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Good News From Hyperion !

Baum, L. Frank.

The Master Key.
Cloth/$8.95/Pre-pub./$7.61
Paper/$3.75/Pre-pub./$3.38

O
Capek, Karel.

The Absolute at Large.
Cloth/$8.50/Pre-pub./$7.23
Paper/$3.50/Pre-pub./$3.15

O
Chambers, Robert W.
In Search of the Unknown.
Cloth/$8.95/Pre-pub./$7.61
Paper/$3.75/Pre-pub./$3.38
O

Cook, William Wallace.

A Round Trip to the Year 2000.
Cloth/$9.50/Pre-pub./$8.08
Paper/$3.85/Pre-pub./$3.47

e
Cummings, Ray.

The Girl in the Golden Atom.
Cloth/$9.95/Pre-pub./$8.46
Paper/$3.95/Pre-pub./$3.56

O
England, George Allan.
Darkness and Dawn.

Cloth/$13.95/Pre-pub./$11.86

Paper/$5.95/Pre-pub./$5.36
[ ]
Greg, Percy.

Across the Zodiac.
Cloth/$13.50/Pre-pub./$11.48
Paper/$5.50/Pre-pub./$4.95
°
Griffith, George.

The Angel of the Revolution.
Cloth/$11.50/Pre-pub./$9.76
Paper/$4.75/Pre-pub./$4.28

Selected by Sam Moskowitz
ju = - with great Pre-Publication Savings if you order now! I 1

Gritfith, George.

Olga Romanoff.
Cloth/$10.50/Pre-pub./$8.93
Paper/$4.25/Pre-pub./$3.83

.
Hastings, Milo.
City of Endless Night.
Cloth/$9.95/Pre-pub./$8.46
Paper/$3.95/Pre-pub./$3.56

[ ]
Keller, David H.

Life Everlasting, and Other Tales
of Science, Fantasy and Harror.

Cloth/$10.50/Pre-pub./$8.93
Paper/$4.25/Pra-pub./$3.83

O

Lamb, Harold.

Marching Sands.
Cloth/$9.50/Pre-pub./$8.08
Paper/$3.75/Pre-pub./$3.38

O
Merritt, A.
The Metal Monster.

Cloth/$7.95/Pre-pub./$6.76
Paper/$2.95/Pre-pub./$2.66

e
Paltock, Robert.

The Life and Adventures of
Peter Wilkins.
Cloth/$10.95/Pre-pub./$9.31
Paper/$4.50/Pre-pub./$4.05
e
Pope, Gustavus W.
Joumey to Mars.
Cloth/$12.95/Pre-pub./$11.01
Paper/$5.25/Pre-pub./$4.73

e
Rhodes, W.H.
Caxton’s Book.
Cloth/$8.95/Pre-pub/$7.61
Paper/$3.75/Pre-pub./$3.38

Rousseau, Victor.
The Messiah of the Cylinder.
Cloth/$9.50/Pre-pub./$8.08
Paper/$3.85/Pre-pub./$3.47

L]
Serviss, Garrett P.
A Columbus of Space.
Cloth/$9.50/Pre-pub./$8.08
Paper/$3.95/Pre-pub./$3.56

L]
Serviss, Garrett P.
The Second Deluge.
Cloth/$10.95/Pre-pub./$9.31
Paper/$4.50/Pre-pub./$4.05

O
Stapledon, W. Olaf.
Darkness and Light.
Cloth/$7.50/Pre-pub./$6.38
Paper/$2.95/Pre-pub./$2.66

o
Tarde, Gabriel De.
Underground Man.
Cloth/$7.50/Pre-pub./$6.38
Paper/$2.95/Pre-pub./$2.66

.
Weinbaum, Stanley G.
The Martian Odyssey,
and Other Tales:
The Complete Collected Stories
Cloth/$13.50/Pre-pub./$11.48
Paper/$5.75/Pre-pub./$5.18

O
Wylie, Philip.
Gladiator.
Cloth/$9.95/Pre-pub./$8.46
Paper/$3.95/Pre-pub./$3.56

Complete Set—Cloth/$234.45
Pre-pub./$175.84

Compilete Set—Paper/$95.55
Pre-pub./$81.22

PLUS...
7 by SAM MOSKOWITZ

Explorers of the Infinite.
Cloth/$9.75/Pre-pub./$8.29
Paper/$3.95/Pre-pub./$3.56

.
The Immortal Storm.
Cloth/$8.95/Pre-pub./$7.61

Paper/$3.50/Pre-pub./$3.15
-

Masterpieces of Science Fiction.

Cloth/$12.95/Pre-pub./$11.01
Paper/$4.95/Pre-pub./$4.46
e

Modern Masterpieces of
Science Fiction.
Cloth/$12.95/Pre-pub./$11.01
Paper/$4.95/Pre-pub./$4.46
o
Science Fiction By Gaslight.
Cloth/$9.95/Pre-pub./$8.46
Paper/$4.25/Pre-pub./$3.83
e
Saekers of Tomorrow.
Cloth/$11.50/Pre-pub./$9.76
Paper/$4.75/Pre-pub./$4.28

Complete Set/Hardcovar/$66.05

Pre-pub./$49.54
Complete Set/Paper/$26.35
Pre-pub./$22.40

Plus the Original Edition —
Hardcover Only

Moskowitz, Sam.
Under the Moons of Mars.
Cloth only/$7.95
Special Discount/$5.96

SPECIAL PRE—PUBLICATION OFFER —

Landmark works of the last three centuries — remarkable

novels and stories of speculation, prophecy, fantasy and
high adventure that probed the unknown, penetrated the
unseen and often predicted the future. Now reprinted, with
new introductory material, in the greatest collection of
science fiction classics ever published. These famous pio-
neer writings, many of them rare collectors’ items, have
long been out of print and almost impossible to obtain, or
extremely expensive if you were lucky enough to find
them. Now Hyperion brings them to you in fine, reason-
ably-priced editions.

Clothbound, 15% off on individual titles.
The complete clothbound set, 25% off.

°
Paperbound, 10% off on individual titles.
The complete paperbound set, 15% off.

°
Offer ends February 15, 1974.

TO ORDER: Simply list the titles you want,
include your check or money order, plus $1.00
to cover postage and handling, and send to:

HYPERION PRESS, INC.

45 Riverside Avenus, Westport, Conn. 06880
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ALIEN THOUGHTS:

What you should do for raised eye—
brows, incredulous oaths and hysterical
laughter is drink quickly three ounces
of 01d Peach Pit brandy, two ounces of
Rotten Potato vodka, two ounces of Hap—
py Guzzlers gin, and five ounces of
home=brewed Panthor Sweat..sinr that or-
L s B

That's what I dovned when the hor—
rendous thought of a 300C print run on
the trusty Gestetner occurred to me.

The thought intruded partly because
my printer (and in my experience he is
typical in spite of friendship and an
association wilh science ficticn and
fandom that goes back thirty years or
so) has consistently taken 2 month or
more to merely print an issue of THE
ALTEN CRITIC.

fever mind the job of coliating and
stapling and folding—I have been co-
ing that.

" As a result the sixth.issue was
late—a lot. A lot in my view, eny-

Haye And now //7eass

Gf course his problems and concerns
are not mine; he thinks nothing of piec-
ing TAC-work in betueen other, nore im-
portant jobs (more important means bet-
ter paying,‘dnce ke is doing my print-
ing for very little prefit).

As I mentioned, I have been collat—-
ing, stapling and fclding these last
two photo-offset issues to save time and
money. He is not set up to do bindery
-work and binderies in Portland charge
outlandish prices. ‘'ould you believe
300, for one issue?

Today is November 13th. T gave the
printer the copy for TAC /7 (camera-
ready, no problems; on October 17th. He
estimated his assistant would need 3
days to run it off ¢n the large press
and maybe another day or two to run the
sheets through the folder for the first
fold. I will gather the once-folded
pages and staple them and make the final
fold. Then I will take the copies to
him to be trimmed.

I've been. calling every Horiday and
triday since the first of the month—
excuses and promises. 1 expect the
pages this week, tut I von't hsld my

~ breath.

~ ing this issue myself.

These are publisher's wailings, of

_.coursey and all publishers will nod and

sympathize.

Back to the incredible 3000 copy
mimeo thought; it croggled me at first
—until T gave it a thorough examine-
tion.

In the first place the idea would-
n' avgn_Qelfgyntly credible if I did-
n't own 3 Gestetner 466 with its heavy—
duty electric motor and the automatic
joqcing feature which assures nice, neat
stacks .in .the.receiving.tray that are
instantly ready to place in the feed

fray for reverse—side printing° And

right° I staple them anyway, flgft7

And while it is true a mimeo edition in-

volves more ‘pages to collate, I save
time by not having.to fald...and I save
the several days it takes to paste-up
the typed copy into camera-ready pages.

The time spent in production (ex—
cept for mimeoing) is the same.

The wild surmise began to harden in
my mind. I made cost estimates.

Here it is: I save :350. by print-—
That is the dif-
ference betveen a further loss and a
small profit.

More thoughts: I don't have to col-

" late and staple all 3000 copies at once;

I can do enough for the initial mailing
to subscriters, trades, complimentary
copies and bookstcres, and then peck
away—an hour now and then—rfor 3
month or so afterward for the daily
copies-necded and the new beokstores
and the back-copy reserve.

The same piecemeal approach is pos-
sible and desirable for the mimeoing of
an issue: do a3 few pages one afternoon
each week. That vay there's no week-
long sweatinc and swearing slavery over
a hot mimeo. I used to complain about
that a lot when I was mimeoing SCIEHCE
FICTION REVIE

Y'e are too soon old, too late smart.

I test-ran some 9 x 12 envelopes
througn the machine earlier tonight and
discovered it would feeg 24# white uove
open flaps very nicely. Yhich means I
save .20, on that printing bill, too.

tiake that :370. saved.

There-are 1iabiHties: the mimeo
edition weighs a bit aver ¥ oz. more
per copy, which means about {10. more
at the 3rd Class bulk rate window, and
the envelopes cost ,20. more per thou-
sand.

But I can live with that.

All this hinges on one thing, as
you who have read RICHARD E. GEIS 7,
Z, 5 and TAC #% will remember; the Ges—
tetner had an illoess—it somehow had
coniracted the dreaded disease Creep—
ing Stencilitis, and nothing I could
do mede it :ell. ilot cven 2 new impres—
sion roller or new feed fingers. Also,
the mechanism refused to drop the rol-
ler when ardered to do so {the roller
picked up some beautiful coatings of
ink that way).

Yell, I worked two hours on, the ma-
chine today, and I finally discovered
the reason for the roller drop insubor—
dination. That is now taken care of.

Whether that small adiustment has
also cured the stencil creep is a ques—
tion I will have answered as soon as I
put this stencil on the machine and run
500 copies or so. 150C to be sure.

If the problem is solved, fine, and
you'll be reading this in issue #8. If
the machine is still ailing I'll have
to send it to the shop for expert an-
alysis and professional tinkering.
Ain't no way I'm going to fight stencil
creep every hundred copies cn a 3000
run. ‘hich means this editorial will
see publication in 79.

- 1 really dn want to save that !350.
It would reduce tne "nut" from 81350,
to #1000 per 3000 copy issue. GCh, yes,
Rig-Time-Semi-Pro fanzine publishing is
expensive. I've sunk over ;:2000. into
TAC so far and the wish to see an end
to red ink is, honestly, the major reas=-
on for the change.

The magazine won't look as profes-
sional as the chotc-offset issues, but
the printis larger and easier to read
this way, and I doubt that sf and fan-
tasy fans are very snghbish; most pre-
fer mimeo, feeling it moro informal,

-~ personal and 'varm'.

All things cansidered, photo-offset
is as much an ege—trip as a convenience.



it has Leen in iy life, anyway.

You are not being short-changed by
this 48-page format, by the way; the
wordage equals or exceeds an 80-page
photo-offset version.

And, of course, this format ailows
for 2-page increases if necessary, to
accomodate last minute must-print items
vhere in photo-offset it had to be 4 to
8 page jumps and an increase in costs of
significance.

The beauty of photo—offset is in
the ease of using interior artwork. Ir
mimeo one must glue in electronic sten—
ciled inserts to get decent art (drau-
ing on-stencil with stylj and shading
plates i's now almost totaily a lost art)
and I do not trust electronic stenciies
inserts to stay glued over a 30C0 copy
run, 2nd once an insert is faulty—such
as 3 leak in an ecge or a tesr or a3 hole
or 3 wrinkle—it's 2 blue-balled bas-
tard to fix in mid-run. I krow! I have
eleventy=seven gray hairs to prove it.

S0, much as I'd like to, T will nct
be using artwork inside...unless it is
full-page.

The ccver is from an electronic
stencil, too. And the bacover, if T—K
Graghics will go aleng with it for their
ac.

You've noticed this three-column
format. It"s something I've wanted to
try with this typer, and now's the time.

