrapolate what
the effects of a more affluent and educated Ne-
gro, and his increasing numbers and social con—
sciousness, and consequent eruption of long-
buried hate, would be. For one thing, most of
the s—f authors really believed in Negro infer-
iority, in his "natural™ place at the bottom of
society. Yet the findings of the anthropolo-
gists in regard to race were available; and ew~
en a modicum of the imagination employed in
dreaming up 3 new gimmick would have shown thea
what a Negro felt.

Any writer vho could have even half disen-
gaged himself from his society's attitudes for
a little while could have seen that someday
there would be many educated Negroes, that the
Negro was bound to strike for equality when he
got strength enoughe Every repressed group re-
bels as soon as it has some educated leaders



and the pressure is released a little by the
oppressors. I call your attention to the 1775
American Revolution and the 1789 French Revolu-
tion for two out of many examples.

The s~-f writers, editors, publishers, and
readers of that day all believed in equality,
of course, as guaranteed by the Constitution,
in which they believed even more strongly than
in equality. But the definition of equality
and its applications, ah, my friends, strange,
wondrous, and sometimes disgusting are the ways
of the minds of men.

I'n not really blaming the writers of those
days too much. If some did write a story which
extrapolated the Negro movement, I apologize.
Because, if it had been submitted, it would have
been rejected. And, to be fair, some authors
wrote stories which were disquised tracts for
tolerance, usually aimed at a plea for under-
standing between Carthman and some strange form
of extra-Terrestrial life. The author may have
intended for the reader to substitute the Negro
for the Martian in his mind or to see the anal-
ogy. But any society in which a true integrat-
ion of Negro and white, of any other race and
vhite, occurred could not have been published.
Any s~f editor would have rejected a story in
vhich miscegenation was a taken—for-granted part
of 3 future society.

1 was talking about the s—f field between
1929-1939, but now I will tell you what happen—
ed in 1952, I outlined a novel about a Negro
underground movement, a science fiction novel,
to the editor of a prominent science-fiction
magazine, probably the greatest editor, in tems
of influence, that the field has so far known.

This story, which would take place around
1965 or maybe 1970, just to be safe and not
rush things, would describe in vivid deteil the
oppression and hatred American Negroes really

felt, riots, repressions, attacks by mili-
tants, and so forth.

The editor halted my enthusiastic telling
of ay 1dea by saying that Negroes were inferiog
that they'd made no contribution whatsoever to
civilization, except possibly magic, that seg-
regation should be rigidly maintained, because
the goal of evolution was the differentiation
of the human species into races (for some un—
known but no doubt worthy purpose). For these
reasons, he could not even consider my story.

Besides, he was sure that almost all his
readers agreed with his view of the rightness
of segregation.

I was shocked, and I argued with my ex-hera
No use. The mills of the gods grind exceeding-

ly weak compared to the grinding of the mind of
this editor. Later, I told myself, well, maybe
I's the one who's prejudiced 1'11 study his
arguments, his thesise Perhaps he's right. So
I reviewed all the scientific evidence about
the relative abilities and potentialities of
the races of man. And I still believe that
segregation is an evil and 1 believe that the
white in this country has cruelly and evilly
oppressed the Negro. And, even if the Negro
were inferior to the white as a race, and he
isn't, even if he were, segregation would be
evil.

I mention this incident to make the point
that even in a field supposedly distinguished
by very intelligent, open-ainded, and forward
thinking people, prejudice flourishes. This
editor has always been characterized by his
insistence on freedom from dogmatise in sci-
ence and open—mindedness on subjects which many
dismiss as "crank". I've always admired this
attitude in hime But my conversation with him,
and my reading of his essays on the subject,
convinced me that he had perverted his powerful
intellect to justify what-his conditioned re-
flexes told him. The rationalizations about
the purposes of evolution were evidences of a
superb mind's efforts to validate emotions that
vere exactly those of an Alabama redneck.

It's a strange thing. At that time, as
late as 1952, there were many thousands of sci-
ence-fiction readers willing to accept blue-
skinned, six-tentacled, four-eyed, ten—legged
Martians as brothers. But only one in fifty,
if that, would have accepted a Negro family liv-
ing next door. This average of acceptance, how-
ever, would have been much higher than the aver-
age in the non-science-fiction field.

Our minds tell us that we are free, open,
fair, loving, and really, all told, very decent
persons.




Our conditioned reflexes tell us othervise.
Jump the hoop, they say, and we jump—body and
mind.

Space travel. Most stories in those days
were about space travel. But the space travel
visualized was nothing like what actually oc-
curred. As 3 romanticist and an individualist,
I prefer the Gemsbackian, the [.[. Smithian,
and Bradburian space travel to the reality. The
point is, that the writers did not envision the
effects of space projects, such as satellites
vhich fora instantaneous TV transaission for
the entire world, which warn of storms, detect
plant diseases, forest fires, and mineral mass—
es, locate lost ships, find buried cities. They
did depict satellites as spies and as platforms
for launching missiles and, I don't doubt, for
dropping bombs or even hand grenades. The wri-
ters did not predict that the greatest results
from space travels would be the side-benefits,
the discovery of principles and products un-
thought-of and immensely valuable, the rewards
of serendipity.

The function of the spaceship as a wvar-
vessel was the most used, and this was natural
the stories were aimed at young audiences, and
the young, In those days at least, liked stories
about war, The bloodier and more holocausty,
the better.

As for the population explosion, a number
of stories depicted a crowded world. But I
don't believe that the use of contraceptives or
teaporary mass sterilization by drugs in drink-
ing wvater was mentioned. Or that there was any
description of opposition by religious groups
to contraceptive devices. And, generally, the
writer solved the population probles with an
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atomic war and knocked off everybody except a
few who swore that they had learned their les-
son and never 2gain would the Earth be jammed
with human beings. You want to bet?

There were some stories in which an author-
itarian society had sterilized or poisoned off
undesirables and then reared people on scientif-
ic (salnly genetic) principles. Some stories
showed societies that were highly desirable
(according to the author's lights), but there
was always a maverick trying to overthrow the
Utopia for his evil ends. Or, if the society
was a cruel one, there was always a maverick
trying to overthrow the society for his good
ends.

The rugged individualist, the rebel, was
struggling against a future society which dif-
fered from the society of 1932. The hero want-
ed to make the society revert to the values of
1932—with the exception of the depression, of
course. And, of course, the society would re-
tain all the wondrous gadgets which 1932 lack-
ed. The hero never stopped to think that these
gadgets had shaped the society forever out of
the possibility of reverting to the social
values of 1932, that these gadgets had helped
form men whose minds would forever be alien to
his.

There were also many stories about the con—
quest of men by aliens from outer space. I sug-
gest that these stories were forms of the same
stories in which the machine conquered man. The
alien, the hideous, the unhuman, the soulless,
can be a Martian as well as a machine. In fact
the Martian was a sort of animated machine which
originated on another planet.

But the writers did not have their fingers
on the pulse of the future, or, indeed, on their
own present. Their theme was already old. Be-
cause, in fact, man had already become mechani-
cal.

You become what you observe, Nietzsche said,
and man had been looking at the machine since
the 18 century. And, before that, he had been
looking at the greatest machines—the state and
the church.

So man had long been mechanical.

And the s—f writers of 1932 wrote many stor-
ies of what I call THE SORN OF CRANKSHAFT type
story. When they tried to describe the men of
the future, they were looking into a airror,
not a crystal balle The 1932 writer failed to
portray asy future-aan who was as alien and
weird as the 18~year old of 1968 A.D. This
youth is the result of the electrical, not the
mechanical, technology. He is the result of



everything—acting-at-once, everything-seen-at-
once, of TV as a baby-sitter, of demand feed—
ing, of seeing events as they happen.

Unknowing of the lateness of their discow-
ery—indeed, the obsoleteness—the writers and
readers of s—f were scared about the threat of
the machine. The machine—or the Martian in
another context—would enslave mankind! Beware
the machinel Beware the Martian!

where was the cry: Beware the economic sys—
tea?

The world had been felled by the crash of
the stock market, surely the most fantastic
gimeick ever thought up by man, too fantastic
to have been conceived by any s-f writer. The
stock market, more coaplicated than any mad-
scientist invention, more intricate and essent-
ially nonteleological than any Rube Goldberg
device, had collapsed. And the entire world,
not just half of it, was in misery and want.
And eventually the world, the financial and
economic systea, began to recover. When war
came. War was the father and midwife of econ-
oaic recoverys And war—plus space projects—
has been the doctor, pharwacist, and midwife
since. [arth does depend upon Mars—Mars, the
god of war, And the systes has been kept alive
by artificially maintained employment for a
long time.

I want to be fair, so I will say that I aa
not condeaning the s—f writers for failures of
prophesy. I gloried in the stories, I would
have been much poorer without them. And one of
the aain functions of science-fiction is the
intellectual—and emotional—joy gotten froa
extrapolating a concept. It is the joy that a
dolphin must feel as it gambols on the waves.
Indeed, the s-f writer and reader is a sort of
intellectual dolphin playing in the sea of
ideas. And so the majority of storles are for
entertainment.

But, if the arts are considered as prophet-
ic, as "early wvaming systeas," then science-
fiction, which is presumably a literary art,
sust be examined for its successes and failur-
es as a prophet.

The revolt of youth. No writers extrapo=
lated the effects of almost instantaneous coe-
amication and of the flood of publications
pointing out the silliness, savagery, and hypo~
crisy of their elders. MNone, as I said, point-
ed out that a generation would arise whichwould
have the TV set as a baby-sitter, would have
been raised on demand feeding, would be accust-
omed to money, cars, etc.

Not, you understand, that I as saying these
are the only reasons or that there are not plen~
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ty of protesting youths who were not raised in
poverty. But it is significant that so many
youths, who seem to have so much, have reacted
violently against thelr affluence or dropped
out.

And psychedelic drugs. There were 3 nuaber
of stories in which exotic drugs were invented
by an evil genius or by a kindly mad scientist,
from whom the villain stole the drugs. These
drugs might have peculiar internal effects, but
the big thing about the drug was its use in
controlling people. Control. People feared
being taken over, their minds seized and made
zoabie-like.

The fear of the mechanical—again.

Nothing was written about possible uses of
drugs to change personalities, except asa means
of control. There were no stories suggesting
that whole groups, amateurs, would try to re-
structure their psyches by hit or miss sethods.
Or that union with God, or seeming union with
God, would become a direct result of awallowing
a pille

And 1t did not occur to the writers that far
more insidious drugs had already been used, were
being used, had been used from the beginning.
These drugs, the really nusbing, enslaving,
zombi e-making, Yes-Doctor-Svengali-I-as-your-
slave drugs were the unconscious assusptions of
the society in which they had been born. As
ubiquitous and penetrating as the air they
breathed, these assusptions said that (1) the
earth is poor, goods must be scarce, (2) he who
controls the goods may force others to pay his
price or to die, (3) it's a natural law that
"Ye shall have the poor always with ye", (k)
the white man's burden is heavy but worth it,
considering the profits, (5) there will always
be plenty of clean air, plenty of water, plenty
of grass and trees, plenty of arable land, plen-
ty of minerals, never aind the poisons spewing
out or the lands and cities aade hideous, that



will be taken care of some day, and (6) the
many people in the madhouse, the many who should
be in it, cannot possibly have anything to do
vith contradictory or hypocritical mores.

The civil rights crisis is only one of many
man is facinge Even more important than this
one, because it threatens the survival of all
of us, is one which I will describe onlybriefly

Do you know that insecticides have been
found in the phytoplankton of the oceans?

Why do I mention insecticides and phyto—
plankton?

Because the combination of the two means a
shortage of oxygen in our air.

Phytoplankton are, mainly, minute plant or-
ganisas in the sea. They provide small fish
vith food, the small fish in turn provide larg-
er fish, and so on up the scale of size. The
phytoplankton, together with animal plankton,
forn the broad base of sea life. Without
plankton, a good part of fish life dies.

Phytoplankton also provide 50f or more of
the oxygen in our atmosphere. Yet, the phyto—
plankton is being poisoned, killed off, by in-
secticides originally sprayed on plants on the
land.

What happens if this insecticide continues
to be used? What happens when our air is cut
off? Do we have to find ourselves gasping for
breath before we start todo anything about it?

There are many things I could talk about,
but it would require a book to present every—
thing fullys I plan to write such a book.

At this moment I'11 go on to ay next thesis
1'11 speak briefly of science-fiction and neo—
teny.

Neoteny is an originally biolegical term
"referring to the condition of having theperiod
of immaturity indefinitely prolonged, as in the
axolotl." The axolotl is a salamander which
lives all its life in a larval stage.

Man and the dog have been described as be-
ing in a state of neoteny.

Man is a foetalized ape. The dog is a foet-
al wlf. Man has the characteristics of a foet-
al ape, the relative hairlessness, the big head,
generalized features, etcetera, and the dog has
the characteristics of the unbom wolf. Man al-
so has the characteristics of the juvenile ape,
just as the dog has the psychic and physical
characteristics of the wolf puppye

Mow, you know what science-fiction is. Sci-
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ence-fiction, 1f it is an art, according to Mo-
Luhan's definition, would be precise advance
knovledge of how to cope with the psychic and
social consequences of the next technology.
Science-fiction would be exact information of
how to rearrange one's psyche in order to an—
ticipate the next blow from our own extended
faculties. (By extended faculties, Mcluhan
means our technologies, which he considers as
extensions of our nervous systems. By the next
blow, he means the fapact with the changing
technology and the nuabness resulting froa it.)

If s-f is an art, then the s—f writer is
engaged in writing a detailed history of the
future because, being an artist, he is, accord-
ing to Mcluhan, the only person aware of the
nature of the present.

As I've tried to show, the writer of 1929
1939 did not know what was going on in his pre-

sent. Perhaps this was because the field of
s~f was then too neotenous, too foetal.

Scienco-fiction has been a foetalized lit-
erature, or, I may say, juvenile in spirit. By
juvenile I mean immature, playful, adaptable,
sensitive in some areas and calloused in others,
essentially optimistic but suffering at times
from Weltschmerz, romantic, flighty, impatient
vith tradition, looking to the future, bumbling
but willing to leam, gauche, eager to establish
a group identity yet crying against conformity,
hateful and loving, fickle and loyal, impulsive.