Technically, from an ecitorial point
of view, it's 3 Goed Thing: short lines
and short sentences and short paragraphs
make for easy reading. The eye is not
intizidated by large masses of unending
texts (A lesson many fan editors and
little-magazine =nd some academic edit-
ors should learnse...specifically the
editors of RIVERSIOE QUARTERLY, FOUNDA-
TION and EXTRAPOLATION, to name a few.)

But thinking in terms of such "com-
mercial" effects is Simply Not Done in
them circles. I am a firm believer in
giving text lots of air...so that it

will have every chance at being read.
-

This is the evenirg of hov. 15, Vest-
erday I ran 870 copies of the first page
of this editorial—and surprise—mnot

a sign of Stercil Creep! I shall put

it out my shingie as a Gestetner doct—
or. Saved an expensive repair bill.
That's one smail triumph for a fan; one
large victory for self-sufficiency.

Anotner nail in the coffin of the
photo-ofiset TAC is the lousy job of
printing Ferri Press did on #7 {which
was celivered today for my nimble col-
lating fingers znd whomping stapling
palm); over-inking is a severe problem
for Don Day and company, apparently,
and in any event I wouldn't let him do
8 2nyway. WNo way.

y apolegies to you all for those
hard-to-read pages in #7. But I will
not nay hospital bills for acute squint
ar terminal eye strain. You Lo pave my
syapathy and I'i1 send a can of Al to
your sceing-—eye C0G.

P

Novesber 27t. Finished addressing
the trade copies of #7 tecay, along with
the cemplimentary cspies, and tomerrow
we tzke the 3rd class bulk mailing &
everything eise with a stamp on it to
the cantral post cffice. #7 will be
off and crawling intc the Christmas mail
glut.

I have just remembered another reas—
on to not use artwork inserts in these
pages: after a year or so the inserts
come unglued and easily peel off the
stencil.

Since I will be preserving these
stencils for reprintings of this issue
a few years down the line, I'll save
curses by staying far away from therm
lousy insertings.

Wzll written, interesting text does-
n't need artwork. (That's necessity
putting down concrete justificaiions.)

+H

It may be @y plebian, lower—class
cultural instincts (howzat for a phrase
to drive psychologists and sociologists
into frenzies— 'cultural instincts'!},
but I feel more at ease on-stencil like
this, sitting here in my underwear while
sucking cn a mint at 10:13 Pi.

“Upstairs mom and Augie are listen—
ing to the police tand on a short-wave
radio. It's fascinating to hear local
thieves, murderers ang hit-runners at
work—and sometimes they catcn crimin-

B

als, too. That's not true, but I could-
n't resist.)

S+

SIGNALS FROM THE FUTURE are coming
thick ard fast.

Tha top oil consultant in the world,
a Mr. Levy (as T recall) was on NBC's
'CET THE PRESS Sunday. He is a spokes—
man for and advisor to the huge, multi-
national corpcrations.

He was astonishingly tlunt in a nice,
polysyllable . way—in plain language,
people, it is unthinkabie that Europe,
America and Japan will sit still for
very long for blackmail by a few rich
Arabs who hagpen to be sitting on very
vital oil reserves.

e are not about to be puppets at
the end of an oil line. \lhich means
counter-pressure up_to an including
war if necessary.

Item: A Sunday resort that the
top finance ministers of five Eurcp—
ean (and Arerica) met in secrecy to
discuss international money affairs.

The western governments have al-
ready decided to sell gold at the open
market price—thereby driving tre price
down—thereby whacking a big chunk of
value from the gold hoars built up bty
those Arab oil-rich sneiks.

More money-pressures may be in the
works against them.

Item: A high government spoxesman
has said that those great Arahian oil
reserves are too important a resource
for the world to play games with—
the oil should be portiored cut fairly
to neady patiors. fe did not say the
0il fields should be internastionalized
but it was implied.

If they persist, trc Arabs may be
declared incompetent to govern their
natural rescurces.

The crinch will come when they look
to the Soviet Unicn to save thea from
the Imperialists.

These are life and death sianals.
Let's hope the situation doesn't go to
the brink.

Make no mistake—everything is in
the pot this time, and our real rulers
will fight. “atch the menipulation.



of crises and shortages.

I will quote again Buzz Dixon from
TAC #5:

"Here's a news item for you.
They've torn down the Vietnamese
villages at ft. Benning that were
used to train troops in guerrilla
warfare, Oh, they still teach
guerrilla warfare, only they're
using a Middle East village now.
Guess where we're going next,
kiddees."

Do you get the feeling that, some-
how, somebody has planned all this?

Item: Congress hastily voted through
the Alaskan oil pipeline.

Item: 0il corporation executives
are calling for relaxation of strong
pollution and ecology regulations to
allow extensive off-shore drilling, in-
cluding the unstable Santa Barbara chan-
nel.

Item: A power shortage hit the North—
west apparently because of a water short-
age but actually because the public pow-
er damns have been starved for generat-
ors; they only have 29% of possible gen—
erator capacity...because the private
utilities (with Nixon's help) have lob-
bied in Congress against any expansion
of public-owned power installations.

These signals and clues all appear
in small back-page stories in the news—
paper.

IF the oil/refinery shortage cont-
i-ues for many months into 1974, the in-
dustrialized world will be thrown into
a depression.

Worse than 1929-39. Easily two-
thirds of the work-force in this country
could be unemployeds Needless to say,

5 or 6 already marginal sf magazibes and
publishers will quickly perish.

This exercize in speculation and
pessimism has been brought to you cour-
tesy the Geis Doomsayer Co. Accept no
substitutes.

Asterisks are conformists!

o

ALIEY THOUGHTS (Continued)

All you aficionados in fandom know
there has been a raging controversy be-

tween a few Importent fans (Tod Waite,
Aady Porter, Rich Brown) on the East
Coast, and the Convention Committee of
the 1972 orld Science Fiction Conven—
tion (LACON) in Los Angeles,

There has never been any love lost
between the East and West big wheels ,
and it seems that the Easterners are
flaying the ConCom for possibly making
a significant profit off the world con.
Convention bidding trips and expenses
were paid for, the Los Angeles Science
Fantasy Society building fund may have
benefited, and up to §1,000 in income
nay not be accounted for in the finan-
cial report recently issued.

In addition, the sf and fantasy pro-
fessionals, smelling Big Money in these
conventions, wish to cut a slice for
themselves.

Letters from John Boardman and Mike
Glyer in this issue reflect this con-
troversy.

As long as the world sf conventions
were small, non-profit labors-of-love,
there were few problems of this nature.

But now a worldcon sited in the U.
S.A. can gross more than THIRTY THOUSAND
DOLLARS.

That is a lot of responsibility and
a 1ot of temptation. There are indica-
tions that in recent years at least one
worldcon committee has cashed in, and
that at least one group has thought ser-
iously of bidding for a worldcon as a
get-rich~quick projecte

Fandom has been an amateur (in its
best sense) microcosm. We resist pro-
fessionalism and the profit motive; mak—
ing money off sf fans is a sin.

Yet the worldcon is Bige Putting
on a successful convention is a job
that calls for enormous amounts of time
and work in preparation and executien.
It requiresmen and women with experience,
talent and drive.

I think they should be paid for
their labor. If a surplus permits, I
would not boggle at the top two or
three committee members receiving $1000
as compensation. And That's low pay.

0f course, if a mjor depression
bits the world, worldcons may go back
to a few hundred fans and pros gathered

o e

i a smell, seeend—class hotel, if that.

But now worldcons are monstrous af-
fairs that require years of planning and
preparation.

I think we should be very careful
who we pick to run the worldcons, and
we should not go into spasms of phoney
outrage if the dedicated and concien-
tious few on the committee manage to
pay theaselves for their efforts after
the bills are paid.

"Prostitution is a much intrinsi-
cally less worthy career than acting,
modelling and dancing.

"Prostitutes, the lazy bitches, rank
among the most unambitious of women.
It is called the oldest profession be-
cause it is the easiest.

"A ten—-year-old girl can leam the
rudiment of the trade in hal f-an-hour,
to in a seant two weeks become an ac~
complished whore, to already in such
short time become bored still (pun in-
tended) with the occupation.

"Those who get 'trapped' into pros-
titution are those already too dismay-
ed by life, and their own helpless~
ness, to offer ought but a spiritless
token of resistance.

"The seeming self-sufficiency and
independence of a whore is an illusion
and a fallacy. The whore is, commonlv.
the most dependent of women, with a
vital need for her overseer or pimp, a
crude strength to reassure her and to
provide a stable, comforting prop un=
beatable to justify her apathy.

"Crooks, in the main, are not very
bright, and the fact that prostitution
flourishes says little for the calibre
of the women they recruit.

"Taken all round, prostitution as
it is teday can be demonstrated to be
a criminal exploitation of an under-
privileged group of persons, namely—
females of a particularly duab kind.

"Certainly such women should be
availed a protection of a sort vastly
different from the unsavory impositions
they endure at present.

"Whores should be treated similarly
to blind people, the handicapped, the



mentally deficient, and like bodies of
disadvantaged persons.

"And if it should transpire that
sexual intercourse is all that they are
fit for, then their protector should be
the government, and their earnings an
offset to public taxation and to their
own reasonably generous old age pen-
sions."

Jack Yodhams, letter,
THE MENTOR #23
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TOMORROV 'S LIBIDO:
SEX AND SCIENCE FICTION

An Article
by RICHARD DELAP

A recent brief spurt in science fic-
tion with sexual themes leads me to won-
der with amazement at the inertia of the
major publishing housess

It has been 2 good five years since
the boom in sex-oriented sf began with
the so-called porno publishers, a sud-
den rage that has now dwindled down to
next to nothing.

Many of the small publishers who
experienced 2 temporary boom in sales
when novels were 2llowed to "go ail the
way" began to branch out in themes and
eventually got around to sexed-up sci-
ence fiction,

Very much of interest to fans were
the novels of Philip Jose Farmer—THE
IMAGE OF THE BEAST, A FEAST UNKNOWN,
.and BLOWN, published by Essex House—
who is usually regarded as the first sf
author to treat sex as a serious theme.

His novels' covers were rather more
demure and 'arty' than the usual tits—
and-qarter-straps abominations that
adorned most of these publications, but
the novels themselves were mindiess and
duil, less interested in using sex for
a valid exploration of its meaning than
in pleasing an audience hot for vivid
descriptions of fucking and sucking in
all its variations.

Farmer's last effort in this line
(to my knowledge) was 5 male-oriented
gothic sex novel, LOVE SCNG, published
in 1970, :

After one gets past Farmer's confus-
anatomy— "1 increased the pressure

against the (clitoris) in the upper
part of the vagina" —and compulsive
showerbathing, one finds that for all
its idiocy the book is a sporadically
amusing spoof, not very good yet less
offensive than the previous books.

Byt the sex 1s non-romantic and
clinical, as if Farmer thought men would
be immune to the female cliches yet re-
sponsive to the male ones.

I suppose the regular audience for
such trivia would not object too strong-
ly, but I would venture that Farmer's
sf audience will be happier to remain
ignorant of these silly novels.

Essex House's efforts weren't a to-
tal loss, however. David Meltzer's
tetralogy, BRAIf PLANT, was dramatical-
ly disorganized but packed with lots of
good sf concepts and some surprisingly
mature and thoughtful writing.

And ttank Stine's SEASON OF THE
WITCH, a story of a man forced to re-
adjust to a woman's body in punishment
for murder, was a remarkable little nov-
el that actually came to grips with
sexuality ard wrestled it around in a
good show of 2gility and strength.

Stine's second novel, THRILL CITY,
didn't fare quite so well, however, mix-—
ing surrealism and sex into a preten—
tious hodge-podge of negativism and
brutality.

There was a rumor for a time that
Stine would re-write SEASOW CF THE
WITCH, without the heavy emphasis on
porno-sex, but apparently nothing ever
came of it and Stine seems to have dis-
aopeared- from the sf scene.

Essex House also brought out two of
Richard E. Geis' sf-and-sex novels (nct
to mention numerous 'general' works—
i.e., rape, child molestation, lesbian-
ism, etc. etc. etc),THE ENDLESS ORGY
and RAY MEAT, the first a messy bit of
sex~drenched but puerile humor, the
second loaded with "in" jokes that might
have kept the fans chuckling a bit but
was troubled by oversimplification that
gave no more than a shallow nod to any
worthwhile thematic content.

Geis' fiction, all that I have reac
anyway, rings hollow and lacks the emo—
tional punch of his fanzine monolag
rumbles.

e

The Olympia Press, once the publish-
ing bulwark of 'class' sex literature,
garnered some good reviews and main-
stream attention with several novels
by Barry N. Falzberg which: were laced
with visionary fantasies and well-
turned surrealisms.

SCREEN, 2specially received some
good notices, but ORACLE OF THE THOU-
SAMD HANDS and IN MY PARENTS' BEDROCM
also showed that Malzberg examined sex
with more than just a slack drooling
mouth and di-ty mind.

Malzberg has continued to turn out
sex—emphasised novels—THE SPREAD,
MASOCHIST, REVELATIONS—all paperback
editions, none of which have attracted
much interest from the science fiction
2udience.

(tiuch of Malzberg's recent sf also
hinges on sexual themes, especially
concerned with man and sex in space,
but it seems to have reached a com-
fortable (for Malzberg) impasse with
his award-winning novel, BEYOND APOLLO,
and dJoesn't show many signs of moving
forward yet.)

Even Olympia Press, however, could
not resist the temptation of the easy
buck and started publishing 2 lot of
drek, inclucing Ray Kainen's SATYR
TREK, blurbed as a "sexy Space/Time
trip"

Kainen's novel is a spoof—one
chapter is titled "The Mcon is a Car-
ish fortress," which is as close to
Heinlein as it gets—that takes its
hero and transports him from world to
world, where each of his sexual en-
counters ends in frustration until he
reaches the distant future where he be—
comes "the core of ego in the black
nole...a cunt of unimaginable construc-
tion, out of the very core of the uni-
verse itself," heading towards the womb
"as the universe ended."

He is reunited with his wife for a
happy ending, but the novel is never
able to stand above its exploitative
element and is merely tiresome.

Andrew J. 0ffutt churned out sever-
al sf novels of this type, usually un-
der the pseudonym "John Cleve". I man-
aged to read one, FRUIT OF THE LOIHS,
which gave me no incentive to go on to
others such as PLEASURE US, SWALLOW THE



LEADER, and, under the Offutt name, THE
GREAT 24~HOUR "THING".

Irving A. Greenfield, Dan Britain,
James Grazier, and the other authors of
little or no renown wrapped their sf/
fantasy attempts in large dollops of
sex, but none of them received much at-
tention for these often half-wit novels
and all seem to have mercifully drowned
in the sea of oblivion.

Paul Tabori, whose earlier THE GREEN

RAIN had lots of funny sex and was quite .

popular, came up with one titled THE
CLEFT, but the intervening years secm
to have affected his light touch and he
received little attention for this one.

A1l this porno and semi-porno was
bound to have an effect on the direc-
tion of sf in general, just as the sex-
exploitation films had a direct effect
on Hollywood product.

Harlan Cllison's DARGEROUS VISIONS
anthology was, six years ago, consider-
ed rather startling, and Samuel R. De-
lany's story, "Aye, and Gormorrah..."
displayed a cautious, intellectual probe
into the realm of sex.

Ellison's latest, AGAIN, DANGEROUS
VISIONS, is light-years ahead of its
predecessor in <exual themes, ranging
from the blatant (Ray Helson's "Tise
Travel for Pedestrians", Piers Anthonys
'In the Barn", and Ben Bova's "Zerd
Gee") to the subtle (James Tiptree's
"The Milk of Paradise" and Joanna Russ'
"hen It Changed").

Robert Silverberg's emergence as a
'serious' science fiction writer has
2lso been marked with an increased ex-
ploration of sexual themes, from the
tentative but thematically impressive
nudges in THORNS and THE FASKS OF TIME
to the explicit imagery that makes so
much of THE WORLD INSIDE quite remark—
able. -

(Silverberg, however, has not been
totally successful in more recent works:
SON OF MAN is as petagogic in its sex
as it is in its philosophy, THE BOOK CF
SKULLS is embarrassing in its sexual
miscalculations, and DYING THSIDE sim-
ply throws in sex to spice up the sag-
ging pace of a ponderous internal monc-
logue.)

Britisher Michael Moorcock has also

had an erratic time with sex, having
more luck with humor (THE FINAL PRO-
GRAMME) than with drama (BEHOLD THE
MAN) «

Joanna Russ has done excellently

with short stories but muffed her novel,

AND CHAOS DIED, in which all the exotic
imagery couldn't hide her faulty sexual
presumptions.

Like Russ, Kate Wilhelm has handled
sex vell in a variety of stories then
made a mess of it at novel-length in
the poorly-constructed and even more
poorly conceived MARGARET AND I.

The peak years of this exploitation
in science fiction seered to be 1968 to
1970, perhaps just a step bekind the
arts in general...or perhaps, as some
say, simply retreading the mainstreanm,
innocently (or ignorantly) regarding it
arcane.

This peak of interest was in part
influenced by the nadir of artistic ac-
complishment, Norman Spinrad's highly-
touted, fanatically overrated BUG JACK
BARRON (recently reprinted as a "main~
stream' novel with the cover blurb,
"mixes sex, television, and pelitical
intrigue," carefully hiding the sf con-
tent.)

While it is difficult to pin down a
single novel which represents the best
in this particular sutgenre, Spinrad's
novel surely encapsules nearly all the
mistakese

Supposedly concerned with the uses

and abuses of power, the novel was plot-

ted with a juvenile concept of their
rami fications, forced like a square peg
into a round hole and supported with
improbable hinges of spit and string.

The sex was florid but boring, psy-

chologically inept and buried in.a. numb-

ing barrage of clumsy neo—Joycean momo—
logues.

Spinrad has created several inter—
esting short stories, but each and ev-
ery one of his novels (including the
recent THE IRON DREAM, one of his worst
disasters) have been so incredibly aw-
ful that they are next to unreadable.

Spinrad is a vulgar, Philistinian
novelist, and perfectly condenses the
errors committed by shallow authors who
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are doomed to flounder helplessly in
the double-deadly waters of sex and
science fiction.

In 1972 the sex—and-sf cycle seem-
ed to have drawn to a premature close
when suddenly there was whipped out
a good deal of publicity to herald
the publication of STRANGE BEDFELLOWS:
SEX AND SCIENCE FICTTON (Random.House,
1972, #5.95, 273 pp.), edited by Thom-
as N. Scortia.

A collection of both reprint and
new fiction, the book is a real puz-
zle in that its best story was pub-
lished twenty years ago and overpow—
ers its more modern counterparts with
easee

So much for the progress attribu-
ted to the new freedom of print.

In his introduction Scortia stat-
es: "Science fiction with its spec—
ial techniques of the controlled ar-
tificial environment and of the re—
ductio ac absurdum offers opportuni-

ties for saying much about human sex—
uality than mainstream writing can—
not." :

In execution, however, too many
of the writers included here do not
find these cpportunities at all,
while some of the better stories, as
good as they are, 'do not say any-
thing about sex which ceuld not eas-
ily have been said in the mainstream
and use the sf element as mere color.

The best story by far is Theodore
Sturgeon's 1953 "The liorld 'fell Lost,'
which has for some time been consid-
ered such a touchy item that most
critics selcom even mention it.

(Moskowitz managed to call it
"really daring", ad Sam J. Ludwall
choked out a brief mention that Stur-
geon is "one of the few sf writers
who isn't afraid of stepping outside
the nice, solid and secure paramet-
ers of accepted sexual mores.")

The story seems to embarrass the
shit out of most peoplee

Sore have not liked its subject,
some have not liked the tregtment of
the subject, a few have simply con-
sidered it distasteful, and far too
many just seem scared to death by
ite



(Editor Scortia shows his own hys—
teria by vigorously asserting the auth-
or is "virile...{has an) intense sexual
presence (according to the editor's
wife)...(and is) a devoutly heterosex—
val writer.")

Yet it stands above the petty blind-
nesses and fears as perkaps the most
humane and human study of homosexuality
in the sf genre.

From the alien "loverbirds" to the
two humans assigned the task of return—
ing the aliens to their own world, Stur-
geon brilliantly explores the reactions
to a love that manages to survive any
and all social cstracism 2nd terrifies
only those who fear themselves.

Sturgeon locks at frightened con-
formity and its rigid future: "Given a
culture of sybarites, with an endless
choice of mechanical titillations, and
you have a people of unbreakable and
hidebound formality, a peonle with few
but massive taboos, a shockable, nar-

-row, prissy people obeying the rules—
even the rules of their calculated de-
pravities—and protecting their trezs—
ured, snecialized pruderies."

He views such hicebound rejection
as the sickness, rather than the 'sick-
ness' it rejects. Wore pecple today
may find such a viewpoint less shocking
than dic their parents (and the original
“readers of this story), which is surely
to the good.

Despite the preachy, sanctimonious
bulishit of all the ageing, paunchy-
eyed, drying cronies of the smug Nixon-
meld (nee McCarthyism), here is a con—
cerned view of tke loss of human respect
and love, in whatever form it may take,
that must come to us if we embrace the
tyranny of self-nate and the whoring of
sel f-respect.

Sex is not the central issue of
Brian W, Aldiss' "Lambeth Blossom" but
is a very important accruement in this
vision of a future London living under
Chinese rule. The social customs re—
flect the Chinese influence and manner,
expressed here in a family's response
to the father whc trings home a prosti-
tute for an evening's pleasure.

Aldiss' irony is not for laughs, as

he deals with real people facing real
problems—the distrust and/or accept-

ance of government propaganda, the mas—
ter/slave relationship (government to
citizen, man to woman), and a sharp-
eyed glance at the questionable paral-
lel between true sex and true morals.
An expert, intellectual but never
heartless story, this one shows Aldiss
at his best.

Philip Jose Farmer's "Mother," the
story of a young man trapped inside the
'womb® of a gigantic alien organism is
one of Farmer's most popular stories;
it is not, however, one of his best.

The Freudian concept behind both
the personality of the captive and the
protective yet threatening 'female'
zlien who holds him inside herself is
aluays interesting—it is, in fact,
too interesting, screaming its presence
To the reader anc forever embellishing
the minor plot with such arabesque that
there is simply no room left for more
than perfunctory (and symbolic) charac—
terizetion or plot intricacies.

By today's standards the story doas-
n't have the shock value it held in the
easily-ruffled Fifties, so has forever
lost the appeal that once gave it such
attention. Uhat remains is harcly worth
bothering with, except as an historical
perspective.

Karvey L. Bilker's "Genetic laux
Pas" has an idea not tried before, to
my knowledge, a stary of tws human
children born sexless. Nature has made
adaptations to take care of excretory
matters and has also had her way with
human curiosity as the world is fascin—
ated by the phencmencn, demanding press
coverage and photos and stories which
eventually escort in the tagalong spec-
tres of exploitation, confusion and
censorshipe.

Bilker's fact-reportage style gets
off some good moments of incident along
the way but, perhaps disappointingly,
leaves the final plot twist, the event-
val emergence of sex in the non-sexuals,
sounding too much like an easy out.
Perhaps the cnly way it could be handled
in this context, but still one wishes
there were more to the characters than
mere puppet actions.

In Thomas N. Scortia's "The Icebox
Blonde," Mr. and Mrs. foringham, Brit-
ishers spending some time in America on
a combined business/pleasure trip, find

s

their outwardly stolid marriage prov—
ing inwardly a lot of pomp and circum—
stance.

The fast easy style of American
life brings this fact tc their atten-
tion as middle-aged Mrs. foringham suc-
cumbs to the charms of a young seducer
and her husband gets a strategic itch
over the lovely android females sold
from the deep—fresze department of the
local supermart.

light, frothy humor, not too mem—
orable but amusing to read.

With all of society controlled and
all "Norm Deviation" individuals immed-
iately disposed of when found, Joe Gor-
es' "The Criminal" is an obvious child
of the 1984 school of social sf.

When criminal citizen 8219 is dis-
covered to be one of the deviates yet
remaining uncaptured, The Controller
realizes his job and life are at stake;
vhen the criminal is found, he's hor-
rified at the sudden canger to the
wiole societal structure.

The reader is of course rooting fer
the criminal—that is, if he can work
up enough interest in Gores' contrived
and by sf standards rather passe vis-
ion of tomorrow. The sex element,
while an important point of the plot,
is again not a central issue.

Reginald Bretnor's "Dr. Birdmouse"
is a story which is overcone by its
enbellishments, as ladykiller con-man
Vandercook finds his plans for making
a sideshow attraction of the aliens he
finds on Eetwee—interbred creatures
nemed for their predominant character-
istics (Hrs. Cowturtle, Dr. Leopard-
sheep, the title character, etc.) —
shattered by the plans of the helpful
aliens.

An acid dash of strong bitters,
rather then the cutesy irony Bretnor
provides, would have been much more
suitable.

Mel Gilden's "What About Us Grils?,"

a rather clumsy satire on alien neces-
sities in the matter of sex that is,
anyway, about sex, Anthony Boucher's
"Whartoum: A Prose Limerick," a mildly
amusing last man and woman thing with

a sex twist that belies its original
1955 publication, and Miriam Allen de



Ford's "The Daughter of the Tree," a
minor fantasy about the offspring of a
woman and the spirit of a fir tree that
hasn't much place in this anthology,
round out the reprints and give the im—
pression that sf and sex, with very few
exceptions, have had a generally unsat-
isfactory relationship for the past
twenty years.