It had, and still has, the distinguishing char-
acteristic of the juvenile, which is a potent-
iality for growth, for improvement. It is not,
like adulthood, fixed or fossilized.

But there are adults and there are adults.
Some adults, though they gain certain adult
characteristics, still retain a neoteny.

Science-fiction has shown signs of becoming
adulte A wave is sweeping through it. I aa
not talking of the so—called New Wave of writ-
ing. The wave I speak of—the indication that
we are putting the larval stage behind us—is
a growing concern for the world as it now is
and as it will be in the next twenty years. It
is a concern for the injustices, the oppres-
sions, the miseries and madnesses, the hypocris-
ies, the savageries and stupidities, and the
physical fouling and poisoning of this world.

Some people in the science~fiction field
have gotten out into the streets, among thes,
vhere the action is, and stood up, or sat down,
to protest against the aboainations and desola-
tions of the spirit and body. I know that Kris
and Lil Neville, and Harlan Ellison, have done
so, and {f there are others I do not mention,
please do not feel slighted.

Also, a number of us have protested in our
stories and in private speech, but we did not
get out there where the sun and the blood were,
carry signs, and run the gauntlet of police
billies and redneck shotguns.

Most of us—I among thes—were, I suspect,
too busy just trying to make a living and take
care of the chores and family duties, or too
timorous, or too inhibited.

(Let @e pause to make clear that, when I
speak of demonstrating, I refer to demonstra—
tions in the civil rights movements. I an o~
gainst the Vietnam War, but I will not pour
blood on selective service files or try to
persuade youths to dodge the draft or desert
the services. I'® too old-fashioned for that;
1'd feel like a traitor.)

Besides the reasons I've given for not de-
sonstrating, I am by nature not an activist or
very gregarious. Crowds either depress ame or
wnerve se. Wwhen I see the streets jammed with
human beings, I think of the old stories about
invasion by giant insects, and I think that the
insects have already taken over, but subtly. We
have become the insects.

But I've alvays felt somewhat guilty be-
cause I was not desonstrating in public—with
attendant danger to myself—against what I did
not mind denouncing in print or in intrasural
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dialog. But talk s cheap. Action can becost
ly.

And so, to my next thesis.

I wrote an afterword to a story of mine,
RIDERS OF THE PURPLE WAGE, in which I spoke of
THE TRIPLE REVOLUTION document. This was orig-
inally a letter sent in 1964 by The Ad Hoc Com~
nittee oo The Triple Revolution, of the Center
for the Study of Desocratic Institutions, Santa
Barbara, California, to President Johnson.

To be brief, the document said that the
vorld was in a hell of a mess. If the policies
suggested in the document were not adopted, the
nation would be thrown into an unprecedented
economic and social disorder. The document
listed the atom boab and biological warfare
threats, the worldwide civil rights revolution,
and the effects of cybernation as the chief
culprits in the situation. Its main thesme, how-
ever, was the disasterous effect of cybermation
as it operated in the present economic systea.
This system, on which capitalism and communism
and socialisa are founded, is the economy of
scarcity. Its basic philosophy is that goods
are naturally few and that the would-be consum~
er aust pay for goods or go without. This is
the basis of the capitalist system, which makes
and distributes goods primarily for profit, not
for use. The system has had its ups and downs,
and only theblind would maintain that it is
not a shaky structure. Think of, among many
exaples, of the 1929 stock market crash and
the recent gold crisis. The economy of scarci-
ty functions like the internal combustion motor
which is fouling oor air, that is, at about 30f
efficiency, top efficiency, and quite often be-
tween 111 to 20%.

A permanently depressed class has been de-
veloping in the U.S.. In fact, fourth—genera-
tion welfare recipients are being bomm as 1

speak. Each year, the pemanently depressed
class gets larger.

I don't intend to give you an economics
lecture. Most of my statements and their proofs
would take far too much time. But I believe
that the facts warrant my statements, warrant
the overthrow of the economy of scarcity in fa-
vor of the economy of abundance. As I said, I
intend to write a book about thise I intend
to do more than this, as you will soon hear.

It is the thesis of THE TRIPLE REVOLUTION
document that goods do not have to be scarce.
A1l the minerals we need are present, and ful-
ly cybernated factories could tum out more
than enough goods for everybody. This is not
a fantastic statesent; we have the techniques



and knowledge to bring about the economy of
abundance.

Under this econoay of abundance, we could
have free, and good, housing, free food and
medicine, free medical care, a lifelong free
education. In fact, everything would be free.
Money would become obsolete. Men and women
would not have to work, if they did not want
to. The only necessary work would be in the
fields of medicine, teaching, scientific and
engineering research, the arts, ttbuilding
crafts, and various personal services. Edu—
cation would be directed towards instilling
the ideals of community service in the young.
There would be no lack of helping hands.

The transitional period would take a long
time—perhaps 40 years—~and the work would be
enormous. In fact, so many people would be
required, capitalism would flourish as never
before—although briefly. It would go out in
a burst of glory.

And the communistic and socialistic systems
would follow soon after because they would have
to do so.

I've been thinking, reading, and studying
about this for three years. I've talked to at
least a hundred people, almost all of whoa had
arguments, many heated, against the idea. The
arguaents have, in the end, helped me overcome
some of my own doubts and objections, because,
after discussing them, I suddenly saw how the
problen could be solved. And I also understood,
during many of these discussions, that the ob—
jector was arguing from a religious viewpoint,
not a rational or even economic viewpoint. To
him, the economy of scarcity was sacrede

I admit that such a system as I—and many
others propose will not bring about Utopia. Far
from it. 1 quote Paul Goodman. "A society can—
not have decided all possibilities beforehand
and have structured thes...Doing the forbidden
is a normal function of growth.” And "...all
value requires an open system allowing for sur-
prise, novelty, and growth. A closed system
cannot make itself valuable. It must become
routine and devoted merely to self-perpetuat-
ion."

But I maintain—and many others, too—that,
under the present economy of scarcity, thesitu-
ation will get worse, and nothing in our pres-
ent so—called planned economy, our jerry-built
planned economy of the space program and the
war program, will help except momentarily. Even
the poverty programs, the talked-about tearing
down of all slums and rebuilding of cities, will
be nothing but band-aids. As long as the pres-
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ent system is maintained, the situation will
get worse. The permanently unesployed class
vill get larger, the jobs for the unskilled and
seaiskilled will get fewer, opportunities for
the Negro and the poor white will lessen just
as the Negro and poor white are in a position
to demand thea, riots and city buming will in-
crease, the burden on the tax payer will become
staggering as his group shrinks and the welfare
group expands. Also, capitalism has shown that
it isn't going to solve the problem of air and
water pollution and is afraid to deal with the
population explosion. Economic forces hold
back the action needed to cleanse our land and
water.

Do you want the world to die in its own
poisons—aental and physical?

Do you want the mismanagement of our nation
to continue?

I was struck by Harlan Ellison's speech Fri-
day when he called Mayor Daley an evil old man
and said in effect, that our country is being
run by men who are hogs, selfish and destruct-
ive as hogse He is right.

Now, do you want our democracy to be, as
Joyce said, "the impovernment of the booble by
the bauble for the bubble?"

Do you want our children, and our grand-
children, to inherit a stinking, suffering, per-
haps doomed, world2 Doomed to choke in its own
waste products—aental, emotional, and certainly
physical?

I don't think you do, and that is why I a=
talking about THE TRIPLE REVOLUTION document.
And why I have talked about the s~f field, its
failures, its neoteny, its maturing, its in~
creasing concern for the world of now and of
the next 20 years. All these concern YOU be-
cause you are science=fictioneers.

THE TRIPLE REVOLUTION document maintains
that, for the first time, man has the means to
shape his own society into a disirable form.
Instead of drifting along, a slave to circum-
stance, he can restructure his economy, his
politics, his psychology. With an economy of
abundance, he has the ability to research and
treat mental illness because research won't be
limited by budgets. And, of course, the re—
structuring and the education of the young will
be cutting off the roots of mental illness, pre-
venting mental illness instead of trying only
to cure it.

The chief goal of aducation in the beginn—
ing will be to keep those now wearing diapers
from being permanently twisted, psychically



twisted, by the assuaptions of our present so-
ciety.

As Coleridge said, "To have citizens, you
aust first have produced aen."

Many of you are thinking, "Impossible! The
man's an idealistic fooll"

Perhaps. But I am thinking that we must do
something, that the present system has falled,
that this failure points to chaos, disorder,
suffering, want, which the world has always
known, and also to, perhaps, the death of the
world, of its aire I am thinking that it will
be far better to start working now for a gen—
vinely radical systea before things get so bad
that we act out of desperation and panic and
suddenly become fascist.
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No conscious planning to restructure man's
society and to permit his psyche to grow with
love should omit the tribute to the dark, the
irrational, forces of man.

1 quote William Barrett, "...the whole man
is not whole without such unpleasant things as
death, anxiety, quilt, fear and treabling, and
despair, even though the journalists and the
populace have shown what they think of these
things by labeling any philosophy that looks
at such aspects of husan life as gloomy or sere-
1y a mood of despair." And, speaking of the
darker sides of life, which he calls the furies
"in their own way as holy as the rest. Indeed,
vithout thea there would be no experience of
the holy at all."

Thus, man must take no steps to leam, and
to shape, his own nature without recognition of
the dark forces and of the fact that, if we did
not have them, we would be truly mechanical,

But, and I quote, "...a man is not free if
he cannot see where he is going, even if he has
a gun to help him get there."

The Center for the Study of Democratic In-
stitutions has been studying the economy of a-
bundance and restructuring of society in de-
sireable directions. As near as I can deter-
mine, its activities have been mainly theoret-
icale No plan for immediate action or even ac~
tion in the next few years has been issued from
ite

But action is demanded—NOW!

An effective group for dissemination of the
principles of the economy of abundance and di-
recting of the future, and for bringing these
about through action, must be organized. Ac-
tion has to start NOW.

So, I have decided to quit being a quiet-
ist, a passive person. Though it is contrary
to my nature, which wants a sedate, peaceful
life, I have decided that, for the sake of my
grand-daughter, for the sake of all the inno—
cents, of all the infants, to become active, to
do something.

With this in mind, and knowinc full well
that I have to struggle not only agzinst my own
nature but against a hostile and reactionary
world, one which would rather die in its physic-
al and mental probless rather than admit that
the poison exists, I propose the founding of
the organization which will carry out the ac-
tion needed.

This organization will be called REAP. R-
4P,



REAP means that mankind must reap the pro-
ducts of his technology and wisdom, and soon,
or he will reap the whirlwind of his greed and
stupidi ty.

The letters of REAP could stand for Rights,
Economy of Abundance, Peace...or...Rich Earth
And People...or whatever is appropriate.

REAP should become a legally established
organ, and, if the response to my proposal is
satisfactory, I will contact a lawyer to put
REAP upon a nonprofit-organization basis.

You—the science fiction people—have always
dreamed of the future. You have been too neo—
tenic to do much more than dream, and this was
good, because a long period of juvenility means
a more intelligent adult. Now, you are "the
fertile void™ mentioned earlier. You are ready
to convert dreaming into action. And you have
a long—standing—if loose—knit—effectively op-
erating group which contains many compassionate
and idealistic people.

You showed just a hint of your potentiality
when you organized to keep STAR TREK from can—
cellation. If you can do this for a TV show,
what won't you do, what can't you do, to shape
a3 better world?

I an inviting you to join REAP when its
principles and its programs have been definite-
ly fornulated and published.

When REAP becomes established, then REAP
vill offer its servicus to the Center for the
Study of Democratic Institutions as an activist
auxiliarye If the Center should accept our of-
fer, then we advance with the Center. If it
rejects our offer, then we find other channels.

You and ]—we—aust not just speculate a-
bout the future. We must inseminate the future
We must bring the future to term. We must de-
liver the future!

Othervise, the future becomes still-born!

Ladies and gentlemen, shapers of the future
—perhaps—reapers of wisdom, science, and love

—perhaps—1I thank you.

DIALOG continued from page 3

other hand, thick,black printing may be more
readable in the final, reduced form. We shall
see."

"this is the experimental issue, hah?"

"Yup. So is the amount of reduction. If
this is too small to read with ease (and I'd like
reader—feedback on this), I'11 narrow the col-
umns a bit more and reduce the reduction.”"

"Which means more pages to make up the word-
age."

"Ahh...yes. Keep those subscriptions coming
in, folksi"

-

"I see in Charlie Brown's bi-weekly news—
zine, LOCUS #11, that Ted White has been engag—
ed as the managing editor for AMAZING and FAN-
TASTIC."

"Yep. A good thing. Now he'll be able to
test his theories of sf magazine circulation and
reader involvement."

"It says here, 'Ted will be reintroducing
the letter column in both magazines and will be
running fan features. There will be fanzine re-
views in AMAZING and fan articles (some reprints)
in FANTASTIC.'"

"I'm looking forward to the first Ted White
edited issues in three or four months."

"Yes. Ahhh...the Good Ol1d Days are soon to
be reborn!"

BITS AND PIECES

NEXT ISSUE — Norman Spinrad's review of John
Brunner's Stand On Zanzibar in his column, "New
Worlds Coming."

=+
NEXT ISSUE will feature Ted White's last
Trenchant Bludgeon column for us for a while.
Pro work demands he cut back on his fan writing.
-+
BUT, to fill in, Banks Mebane will start a
prozine comment column, as yet untitled. He
writes: ™y idea for the SFR column: I'd treat
only a few stories, perhaps trying to put each
in perspective with the rest of the writer's
work or with a trend in sf; occasionally I'd
discuss wvider topics using specific recent stor-
ies as examples. Now and then I'd really rip
into somebody."
4
CONTINUED ON PAGE 22



The Running, Jumping and Standing $Still Column

AS THE POST-CONVENTION BLUES settle slowly over the BArea landscape,
nestling into fannish hearts in Berkeley, San Francisco, and Palo Alto, My
thoughts turn once again to PSYCHOTIC. This bastion of trufannishness in
the twilit world beckons me...another deadline approaches...and Dick Gels
waits patiently for the ancient prophesy to be fulfilled. &And next issue
the coluons of John Berry and Ted White,R said Geis. I have no power over
Ted's coluan—that aust be left to older and wiser ghods—but I take typer
in hand now to effect the works that Fate has set for me.