Considering the nine original stor-
ies that remain, an equally mixed as—
sortment, one concludes the relation-
ship remains an uneasy one. Tvo stories
come to direct grips with sexuality,
one seriously, one humorously, and both
end up on top.

Jack M. Dann's "I'a Yith You in
Rockland" is a headily symbolic tale of
a man in the near—future, and it extrap-
olates from a trend which is already
too obvious, the surrcgate masculine
virility in powerful mechanical objects,
from cars to a powerful metal exoskele-
ton used in construction work.

It is a dark-eyed look at sexual
substitutes, pulsing with a staccato
rhythn (intercutting between three
scenes) that dramatically conveys tne
deep~felt frustration and terror of a
man's desperate clutching to maintain
sexual potency.

Indirectly, 1t is also a condemne-
tion of normal sexual fulfillments that
fail tc meve beyond shallow biological
response, suggesting thet Hann finds
this in our present civilization.

It's an effective, moving work that
fulfills the book's purpose of explor—
ing sex within an sf thems.

Editor Scortia reports thet the
sexual phobia, kora, dealt with in Rich-
ard iicClaud's wild and sexy farce, "The
Widening Circle," is an actual cne....
which is immaterial but interesting to
know. Or. Gresham finds recommending
to his patients that they convince
their spouses they are suffering from
the phobia (which demands oral sexual
therapy for recovery) a popular and
profitable idea. The question is—
just how fake (or how real) is this
phobia? i very funny story.

Two authors, Robert Silverberg and
George Zebrowski, deal witn adslescent
passions.

In Silverberg's "Pusii io rore” we
find a gawky teer—age boy with ESP pow-
ers enmeshed in his new interest in sex,
and while the plot is of little concern
the characterization of the boy is re-
plete with authentic touches of sweaty,
unsure adolescence.

lebrowski's "First Love, First Fear"
tells of a boy's fascination with the
female species on a strange oceanic
alien world, his first encounter doomed
as the girl he meets is one of the sea-
people of this world, a qgirl who looks
sexually conpatible but vhose sexual
definition, by nature, is grotesque by
human standards.

The story invites comparison tn
Farmer's "The Lovers," but except for
some evocative descriptions of the o-
cean at dusk, Zebrowski comes up a weak
secend place.

William Carlsen's ™inner at Hel-
en's" is a well-written yet troublesome
story of a @man who on first sight gets
the hots for a pretty young woman. He
dedicates hinself to her seduction, and
while her responses ta him are myster—
ious and somewhat quarded, he eventual-
ly encs up at her apartment for dinner.
ten after a brief disappearance into
the becroom shc returns to him 2s 2 man,
the young seducer is at first angered
and puzzled, then frightened, and lest-
ly caught in 3 web of ambiguity—as is
the reader.

Carlson's point is that gender is
no mere important than our concept of
it, and that concept is very, very ad-
justable.

Carlsor says absolutely nothing of
certainty—the actual sex of 'Helen'
is never truly revealed—and the read-
er is forced to a conclusion from his
ovn deep-seated convictions.

As I said, a troublesome story but
nevertheless an interesting onc.

"Looking-Glass Sea" by Lawrence Yep,
one of the most lyrical and able of the
'new generation' of sf writers, is a
haunting evocation in words that con-
jures remarvable visuel pictures in the
reader's minc, scenes of an astronaut
lost on a watery wcrld vhere shadowy
depths merge with the starry siy in
vivid adnixture reflections.
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The devéloping love:story between the
man and the alien who rescues him is a
study in overcoming hardship, both psy-
chological and physical. It is depres-
sing in subject, and perhaps too condenc-
ed in the telling to be entirely convinc-
ing despite Yep's lovely descriptiors,
but it is quite a readable piece that
holds some¢ attention with its descrip—
tive powers alone.

Gerald Arthur Alper's "The lechani-
cal Sweetheart" is 3 romanticized, dense-
ly overuritten account of one man's ob-
session—is his beautiful lover a true
female or is she in fact a mechanical
marvel passing as human?—that fails to
transcend its banal plot.

Walt Leibscher's "Do Androids Dream
of Electric Love?" is a tasteless, tawd-
ry work, discarding <anity and love for
a contrived, embarrassed (and embarras—
sing) laugh.

Though I seldom object to a story on
moral grounds, I fing myself reacting
with disgust to this author's cruel -eat-
er to ignorance and condemn his story as
being totally without socially redeeming
value.

Yhile it has a rape scere and a smat-
tering of four-letter vords, Chelsea
Yuinn Yarhro's “False Dawn," a sequel to
Yarbro's earlier and less emphatic sto-
ry, "“frog Pond," isn't about sex at all.

Its setting is the future where civ-
ilization has crumbled, the polluted
landscape is riddled with disease and
mutations, @d one young mutant girl,
threatened with assorted dangers (duck-
ing them where possible, more often
meeting them head—cn) is overvhelmed by
the attentions of two men, one peaceful,
one lustful.

The szd part is that it isn't really
a story, merely an incident—from a nov-
el in progress?—-adding nothing to the
scheme of the bcok and, reaily, detract-
ing from its purpose.

One feels glad to have the opportun-
ity to read the efforts of writers tack-
linn ore of the basic human drives, anc
aspecially happy to find some stuccesses
(as in Sturgeon, Aldiss, Damn and Mc-—
Cloud); one is dissatisfied, however, to
ciscover at the end a sense of non-in-



volvement, a lack of passion permeating
the whole.

I do think Scortia tried but he's
sirply failed to show the best of the
wide range of possibilities and has in-
stead given us little peexs that do no
more than vhet the appetite for some-
thing with more body than this Jello
dessert of a book.

+++

Following on the heels of the Scor-
tia volume, Joseph tlder's anthology,
EROS IN ORBIT (Trident Press, 1973,
46.95, 189 pp.) presents, according to
the jacket blurb, a collection of all
new science~fiction stcries all about
Sex.

tlder gives one the impression that
he doesn't really approve of the cur-
rent state of sexual affairs in the
world; his introduction is packed with
such phrases as "this flurry of forni-
cation, this profusion of pornography,
this surfeit of sensuality,"” and while
he never actively condemns current mor-
es, he concludcs that his writers also
see little good to come from it.

His stand seems obvious from his
closing remarks: "That meny of (the
suthors) found despair and lovelessness
2t the core of future sex is, in my
opinion, highly significant. The few
exceptions do not detract from the fact
that these writers, who are profoundly
concerned with man in his society, are
telling us something about ourselves,
about where we are and vhere e are go-
ing. Ve had better listen to them."

Elder sounds suspiciously like a
guardian of morals who is kappy to find
his own beliefs supported herein, and
while I am unhappy with the tone of his
remarks, I find his anthology erratic
but generally superior to the Scortia
DOOK

The collection's best offering is
Pamela Sargent's intricuing love story,
"Clone Sister.” At thie beginning, es
Sargent depicts the emotional breech
that seems to held Jim Swenson and his
lover apart, one suspects the auther is
merely trying her hand at pelished,
male-criented melodrama with well-real-
ized characters and a leckidaisical
plot.

But Sargent isn't after sc easy a
goal, and one soon discovers that Jim
is 3 cloned human, created from his
father's genetic material and living a
close relationship with his three bro-
thers and a sister, Kira.

Better yet, Sargent eschews the sim-
ple drama of super-powers and/or confus—
ed identities, treating her characters
as fully-rounded human beings with a
special slant on that age-old fascina-
ticn, sex.®

If the :story has-any faults it is
merely that it is too short, enly hint-
ing at the psychological difficulties
(espccially of the three brothers) that
with expansion could easily hold the
reader for a much longer and closer ex-
anination. As it stands it is a mar-
velously lucid and moving story very
much worth reading—but please, iis.
Sargent, how about a novel?

Yhere Sargent deals with the clone
theme seriously, Thomas He Scortia de-
cides the theme needs snaking up with
som2 laughs and provides plenty of them
in "Flowering Narcissus."

Mancho is a delightful stereatype
from the he-man mold—nhis love for his
motorcycle is consuming and the bike is
nearly an extension of his penis.

His additionzl passions include a
strong bent for sadism and lust, for
women who are as toigh and hot-blcoded
as himself.

So when he awakens to discover him-
self the only human male in a world of
effete androids, well, you can imagine
his distaste. He's lucky, however, for
one vomen also survives, and she's just
his type—Ilusty, busty and extremely
giad to have a real man.

Scortia glays it out for all its
dark humor, always aware that his audi-
ence is bound to be a bit more intel-
ligent than the crowd that ‘turns on to
'men's-magazine' sadc~fiction, and the
acid he injects is in nany ways as sub-
tie as it is unexpected. All in all,
very amusing, very critical and, best
of all, very understanding.

Rohert Silverberg's "In the Group"
reflects 2 social tragedy in the eme-
tions of a man who is unable to adjust
to the social "norm'—in this case a
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future where individuals form a Group
in which they share each others' sex-
ual interludes, two performing the
physical functions as the rest plug
in to share the experience with an
electronic rig.

But as one man develops a passion
for one particular woman, contrary to
the Group's social order, Silverberg
shows us results that are common in
our own world—isolation, desperate
substitution, and restless rambling
(so easy in the future with world-
spanning instant transport.)

Is there an answer to such prob-
lems, either in today's or tomorrow's
concept of normal, or is the outcast
aliays doomed to play his outcast
role?

Silverberg's. final assessaent is
pessimistic, but I think he shovs us
the way te optimism by giving a clear
view of what we must avoide His story
at least maiies one want to hope’we can
manzge it.

Yhen sexual freedom reaches full
bloon and all minorities are ailowed
to go their own way, can anyone claim
to be underdogs?

Perhaps, since Joa Stopa in "Kiddy-
Lib" notices one minority group which
may have been forgotten—the children.

And an unhappy group they are, too:
"They were tired of being bedside spec-
tators, tired of being the only depriv-
ed sector cf scciety. They held slezp-
ins in kordelles. Contraceptive out-
lets were blown up. Protestors went
to orgies and stood around looking
pathetic and glum."

But with the help of the Ddilpa
(pirty 01d Men) organization, and the
frantic guidance of Teddi Bear, a
DGiipa member beloved by 23ll children,
a new revolution against the Hippie
Establishment is soon uncervays

Child molestation is nearly impos-
sible to deal with sympathetically,
but it makes a clever action for
Stopa's mildly amusing and farcical
exanination of sexusl valies.

If sex can be the life of =an, it
can equatly be the death. In George
lebrouski's "Starcrossed," an 1H0B—



Modified Organic Brain, linked in a cy-
borg relationship with a ship headed
for Antares—finds its mission threat-
ened by the human link in its make-up,
memories of sex and an attempt to re—
capture the pleasures of the flesh with
the counterfeits it now possesses.

More intellectually than emotional-
ly involving, in spite of Zebrowski's
sometimes colorful description, the
story is a notable experiment but may
be far too depressing an outlook for its
brevity.

Tom Swift is brought up to date in
Thomas Brand's "Don Slow and His Elec~
tric Girl Getter," a farce of excess
for the 'turned-on' gencration.

Plotted precisely along the lincs
of the juveniles it parodies, Brand in-
jects it with a heavy dose of sex to
align it with an adult audierce——bon
Slow's intended death ray turns into a
sex-stimulator that has an entire city
(including people, animals, and even
resurrected mummies from the museum) in
the midst of an uncontrolled orgy.

- I suppose your sense of humor must
be very broad or specifically narrow to
enjoy it totally, but some of the dialog
is quite trenchant and sometimes deadly
deadly funny.

The remaining four stories are
either too bland or too confusing, fail-
ing to meet the standards of story more
than the standards of sex.

Day by day, dolls appear more 1ife-
like, with soft shiny hair and vinyl
skin, able to walk, talk and wet their
pants. And day by day man seeks out
more answers to his primal odsession,
with machines assisting him in gauging
his sexual response, what makes him
turn on, keep on, stay on.

It all seems to be reducing cown to
a simple mechanical style, until ons
day, possibly, the unexpected response
(the perverse desire?) may shift sides
and man becomes hopelessly trapped in
his plastic introspection.

It is, of course, 2 concept to pon-
der, but Edward Bryant's "2.4£593," as
so much of his work seens to me, is
cool and (dare I say it?) mechanically
calculated, tac perfectiy contrived to
coax. more then curiosity irom readers

vho are still trying to asses the stim-
ulations of sexual technology.

Bryant examines the cultural effect
at a personal level, yet his study pro-
duces only an intellectual and not an
emotional response, a failing which
seems to be endemic with many of the
sf—sex stories.

Considering the subject, this re-
sponse migiit be fine for a switched—off
audience in the year 2000, the date of
the final scene of this tale, but to-
day's readers will find it bothersome-
ly bland.

0f course if loving yourself isn't
quite enough, as in Bryant's story,
then you can love as someone else,
which is what Gordon Eklund visualizes
in "Lovemaker."

In this one an 'actor' named Adrian
has his passionate love-tussles with
various lovely ladies transfered elec-
tronically to viewers who share the
physical pleasures.

Eklund's story hinges on a basic
mystery that develops with the plot: is
Adrian human, or an android, or an an-
droid who thinks he's human, or a human
who thinks he's an android, or one who
thinks he's the other but really—uwell,
you get the idea.

Adding to the mystification is
sone background flack about a large
nuzber of deaths in a Mars colony,
which should illuminate (but doesn't)
just how far the confusion between hu-
man and android has progresseda

Perhaps Eklund feels this work is
edifying; I find it simply baffling and
a bit boring.

In "Mihistler,” Ron Goulart sees the
future of sex the way he sees everything
else, one bia nasty madhouse of humans
trying desperately to cope with the new
technology.

Here he has a commercial artist
rather unwillingly pulled into a scheme
to make money renting out a sex-android
(male) to lonely women. In the end the
scheme backfires a5 the andreid proves
to be, in his own vords, "horny,* and
the vwomen who have need of him troutle-
somely the wrong vomen.

Goulart's dialogue of one-liners
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end small rejoinders are on the limp
side, and the plot's conclusion is
rather too obvious from the beginning.

Barry H. Malzberg has by now be-
come so hung-up on man in space and
the unheeded imprint of it on man's
sexual nature that one who is familiar
with even a few of his previous sto-
ries will find "Ups and Downs" just
one more weary god in ilalzberg's dis~
heartened pantheon.

I can't deduce whether the confus~
ed dates—the astronaut is 41, born
in 1955, yet the year of the story is
1993—are negligence, typesetter's
error, or merely one mere straw on a
haystack of bafflement (I suspect the
latter, as he's pulled this trick be-
fore in his fiction) as the reader
tries to deduce if the astronaut's fe-
male companion is imaginary, a secret
technological marvel, or (doubtfully)
real.

You'll have to supply your own an—
swers. Malzberg's too busy cleaning
out what he sees as the bedpan of the
vorld to be neat about the process.

Elder's book is not a very smooth
one, nor is it particularly trendset-
ting or revealing, but it is general-
ly a good read for those who can af-
ford a seven dollar good read.

(For those who watch their funds
more closely, the paperback will sure-
ly be out in a year or so and the good
stories will not diminish their value
by then, so hang on.)

Neither this book nor the Scortia
anthology are definitive, and at the
moment what we really need is a de-
finitive book on sex and science fic~
tion.

Joanna Kuss might put a good one
together, and so might Dawon Knight,
or perhaps Harlan Ellison, or perhaps

M€e

I know I'm nct doing one, and to
my knowledae none of the others have
shoun an interest in it, so we'll have
ta hope that sales on thsse two books
prompt others to mine the field more
closely and turn out the book we're
still patiently waiting to see.

==



If these two anthologies prove
that the shert story market is man-
aging an existence for sex-and-sf
stories, the novel market seems to
have dvindled away altogether, what
with the recent disinterest of the
more "active" porno publishers and
the adherence to a more general sex~
line by the majors.

Lancer and Berkley still publish
a selection of seri-porno volumes,
most of vhich seem to be about ster-
lets and super-studs, generally
with a patina of simplistic ccredy.

Lancer, however, has at the last
moment decided that perhaps 3 'big'
sf name could lead to impressive
sales figures and has published Sam—
uel R. Delany's THE TIDES OF LUST
(Lancer 71344, 1973, #1.50, 173 pp.)

Some readers may be surprised
that Delany would ailow his name tc
aopear on something as unremitting-
ly herd-core as this novel is,
while the audience for sex novels
is likely to have its collective
jeu thudding on the floor at a
brush with something that reveais
the writer is more then the usual
illiterate; it is, I think, going
to be a book that surprises almost
everyone and is, surely, one of the
more startling novels to appear in
some time.

In his dedication, Delany warns:
"his is an artificial, extravagant
and pretentious book, Joe Soley.
3ut it is honest before its artifice;
and in this age of extravagant ex-
pressions, honesty is the last pre-

tentione.. In it are summary in-
formations. Summate only if you
woulde"

The story involves a group of
people aboard a diesel ship, the
SCORPIOH, and cobbles together a
mixture of first- and third-person
narratives that keeps the plot hov-
ering on the brink of insanity,
sometimes hanging precariously by
only a finger or toe, or less.

A faustien diorama of physical
nleasures and aental obsassions,
dencing mournfuliy around a plat-
forn of souls for sale, the plot
itself disintegrates into unreality

as the characters shift cleser to aber-
rant and perverse godliness.

The black Captain, writing in his
ship's log, seems to be a conduit (as
do other characters at various unexpect-
ed moments) for Delany's occasional
hints as to how to approach this book
with ever 3 hint of understanding—

for example: '"But maybe the best
way to describe what I'm trying isn't
to describe it clear. You read a stery
and suddenly there's a part that becom—
es just words because you know nobody
ever did it like that, or said it that
way but you have to pretend just to
find out what happened. What I am des-
cribing is like that, too. CEverything
flattens out and isn't real." (p. 34-
5)

There are intimations of Satan in
everyone as they wallow in sexual ex-
cess in search of themselves, a search
that itself turns inte a velvet trap,
misieading, deceptive and dangerous in
2 slow and agorizing way. The lies are
incalculable, a chaff of intricacy that
cannot be sifted by mere mortals.

As Proctor, a character who is as
caught in his "liberelized' attitudes
as the most prudish maiden aunt is
caught in hers, tells the Captain:

"There's 3 rumor, Captain, that the
day the devil comes seven times between
noon and midnight, we will begin an age
of moral chaos such as is only hinted
at in the tale of the expulsion frem
the garcen."

The Captain's climaxes are numbered,
reaching throughout the day towarcs
seven, ang the devil, if and where he
exists, is not about to reveal the near-
ness of his goal.

The theme suagests an author's re—
action to the similar plot lines of R.
A. Lafferty's THE DEVIL IS DEAD, with
Lafferty's religious assertions droppec
in faver of a glutted human viewpoint.

The characters' search turns into a
literal hunt, the object of w:ich is 2
voman naned Catherine, whose crimes of
perversity are not tre crimss for which
she is being sought:

"It is her aesthetic and ethical
elusiveress that make ner the subject

=

of the hunt ...She has spied on the
devil. But so have you. So have we
all, and indulged the irony of recogni-
tion, which, on a greater scale, is her
only crime." (p. 124)

——uhich once more brings us back to
the paradax of knowledge as power and
"sin," its ability to reach out beyond
its own womb and make its presence
known.

In the final confrontation with
Catherine, she accuses her pursuers of
Y'sel f-consciousness...which causes not
the fantasy to become concrete," and
expresses her consuming desire to cause
"the concrete to crumble with the advent
of the fantastic." (p. 150)

Perhaps the key line of dialogue
comes near the end when Proctor says:
"I'm transported by the idea of using
the material in 'such a way that all the
relations remain unreal...I'm only in-
terested in chaos as far as it can be
contained in rituals" (p. 170-1)

I feel Delany has succeeded in de-
picting chaos in ritual, but the prob—
lem is: Tfiow that we have it, what dc
we do with it? This, perhaps, is the
book's mast trying aspect.

It does not put us at ease about
our secret sexual yearnings by flooding
us vitn descriptions of physical domin-
ation/submission that revel in exploit-
ing (and exaggerating) the limits of
our bodies. It does, in part, revezl
to us the passions of cbsession, which
can fascinate and appall, disgust and
stimulate all at the same time.

The sexual provocation from this
book is far inferior to ths intellectu-
al tease—not inferior in itself, but
simgly in relation to its literary en-
virons—uhich is engaging but much too
chaotic to tctally captivate any but
the most scholarly readers.

The sex may hold those who cannot
fathom the depths of Delany's psychz,
but to grasp even that they will have
to have more patience than is usually
expected of them and submit to Deleny's
desire to make them read.

If the novel is not 2 total success,
it is not a totel failure either, It
is punctuated with scme of tine quickest
anc mnst virulent satire the fantasy
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(or sex) genre has ever produced——es—
pecially notable is a-grave-digger's
scene about men who desire the ultimate
in female frigidity, and a homosexual
love scene between two brothers that
clearly indicates narcissism far exceeds
their desire for esch other.

few sex novels are willing to
show the mindlessness of sex with all
the manners and decorum totzlly vanish-
ed, and this one must surely be noted
for the fact that it does just that.

The audience for this novel may
be large, but the audience satisfied
with it will be much smaller, less from
the book's actual failings than from
the scope of vhat it is trying to a
chieve.

fas Delany added anything new to
the genre? Possibly, but if he has
it's going to take a lot of explanation
to get it across to other writers (and
readers).

Delany's poetic, sometimes crys-
talline prose is often a joy to read,
and portions of this book are really
stinnings all ve need now is an inter—
preter« I'm too dumb for the job, and
Delany's tao expensivz...voluntesrs
with the proper sexual credentials will
be eagerly interviewved.

++

dow, in 1973, we should stop and
look around a bit tc see what nas ac—
tually been achieved.

From the earlier promises of The-
odore Sturgeon (VERUS PLUS X and many
shorter works) ang Philip Jose Farmer
(THE LOVERS), science fiction trekked
through some lean years, went slightly
berserk with overreaction for a time,
and then produced some more promises.

Ursuia K. Le Guin's THE LEFT HAWD
OF DARKHESS was a true achievement, and
with its impressive biological reasons
for a probe into the human reaction to
bisexuality and sex roles opened the way
to pathes that as yet remain cnly vague-
ly explored.

Thomas e Disch's hancd was a lit-
tle heavy in CAMP COMCENTRATIGN, but he
was not dishonest and went far beyond
the likes of Spinrad in his study of
sex and power (or, sex and lack of,
howevar you wish to phrase it).

Mild but freguently funny satire
jumped up for a moment in Sven.Delblanc's
generally ignored HOMOHCULUS, and D. G.
Compton's SYTHAJQY brilliantly correla-
ted the depths of the sexual mind with
the sexless accruements of technology.

And, finally, Robert Heinlein's I
WILL FEAR NO EVIL (following the earli-
er light sexual play in the widely-read
STRANGER IN A STRAHGE LAMD) brought
screams of outrage and disappointment
from the Heinlein crowd, but, if not a
perfect novel, proved tc be a shifty
and in many ways delightful turnabout
from one of science fiction's most ac-
complished practitioners.

Yet, once 2gain, we are flounder—
ing. ‘fith occasional exceptions (such
as [1lison's recent anthalogy), science
fiction has caught itself in already
well-nined areas of speculaticn.

In spite of this, I do not propose
we toss optimism out the window. There
are new writers who are obviously aware
of the mistakes of ths past few years
and, only beginning to make themselves
known, are managing tc slip some sexual
percegtions past editors who may or may
not see their implications.

Robert Thurston and Raylyn lcore
have turned some really clever and wick-
ed psychological tricks, with Thursten
especially penetrating the subject of
sex with care and delicate precision.

Barry Malzberg, James Tiptree, Jr.,
Lawrence Yep, Joenna Russ, Gene Yolfe,
and James Sallis are ail writers who
bear a close watch. :

None of them devote themselves ex—
clusively to sex-ani-sf, but all of
them have treaied it in ways that prom-
ise the subject will not be squashed by
the creeping conservatism that mindless—
ly threatans to shut doun one of the
most interesting and important avenues
of human exploration.

We may 2xplore the universe to its
very end, but until we get down into
the nitty-gritty of the human mind in
its struggle fer seif-enlightenment on
its sexual identity, w2 haven't really
even left the planet,

It's tize, I think, to tzke off...
in poth directionst
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£ portion of this work appeared orig-
inally in KWALHIGQUA #6 (from Ed Ca-
gle, Route #1, Leon, KS 67074).
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LeTTER FROwm RICHARSD

((Geis Note: the dirty raxafrass of 2
Sears electric with its Presidential
Pica isn't working properly as far as
cutting a stencil for headings, as
you will observe above. So I go to
the ever-reiiable Clympia standard
Elite. This notice has been a3 part of
Gperation Candor. (o, I don't know
why the electric typer is malfunction-
ing...1 suspect, hawever, that the 18
missing keys were melted because of
proximity to a tape recorder and a
5@100450 vatt lamp which were on when
I mistakenly pushed the Repeat button
as I also shifted the pouer ribbon to
stencil position, using my right big
toe while I tried to pet the cat which
happened to go mecaow at that critical
instant. I would never iie. thy,
1've been warking for sf fandom for
23 years?)

(( But now to Richard Selap's let-
ter.))

"As for your remarks on the arti-
clefreview {("Tomorrow's Libido: Sex
and Science Fiction)), I'a rather dis-
turbed thet you find me "unfair.' 'Ar-
rogant' 1 don't mind, but unfair? Wo,
I don't think so.

"To explain at least one remrk,
re the sex in DYING IMSIDE, I most
certainly de think it was simply thrown
in. My reason for this is in connec-
tion with the characterization of Se-
lig himself.