This fine old column has not been too regular, in relation to thatdis-
gusting regularity of Geis's. I mean, in the middle of the summer, with
notices of a Change of Address for Dick and rumors in YANDRO that he was
soving east, and his having said that PSY would be late—while I was relax—
ing gracefully in New York and wasting gobs of time—he goes out and with
no concem for his columnists at all cold-bloodedly publishes another issue
of his sterling fanzine. And now if I don't arise at 7:00 each aoming
and put in an eight hour day writing for him, he's liable to do it again.
And right after a convention, too.

How cruel.

But I suppose you people are expecting me to discourse knowledgebly
again on some aspect of Fandom Today. Presumptuous of you, I must say.
Well, I do have a few silver coins to toss to the crowds, even though it
isn't coronation day.

NTHE FUGGHEAD FACTOR™ Yes sir, behind that alliterative title hides an
entirely new concept of fannish behavior pattems. It's another label for
an area of human behavior; we keep labeling different areas until finally,
maybe, we'll have a coherent picture of ourselves. Fat chance, ahaha. Any-
way, we have 3 probless It seems that every time we have our friends prop-
erly identified as Good Guys, when they are irrevocably placed on our side
of the fence, they go out and do something fuggheaded. This sort of human
inconsistency is very frustrating to the orderly mind. Some of you will
simply steel yourselves and intensely ignore the glimpses you get of clay
feet, but others of us are just plain bothered by it. So I've propounded
a theory. Everybody, but everybody, has some eleaent of fuggheadedness es-

By

John D.
Berry
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bedded in him.

This is the Fugghead Factor, and
it operates without exception. Now some of us
are so filled with fuggheadedness that very lit-
tle else is apparent. Others of us are so de-
void of it that we appear to be pristine Good
Guys. But every once in a while the Factor
shows up, and about all we can do is acknowledge
that statistical probability is catching up a-
gain. Then there are the people who seem equal-
ly divided between fuggheadedness and normality
—or "unfuggheadedness” in the vulgar—and they
present a definite problea.

All fans are fuggheaded, but some fans are
sore fuggheaded than others.

L ]

AFTER TWO NATIONAL political conventions go-
ing awry, it is vastly encouraging to see that
at least the World Science Fiction Convention
can do things right. Aaid thousands of falling
balloons and massive floor demonstrations, the
delegates at the Baycon selected St. Louis as
the site of the 1969 worldcon.

This happy news makes us think ahead and
wonder...what will the St. Louiscon be like?
Well, as we have been touting for the past sev-
eral months of conbidding, Chaiman Ray Fisher
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is a highly competent aan to run a worldcon. 1
think the St. Louiscon will be an extremely sue-
cessful convention, incorporating the good ideas
and innovations of the last couple of years and
abandoning the rejects. It would seea that the
two year jinx of having each con committee do
something which arouses the wrath of half of
fandom will be broken; I can't honestly think
of anything that fandom could get mad at the St.
Louis committee about. They are not the types
to make foolish blunders or antagonize every-
body for miles around. The major additions to
the Hugo awards structure have been made now,

as the Baycon made both the new Best Novella
award and the Best Fan Writer and Best Fan Art-
ist awards pemanent; and the St. Louis people
pulled no such bidding tricks as the Baycon a
year before.

In short, who could get mad at thea? And
the St. Louiscon shows every sign of being an
excellent convention. The con comittee ismade
up of fannish fans who are also perfectly at
home in confandoe and the other aspects of the
con gase. They know how to put on a good party,
as anybody who has been the recipient of their
hospitality at a bidding party knows. At the
Baycon, when some of us were suggesting to Ray,
only half-jokingly, that he put on a boring pro-
graa so that none of us would feel guilty about
nissing it, he replied that his object was to do
both at the same time: good parties and an in-
teresting program.

The Baycon was the first worldcon, I believe
to feature rock bands as part of the entertain-
ment. It seemed a shocking thing to some fans
that the committee should spend its money on the
convention itself (i.e., rock bands and light
shows at the masquerade), rather than passing it
all on to worthy charities (such as the next
worldcon). (Actually I don't mean to say that
the Baycon spent all their amoney; they provided
fine entertainment and will have plenty of cash
to pass on,) The St. Louiscon will most likely
also provide rock entertainment, although I won—
der 1f perhaps they will separate it from a
function like the masquerade, because it did
bug 3 small but vocal minority.

Next year also will bring up the subject of
foreign worldcons and the proposal of a nation—
al convention when the worldcon is out of the
United States. Froa talking with Elliot Short-
er, one of the members of the committee set up
to study this problem, I have becose convinced
that there is a lot more to this than just the
question of a national convention. There is the
question of just what a worldcon is, or should
be, and of how U.S. fandom is going to conduct



itself now that fandoas in the rest of theworld
are coming into their own. Evidently the di-
rection of future relations between U.S. and
foreign fandoms and the future of the worldcon
vill hinge to a great extent on what happens
vith Heidelberg in 1970. I suspect that the
questions being deliberated by that cocmittee
will split the whole worldcon scene wide open.
Fandom is definitely entering an entirely new
era.

St. Louis in '69. VYes, indeed.

IT'S TIME FOR Striking Out Against Injust-
ice, or something like that. Now, one fine ev-
ening at the Baycon I spent some hours sitting
around a table in a huge, darkened room crowded
vith all those 1500 fans who attended, bored
almost to the point of gibbering and rolling on
the floor, while various strange people did ob-
scure things in the limelight somewhere nearby.
No, it wasn't the banquet; that was another fi-
asco entirely, and it, at least, was enlivened
by Bob Silverberg's amusing commentary.

What I refer to is the costume masquerade. I am
at an utter loss to understand why this piece
of musty tradition attracts virtually everybody
at the conventions. I stayed in the room for
two reasons: one, there were one or two good
rock bands (plus one poor one); two, because
everyone else of interest was either there or
milling around just outside. There weren't any
good parties to go off to even if I had wanted
to—and I did. The masquerade seems to drawall
convention members to it, much like the proverb-
ial batch of lemmings diving off a cliff into
the proverbial sea, proverbially.

Strike a blow for insurgentism! Why should
we attend these boring parades of costumed fools
when we can inspect the few outfits worth con—
sidering in the first five minutes of milling
about? Oh, sure, I know there are lots of people
who enjoy the whole affair, and that is their
probles. But, for instance, afterward Boyd Rae-
bum was declaiming mightily against the masquer-
ade and specifically the "presentations" that
certain participants cannot be talked out of
givings VYet Boyd was sitting around the same
table much of the time.

1've been assured that there have been suc-
cessful masquerades, particularly at some past
Westercons, but in my estimation the best mas—
querade is the shortest and most efficient, I'a
not sure of St. Louis's plans for next year's
costume thing, but if I'm at the con it will
take one helluva lot of enticement to make me
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stay in that room for more than fifteen minutes,

DESPITE LEN BAILES'S REMARKS in SHANGRI L'
AFFAIRES 74, the fanzine scene is vastly super—
ior today to what it w,s, say, one year ago. Of
the four fanzines that I would rate as the best
appearing, two were non—existent a year ago, and
only one was as good then as it is now. (That
is of course LIGHTHOUSE, which hasn't had an is~
sue since a year ago, but it's still very much
alive despite its leisurely schedule.)

The other one that was around a year ago is
QUIP. A year ago, Q was a mediocre fanzine that
produced some good material and had never quite
succeeded in attaining the top quality that its
editors wished. But with the last two issues,
nos. 8 and 9, QUIP has improved so fast and so
far that it must rank as the best faaanish fan—
zine around, and one of the top four genzines.

All the factors of the "QUIP Gestalt™ that new—
er quite came together properly before have fin~
ally gelled to produce an outstanding fanzine,
which attracts some of the best writing current-
ly being done in the faaanish vein,

The other two top fanzines are both retreads.
The first is of course PSYCHOTIC, these very
paces that you are reading now. PSY has manag-
ed to reflect nicely the essential bent of fan—
dom today: that is, a combination of fannishness
and new developments in science fiction. The
fannish renaissance has been building for some
time, and it is not unexpected. The stfnal con-
cern, however, probably began with the running
fight over the "New Wave" but has landslid its
way into a general interest in science fiction
and the new vitality that stf seems to have




found. A great deal of this discussion centers
around Harlan Ellison, although sometimes he is
not the major concern of the debate. Much of
the development of these twin blades of modern
fandom has taken place outside of PSYCHOTIC, but
with its lettercolusn and its aura of focal-
pointedness, PSY has managed to reflect it all
quite well.

The fourth top fanzine is WARHOON. When I
wrote my column in PSY 25 about the revival of
WRHN, it was done entirely with the information
that Bergeron sent me. I had not seen 3 copy,
either old or new. MNow there have been two is—
sues of the new WARHOON, and I can safely say
that nobody could ever leave it off their list
of best fmz. The sheer quality of writing by
Walt Willis, Bob Shaw, Harry Warner, and Ber-
geron himself over-shadows any of the mediocre
fanzines that have been acclaimed as "best fan—
zine" by default in recent years.

This is not a list in order; I would find
it very difficult indeed to attempt to rank
these four faz. They are all fanzines to be
watched, and read, for the renaissance of this
fandom has not yet reached its peake It has
only begun.

++
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DIALOG continued from page 18

ANO, Al Snider will provoke some Los Angel-
es fans with "Push-Pull: Clique-Clique or Lazy
Days In 01d L.A."

e

I hope to have another A Voice From The Styx
column from Harlan Ellison, but he is currently
busy working on a film script at MGM, so we shall
have to wait and see.

+H+
SIMILARLY, I can only hope John D. Berry will
have time to do his column.
-+
PRO NEWS
Hank Stine, in a phone conversation,
claimed some credit for the psi plot of Larry
Niven's A Gift From Earth in an unofficial col-
laboration. Incidental information: the book

was origimally titled The Bleeding Hearts.
=+

Doubleday will publish Jack Vance's Emphy-
fio in June, will release the second book in
his TSCHAI cycle in January. He is currently
working on the tkird book.

S and

Norman Spinrad's Bug Jack Barron will be
published simultaneously in April: Walker (hard-
cover) and Avon (softcover).

+++

Dean Koontz , 4181-f King George Dr., Harris-
burg, Pa. 17109, has, in two wecks, sold a story
to GALAXY, sold a story to FASF, had very en-
couraging comment on two books...

«.and is organizing a Library Sf Review
project for the benefit of SFWA members. It
will be strictly a review magazine; reviews by
sf pros; distributed to librarians for their
guidance in selecting sf-fantasy, to pros for
their files and egoboo, and to fans for their
files and entertainment. Ffan subscriptions are
84 for six issues; pro subs are $3.50 for six.
It will be photo—offset.

The Library SF Review project has no con-
nection with SCIENCE FICTION REVIEW.

- ——t

The Third Generation is the tentative title
of a projected sf anthology being put together
by David Gerrolde The emphasis will by on stor-
ies by writers of "the newest wave."

fFor particulars write to David Gerrold,
13615 Debby St., Van Nuys, Calif. 91401.

-t

Peqgy Swenson loves Ted Pauls
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Blast Off With

A MOVIE REVIEW BY LEO P. KELLEY

From the moment the movie begins, you know
you're in for something special. Her name, like
the name of the sovie, is Barbarella. What is
that thing up there? Oh, 1t's an astronaut in
the cabin of a spaceship (which has floor-to~
ceiling fur walls), fully suited and helmeted,
rolling and floating in free falle So far so
goode But it gets better. The astronaut re-
moves a glove. Slowly. Sensuously. Such a
slender hand for an astronaut! The second glove
comes off and drifts away. Row you know some-
thing's happeninge The space suit slowly—oh,
so slowly—comes apart, piece by clumsy piece.
That's no astronad, you tell yourself. Wwhy,
that's Barbarella of the frothy mane and—look!
By God, she's doing the science fiction strip!
Right down to her bare you-know—what. And if
you haven't already blasted off, buster, get
ready, because you will.

The President of Earth calls Barbarella. His
face appears on an oval screen.

™ait," says Barbarella, "I'll slip some-
thing on."

"Don't bother," answers the President of
Carth with barely a leer and proceeds to tell
Barbarella that Durand Durand, an astronaut from
Carth has disappeared after landing on Tau Ceti
and that it is up to Barbarella to find him.
Why? Because he has the Positronic Ray, 3 eost
ultimate weapon that can destroy whole worlds if
it falls into the wrong hands. He may be a
prisoner on Tau Ceti.

So Barbarella splits in her space ship for
Tau Ceti. She runs into a magnetic store and
crashes on Tau Ceti.

From this moment on, adventure piles on ad-
venture. Bright, gaudy images fill the screen.
Sex rears its beautiful head—over and over a-
gain.

One of the most striking scenes in the movie
comes early on. It occurs right after the crash
on Tau Ceti. Twin girls—children—appear and
capture Barbarella and take her to the bumed-
out hulk of what was once Durand Durand's space
ship. Here she meets other children—and their
mechanical dolls. Barby dolls? Barby and the
dolls? The dolls, cutesy little cutups that
they are, have steel fangs in their tiny mouths

B/ RDARE[{A

and they attack Barbarella. It's a brilliant
scene. Move over, Dracula! There is poor Bar-
barella tied to two poles with the ghastly chil-
dren sweetly snickering as the dolls inch for-
ward toward all that lush female flesh—click,

chomp, clang—and they bite and bite and poor
Barbarella bleeds very photogenically.

The dolls as props are horrifying in their
design and deadliness. Everything about thea
is righte

Barbarella is grateful to the man who saves
her from the terrible toys and the children.
"what can I do for you in return," she innocently
asks.

"You can make love to mwe," he replies matter-
of-factly.