"In contrast to the manipulétive
and. successful (but emotionally hard
and empty) Nyquist, Selig is sorrow-
ing and unsuccessful in life and love
anc has no body for a character who
must carry an entire novel.

"Despite Selig's jumping outside
his own narrative like an observer and
other odd quirks, he fails to conjure
ny smot.onal feeling in the reader.
e has nothing with which to be in-
velved, and ali this in spite of the
fact that he has a power with which
the reader should want to identify.



"His loss of that power should gnaw
at the reader and leave him feeling as
helpless as Selig feels, yet the book
is emotionally sterile and uninvolving.

"The sex is likewise empty and un—
emotional—fine for a like character
(like Nyquist) but odd when settled on
Selig. The sex episodes are the only
ones with which the reader can identi fy,
but they are so depthless that they give
nothing to the character.

"The novel should be depressing; in-
stead it is mercly boring. Actually, I
don't think the book is really auwful,
but to me it seems to fail to live up

“to the intensity that should come with
such a close narrative. In some uays
interesting, but not really very suc-
cessful, Oc I make my point, or am I
just blowirg hot air?"

((You meke your point about how you
reacted to the novel; it's easy to as-

sume that "my" emotional response or non--

respanse to a story/character/background
is the response every reader will have
(or should have); that's an occupation=
al hazard for critics.

((I understand that the sex content
was cut in the GALAXY serialization
(which is the version I read) from that
of the Scribners hardcover edition. But
it's no secret that Bob has had "quali-
ty-control™ problems with his sex scen-
es in the past. :

(CI liked DVING INSIGE very much,
yet I will agree with you that the book
did drag in spots. Selig (io me) seem-
ed -8 dann fool more often than not; I
was angry st him and was turned off by
his failures, ‘even though they were con-
sistent with his character. I was in-
volved.))

"As to Spinrad, well, I did say
he's written some good short stories
(and he has). That's the best I can
say for someone whose novels consistent-
ly bore me to sleep (it took me 2 week
ta. read THE IROM DREAM because I kept

dozing off after every few chapters)."
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I've just reccived a tape recording say--
ing I've taen implicated in ‘“atergate.
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Baal made me do it

LETTER FROM CHARLES W. RUNYON

"ou wield a critic's scalpel like
a berserk norseman heving through an
orphanage with a double-bitted battle-
axe. I like your style.

"Respectability to an sf writer is
like virtue to a whore; it just creates
problems. Therefore I wish you moder-
ate success with your magazire, enough
to add grace to your poverty, but not
enough to meke you pretentious.

WPretentiousness is obscene and
should be barred from the meils. In
support of this view I am sending along
a fable I wrote. I de not enclose a
SeS.3.€. because I regard this as cruel
and unusual punishment on the part of
editors, rather like asking a cefendant
to bring rops to his trial, in case he
might be sentenced to hang. Here then,
without apology, is:

THC DEATH OF THE GOOD DOCTOR
(A Fable)

ile ate %kilo of bug dust and his
expiring words were: "So many promises
hroken..."

To this sad tale there can be na
sequel in our three worlds. As he near-
ed the end of his manifestation, the
note of melancholy which like a dirge
beat out the march of his days gave way
to a dissonance of dings and squawks
and bells and clackers, and the most
demure of all possibilities was madness.

A grave and studious ncnsense be—
came his characteristic response to
those who piucked his sleeve and whis—
pered: Tell me it isn't true—

"BUT IT IS!" he would say. 'Ve may
shuffle our feet and giggle, turn cart-
wheels and comb our hair down over our
eyes ard make furny faces, invent labor-
saving devices, write poems and novels,
command armies and nations, beget chil-
dren and order dogs around, but always
posturing before the bitch with sly
self-conscious smirk as if to say, How
look here, can't you make just one ex-
ception?

"But Destiny's face is cold iron.
And furthermore...

"It is in the nature of things that
they cisappesr, iade, rust, crumtle,

1%

disintegrate, rot and sink into a pri-
meval slime without fundament ... and
in the nature of people attached to
things that they recapitulate the de-
volution of their icons..."

So the good doctor grew testy be-
yond his years, petulant with those
who sought to engage him in philosoph—
ical discussion about the afterlife and
the transmigration of souls.

He comglained of their delusions
that the ringing in their ears was tru-
ly the celestial nusic of the spheres,
and the throbbing of their hearts the
beating drums of destiny, and the grum—
ble of their guts the first premonitory
rumble of the crumbling crunching jug-
gernaut of ultimate destruction....

And yet— ;

The cold eye of critical contempt
which he turned upon his fellow men did
not mitigate his own pretension.

He had nit-picked his way through
iife, combing all human relationships
for those little mites of admiration
which would fatten his ego. :

He regarded his impending demise as
the end of the universe, the ultimate
eradication from earth of all that is
good and true and beautiful-—himself.

He looked up at those who gathered
around his dying form and spoke the
words which are now inscribed upon his
granite headrest:

"If ignorance is bliss,
here is enough joy
to fill a universe."
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Geis Note: I return to Presidential Pica
headings, having keenly ascertained the
problem and corrected it. The caps were
hitting the top of the ribbon in the
stencil position.

Yith stencil reproduction I type the
pages in serial, which permits/imposes
an on-going series of off-the-cuff com-
ments and trivia...like this.

Today is Dec. 4t and I have a raging
cold. I gave it to Contac. After a few
hours Contac cave it back. *Snurffle*
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"Pickering, why can't a woman -
be like a fan?"
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(GASF) A LETTER FROM
HARRY HARRISON

.y thanks for the copies of ALIEN
CRITIC. A very interesting magazine
and up to your always high standards.

"I wish I could say rore but time
is short and I grov weary. As you know
I am weariest most of the whining, self-
pitying voice of one T. White, better
known as white. I heerd he was bad-
mouthing me again but upon reading his
reedy snival from the echoing insides
of an empty condom dispenser I find my—
self depressingly possessed by a few
vague emotions.

"They are all colered by extrenc
boredom. Here is white trotting out
all his ancient anc vague theories e—
bout that fine reviewer, Leroy Tanner,
and parading them as if they were (a)
new and (b) true. Here he is one more
time ringing the changes on old lies
about me, mine, things, names, fantasies,
the St¥A. It is all really quite aston-
ishing.

"T will explain to the neofen and
those who throush fatique andfor dis-
interest (I don't blame you) have for-
gotten just what the hell is going on.
The followiny is a3 checklist. It is to
be read after reading anything white
writes and will serve to put it in per-
spective:

(1)
(2) The only facts in his copy are
distorted, and there are very few of

them. Orihble-chinned prevarications
are preferred every time.

white is a liar.

(3) He is an embezzler and a number
of us kept this quiet at the time in the
hopes that he wouldn't go completely
around the bend. Ve preferred that the
money be repaid than that he be sauashed.

(&) He is a failed incompetent. His
dreary magazines lose more and more mon-
ey every day and, by the time you read
this, they should have folded complete-
ly. A good thing, toe; they give other
fanzines a had name.

I can't bear rereading his ncnsense
but didn't he threaten in his copy to
retire, or work on a farm to masturbate
bulls for an artificial insemination
firm or something? Encourage him to do
it. If he is half as boring to himsecl

as to us he should do right by everyone
and slip up his own asshole and vanish.

"Goodeye, whitee..e."

((Harry has mentioned something
which has been kept quiet among the in-
ner circles of fandom and prodom. I'il
send a copy of the letter to Ted and he
can address himself to it in a column or
lstter if-he choosess))
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A PAK OF TROUBLES

A Review of Larry Niv-
en's PROTECTOR

Ballantine 23486, $1.25

In spite of the fact that he chose
a horrendous name-to-promounce for an
alien menace of sorts (Phssthpok is his
nare, protecting his bloodline is his
game) Larry Niven has written another
winner in PRGTECTCR.

It is the kind of book a reviewer
hates to betray by telling its story-
line, because it is so interwoven and
enqgrossing, so well done, that to tell
any part is to deprive the rsader of
sore element of discovery and pleasure.

So—trust me orn this one. PROTEC-
TOR twists and turns, surprises and
surprises again. It is detailed, wvhole,
convincing... ‘ell, naybe at the end
it takes a quantun jump to 3 mega-solu-
tion that raises an eyebrow...but think
it tkrough.

The fate of mankind is involved
here, and the trersformation of one man
into a strange immortal inceed. Sut,
then, Phssthpok is strange, too.

This is one of the few hooks deal-
ing with aliens and "aliens" of extreme~
1y superior intelligenee that is con-
vincing; proving, I suspgct, that Lar—
ry Hiver is himself of superior intel-
ligence. Certainly his povers of con-
centration and imagination and story/
background retention are awae-inspiring.

Oh, hell, I'11 say it—PRITECTOR
is of Hugo and iiebula quality.
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PASSIHG THOUGHT DEPT: Uc you sugpose
people will read 7ore because of the
gas-0il shortage—ihus helping the
marginal sf mags and publishers?
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LETTER FROM THOMAS GAL-
LOWAY

"I would like ‘to confirm your worst
nightmares. I have discovered how to
write easily. Brace yourself, for the
age of the hard-working, soul-urench~
ing writer is over!

Mthat is my formsla, you ask (and
even if you don't)? Easy; you take a
dozen IBM 370/195s, each with thirty
channels devoted to seven levels of
multiplexors which are in turn connzct-
ec toc high speed printers.

"I prograa these hags for random
character generation and let them go.
fdmittecly I'11 get a little waste, -
but at least there'll be ploti"

((There.ig}l?))

m;ith my method I can even surpass
Asimov's ability to churn by paying ex—
tra for inertia-less drive on my print
chains."

((I don't know... I think I'11
stick to the old-fashioned method.
=

((Excuse me, getta go; my million
monkeys are runping low on paper for
their typewriters. God, does that cage
stink!)) '

]
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LETTER FROM
HARLAN ELLISON

"Since I haven't given out the com—
plete table of contents to anyone else,
I uanted to keep you up to the moment
with additions. Tho book closed, I
could not pass up the following. Please
add to the list you have.

((Said list was published in TAG?7))

"You'll notice Coney made it. A
vile sick story. The Intro will be
very interestinge.

"The title on the West story is
tentative, will be changed by West

soon.
R

"Robert Vissner, 'A liight at the
Opera,' (3000 words);

"Charles L. Harness, 'Sicnzls.!
(13,125 words) ;

"Piciard £. Peck,
(2000 werds) ; '
_ "Harry Harrison, 'A Dog and His
Roy,' (40CC words);

!Hone So Deaf’,



Miichzel G. Coney, 'Suzy is Some-
thing Special,’ (8000 words);

"Cordvainer Smith, 'Himself in An-
achron,! (2500 words);

"i3llace Yest, 'The Other Side of
Space,* (10,500 words).

"The Smith is an original, unpub-
lished in any form, anywhere...and bril-
liant. Llost for 25 years. He wrote it
right after 'Scanners Live in Vain'—
his 2nd story. Cot West writing again
after 17 years. Harness's first in six
years. And maybe a lst sf novel by
Robt. Gover.

"Total stories: 78 - Total authors:
75. Total words: 491, 375, wiih Preface,
forevords, Afterwords, Introduction, etc.
yet to be added."

((Harlan is talking about his man-
moth anthology, THE LAST DANGEROUS VI-
SIONS.  Michael G. Concy wrote a con-
troversial letter which apnezred in TAC
i#6 and as a result of reading the let-
ter, Harian challenged iichael to write
a stary for LAST DAHGERIUS VISIONS.
I'11 have a special interest in that
one.))
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AN IMPERFECT ARK HAS
EOSE: TS - BIRD
A Review of STARLOST

I have to grin at ‘Yarlan Ellison's
kevenge—his using the name ‘'Cordwainer
Bird" as a credit name on the series
‘when he abandoned his degraded, sahctag-
ed TV child, STARLOST.

The producers and the nstwork moguls
have done us dirt, as usual, it being
beyond their belief and understanding
that the potential audience for science
fiction on TV would really want some-
thing mcre mature and less simple-mind-
ed than what these weekly episoces pro-
vide. Especially at the "kiddee™ hour
of 7:C0 P.M.

The series is based on the fine, in-
triguing "Universe" concept by Robert
A. Heinlein—an Ark, a vast spaceship
containing (in this case, not colonists)
the remnants of mankind in sezrch of a
new world Earth has been destroyed.

8ut an accident, hundreds of years
aao during the generations-long voyage,

ruined the Ark's internal communica-
tions and perhaps altered its course.

Each vast "pod"'is now a separate
society, linked to the other pods and
to the main hull by autortic, taboo,
supply tubes.

The peoples in each society have
forgotten or mythologized their past,
and exist in closed, different, min-
iature cultures.

Three young people, two men and 2
vomar, have discovered that the Ari
is in danger, on a collision ccurse,
and are seeking a way, information,
skiils, to save the Ark and mankind.

I gathered all this from th2 on2
episode I saw—iiovember B, It was
titled (if I remember correctiy—
those titles and credits go oy pretty
darn quick) "The Goddess of Calzbra"
which was 'inspired' by a story by
Ursula K. Le Guin.