Barbarella quickly leams that the men on
Tau Ceti are hopelessly primitive. On Earth
everyone takes an exaltation pill, touches fing-
ertips and—that's it. Pala to pale instead of
cheek to cheek. Tau Ceti's men are obviously
behind the times. They still do it in the old
vay. So what's a girl to do under the circum-
stances? You guessed it and Barbarella does it.
Lying on fur rugs. While The Glitterhouse pro-
vides the music. "Down, down, down. You drag
ne down,"

Later, Barbarella heads for the city of So-
goe. But once again her space ships conks out
and she crashes into the Labyrinth. Here she
meets the blind angel, Pygar, whose wings are
undamaged but who has lost the will to fly since
being blinded and imprisoned ia the Labyrinth
by the Black Queen, alias the Great Tyrant. The
leader of the inhabitants of the Labyrinth, Pro-
fessor Ping, explains that Pygar was isprisoned
here b of his | (Later, as the
Black Queen straddles the unresisting Pygar and
asks him to make love to her, he will tell her
vith only a trace of indignation, "An angel
doesn't make love. An angel is love.")

The city of Sego, Ping says, exists on Evil
and expels anyone who is not Evil. Those who are
not Evil are banished to the Labyrinthe Pygar
can fly if he really wants to, Ping insists.

™here do you live?" Barbarella asks Pygar.
Pygar takes Barbarella to his nest (literal~



ly) and , after doing it to her and making the
feathers fly (literally), he regains the will to
fly and Barbarella recovers from her ecstacy to
find hm soaring happily and , presumably, hom-
ily overhead.

Sex is where it's at for Barbarella. Sex
vith Dildeno, the leader of a revolution against
Sogo, who can't make anything work right includ-
ing his secret passages. Sex with Pygar, her
freaky feathersd friend. She soon decides that,
"Some of the old fashioned ways are best.”

The movie, despite being something of a Gal-
lic put-on that works on several levels—sex,
science fiction and psychoanalysis, to sention
a few—created in this reviewer 3 true and valid
sense of wonder. The sovie has, for example, an
ice sled to end all ice sleds. It has the ter—
rible tots and their toys refered to above. It
has hints of perversion that are cnough to send
anyone with an unchained id into a temporary
tailspin. It has Buck Rogers' style battles in
the sky where Barbarella, carried aloft by the
dynaaic (aerodynamic?) Pygar, blasts the Black
Guards and their patrol ships right out of the
sky. It has the corniest plot since Little Wo-
men—at least in science fiction terms. But the
wonder of it all is that it all works wonderful-
ly. The movie makes one laugh, think and enjoy.

In other words, it succeeds in doing exactly
vhat good satire should do.

The movie is chock full of sly hints concern—
ing sex in its many morbid forms. It lets you
pick your perversion—or at least spot it. There
are scenes right out of a twenty-first century
Marquis de Sade:

A girl, bound and helpless,
sways upright in a palace room while another
girl laconically brings a flaming torch to her
toes, away, back again, away. Two men recline
nearby, watching with obvious pleasure.

Voluptuous girls lounge about,
smoking a Turkish water pipe. But this is a
water pipe wvith a differeaces It has an enor-
mous glass bowl half-filled vith water in which
2 near nude young san writhes and cavorts. Bar-
barella is offered the pipe. She asks what it
{s. "Essence of man," ansvers her dreamy cos-
panion.

The leader of the revolution
woars leather garments; chains form an interest-
ing part of the lower half of his costuse.

The Black Queen tries hard to
seduce Barbarella, her "pretty, pretty.”

The movie is a delightful montage of images.
A superb put-on without a really nasty put-down
of anyone or anything. At least, not too much

of a put-down. Come to think of it, it's sore
of a tum-on.

Barbarella's space ship has a huge render-
ing of a painting by Georges Seurat—la Grande
Jatte. She is subjected to torture by a pleas-
ure machine, that sexual fantasy to end all sex-
ual fantasies. But the machine gives out before
Barbarella does! It literally blows a fuse and
bums itself out. So much for pjeasure machin-
os. Long Live Barbarella!

Oh, yes, she finally does find Durand Dur-
ande And she escapes from the Black Queen's in-
famous Chamber of Dreams even though the invisi-
ble key (!) to the Chamber has been stolen fros
her. The Positronic Ray, in the hands of a de~
vented enewy, destroys the city of Sogo. Zonk!
baal lovia!

Pygar saves Barbarella—and the Black Queen
—in the proverbial nick of time. Barbarella,
somsevhat chagrined, wants to know why Pygar sav-
ed the evil bitch after what she had done to
ks, (The Black Queen, in one scene, has Pygar
pinioned against a wall. At Barbarella's de~
sand, she orders, "Decrucify hial®

"An angel has no memory," Pygar replies,
soaring sightless into the sky, Barbarella in
one amm, the Black Queen in the other.

But we movie-goers have mesories. All the
better to remesber BARBARELLA!

FAN NEWS
Howard DeVore announces: "The Michigan
chapter of the SECRET MASTERS OF FANDOM is und—
ergoing 3 reorganization.”
fes
£d Reed (668 Westover Rd., Stamford, Conn.,
06902) intends to publish a fanzine in French.
1t will feature reprints.
=+
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A PRIMER

FOR EHEADS

PART FIVE

Several different drugs have been marketed
as "SIP" and I don't recommend any of them. The
"real” STP is a higher amphetamine with chemical
similarities to mescaline and its "legitimate”
use is as a war agent: the military has been ex-
perimenting with it for several years in their
search for a drug which will render an enemy
temporarily ins ne and incapable of resistance.
from my own experience with STP, I'd say the
stuff makes a much better weapon of war than it
does a psychedelic druge

The STP high comes on rather slowly and
gradually, but it just keep on building till you
literally lose contact with reality. Instead
of distorting the senses as acid does, STP seeas
to knock thea out entirely until all you're left
vith are your own dreams and fantasies. It un~
locks portions of your memory track at randoa,
and most of the people who've taken it also
claia to have experienced memories from past
lives or various mystical glimpses into the his-
tory of the race.

On STP, almost anyone will experience the
sort of vivid delusions usually associated with
severe forms of psychosis—"walking and talking
with God", the illusion (or maybe reality) of
being totally telepathic and able to read the
minds of everyone around, astral projection,
various fores of precognition, etc. At one
point on my STP trip, I seemed to be floating
down the middle of a street about ten feet off
the ground and minus my body. I was drifting
along at about twice normal walking pace and
no one seemed to see me, Later on during the
sae trip, I was back in the room again, but
lying about two feet below the ceilinge I can't
recall that particular incident without laugh~
ing, because I not only imagined myself to be
levitating, but I'd carried the mattress up
there with me, too! All this cyn be groovy if

ey Earl Evers

your sanity is strong enough to hold up under
ite A lot of STP trips actually exceed the
average conception of the "ultimate™ in hallu-
cinations, and if you have any psychotic ten—
dencies at all (and who doesn't), I don't see
how an experience like this can help but aggra-
vate them.

I've heard that an "average™ SIP trip lasts
72 hours. My one trip lasted about 24 hours
vith about two more day spent in shuddering,
shivering paranoid limbo. I literally cowered
in a room, trembling at every footfall outside
the door, and afraid to get up and see what was
going on. I've never had a fear reaction like
this on any other drug, and while I don't think
the experience hurt ae permanently, it was bad
enough so I've never felt the slightest inclin-
ation to try STP again. And my experience was-
n't at all unusual—I've heard that 60f of all
heads who've taken SIP have had a bad enough
trip so they were afraid to take another one.

STP has so far been much more a drug of fad
and legend than LSD. When it first hit the mar~
ket, there was a lot of publicity about how STP
was an entirely unknown drug, invented by under-
ground chemists and as yet undiscovered by the
straight worlde I took this with a grain of
salt, mostly because there are a lot more pro-
fessionals than amateurs searching for newdrugs
and other potentially useful organic cheaicals,
and the orthodox chemists have everything in
their favor regarding equipment and access to
materials. So I don't doubt the fDA's word when
they say that STP was discovered several years
ayo and news of it was suppressed because of
its properties as a potential military weapon.

The second legend was that STP is "the next
step beyond LSO." As far as I can tell, SIP is
headed in an entirely different direction than
acide I wouldn't call it s "mind-expander" at
all—it seeas to stir up everything in your mind,
subconscious, racial memories, body—conscious~
ness, and all, and dish it up into your con—
sciousness. SIP isn't a physically messy drug
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like DMT, but I think it has the same effect or
a mental level. If anything deserves the name
"aind-distorting drug" SIP is it.

A third rumor I keep hearing is that STP
leaves you permanently high to some extent, and
that after a fow STP trips you can stop taking
drugs entirely, having no further need of thea.
As far as I kmow , you come down from an STP
trip just as completely as you come down from
an acid trip, except that SIP doesa't (as far
as I know) lodge in the tissues for later re-
lease the way acid often does. Of course the
experiences you have while tripping remain in
your mesory, and will work some changes on yout
outlook, but this isn't being high, it's only
remesbering what you learned while high. The
only reason a lot of heads stop taking drugs
for several weeks or months after an STP trip
is because they feel too disoriented and mental-
ly confused to take the riske Most of the peop-
le I've talked to who've taken STP didn't think
the experience was at all good—they were mostly
proud that they'd come through the ordeal with-
out serious hurt, but pretty dubious about the
value of such an experience.

Remember when they used to ask "Can you pass
the acid test?" The idea that an acid trip or
an STP trip is some sort of an initiation or
test of courage and strength of will is one of
the sost dangerous drug legends I know. It's
only another form of Chicken or Russian Roulette
but a lot of otherwise groovy people go around
talking about it If you're the sort who thinks
taking some enormous, unnecessary risk and then
bragging about it is a groovy thing to do, then
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you're a perfect candidate for an STP trip. But
if you aren't, I really hope you've got sense
enomgh to stay the hell away from the stuff.

A lot of the "STP" on the market isn't STP
at all but but a concentrated form of Belladon—
na extract. This produces very vivid visual
hallucinations, but it leaves you sick for sew-
eral days afterwards, and in general is just as
harmful and dangerous as unprocessed Belladonna.
It's probably less dangerous than real STP, but
I still don't recomsend it, even though I rath-
er enjoyed my own three trips on it.

A final note on STP—I've heard froa several
different sources that you can kill yourself if
you try to abort a bad SIP trip with Thorazine
or any other tranquilizer, so I wouldn't recoa-
mend trying it. I've seen people try to abort
an STP trip with niacinamide, and while it did-
n't produce any ill effects, it didn't abort
the trip either. So if you're foolish enough
to tum on to STP in the first place, you'll
just have to sweat it out. I know of nothing
that will bring you down.

COCAINE and the OPIATES

I've never been able to figure out why any-
one would want to take any of these drugs. The
opiates relax you and they have strong euphoric
properties, but there's nothing about the ef$
fects that even begin to make up for the risks
of physical addiction.

s e
SPLED

The various amphetamines are the real "prob-
lea drugs” of the current drug fade They're
dangerous as hell—habitforming, damaging to
the nervous systea and mind if frequenrly used,
and physically tiring in any dosage—but the ef-
fects are groovy enough to tempt a lot of heads
to try them and to keep using thea,

First of all, speed increases energy and
aabition and the will to work and produce.
That's why so many successful artists and wri-
ters and musicians are A-heads. Amphetamine is
also one of the strongest euphorics I know of,
and it always sends se into a state of wild ela-
tion when I take it no matter how bad I feel be—
fore. So speed actually does have a few things
going for it. It also has quite a few things
going against it.

For one thing, it kills appetite. If you're
struny out on speed, you can count on losing
weight steadily till you either kick the stuff
cr look like an Aushwitz victim. And of course



all that extra energy you feel on speed has to
come from somevhere—eainly from your body's
energy reserves, and eventually from the canni-
balization of muscle tissue. Put these two fac-
tors together, and you can easily see the dang-
ers in speed—you tend to burm up energy with-
out replacing it, and this is true whether you
use speed in large doses or saall, rarely or
frequently. All this really means is that you
can count on 3 letdown and a period of extreme
fatigue each and every time you turn on to speed

The effects of speed cover a wide range, de-
pending on the dosage and the duration of use.
It doesn't matter which of the amphetamines you
take—they vary only slightly from one drug to
another. For instance, it's just as easy to
oet strung out dropping pills as it is from
shooting or sniffing pure crystale Methadrine
is actually no stronger in either its good or
bad effects as benzedrine, it's just that aeth
is usually sold in concentrated form, so when
you score a nickel or dime of meth, you're get-
ting a lot more actual amphetamine than when
you get five or ten dollars worth of pills.

A lot of heads take small quantities of speed
to enhance the effects of other drugs. This is
a groove, especially with pot and hash and oth—
er drugs that tend to make you sleepy—the speed
gives you extra energy to stay awake and enjoy
your high. Speed combined with acid also in—
creases the energy level of the trip and usual-

ly makes for a happier time as well, due to the
euphoric effects. Byt this can also lead to a
more severe bad trip-if you're headed in that
direction anyway—the extra energy helps the
whole trip to be worse.

Taking speed by itself, either as a high,

"eghe NEVER.
FIND ME™ WITH

TWO masks on!"

or to get temporarily spaced-out for creative
purposes is when you're heading for danger. It's
not even physical addiction you have to worry
about, it's just the idea you start feeling so
bad when you start to come down that the temp-—
tation is very strong to go right back up again.
The first time I got strung out, it was simply
because I was taking speed at night and going

to school during the day, and it finally got to
the point where if I stopped dropping bennies,

I'd have to crawl away and crash for 3 couple
of days and miss a lot of classes, so I went
ahead and let myself get strung out.

If you use speed continuously for ten days
or two weeks, you probably won't be physically
addicted yet, but you'll be strung out in the
mental senses By this time, being spaced out
on speed, just floating along and having about
twice as much energy as anyone else will seem
like the normal state.

Aside from pot, all the drugs I've describ-
ed in this five part article are dangerous to
one degree or another. I've tried to not play
down either the dangers or the good effects,
but I still think tuming on requires a certain
amount of mature judgement. I've tried to de-
scribe the drug experience as I've been through
it, and I'm assuming throughout that whoever
reads it is capable of making his own decisions.

I'd like to leave you with one thought—tak-
ing LSO is nothing to enter into lightly. It
might not have a @ajor effect on your view of
life, but then again it might. It's changed
lots of lives and it's going to change lotsmore.
So I'd say the decision to trip is as important
as a decision to drop out of school or stay in,
or pick a career or enlist in the Armed Service.

+




BOOK REVIEWS

BLACK EASTER By James Blish—Doubleday, $3.95

This is the best pure fantasy 1've seen in
a long time. It's a long way from being a great
book, but it held my interest right through and
even gave me a few chills.

Black Easter is the third of Blish's trilogy
"After Such Knowledge" which includes Doctor
Mirabilis and A Case of Conscience and is easi-
ly the best of the three. The theme, of course,
is black magic as it would be practiced if it
were actually possible to call up demons to do
the magician's bidding. As Blish says in his
introduction about previous black magic fiction,
"I have never seen one which dealt with what
real sorcery actually had to be like if it ex-
isted, although all the grimoires are explicit
about the matter."

Blish says his source material is "the wri-
ting and actual working manuals of practicing
magicians working in the Christian tradition
from the thirteenth to the eighteenth centuries,
froa the Ars Magna ... to the grimoires them—
selves.” "All of the book mentioned in the text
actually exist; there are no "Necronoaicons'..."

As far as I can tell, he's extracted a fair-
ly logical and consistant body of magic lore
from various sources and used that as his fant-
asy elesent, fitting what he considers the most
logical altemative into his system when he com-

why?
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es across one of the numerous contradictions in
the literature. The resulting demonology and
sorcery isn't particularly plausible, if only
because the magical literature itself contains
some of the weirdest fantasy the human mind has
come up with yet. (Remeaber, magicians have had
maybe a thousand years longer to think of crazy
ideas than sf writers.) But Blish still manages
to come up vith a pretty believable background
—~at least his magic is detailed and specific
enough to be a major factor in the plot instead
of being vague and shadowy as is the sorcery in
most fantasies. In fact, the magic takes such
a prominent part the story 1s almost an "idea
as hero" story, cardboard characters and all.

Black Easter is a short book, only 165 pag-
es, but it's more solid than most fantasies in
that just about every paragraph is concerned
with magic and the advancement of the plot. The
story itself isn't particularly strong—a black
magician working for a corrupt industrialist
calls up demons to commit sundry murders includ-
ing that of the Governor of California, a white
magician monk of the "Order of Mont Alba" (Does
this order exist? I've never heard of it, but
Blish says all his references exist. Maybe he
meant only his references for the black magic.
I've certainly never heard of a Catholic order
that receives special dispensation from the Pope
to practice magic...even white magic.) who can
do very little to oppose them because of a mys=-
terious "Covenant", seemingly between the Catho-
1ic Church and black magicians, or maybe between
the Heavenly and Infernal Powers themselves. So
there's no real conflict in the book—the white
magician is there as an observer and never does
such except argue with the Theron Ware, the
black magician. But the book gets along fine
without major conflict except the underlying
conflict between the Forces of Good and the
Forces of Evil, and suspense is maintained
throughout.




The story develops and carries its interest
almost completely through the numerous detailed
dramatizations of spells and the characters'
arguments about magic. [The "arcane lore", des-
criptions of demons, Blish's interpretations of
the workings of magic compiled from his various
sources give the book most of its appeal because
the characters are neither well developed nor
well motivated and the plot events seem to occur
nore to de®ail the workings of magic than for
any self-consistent reason, But for all this
the book is well worth reading, especially for
its ending.

1'11 never look at a "God Is Dead" button
again without thinking of Black Easter.
—farl Evers

THE TWO-TIMERS By Bob Shaw—hAce H-79, 60¢

The publisher's note mentions that this is
Mr. Shaw's third novel. I read the previous
Right Walk (Banner Books) and enjoyed it (tho
from vhat I've read of others' reactions I
shouldn't have), and I've no idea what the seo-
ond novel was.

In the pressat book the author's fluld style
and sisple but effective descriptions resain
strong—such a sheme that the plot turns out to
be a sudsy, unconvincing sf-aystery that is
strictly Hollywood-hack, a two—character drama
that through a science~fictional plot twist in-
volves three and, eventually (as well as detri-
sentally), four characters.

The year is 1981, the two characters are
John and Kate Breton, who after an eleven-year
marriage find their already crumbling relation-
shp dealt a backhand blow, Jack Breton, appears
abruptly on the scens. It seems Jack has made
the crossing fros a parallel world (where his
vife Kate has been murdered) to clais John's
vife as his own, his reasoning being that the
parallel world exists because of him and is
therefore subject to his desires. Mr. Shaw pro-
ceeds to fill page after page with empty dawdl-
ing over Kate's reactions to the "new" husband,
John's confusion over the situation, and Jack's
sonosaniac clutter of scheses to erase John from
the picture and win Kate. The situatiocn is fur-
ther burdened with the introduction of Detective
Convery who is convinced that there is something
decldedly "fishy" about the Bretons and for years
has been longing b prove that John once tried to
aurder his vife. The author never seems really
sure just how he vants to handle the story, and
the plot has a stop-and-start feel. One can al-

most hear the author masing "...and what would
read good herel”

The surface remains glittery and slick, mak-
ing the story quick and easy to read, but one
strongly feels a lack of interest in the plight
of the characters, none of whom are appealing or,
sadly, interesting. And the annoying jusbles of
incident thrown in with everincreasing frequen=
oy seem to have no point other than to make the
reader feel that the denovesent must be sosething
spectacular. It isn't...just more of the same
contrived and silly plotting that has preceded,
and involving a trite introduction to the pre-
viously mentioned fourth character. It's a
feather of a book that, according to the cover
quote fros Harlan Ellison, "Knocked me cold:
painfully good." I wonder what he'd say if he

were hit with something really solid?
—Richard Delap

THE TWO TIMERS By Bob Shaw—Ace H-79, 60¢.

I have wondered why Terry Carr's line of
Ace Specials hasn't been getting more play in
the fan press as a Good Thing. For each of the
last nine months a Special has come out, all
beauti fully packaged with Dillons's paintings,
op designs, and a tasteful selection of laudi-
tory quotes (from critics on the reprints, from
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pros like Delany, Ellison, and Zelazny on the
originals). And, though there have been a few
weak ones, there hasn't been a clunker in the
bunch.

The last two that I've seen, Bob Shaw's
original, THE TWO TIMERS and 0.G. Compton's
SYNTHAJOY (a reprint from England) were both
exceptional books. The better of the two is
Shaw's.

The Two Timers begins very slowly, very sub-
dued, very underplayed Anglic, mired in the
#ind of John Breton sitting with his wife and
her two bore friends in an evening of solid am—
ber. You wander knee deep through immobile
prose, wondering what Lester del Rey, Harlan
Ellison, and Keith Laumer found so exceptional
about the book, and what ever prompted Terry
Carr to buy it. Then, very quietly, on page 14,
the gaff is set in deep and tight:

It had been nine years earlier, to
the month, that a police cruiser had
found Kate wandering in the darkness
of 5 Avenue, with flecks of human
brain tissue spattered across her face...

Shaw's story is one of a very strange rela-
tionship and the changing shades of love. John
Breton is bored with his wife. Their marriage
is a sterile plate of social culture. Then
Jack Breton shows up to claim the wife he loves.
She was killed by a homicidal maniac nine years
before. Jack Breton (using a mutated migraine
headache) develops time travel to kill the as—
sailant, creating another time track—-the track
where John Breton has lived with growing uncom-
fort the last nine years with his miraculously-
rescued—from-a-rapist wife. Jack Breton, for
his nine years of abstinance and labor, now de-
mands Kate Breton for his prize, once John Bre-
ton has gracefully bowed out of the scene.

As I said, it is a very finely delineated
story of human relationships. Which J. Breton
loves Kate Breton more, and to what ends will
he go to prove his love? Which of the two J.
Bretons does Kate love more; the novelty of the
nev or the jellied security of the old? And
vhat of the universe which has strong notions
about the same person being in two places at
the saae time?

SYNTHAJOY By D.G. Compton—ace H-86, 60¢.

This is a reprint, but still the first
American appearance for the novel. Simply(which
it isn't) itisthe story of Edward Cadence, in-
ventor of Sensitape, Sexitape, and developer of
Synthajoy. The story is in the aind of Mrs,
Cadence told (or thought) on days 25 through 31
of her correctional treatment for the alleged
murder of her husband. The story of the devel-
opment of Sensitape from its original concept-
ion as 3 cure for UDW—Uncompensated DeathWish
—one of the new leading causes of death, to
its (in the mind of Mrs. Cadence) ultimate per-
version into Synthajoy is told in varying lew-
els of flashbacks during the few hours Mrs. Ca-
dence is allowed to be conscious each day.
Events are seen froa different sides—hinted,
skirted about, revealed, explicated.

The result is a kind of intensive insanity
«+eand the best kind of science fiction (accord-
ing to 01d and New writers)—that of the emotion-
al effect of a future society. The writing is
vivid, occasionally (depending on the kind of
vocabulary you are accustomed to in sf novels)
shocking, and, oddly enough, in a prose style
that makes very effective use of

silences.

As with Two Timers, much of the real power
of the book comes from the relationships reveal-
ed: young Thea Springfield and Teddy Cadence;
married Thea Cadence and Dr. £dward Cadence;
Thea Cadence After Cynicism and OR. Edward Ca-
dence; Thea Cadence and Tony Stech; the wardess
and the imprisoned Mrs. Cadence; etc. A strange
novel of human beings both human and inhuman,
and a disturbing story of just where morality
lies (and lies...and lies...).

I don't know how Terry Carr does it, find-
ing and packaging a good novel every month. He
should be thanked. I thank him every month by
laying out the price of the latest Ace Special
on the feith that I will get a good, readable,
thoughtful, and thought-provoking novel. Go,
thou, and do likewise.

—Bill Glass

GARBAGE WORLD By Charles Platt—Berkley X1470,
60¢.
'Kopra is a small asteroid, coated with un-
imaginable filth in all shapes and forms.
Its inhabitants, too, are a dirty lot,
clothed in soiled rags, underfed and hungry.

'The garbage dump of the United Asteroid Belt
Pleasure Worlds federation, Kopra's sole



function is to receive specially packaged
waste materials from its sister worlds.

'Carefully avoided by 0ff-Worlders for cen—
turies—the stench alone is enough to dis-
courage anyone—Kopra suddenly becoames the
object of extraordinary interest to Off-
World government officials...'

So says the blurb on the back cover. It's
a concise description of the story background.
The storyline is formula: an Off Worlder reluct-
ant hero, a pretty "native" girl, skullduggery
in high and low places, and a relativaly happy
ending, 1f not a clean one.

But there is more to the book than that. I
sust flush my toilet in salute to Charles Platt
for the conception of Garbage World and for nae-
ing his hero Oliver Roach.

Platt tried to rub our noses in our trend
toward excessive cleanliness and increasing need
to pretend we aren't animals. Animals shit and
piss and sweat and smell. We aren't supposed
to. It's not "nice."

I find it mildly significant that every re-
view of this book I've seen in the fan press
nas been negative, and I think it is due to a
subconscious rejection of all the filth and
stink that the book's hero, Oliver Roach, came
to accept and even enjoy. Reviewers just could-
n't identify with him.

—Richard E. Geis

THE ENDLESS ORGY By Richard E. Geis——8randon
House 2061, $1.25

Heavens to Nympho-Betsy!...what have we
here? Those who consider Robert Silverberg's
recent sf—cum—sex novels rather strong excur-
sions should read this innocent little piece
de piece about the time-traveler from the fu-
tore, Roi Kunzer, who has come (ahea!) to keep
the women of our time happy with his advanced
chiropractic prowess.

Chapters 1 to 3: Roi and number two wife
Suzy CusCum (he has four—remember, morals in
the future have undergone daring revisions)
start the book off with a bang (grunt!). Enter
Dina Hotpoint and pals who kidnap Roi, beginn—
ing 'Operation Nookie.' Roi meets Drs. Payne
and von Klaap (evil men), and after close exam~
ination of his physiological 'structure' by the
doctors, Roi leams he is to be dissected. His
belly curdles (and I quote!). After a hasty
exit through the back door, he escapes. (Note:
Delicate "queens™ looking for not-so~delicate
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exciteaent may now move on to My Wife Charles
or other advanced literature.)

Chapters 4 to 10: Roi 'calms' Taka-Maka,
beauteous native girl; causes Sandi Clay, love-
ly assistant to step-brother Dr. Mal Clay, to
grinch and flurp upon an hilariously traveling
examination table; and slogs it to Tina Preek,
voluptuous agent for S.N.A.R.F., an ominous in-
ternational crime organization. In temporary
disquise as the late Redd Clay, Roi travels to
Mexico vith Tina and meets Liz Dildoux, local
S.N.A.R.F. boss ("Dykes" can begin reading on
page 52)«

Chapters 11 to 19: Tina 'studies' with Liz.
Maria and Consuela, two Mexican cuties, 'diddle'
together, and Roi brings Maria to her fulfill-
ment. Roi's wives are kidnapped by Liz who at-
tempts to be friendly but is scomed by the
'straight'-and-trve loving wives. Roi reveals
his identity to his imprisoned wives, consol-
ing them with a strong sedative kept secreted on
his person at all times. Roi slogs it to Tina
on the sandy beach—"She had come to come" as
he redundantly puts it to K¢f the reader. Dina
becomes boss when it is discovered Liz is hid-
ing money, stolen from S.N.A.R.F., in her Dil-
doux. Dina and Roi/Redd exchange Tit-for-That
in a game of 69 high (pok'er is out of season)
and Dina reveals they (S.N.A.R.F.) have a double
lined up to replace the believed now-dead Roi.
Rock, Roi's substitute, tries to emulate Roi
with the four wives as teachers. (This chapter



is abit difficult to follew as it is hard to
turn the pages with one hand.) Roi is then im-
prisoned with Liz and teaches her to overcome
her timidity. (Dykes may stop here and move up
to My Husband Marilyn). Rol is released but is
soon trapped again as he tries to free his wiw-
es. The Great Mother Computer of the future
pulls a comic book rescue and saves him,however,
Venus, a S.N.A.R.F. exec, has a 'painfal' sess-
ion with Roi and reveals plans to comer the
market in Wolfram ore by offering to the queen
of a Wolfram—rich African nation the substitute
Roi in exchange for mining rights.