. The script of this episode was
long on action, short on plausibility.

It concerned 2 pod in which the
women had all died as a result cf ra-
diation caused by the disasterous ac—-
cident to the Ark in ths dim past.

The men had to grow their own replace-
ments in artificial wombs—out could
nct grow females.

The men had 3 myth concerning @
goddess Calabra who would somedey re—
furne...

And of course the young woman was
mistaken for the legendary goddess
when she and her two companions ap-—
peared in the pod.

There was a Governor-gladiator
who ruled by force and by successful-
ly defeating his Challengers. There
w3s a Church and a Priest or tuo, and
there were guards.

fione of the average citizens wzre
ever seen, of coursc (limited sets,
limited budget).

So—the Governor wanted to marry
the woman/Goddess, become a "God" end
thus avoid further Challengers and
eventual death.

The plot worked its shelliow, child-
ish way to its resolution accerding
to formula (the three continuing,
-15-

main characters must get away to con-
tinue their search?exploration of the
Ark).

The acting was of necessity theatri-
cal—exaggerated, stagey.

Yet the actors, particularly John
Calicos as the Governor, and Rarry
Horse as the head Priest, actually at
times triumphed over the juvenile
scripte

1 both admired them and felt sorry
for them. (But at least they were
vorking.)

STARLOST is for kids. Aimed at
them, baited for theme. Adult and ma-
ture sf enthusiasts will have to wait
2nd hope that the current glut of de-
tective and police shows on TV will
run itself so thin that the networks
will, perhaps next season, desperate-
ly try something in the line of an
adult "sci-fi" or fantasy series again.

ut there is something to be said
for STARLOST—it likely is creating
and reinforcing an ever-larqer audience
for science fiction among the grammar
school-age young who watch it...and in
the larger view it is healthily sub-
versive; it is marvelously irreverent
to auttority figures, and it shows a
variety of alternate cultures and so-
cieties. It inevitably plants the
seed of objcctivity and perscective in
young minds and very likely, in a large
number of its viewers, creates curiosi=
ty, a hunger for knowledge.

A smart, totalitarian government
would never allow science fiction to
be published or shoun.
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LETTER FROM
JOHN BOARDMAN

"Ellison laid his accusations a-
gainst Pelz before the whole attendance
of Lunacon in his Guest-of-Honor speech
on the last day of the conveniion.

"This was only one of several Ellis-
on speeches, since he really knocked
himsz1f out for the conmittee and at-
tendees.

"On the last day of the Lunacon the
question came up of whether and how



much, a-speaker ought to charge at con-
ventions. It set off an interesting
three—=way discussion among Ellison,
hsimov and Clarke on this topic.

"Tke says that he charges his tsual
sneaker fees to all groups except fans
and librarians, to whom he charges mere-
ly expenses because of the help these
groups have given his career.

"Harlan generally agreed with these
premises, but insisted that he is not a
public utility, and that an ‘author is
entitled to be paid for his time and
efforts,

"This became necessary because of
ruaors baing circulated by a faction of
Lunarians vhich is trying to take con-
trol of the Lunacon away from Al Schus-
ter.

Wast April these ambitions took
the form of fantastic rumors about the
financial arrangement between Al and
Yarlan,

"Fees of something like %3,000.
vere bsing kicked around by rumcry and
it was to spike these that Harlan laid
out in precise detail the actual terms
of his arrangement with Lunacon—name-
1y expenses of travel and a hotel room.
(He didn't even charge 3 stud fee.)

"He then gave some cetails of Pelz's
management of the previous yeer's ({1972
)) ‘oridcon, including vast slices of
money which Pelz had carved for himself.
(I don't recall the precise details,
but I an sure Harlan vwould be glad to
put them in print.):

"Around some elerents of Hew York
fandon there seems to be 2 belief that
averyone is allowed to make monsy except
a1 Schuster. Pelz can boost the lorld-
con fee to $8. and be vague abeut whers
all this goes, the hucksters can charge
320 each for old comic books, and that
veteran rip—off artist Bob Lcwndes has
the respect of fandom whenever he opens
his mouth, but the heavens will fall if
Schuster makes a few dollars off a STAR
TREK con 2fter working his ass of{ to
bring it about."

-+

"is to violence in the films, I am
no* saying that somevhere in a well-
padded boardroonm a group of media execu—

tives got together and said, 'If America
is te stay a militant and warlike na-
tion, more bloodshed must be shown in
films.'

"This sounds too much 1ike Bryan's
fantasies of '96, or Goldwater's of '64,
or Mark Lane's of any year you'd czre
to name.

"that I an saying is that there is
2 general feeling at policy-making lev—
els that viclence is good and that only
sissies will object to its depiction.

"This extends even to thello!clock
news—look how a steady dict of violent
acts from Indochine was fed to the Aw—
orican people all during the perioz of
active American involvement ot ground
forces.

"Or see how, for years and years,
violent acts have been the staples of
TV shows. Is all this accideatel?

ind where violence is promoted,
sex must be taboo. George Orwell said
it this way in 1954:

"' She had grasped the inner mszan—
ing of the Party's sexuel puritan-
isme It was not merely that tre
sex instinct created a worlc of ifs
oxn which was outside the Party's
control and which therefore had to
be dastroyed if possible, ‘hai was
more important was that sexual pri-
vation induced hysteria, which was
desirable because it could be trans—
formed into war fever and leader
worship. The way she put it was:

""MJhen you make love you're using
up energy; and afterwards you feel
happy and don't give 2 damn for any-
thing. They can't bezr you to feel
like that. All tnis marching up and
down and cheering and waving fiags
is simply sex cone sour. If you're
happy inside yourseif, why should
you get excited atout Big 2rother
and the Three-Year Plans and the
Two Minutes Hate and all the rest
of thair bloedy rot?"'"

((Boy, do you use loaded phrases.
'Fed! 'a steady cdiet of violent acis'
implies a3 plan, a strategy. It was
this 'diet® of cruelty and violence
which turned the pecple off, not on.

((And if TV had not covered the war

==

people like it.

(since it was the biggest story, day-
by-day of concern to great masses of
the American people, you would have
ranted (I load a few myself) about cen-
sorship to hide the awful truth from
the people and allow the war to con-
tinue.

((Many people nowadays have no
trouble accepting man's sexuality, but
man's inherent capacity/willingness to
rape, kill, torture, rob and cheat his
fellow man (and anything else thzt liv-
es that has something he vants) is un-
acceptable; the dogma is that violence
in man is/must-be imposed somehow, by
"environment"—and by conspiracy and/
or manipulation.

((violence/action has alvays been
2 staple of fiction (not just TV fic-
tion!) because it's easy and because
People have always
liked it—=2s entertainment. And as
entertainment actior/violesce cannot
be toc graphic or realistic (although
the pendulun swings widely over the
centuries as fo degree and intensity
of "acceptahle" viclence), else it
cress the line of fantasy and become
an unco=fortable, frightening reminder
of ugly, deadly trutns...which are
vhat the reader/viewer is trying to
escape. '

((The huran mind/body is an end-
lessly fascinating can of worms.

((9rweil to the contrary, I'm not
convinced that a frustrated or inhib-
ited sex life results in hysteria and
free-floating emotional energy. (Or
that sexual satiety makes one an in-
tellectual or emotional vegetahle be-

tueen sex acts.)

((On the oiher hand the consistent
nced/desire of governments and relig-
ions to control and usually restrict
people's sex lives tends to indicate
to me that there is an Minstinciive"
awareness of such 2 relationship. Or
perhaps the need to control other (us-
ually younger, more virile) people's
sex activity by (usually older, rele-
tively impotent) pesple may be bedded
in envy and jealousy...and perhaps,
somehcw, a fear of freedom in general.
(One's attitude toward freedom for the
individuzl may gc back tc one’s toilet
training; certain types of anal-reten-



tive personalities may be disposed to
totalitarianism ("¥y Mommy made me do
A

((For my thoughts on $3% and con~
ventions see my "Alien Thoughts" this
issue.))
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Dr. fiax Rafferty, writing for HuHAN
EVERTS, has a word for the concern about
violence on TVY.

"Balderdash," he says. !"Children
down the centuries have been fed an 2l-
most unmixed entertainment diet of ter—
ror, crice and asscrted violence with
no marked effcct on the international
crime rate."”

Ais examples he quotes fairy tales,
-#Ath Red Riding Heod's grandmother be-
ing gobbled by 2 wolf (and the wolf in
turn getting chepped up by the woods—
man), Hansel and Gretel barbecuing the
witch, and Jack the Giant-Killer wading
knee deep in giant gore shortly after
the giant had threatened, 'Be he alive
or be he dead, I'11 grind his borec to
nake my hread.’

Rafferty points to murder, mayhem
and robbery in Fother Goose rhymes: the
blird mice have their tails whacked
off, Cock Robin gets skewered with an
arrov, sadistic Johnny Green throws
Pussy dovn the well, and a little man
with a little gun with bullets of lead,
lead, lead, shosts a little duck through
the head, head, head.

tot to mention the old man getting
flung downstairs for not saying his
prayers, a maid in the garden getting
her nose plucked off by a bird, the
Knave of Hearts stealing the Gueen's
goodies, Tom the piper's son stealing a
pig, and kids lying outright to credu-
lous ladybugs about their burning homes
and children.

"Kids are smart enough to distin-
guish fantasy from fact, and fiction
from flesh-and-blood," concludes Dr.
Rafferty. "Too bad a lot of mush-head-
ed adults aren't equally discriminat- -
ing."
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LPeople are constantly coming up to
me and talking as if I were really Ben

bt
Cartrightt . o Green, of BOWANZA
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"Human violence is inherent in the
process of 'civilizing' a baby; the
rages and frustrations of an all-power-
ful, solipsistic infant gradually made
mortal and common do not die—the
sink into the unconscious and are never
fully given up or defanged. 99% of the
time they are controlled or darmant.

"But in some children these rages
lie close to the surface, and the con-
viction of godhood and immortality nev-
er expire or are reached by reality.

"Human violence is inescapable; the
spoiled, indulged child has been encour-
ajed to retain his illusions and will
strike out in pure infantile id-rage if
frustrated. The 'broken' infant will
always harbour resentments and angers
and will be ready under the rignt con-
ditions to let that rage surface."

Q;—Vik Kunzar,
THE RATURE OF THE BEAST
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"There is a cult of despair today
and 3ny optimism is regarded as senti-
mental drivel or worse. Trilling, in
BEYOHD CULTURE, to which I have already
referred, says thet the

imagination of felicity is
difficult for us to exercise.
We feel that it is a betrayal
of our awareness of our world
of pain, thst it is political-
ly inappropriate.

"He proceeds to draw attention to
the 'psychic fact' that more and more
of our authors (and presimably their
readers) 'repudiate pleasurs and seek
gratification in—to use freud's word
—unpleasure.'"

"This cult of 'unpleasure' mignt
seen to have no consicction with the vio—
lence and animalism which are the pre—
dominant characteristics of modern lit-—
erature; but, if we examine this phenom—
enon 3 little more closely, we shall
see that it is yet anotner integral
part of the compact unity of our age.
Violence ic almost invariably the result
of a sadistic impulse; the cult of un-
pleasure is simply another term for
masochis®. Cne does not need to be a
psychologist to recognise in both these

=

impulses the same desire to hurt.

"Erich fromm recognises the persis-
tent conjunction of these two in cer-
tain personalities; both tendencies, he
suggests, are the outcome of 'an in-
ability te bear the isolation and weak-
ness of one's oun self'.

"They are, in fact, two sides of
the same coin and equally repugnant to
the classical ideal of civilised man,
an ideal based upon serenity (or inner
harmony), dignity and restraint. To
the extent that modern artists and wri-
ters lack this inner harmony, their pro-
ducts might te termed 'neurotic', were

‘it not that all such normative judge-

ments seem nowadays te be taboo."

—Duncan “illiams
TRCUSERED APES
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BRACE YOURSELVES----
WE'VE BEEN SPOTTED.

A Review of Fredric Wertham's THE WORLD
OF FARZIMES—A Special Form of Communi-
cation. Southern Illinois University
Press, 410.00.

Yhen I qot this one in the mail I
was both pleased and apprehensive.

Yhen 3 world-renowned psychiatrist
of the old school (\ertham was born in
Bavaria in 1895, educated in London,
lunick, Erlangen, “urzburg, Vienna, and
Paris) turns his attention to fanzines
after having examined comic books (and
having caused earthquakes and investiga-
tions in and of that industry) a slight
tremor is justified.

However, be nct alarmed—the man
loves us! ftle thinks we are creative,
uniquey talented, and sociologically
and culturally of some significance.

He sees us as a good, healthy phen—
omenon, uncensored, an evenly-balanced
form of private, in—group communica-
tion, unpretentious and, well, pure.

Alsc, we are not prone tc violence,
drugs or pornography. At least, not in
our fanzines. At least, not often.