Chapters 20 to 27: Ouma, the Queen's maid-
servant, famo—farmos with Roi/Redd. Rock/Roi
slogs it to the Queen. King and Queen famo-
famo. Roi and Venus famo-famo. Rock and
native girl famo-famo. The whole village
famo~famos before the phonograph runs down.
Roi finally satisfies the Quecn, dut is then
eysteriously poisomed (bark or Yngvl tree...
deadly!); however, he overcomes a 'limp' ending
in tipe to outwit S.N.A.R.F. in 3 final open—
air sports session (the famo~famo chaapion—
ship). The book ends as Roi learns of an anti-
sex (gasp! at last, that word rears its ugly
head!) crusader named Sister Purity, and it
seens 3 sequel is on the way.

I suppose you can give this novel to Grand-
ma for Christmas, since it seems to be one of
those old-fashioned Puritan things that, among
the slogging, famo-famoing, grinching and
flurping, seems to avoid the basic (dirty!)
facts of life. As for me, I've given up this
study of "innocent' literature and am now do-
ing a freudian study thesis on the Debasement
aof American Children's Morals. I hope to rid
the schools of such filth as Soow White, with
its underlying saut of one woman giving hersel f
nightly to seven deformed men, and Sleeping
Beauty, which is far too mature in its open—
handed dealing with fairies to be allowed in
youngsters' hands.

~Richard Delap

Yes ?
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OCTOBER THE FIRST IS T00 LATE By Fred Hoyle—
Fawcett R1155, 60¢

This book has so many literary flaws it
should be completely unreadable. Yet I think
it's one of the better sf stories I've read this
year. 1 enjoyed the first reading even though
I got lost several tises because the plot con-
sists of three or four separate story lines jus-
bled together, and I enjoyed the second reading
oven though I already knew that there were no
particularly good ideas in the book, and that
the apparent complexity of the plot structure
vas just haphazard juxtaposition of several
stock sf ideas.

The basic story idea is an imitation of
"Sideway In Time®; different areas of the Earth
are shifted into different eras of time, past,
present and future, and the hero sets out to ex-
plore: finding Hawaii and England in the pres-
ent, Europe fighting World War One, Greece in
the age of Pericles, and so on, until at the end
he runs into people from the far future. Each
of the "other times" is interestingly drawn, and
fairly convincing in detall, but there's nothing
of unusual appeal for the average sf reader.

An interwoven sub-plot is a typical Fred
Hoyle "discovery of something strange in Quter
Space™. A strange tight beam of radiation is
coming from the sun, and of course it's respon—
sible for the whole mess of strange happenings.
This sub—plot brings in interesting scientific
detail and characters. Most of Hoyle's science
and scientists are completely convincing, as,
of course, they should be given Hoyle's back-
ground as scientist and science~writer. In fact,
Hoyle is one of the few sf writers able to gen—
erate dramatic conflict in describing a room~
ful of scientists solving a technical probles.
He can do this, of course, because it has real
dramatic interest for him. So he comaits one
of the basic blunders of bad sf technique—fills
pages with involved technical arguments and ex—
planations—and the results are sose of the most
interesting passages in the book.

Hoyle's characters go into lengthy philosoph-
ical monologues or conversations froa time to
time, and again, the results are interesting ev-
en {f they do tend to break the overall flow of
the plot.

A third sub-plot seess even further out of
place in an sf story—the hero and first-person
narrator of October The First Is Too Late is a
planist and composer—not 3 scientist at all.
True, he seems to have an extremely logical,
scienti fic-type mind for an artist, but he is
comspletely convincing as an artist. Hoyle must
be falrly deep into music himself to handle his




character as well as he does. The narrator's
character is the making of the whole book.

The third sub~plot involves the theory and
ovolution of music, past preseat and future,
and {t waves into the other sub-plots. The
first couple of chapters are devoted entirely
to the narrator's thoughts as he composes and
conducts a piece of susic, and have absolutely
nothing to do with the rest of the plot. Yet
they're interesting enough in themselves to cos-
pell most readers to go on into the sf part of
the novel. In the same way, the climactic "ao-
tioa" episode concerns a musical duel between
the narrator and a female musician from the fu-
ture, It sounds incredibly weak for the climax
of a vhole novel, but it doesn't read that way
—the episode crackles with tension and suspense,
and is an emotional climax in the best sense of
the wrd.

To sum up: October The First Is Too Late is
3 hodgepodge of a novel, built of fragments of
dis-similar stories and tied together with a
basic plot that's sediocre at best. The inter-
weaving of plot elaments is so poor as to be
oxtremely confusing. There are digressions from
the story-line, undigested chunks of pure sci-
once, philosophy, and music that do not contrib-
ute much to the plot. Yet in spite of all that
the book as a whéle is better than average be-
cause so many of the individual fragments are
so good in themselves they make up for the lack
of continuity.

~£farl Evers

THE BLACK CLOUD By Fred Hoyle—Signet P3364, 60¢

I have always been a bit partial to 'dooms—
day' novels, though I a® annoyed as much as the
next person by those which dredge up a last-
sinute isplausible rescue. I believe this book
was the first s=f novel by Mr. Hoyle, who has
since proved his ability to surpass it in both
structure and content, especially with such ex-
citing works as Ossian's Ride.

This tale of an interstellar gaseous cloud,
which moves into our solar systea and finally
settles circularly around our sun, has already
been dated (would it have been too much troutle
for Signet or the author to change 1964 to '74
or 'B42).

The story of the Cloud's real nature has
been kept from public knowledge until the year
2021 when, upon the death of one of the scient-—
ists involved in the Cloud business, a noveliz-
ed version of the events (the bulk of the book)
is villed to a friend unwittingly thrust inte

the position of writing a final chapter or a
beginning chapter, depending upon his own de-
cision.

Leave it to a controversial astronomer
to come up with a controversial astronomer as
the lead character. Chris Kingsley, "hothead-
ed" British astronomer, saves the world by the
very fact of his brilliant eccentricity, along
the way using every opportunity to emphatically
denounce the stupidity prevalent among his own
colleagues and, even more scorchingly, to lam-
bast the politicians of all government. Grant-
ed, he's given plenty of reason to grouch and
the reader easily grows rather fond of him as
the story progresses.

When it is discovered that the Cloud has an
intelligent nature, Kingsley and his co—workers,
grouped to work at a specially-built British
center, manage to contact and infom the Clouo
that its lengthy pausing about our sun is
threatening to wipe out all life from tne face
of the Earthe The novel's conclusion leaves
the world only partially wrecked, with a hope
that man can find the way from his present state
of disjunction to a future of union and far-
reaching communication.

The book's major flaws come not with plot
but rather with dialogue that is often stilted
and preachy. In an effort to reach and hold
every layman, Hoyle groups his scientists into
conventions of the most kindergartenish gabble.
I hardly think laymen will appreciate it—rath-
er, it would be better had the author discarded
the tiresome dialogues along with the thought-
ful but relatively useless footnotes of equat-









fonal theory. Evolutional questions seem light-
1y skipped over, and the implications of theolo-
gy, while touched upon, are handled rather like-
ly. Hoyle's most touchy conclusion to my mind
seens to be the idea that all 1ife 1a the Uni-
verse aust follow 3 basic, similar pattern de-
spite outward physiological differences; and al-
though Hoyle personally may not believe this
(according to his preface), itk a rather strik-
ing departure from usual science-fiction think-
ing.

"Pure" science may make a strong backbone to
a draaatic sf story, but when, as here, it in-
trudes upon the story's progression with theoret—
ical asides that consume pages, it leaves the
reader feeling rather dissatisfiede I think
I'11 go back and re-read Ossian's Ride.
—Richard Delap

ONCE AND FUTURE TALES From The Magazine of fan~
tasy & Science Fiction Edited by Edward L. fer-
man—Harris-Wolfe & Co., $5.95

If any proof is needed that science fiction
and fantasy can be of "mainstreaa™ (and higher)
quality, this collection of stories should be
more than enough to convince anyone.

Judith Merril, in her introduction, calls
these "typical F&SF stories™ but they are ob-
viously among the best ever published in the
magazine. If she meant typical in range and
variety, I'11 agree.

The variety is wonderful. It ranges froa
a fantasy mood piece, "The Manor of Roses"
wherein Thomas Bornett Swann creates the England
of the Crusades and adds intelligent Mandrake
plants whose babies can pass as human...to "The
Case of the Homicidal Robots" by Murray Leinst-

er, which is good, basic, traditional science
fiction, as is "Ind of the Line" by Chad 011i-
ver.

Frederick Bland's "The Fifteenth Wind of
March" is brutal in its stark, non-copout end-
ing. It's an end-of-the—world story that will
stick in your memory.

"Fruiting Body" by Rosel George Brown is a
beausing study of fungi monomania with tinges
of delicious satire, while "Journey of Ten Thou=
sand Miles™ by Wil Mohler is even more subtle
«ceand tragic. It is a story that compels a
second reading immediately to confirm and appre~
ciate the tiny, accumulative signs of madness
in the central character.

™when You Care, Wwhen You Love" is fine Theo—
dore Sturgeon. It tells of a love (or a posses—
siveness) so strong in the mind of a billion-
airess, that it will go to any lengths to re-
create its lover. But I feel Sturgeon tainted
the ending wvith his gratuitous author's after-
word.

Philip Jose Farmer, with "Open To Me, My
Sister," has in my view the finest story in the
book. It is a devastating commentary on sexual-
ity, xenophobia, sanity, culturally implanted
values, and it is a plea for tolerance, and a
shattering emotional story while also being one
of the finest examples of pure science fiction
you'll ever read. His detailed picture of Mars
and Martian life forss and ecology is utterly
convincing.

"The Masculinist Revolt by Willias Tenn

struck me as too long and too strained in its
satire of a future where equal rights for wo-
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men has been carried to the point where the sex-
es have nearly become indistinguishable, at
least in dress and cultural activities. A
clothing manufacturer hits upon selling men dis-
tinction—with codpieces. Tenn explores the
consequences econoaically and politically but
at too slow a pace.

However, eight fine stories and one not-
too-good one is a superb ratio for any antholo-
gy, and I recommend this collection unhesitat-
ingly. Buy it as a Christmas gift for a friend,
or for someone who looks down on "that crazy
Buck Rogers stuff.”

—Richard E. Geis

EARTIWORKS By Brian W. Aldiss—Signet P3116, 60¢

This strikes me as a coapletely average book
readable, but there's nothing in it that really
contributes ta the field—the sort of thing you
read, enjoy slightly, and forget.

The theme is important, basic, and sketchily
handled: the overcrowded world. Aldiss has
worked out a pretty fair background and set of
characters, and most of his action is properly
motivated and well described, so you can't say
the book is really dull. I identified with the
characters and there was conflict enough, so
that some suspense was generated.

But the basic reality of an overcrowded
world isn't brought home. Aldiss sits back and
tells us blandly and intellectually how bad
things are, but he never gets down and rubs the
reader’s nose in the stink of all those close-
packed bodies. Most of the action takes place
on board an autosatic ocean-freighter with a
crew of three or four, and in the apartments of
some of the leaders of society. Ffor a book a-
bout a Malthusian nightmare, the characters seea
to be moving around in a world aleost devoid of
people. Sure, the packed, stifling masses are
there, somewhere in the background, but the av-
thor rarely lets us see them.

A book of this type should, if it's anygood,
scare hell out of the reader...get his involved
in the plight of the poor, sick, starving world
more than he's involved with any individual char-
acter. This Aldiss didn't do. Maybe it's not
the best thing in the world for a writer to sit
down and deliberately create a shocking, depres~
sing book, but I think it's far worse for him
to sit down and do one that should be shocking
and depressing and then not be able to get the
mood across with any real force.

—Larl Evers

¥

DAUGHTERS OF THE DOLPHIN By Roy Meyers—Ballan—
tine 72001, 75¢.

This may be a book, but it ain't a novel,
and 1 vill grant that it is a story only after
such argument. Meyers has taken the Tarzan con-
cept and done weird mythological things to it.
His prose rests in a sort of timeless haze.
Things just happen. Ten, fifteen years pass in
this book, empty misty years with isolated in-
cidents. There are plot threads left around
like yarn after the cat got through with it. A
fluff of rearing children here, a bit of dolph-
in lore there, the broadcast power up on the
shelf, and the diamonds and whalers cohabiting
under the sofa. Thers inst ain't any real
structure to the thing.

Nor motivation. There are an awful lot of
Good Men in this book. Our hero, besides being
a radioactive freak whose organs just happen to
allow him to breathe 1ike a dolphin, is also
the son of Rich (dead) Scientist whose soney
was handled by Gooood Friends so our hero can
buy anything he wants—female coapanions, broad-
cast power, super computors, etc. Besides all
his father's patents, our hero also has a mini-
sum of 1,368 square feet of diamonds beneath
his house. There are also Bad Men, mainly whal-
ors and diamond thieves. Or, rather, singular.
A guy nasmed Kurt who is accidentally drowned
(while our hero is off stage) by Pussy, the pet
octopus. Christ. And Our Hero is cared for by
four "darkies® (there ain't no other word for
'em) named Ceaser, Avon, Hercules, and Nero,
who think that he is a god. He doesn't mind,
it makes thes more loyal. There's some Kindly
01d Scientists and some Brilliant Young Scient-
ists who worship him as a Good Employer with
Unlimited Fumnds. And a bunch of extras who say,
Mdho dat? Who dat man dat swim in da sea? Dat
cain't be Lord John Averill of posh London scie*
ety, dat caln't."

Oh wow, the damn fool thing ends with the
introduction of two untrammeled children of the
sea (Synclaire and Vinca Phelan — Ghod, has
that Myers got a flair for names) to the world
of men. Boom. Ende I just can't wait for the
next thirty year slice of life in the seas.

—38111 Glass

ECHO ROUND HIS BONES By Thomas M. Disch—Berkley
X1349, 60¢
This s one of those books I would have put

down in the middle if ] hadn't been reading it
for review.



[Echo is straight, "imaginative” sf set in
the 1990's. The nominal hero is a captain in
the U.S. Army of that day, an army which does—
n't seea to derive from the present U.S. mili-
tary or any other military establishaent. Disch's
soldiers don't ring true to any I've encountered
in life or literature, and his amy is sketchily
drawn and unconvincinge

I say the Army captain is "noainal hero"—
the story itself is "idea as hero". A poor i-
dea, handled poorly. It's the old thing with
teleport machines that generate doubles of the
people who pass through the machine. Disch por-
trays them as a ghost of regular matter, intang-
ible in the "real™ world. (Until he arbitrarily
decides to break the intangibility rule near the
end of the story so his characters can contact
sone of thelr doubles and save the world.) The
whole thing strains credibility, especially when
Disch complicates and then resolves his plot by
going into all sorts of extra (and hard to be-
lieve) ramifications of the base idea. (Hell,
at the end, they shove the entire Earth through
an enormous teleport to create a ghost image of
it, then remember that they've forgotten to take
the Moon along!)

Overall, the writing is atrocious. Disch
keeps stepping out on stage and addressing the
reader directly, and every time he does it, the
story drags. Other writers have used this tech-
nique effectively to fill in necessary but com-
plex background, but Disch misuses it by trying
to substitute it for characterlzation in the
body of the story. He also misuses the same
technique to present dramatic moments that
should have been acted-out before the reader's
eyes. The story is but a series of sharp little
scenes of violent action with interposed des—
criptions of the background gimmick, and with
characterization jnd world-background faked in.

Instead of using any of the logical and in—
teresting plots that could be derived froa the
basic concept of many duplicates of a person ex-
isting simultaneously, Dischgods along with an
unseen U.S. government about to blow up the
world by teleporting bombs, then having hismain
characters save the world through weird manipu-
lations of the teleport concept. It all appears
cluasy, contrived,and doesn't make for interest-
ing reading.

—£arl Evers

ELSEWHERE AND ELSEWHER Edited by Groff Conklin
Berkley Medallion S1561, T5¢

Who can forget such anthology gems of fan—
tasy as The Supermatural Reader (Collier) and
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The Graveyard Reader (Ballantine), or the many
top-draver sf anthologies by Mr. Conklin2 While
not the best of this anthologist's works, the
present book is uneven but readable, containing
stories not too familiar in a field prone tore-
peating its best. Elsewhere (interstellar) and
C1sevhen (terrestrial) are the categories in
this collection, published only two months be-
fore the death of the editor; and the stories,
all previously published in sf magazines (5 from
GALAXY, 3 from ANALOG and 1 from IF), are most-
ly recent.

In the Elsevhen section, the late Mark Clif-
ton offers a humorous yet unsettling view of a
major breakthrough in the field of "psi®  How
Allied, good though familiar, is upped a notch
by Clifton's delightful and strong writinge.
World in a Bottle by Allen Kiam Lang, with its
intriguing world of scientifically insulated,
germ-free people, 1s interesting and doubly dis—
tressing when it ends after beginning like a
fascinating novel. The Wrong World by J.T. Mo-
Intosh looks at our Earth from an alien view-
point, with a predictable but nicely handled
reversal of standards. Walt and Leigh Rich-
mond's Shortstack makes a light-hearted but
heavy-handed spoof of the invention racket which
comes off little better than ill-timed slap-
stick.

The Elevhere stories are also a mixed bag,
vith one story worth the price of the entire
book. Even the lesser stories of the late Cord-
vainar Seith had sore going for them than many
other authors have been able to muster up with
years of production. The aptly-titled You Will
Never Be the Same (Regency) is one of the modern
classics of short story collections, and one of
Saith's sadly few books. Think Blue, Count Twg
to my knowledge never included in any of Saith's
own books, captivates the reader with its unique
aethod of intergalactic travel, an imaginative
eodernization of sailing ships, as well as its
fine, sympathetic understanding of human sotiva-
tions. Poul Anderson's Turning Point also hing-
es on motivation, albeit reversed to study its
influences upon an alien race, but it's a sob
story. Trouble Tide by James H. Schaitz is an
s-f mystery which Mr. Conklin called "richly
circumstantial,” a description which I question
as appropriate or complimentary. The story is
a swift-moving tale, catchy for its inventive
"biology" which makes a better plot than the
mystery anfle. Michael Shaara's The Book exam—
ines an alien race of human beings whose stand-
ards are opposed to our own, and the plot wheels
fall a bit too patly into place over a shaky
premise. Far-future melodrama gets a competent
rehashing in Donald E. Westlake's The Earthman's



Burden, a second look at the discovery of "psi"
powers.

Not a memorable anthology, but worth gett-
ing (especially for the Smith, Clifton and Lang
stories) if only for the fact that the stories
vill be new to readers who exclusively rely on
book collections to keep up to date in sf.

—Richard Delap

A PRIVATE COSMOS By Philip Jose farmer—Ace
G-124, S0¢

It is almost impossible to criticize any
reasonably well done adventure fantasy of the
ERB school—you either like it or you don't.

If you don't, then you can put down the charac—
teristics of the school itself. If you do, you
can defend theme But there ism't much you can
say about an individual book except to point
out how wvell the author operated within the
rather restrictive format.

To have swashbuckling adventure you have to
have phoney swashbuckling, adventurous heroes
and villains. You can't use real people except
as minor characters; if you try, the effect is—
n't worth the effort. (For instance, the hero
of Glory Road is Heinlein's atteapt to combine
3 swashbuckling hero with a clearly drawm "real
person”, and that's all Oscar Gordon is, a com-
bination—elesents of several types of person-
ality thrown together in one body.) And you
can't even use the real swashbucklers of hist-
ory as an example—they're all such mean, brut-
al, immoral bastards the reader wouldn't want
to identify with thea. So all thhat's left is
to use a personality type that exists only in
literature—the stereotyped violent but virtu-

3

Creation.

ous hero. (And that's why the villains are
usually so much better portrayed.)

A Private Cosmos is the third book in Farm—
er's ™orld of Tiers" series. The other two
are The Maker of Universes and The Gates of
If you haven't read the first two
books, you really should before you read the
third—the series is set in this very complex
universe that's hard to figure out even when
you read the books in order. All three are in
print from Ace right now, or at least Bookmast-
ers has all of them displayed.

In any case, the whole series is worth read-
ing. If you're an ERB fan, though, maybe you'd
better not read it—"The World of Tiers" is far-
mer's attempt to write swashbuckling adventure
fantasy in the ERB vein, and he shows Burroughs
up just about any way you judge the stories.

I have an idea that Farmer designed his
™orld of Tiers" universe with a fairly lengthy
series in mind, and it's the best fantasy uni-
verse I've encountered outside Tolkien. First,
there's the world itself—an artificial cone
struct of the "Lords", the alien super—scient-
ist race who act as movers behind the scenes in
all the books. Farmer has constructed his world

in tiers, each tier vith more area than an
Earthly continent and with its own distinct
civilization(s), each people pattermed after
some people on Earth or from some other sf or
fantasy series. (Farmer has 1ifted elements
from just about all his competitors, and man—
ages to use each element as well or better than
its originator.) Then there are the Gates—
teleportation devices built by the Lords—which
allow his heroes to pass from one tier to anoth-
er and allow the Lords to get around behind the
scenes.



(0f course some of the Gates lead to Earth,
vhich is how Kickaha=Paul Janus Finnegan, the
hero of A Private Cosmos got into the ™sorld of
Tiers" in the first place. And there's some
indication in Cossos that the fourth book of
the series will be set, at least partly, on
Earth.)

The real fantasy elegent is the science of
the Lords, who are portrayed as the typical he-
donistic, lazy, and generally neurotic descend-
ents of the creators of all the shiny machines.
Only in this case they aren't actually descend-
ents: all the Lords in the series so far are
around ten thousand years old—immortal, The
swashbuckling elements are provided by farmer's
heroes, and by the inhabitants of the Tier World
itsel f—the technological level of the world be-
ing pre~gunpowder, with swords, etcetera the
order of the day.

You can see the complexity of the background
from my brief sketch, but you can't see the de-
tails that aake the series the best of its kind
—jug about every background detail Farmer
brings in comes from either the real world or
from other sf or fantasy. Ffor instance, A Pri-
vate Cosmos starts on the Amerind level of the
Tier World and is peopled with Amerinds of var-
fous types, froa tribes of Plains Indians to
the nore civilized Tishquemetmoac, who seea to
be pattemed after the Incas. The rest of the
details are straight anthropelogy, history, ar-
chaelogy, etcetera. As I say, a good deal of
the appeal of the series comes from sorting out
the various details and trying to figure out
vhich elesent is based on which fact, which is
lifted from a particular piece of fiction, and
so on. In any case, the elements are fitted
together reasonably well...well enough to keep
the plots moving swiftly and provide believable
sotivation for the action. 0f course, virtual-
ly all the action is deus—ex-@achina: the pro-
tagonist rarely does anything @ his own initi-
ative, but just rolls with the punches and tries
to get out of trap after trap and fight after
fight. He always triumphs in the end, but his
actions from the beginning to the end are all
defensive. As far as I'm concemed this is per—
fectly all right. I don't think any other type
of story could be set in this type of universe.

The story line of A Private Cosmos isn't
particularly believable in summary, (and I'a
not going to summarize it) but the action keeps
your eye moving fast enough so you don't notice.
The details of background keep the inquiring
part og your mind busy, so reader identifica-
tion is alsost total, which is about the best
a writer of adventure fiction can hope to
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achieve.

All three ™orld of Tiers" books were a hell
of a lot of fun to read, and I'1]1 even recommend
thes to more ™serious” sf readers who don't
usually go for ERB-type adventure fantasy.

—Larl Evers

CONTRABAND FROM OTHERSPACE By A. Bertram Chandd<¢
ler; REALITY FORBIDDEN By Philip €. High.
Ace G609, 50¢

1 sust adait to having never been overly
fond of Mr. Chandler's Ris World stories and
must join the voiced chorus when the author
states "...it has been said that most of myout-
put could be classed as 'costume sea stories'.”
Yessir.

The first sentence of Contraband is nice:
"The inevitable freezing wind whistled thinly
over Port Forlorn, bearing eddies of grittydust
and flurries of dirty snow, setting discarded
sheets of newspaper cavorting over the fire-
scarred concrete of the landing field like mid-
get ballet dancers in soiled costumes." It is
a striking example of mood-setting sadly wasted
as the story progresses to reveal a silly plot
about the discovery of s derelict spaceship
filled with the bodies of rag—clad men and wo-
men.

Commodore Grimes and his wife Sonya (most
fortunately holding a degree in Xenology!), along
vith an able crew, set out to discover the cause
of the sudden appearance of this strange vessel.
The investigation leads them into an alternate
space/time dimension where they discover a race
of alien super-rats. I've no idea what Mr.
Chandler's opinion of rats really is, but he
used thes once before in a rather (1f you'll
pardon the expression) ratty novel titled The
Hamelin Plague (Monarch). It wasn't very suc-
cessful el ther.




A heavy reliance on coincidence coupled
with naive characterizations makes the novel

difficult to finish, and the almost constant
use of unexplained (as well as unbelievable)
'science' stops the reader so often, and with
such annoying regularity, that I feel Mr. Chand-
ler vill be lucky if anyone reading for pleas-
ure finishes the book.

+

Mre High's novel is a 1ittle better...but
not much. The basic idea of the world of the
next century, where the human race is fighting
to keep control after the invention of a now-
outlawed 'dreae—machine' which gives relative
reality to individeal imaginations, is a some-
what hoary old plot that might manage to get by
vith the guidance of a top-notch sf writer.
Sadly, Mr. High seeas to lack the power tobring
Ms story off cohesively. Though several scen—
es are quite readable and dramatically strong,
they are analogous to dandelions on the lawn—
pretty if not so misplaced.

Plot wheels tum quickly but not convino-
ingly as it 1s found that 'aliens' have invaded
the Carth and are seemingly responsible for the
present turmoil. The story's hero, Gilllad,
escapes into Canada where he finds that the
drem-aachine is not outlawed but used openly;
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where he meets Vanessa (very good scene) and
finally professes his love for her (very bad
scene); and, where he is caught up in page aft-
er page of cloak-and-dagger shenanigans that
snap along briskly but never generate much sus-
pense or real interest. Characters are picked
up and dropped nervously, seeaingly brought in
out of necessity only to clear up occasional
plot stickiness. The climax reads like an out-
dated sf prerequisite rather than a well-thought
out conclusion.

Though bearing little reseeblance to each
other, both halves of this Ace Double-Novel are
quite alike in the fact that each is a shallow
treatment of a shallow theme. for S0¢ you're
better off reading one good novel. Two more
like these (and back-to-back, mind you'!) and
I'11 be ready to go back to Charles fort...lots
of laughs there, anyway.

—Richard Delap
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BRIEFLY NOTED:

THE MAKING OF STAR TREK By Stephen E. Whitfield
and Gene Roddenberry—=Ballantine 73004, 95¢.

This goodie I got free at Baycon. It is
passing interesting in spots (like some of the
meaoes, some of the inside glimpses, some views
of the personalities involved) but a lot of it
is nothing more than the same kind of publicity
handout rehash that G. Harry Stine did with "To
Make A 'Star Trek'" in the February ANALOG.

—38ill Glass
Rasad
THE REVOLVING BOY By Gertrude Friedberg—tce
=58, 60¢

The slow first half of this book deals with
the personal difficulties of a boy who was born
in space and who has a special, disturbing "wild
talent: he is directionally sensitive to apdnt
in outer space. The second half becomes absorb-
ing and exciting when the signal is suspected by
scientists to be from aliens seeking contact
vith other intelligent beings.

Mrs. Friedberg writes well and has managed
to create a thoroughly believeable everyday
world of the near future that never obtrudes
yet ispresses with its detail and cohesion.

—Richard €. Geis
-+

NEUTRON STAR By Larry Niven—Ballantine U6120,
™

Larry Niven has created a future in which
hyperspace drive is common and in which Man has
spread by colonizing and by trade into inter-
stellar space...and has intimate contact with
other intelligent life forms, notably the pup~
peteers, who are dedicated cowards and who manu—
facture a spaceship shell which is impenetrable
and which is used by Man and others throughout
the "known" galaxy.

Beowlf Shaeffer is Niven's hero in most of
the eight fine stories in this collection, and
he is a whole character, a unique person, a joy
to follow through his adventures which usually
are springboarded by his need for money.

Larry Miven writes the kind of science fic-
tion—detailed, imaginative, consistent, in
depth, that makes you wish his books would never
end. Niven's sf is among the best in the field,
and I do not say this casually. I enjoy his
stories immensely.

—Richard €. Geis

THE MOON MEN By Edgar Rice Burroughs—Ace G-748
50¢
This volume also contains a second novel,
The Red Hawk. Both were originally published
in 1925 and the fictional techniques are cumber-
some, dated and by now clicheds Strictly for
collectors and those who are curious or those
vho have 3 severe case of galloping nostalgia.
—Richard €. Geis

=+

DIMENSIONS BEYOND THE KNOWN By John Macklin—
Ace H-89, 60¢
Macklin has collected 56 strange tales of
bizzare, occult and supematural happenings and
presented them in short fictional form. Some
date back into the 1800's. They're interesting
and easy to read. It is claimed that each case
has been carefully researched and documented.
—Richard E. Geis

++

WILD TALENTS By Charles Fort—Ace H-88, 60¢

Charles fort collected newspaper accounts
of unusual events. This book is an accumulat-
ionof stories about people and happenings that
apparently involve psi powers in many instances.
fort was an eccentric and wove some unusual
theories to account for these events. His credq
and that of many others, is "There are more
things in Heaven and Earth than are dreamt of
in your philosophy, Horatio." Excuse my bad
memory if the quote isn't accurate. The meaning
is there. Good old Charles Fort makes you won—
defeso

—Richard E. Geis
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Pans We U Ruow...

And Perkaps Wik We Didu't

THE PUNSTER

There is a connection of some sart between
punning and science fiction fandam. The persis-
tent, insistent and and even maniacal maker of
puns seems to find it his natural habitat and
congenial milieu.

why us? Or is it that ather circles know
him, too? Perhaps he inflicts himself likewise
upon the Shriners and the Mooses and the Elks?
Perhaps he wears ane of those funny little red
hats and makes puns about it? Perhaps. But I
don't really think so. We in science fiction
fandom have committed same nameless venial sin
(perhaps it's our being se ceaselessly preaccu-
pied with words, while failing to insist an any
standards in their use) and have received for
our punishment—

The Punster.

We all make puns, of course. They are harm—
less and, taken in moderation, impart a flavor
of playful amiability to any social conversation.
An adult who puns shows that he still has a
childlike heart; a child wha puns gives promise
of a good head. And there is that rare person
who has such a talent for punning that it wauld
be a waste and a pity ta see it lodged with him
useless. Mr, forrest J. Ackerman is one such,
and distinquished himself pleasantly during an
earlier part of his career by his effartless
punning (and funning, in general), putting fortn
puns as easily as a tree puts forth leaves; but
his is 3 dangerous examcle to follow or to en-
courage others to follaw. For punning, the most
mechanical form of humor, is peculiarly suscepti-
ble to a kind of abuse. This is because a pun
can praduce a laugh simply by being obvious and
outrageous. And this places it within the grasp
of hands which are too thickfingered to take up
any subtler device.

And so we have the Punster. He comes among

By

Seldom to laught-
He reduc~

us and reduces us to groans.
er but always to good-natured groans.
es every meeting, every conversation, every at-
tempt at a business transaction to the same
groaning condition. When he's present the club-
room sounds like a battle-field hospital. He
rises from his chair and proposes that the club
should have a barbecue—picnic at Azusa, where we
can Cucamonga eucalyptus trees. That being re-
jected, he suggests a visit to Marineland, where
we'll have 3 whale of a time. There are the ex-
pected groans at this and he advises the assemb-
lage nat to blubber about it. The chaiman raps
his gavel and tells the Punster he is out of ord-

Arthur Jean Cox n



er, and he replies that he knows it and that is
why he is taking Carter's little liver pills —
"because I's out of order, ha, ha, ha, ha!"

A curious thing about the Punster: he always
seeas to be in an elated state. (We wish he
were in some other. Alaska, say.) ((GROANNN))
His eyes gleam and roll in every direction,
searching, searching — searching for the occas-
ions for puns, searching for the effects of puns
~—and his skin glows red and white, as if his
head were a furnace in which he is intemally
forging puns, forging thea night and day, forging
them even when he is silent, which is seldom.
Sometimes people rise to protest his puns. He
puns them down. He will take on all comers. He
proposes punning matches at the club and world
punning matches at the conventions, where he
vill best, through sheer indefatigability, all
comers. Sometimes visitors, distinguished or
prepossessing visitors, come to the club, and
the Punster is there, too, and glorying in the
full possession of his powers. The visitors
smile and look at each other, as if they were
exchanging notes to be read aloud later...and
we never see them again.

I recall that I once complained to the Pun—
ster about his monomania,on the grounds that it
ruined all conversation in his presence. He
punned at me. I persisted...and, suddenly, to
my surprise, he vanished! And there appeared
before my startled eye another individual, very
much like his in mere physical appearance, who
greeted @e with a wild stare of accusation, as
if he had sprung up from the earth to demand the
whereabouts of the missing Punster. He was rath-
er stuffy, this fellow; hurt, reproachful, mor-
al, even sanctisonious, and given — as such fel-
lows are — to asking searching questions. Mor-
ally outflanked, I retired, abashed.

But something had come to light in this lit-
tle encounter. The Punster is humorless. He is
never truly serious, either; he doesn't know how
to be. He is either intoxicated, punchdrunk with
puns, or as sober as a prohibition agent, mistak-
ing solemnity for seriousness. And having no
feeling for what is truly serious, he does not
have — as how could he hase? — 3 sense of hum-
or. He has never been known to make a joke oth~
er than a pun. He has no wit. He is completely
incapable of tuming a phrase, minting an epi-
gras, writing a satire. Irony is inaccessible
to him; burlesque is a lost art to him.

That overflowing good—humor and high spirits
which expresses itself in a hundred effortless
pleasantries, even an oce sional pun, and which
is the charm of ever; social gathering and which
(it is not too much to say) liberates life from

dull circuastantiality — that easy good humor
is a possession of which no one ever suspected
him. He is, in fact, with his elated air and
his constant punning, a horrible sort of parody
of it, a low, coarse caricature of a witty and
urbane man.

And, really he is NOT two men, Jekyll and
Hyde, the Punster and the solemn Reproacher.
They are identifiable as one by a prominent un-
derlying trait: the punning and the solemn re—
proaching are both forms of aggression. He
means to be outrageous when he puns. Being out-
rageous is, of course, something peculiar to and
allowable in puns, but our Punster desists not,
neither doth he tire; he hammers them out end—
lessly. It is a form of assertion, a very suc-
cessful form which he has adapted to himself,
just as his solemnity is likewise a form of ag-
gression, more conventionally respectable if not
so socially acceptable. And that elation he
shows — isn't it the elation of a bully who
finds himself unchecked, the marauder who finds
his course unimpeded? Seeing himself without
effective opposition, making his presence con-
tinually and triumphantly felt among persons who
are in most respects (as he cannot help but re-
cognize) superior to himself, and lacking all
internal restraints, he puns amuck.

What can we do? There is a remedy within
reachs Ruthless though he may be, he has to
have an audience. Not an appreciative audience,
to be sure, but a responsive one. It is too
much to ask that we should laugh at his "serious—
ness” (most of us not being capable of such so-—
cial aggression), but I, for my part at least,
am resolved never to laugh, or to groan, at his
"humor.” Silence is a more fitting and effect-
ive reply than the most brutal, derisive laugh-
ter.

=+

COAs: Mike Ward to Box 45, Mountain View,
Calif. G4040.

Damon Knight to 14101 North Bayshore,
Maderira Beach, Fla. 33708.

Gahan Wilson to P.0. Box 1052, Key
West, Fla. 33040.

Earl Evers to Box 352, 626 So. Alvar-
ado St., Los Angeles, Calif. 90057.

John D. Berry to Mayfield House, Stan—
ford, Calif. 94305.

Al Snider to Box 2319, Brown Univer-
sity, Providence, R.I. 02912.
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P.O. Box 3116

Hﬂ"" Yo, MET THE EAN

You wenre FEUDWNG WiTH
2
o PIYCHOTIC VET--.

HARLAN ELLISON
3484 Coy Drive
Sherman Oaks, Cal.
91403

You may have come across
Sam Moskowitz's threaten—
ed Holy War against those
of us he had chasen to
call "new wave".

His Magna Carta is set forth in a single,
silly fanzine titled Different, #30. A copy of
this magazine has fallen inta my hands, though
Sam never sent me one, and my response ta his
"Holy War" has been mailed to him. I enclose
a Xerox copy of this response, which I hope you
will run in the next issue of your magazine, a-
long with some appropriate statements an Mr,
Moskowitz's insane vendetta.

((SaM didn't send me a copy, either. 1 have
written to ask far a copy, however,))

Dear Sam:

1'm disappointed you didn't send me a
copy of the thirtieth anniversary issue of Dif-
ferent. Did you suppose 1 would be disinterest-
ed in a declaration as noble and far-reaching as
the ane therein? 1'm surprised at you, Sam. I
wauld have thought you knew me better than that
by now; after all, it has been only a month or
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so shy of seventeen years that I've been in the
field and known you.

But, as luck would have it, a copy found its
way to my eyes, and I must say 1 applaud your
stand, anc your effarts. They are doomed, of
course, and far the simplest reasons. But I ap-
plaud you nontheless. In point of fact, I'1l
help you further vour cause. It can anly aid
and abet the revolution in speculative fiction.
It can anly help mature the genre faster. The
louder you squeal, the quicker the changes will
be wrought.

I suggest, however, that you nat even bather
misquoting me, or quoting me out of-context, ar
dreaning up out of whole cloths such quotes as
you attribute to me in Different. Why bother,
Sam, sweetheart: I1'1]1 gladly give you even mare
inflamatory statements; merely request same.
I'11 cooperate in any way possible. I'll give
you copy that will terrify and infuriate your
supporters. As many as you want, on any phase
of the situation you need some fuel ta stoke up.

In short, what I'n saying, Sam my man, is
this: you want a Holy War? Then get it on, baby,



get it on!

With incredible sincerity,

PSY 27 is so loaded with
acidic vitriol I hardly know

ARDY PORTER
55 Pineapple St.

Apt. 3~ vhere to begin. I think I'd
Brooklyn, N.Y. suggest that new is a good
11201 time to cut most of 1t out;

(NEW ADDRESS) it's already gone far past
the point of sudslinging in—
to the reals of out and out libel, and exercising
the editorial bluepencil, like in the Bjo-Donaho
squabling, might be a very good thing indeed for

fandoa and, for that matter, prodem as well.

((Agreed. Usually, however, these clashes
die out naturally after an issue or two, as all
that can be said is said, and as interest wanes.
Once in a while I accelerate the process, of
coorse.

But the PSY credo as articulated in the PSY
2] editorial still stands for SFR: "Here is a
forun. Here is a place for qripes, sgiulatlon.
appreciation, criticisn and reviews."))

Harlan slants things his own way in his col-
umn in #27 when he defines the myriad categories
of category publishing (mysteries, westerns,
gothics, nurse novels, etc.) as subdivisions of
mainstream, and then goes on to define sf as a
different category altogether. Mainstream and
sf, he seems to be saying — just the two, en-
cospassing all sodern writing. Building from a
base like this, it's easy to see how he creates
his case. Mot that I disagree with his final
results — it's just that I think the base of
the pyramid is constructed of different marer—
fals.

What is this vast concern with Ree Dragon—
stte? She did some work for Astounding back in
the '40's, and has been around the New York bo-
heajan/beat/hip postry circles for sore years
than I've been alive. The last mention 1 saw
of her vas a poetry listing a fev months ago
somevhere in the Village, as recording in the
"When-¥here-what® 1ist on the back of the Vil-
lage Voice. I met her once at Steve Takacs'
book store. Her address (at least, I suppose
{t's here—it's listed as Rita Oragonette in
the Manhattan phone book) is: 115 West 16 St.
Rov that you know she's alive and (presumably)
wll, What Nowl...

(( Dunno. Several issues back someone ask-
ed about her since she was..er..well known...to
several sf pros during the '40's, and comment
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about her has drifted in, and I've published
it, ever since. This is probably the Last Word
on ber.))

for what it's worth, Richard Bergeron is
head of an agency — an art agency, not the ad-
vertising type — that does much work for plac-
es and big coepanies around the New York scene.
And, from what I hear and can see, he's consid-
ered quite a good graphics man. And yes, you
did botch up his total graphic design with your
placement of the typing on the cover of PSY 26.

As far as graphics go, I've learmed a lot
by looking at what Ted Whits, Dick Bergeron and
others have done — and I's sure you've seen
that reflected in the pages of ALGOL. I've us-
ed graphic design in doing up ads, both pro-
fessional and fannish (look at the Atlanticon
ad in the BayCon Program Book) and would really
go for an offset ALGOL. Let's see, I'd use 2
photo-composer, and Gray Morrow—Jack Gaughan—
Dick Powers—John Schoenherr artwork ... and
about §500 to put it out. Owell, maybe some

yeare..

PSYCHOTIC 27, upon ap~
preciative reading, be-
lies its title. Every
word therein is lucid
and coherent—so much
so that I find my cosment limited to either a
nod of agreesent or a frown of disbelief, but

in no given instance am I puzzled as to the
meaning of the written content.

ROBERT BLOCH
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