He poo—poos the charges that fan-
zines and fandom are psychclogically
unhezlthy, flights from real life and
evidence of neurosis or worse. And,



he should know.=-V¥e've got a clean bill
of mental health...at least as a genre;
I'm not so sure about certain specific
fans...and they're not so sure about me.

Wertham has a ccllection of fanzines
of his own, and has borroved others. He
includes science fiction, fantasy and
comic fanzines (the full range of each
type) and is careful to make distinc-
tions and shadings. z

He describes fans and fanzines quite
accurately, puts us in our riche in the
overall culture, separates us properly
from the underground press, examines
our special words and publishing conven-
tions, our morality and modus operandi.

It's a thorough look at us and our
publishing. He names a lot of names
and quotes 3 lot cf quotes. Heady
stuff.

His advice to sociologists that we
are worthy of looking into is nervous-
making: being a cultural bug on a speci-
men plate makes me Jueasy.

But we have to expect some activity
in this area—acaderics are always on
the lookout for new areas of possible
research and analysis (the way logging
companies are always looking for fresh,
virgin forests), and nov that sf and
fantasy have become academically respect-
able, and now that 2 Big fiame Psychiza-
trist has peered at fans and fanzines
and pronounced us 3 rezl part of the
cultural viorld....

may soon lose our virginity. ("Ahhh,
0oo0... Unmmm... Oh, professor, do it
again....")

Thanks 3 lot, Doctor!
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WARD NEWS NOTES

In early December, George hay Amass—
carded from England, '"Tonight I go on TV
. to announce that the SF Foundation will
soon be awarding a Master of Philosophy
degree in SF."

+-

From BCSFA HEWSLETTER #6:
WELRONS—"YHAT ARE THEY?
"Juring the First Vancouver SF Con-
vention, a 'fiendish mind' (according
to Mike Walsh) conceived—uwith Brent

Maclean, OK Brent?—urote and present-
ed a series of awards designed to shame
certain authors into silence. The tl-
ron Awards (no connection to a well
known SF hack, L. Ron Hubbard) were
bronzed lemons mounted on a classy piy-
wood base and were presented for the
Worst Novel, Least Promising Author,
and Worst Dramatic Presentation.

"Someone also was elected to the
Elron Hall of Fame—for continued dis-
service to SF.

"The presentation of the awards
raised some static in Eastern SF cir-
cles, and consequently were not prescnt-
ed at V-con II.

"However, ve intend to revive them
for V=con III, so think up ncminations.
Remember no story or movie is so bad, it
can't receive an tlron.”

—iiike Bailey

The V-con III is at the Georgia Ho-
tel, Vancouver, B.C., CANADA, on tebru-
ary 22-24.
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LETTER FROM BOB BLOCH

((Sorry about that slanted heading,
Bob. The machine defied me. I'd
auch rather they deified me, but...))

"] like the latest AC (G#7)), and
have only one complaint—there's not
enough REG in it You have always con-
stituted the unigue ingredient in your
own fanzine, and I hate to see you more
or less confined to a few double-
bracketted retorts in the letter cols.
Even a response to a letter from Cdmond
Hemilton's wife, which would be double-
Leigh Bracketted, wouldn't suffice.
Hope you're more in evidence next is=
sue.”

((Another vote for more fieis. Quite
a few others have urged me to spravl
around, undo my belt and use up 2 lot
of space.

((One of the dreaded side-effects
Of my p*r*o*f*e*sts*i*otn*a*l*lty p*r*
i*n*t*e*d fanzines is the shrinking of
my participation. I must be a dumb
snob at heart. This issue should make
everyone happy except Perri Press.))
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ROBERT BLOCH'S BANQUET
SPEECH AT THE 1973 -
WORLD SCIENCE FICTION .
CONVENTION AT TORONTO

_ Ladies and Gentlemen——and Canadi-
ans:

That's the way I started my *alk at
the First Toronto World Science fiction
Convention, twenty-five years agos

Twenty-five years—a quarter of a
century. I've been doing a lot of
thinking about that. Twenty-five years
ago, many of you people here in the
audience hadn't even heen born yet.

And T know that after listening to
Lester del Rey's speech, most of you
wish you hadn't been born at all.

gut the thing I find most difficult
to accept——even more difficult than
Lester del Rey—is the way these con-
ventions have grown over the years.

Take the first Torcon, for examrle.
It was so much smaller. The total at-
tendance at the banquet consisted of
twe hindred Eskimos—and Forry Acker—
man. The Eskimos ate whale blubber and
Ackerman ate a complete set of AMAZING
STORIES. The AMAZING STORIES were un—
bound, because Ackerman dicn't want tc
pay the cover charge.

Things were much more primitive in
those days. The only convention hotel
we could find was an igloo. It was so
far up north, the cdesk clerk was a wal-
rus. At least he looked like a walrus.
It was either a walrus or Harry Harris-
on.

I remember being shocked at that
1948 convention when I heard one writer
say, "Cofie up to my room, little girl,
and I*11 show you my Hugo."

The regson I was shocked i3, they
didn't have any Hugos in 1948.

Rut then ve science fiction writers
are always ahead of our time.

There was only one publicity item
in the local paper about the 1948 con-
vention. It appeared in the Toronto
Star. In those days it was called the
EEEEnto Nova.

The date was July Ao, 148, and the
headline read—DON'T WAKE UP SCREAMING
——HORROR BOYS INVADE CITY.



0f course, the headline was really
accurate, when you realize that Donald
A. Wollheim and Bob Tucker attended the
convention.

Can you imagine holding a convention
at a time when there wasn't even a sine.
gle solitary STAR TREK fen? In 1948
Captain Kirk was still a second lieuten-
ant. Mr. Spock, that product of inter-
planetary miscegenation, had not yet
sullied our racial purity. Ve had our
troubles, but no tribbles.

If therc viere any problems in the
world which God couldn't solve, we could
always rely on Gernsback. Surely you
all remember Hugo Gernsback——the Andy
0ffutt of his day?

Anyhow, there's no sense pretending
that time hasn't passed. There are a
lot of people nowadays who want to ap—
pear young——uwio try to look like kids.

I know, because for a while I went
that route myself. I dressed like a
teen-ager—-I even undressed like one.
I dyed my hair—I dropped aci< in my
Geritol—I painted Peace Symbols on my
truss.

But one day 1 looked in my mirror
and saw the truth. In spite of the
toupee—and the face-liftings—and
the hormone injections—and the corset
—1 was really gatting to be an old
man.

So finally, when I got to be 35, I
just said the hell with it.

Now I try to act my age. ‘Yhy. I've
got a daughter who's almost as old as I
am. In a couple of years she'll beold-
er than I am.

About the only thing that keeps me
going these days is acupuncture. I'm
not kidding about that—mny acu has
been punctured many times. Ffor a while
I went around looking like a human pin-
cushion.

I had so many pins sticking out that
a porcupine fell in love with me.

0f course nothing came of it. The
porcupine finally married a younger man.
Probably just as well—I'd hate to
have gotten stuck with her.

But all this was long ago. Again,
this evening, I've been thinking about
the past. At one point during lLester

del Rey's speech ny vife kicked me un-
der the table and awakened me.

And again I looked out over the
audience and marvelled at all the youth-
ful faces in the audience. This time
I wasn't thinking of the first Torcon
—I went way back to the beginning—
when it all began for me in 1934,

It's hard for me to believe I start-
ed my professional writing career in
the same year that Bob Silverberg was
born.

Well, you know what they say—win
a little, lose a little.

We are so ignorant of our history.
for example, how many of you citizens
of Canada know the name of liestunia
Zelisko? And yet, Mestunia Zelisko,
born in the city of Winnipeg, is one of
the world's most courageous women—she
married me.

That's right—my wife, who changed
her name to Eleanor because she couldn't
spell Mestunia—mwas actually torn here
in Canada—and to this day she speaks
Canadian fluently. She speaks Canadian
and I drink it. 1

It's been a special thrill for her
to come back here and see some of her
family again. Almost as big a thrill
as it is for me to come back here and
see some of my family—ryou folks out
there.

You know, everybody's at this con-
vention. I was passing through the
lobby the other morning and a pretty
girl stopped me. She said, "Look at
that man over there—isn't that Ecchhh
Asimov?"

I said, "That's Ike, not Ecchhh."

She said, "You have your opinion,
I have mine."

I really shouldn't say that about
Asimov. After all, he is one of our
most distinguished uriters. I'm sure
you've all read some of his recent
work—you see it wherever you go. I-
saac Asimov's SHAKESPEARE—Isaac Asi-
mov's THE BIBLE. Isaac Asimov's PSYCHC.

Then of course we have Philip Jose
Farmer—one of the great innovators in
our field, who stripped away much of
the prudery and phoney taboos.

e
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More than twenty years ago Philip
Jose Farmer dared to do .what no one had
ever done before—he wrote THE LOVERS
—a story in which a man had sexual
relations with an insect.

You might call it science fiction's
first case.of buggery.

You hear that, Phil? That's how
the public is. Last year they gave you
a Hugo—this year they boo your neme.

Oh, we have all kinds of people
here. You know, this is a fine hotel,
but the rooms have very thin walls.

The other night I was in my bath-
room—brushing my tooth——and I heard
men's voices in the next room. One guy
vas saying to another, "I'l1 put mine
in yours if you'll put yours in mine."

Vell, for a moment I was puzzled—
until T realized they were just a
couple of editors...making a deal to
use each other's stories in their an-
thologies.

0f course, I don't want you to get
the idea that 211 the science fiction
pros are such big brains. Four years
ago I was one of a group of science fic-
tion writers invited to attend a sympo-
sium in Rio de Janeiro 3s guests of the
Brazilian governments

After it was over, soreof these
writers found out they could never
leave. It seems 8razil has a law
against taking shrunken heads out of
the country.

I had to sauggle Harlan out in my
suitcase.

John Brunner had a good thing going
for himself in Rio. When he discovered
how interested the Brazilians were in
science fiction he came up with the
Brunner Rent~i-lriter Plan. The idea
was to rent out authors to the fans
staying in the hotel.

“"He even posted rates in the lobby.
For 25¢ a day you can have A.E. van Vogt.

For 50¢ a day you can have Frederik
Pohl.

fFor 31,25, you get Brunner himself
—and a corn beef sanduiche If you
just want the corn beef sandwich with-
out 3runner, it's $12.00.

flow 1'm going td,ask your indulgencs


Eleanor.be.cau.se

for a few moments. You know, I have al-
ready mede two speeches at this conven~

tion—and in neither case was I allowed _

to give the talk that I had planned.

Last night they asked me to talk at
a film session, and that was a mistake.
To begin with, they lured me there un-
der false pretenses—the only reason I
attended is that I thought it was going
to be 2 “illiam Rotsler Film Festival.

Instead they were showing some of
my stuff, and they got held of all the
wrong things. The projects I'm really
proud of weren't screened at all.

For example, I recently worked on a
picture called THE LAST TANGO IN PARIS.
I wes the choreographer. My first mus—
ical. Since PSYCHO.

Then, recently, Hollywood has been
remaking all the old horror films with
an ethnic angle. Things like BLACGLLA,
and THE FALL OF THE HCUSE OF BLACKEN-
STEIN.

I just finished onc myself. It's
called THE CREATURE FRGM THE INTEGRATED
LAGCCN.

So that didn't pan cut. And neith-
er did my first talk. The committee
3ssigned me a title and I hag to build
my speech around it.

what I really wanted tc do was a
very serious literary presentaiion call-
ed "Science Fiction—The Search for
Yesterday: Tne Search For Today: The
Search For Tomarrow." e

You krow, sort of aipaof_men's Lar-
ry iliven—or 2 rich man*s Alex Panshin.
Something worthy of being reprinted in
RIVERSIDE QUARTERLY in that wonderful
Braille type-face which Leland Sapiro
steals off of eye-charts.

I was going to give schelarly exam-
ples. The typical Search For Vesterday
story—nhow Ugh, son ofUrrp, acciden-
tally rubs two cave-women together and
discovers bigany.

And the Search for Tcday story, one
of those relevant stories, set in the
present, meaning it deals'with rape,
sodomy, masturbation and incest. And
on the secord page....

0f course the big thing would be the
Search for the Future. This is where I

was going to get into the ecology bit
—not just describe a story, but: real-
1y lay something on you—a construc-
tive, positive, practical program to
solvc the vital, number one problem of
our existence—smog.

Smeg is caused, as we all know, by
an atmospheric condition where there's
too little oxygen and too much carbon
dioxide and other pollutants. Up until
now, we've placed much of the blame on
automobiles and heavy industry—riorget-
ting that there are vast areas of the
eartn where there are very few cars and
absolutely no industries at all.

And yet smog persists. Why? Be—
cause all over the world we have people
—three and a half billion people. And
every moment of the day, every day of
the year, each and every sne of these
people is inhaling 2ll that precious
oxygen from our atmcsphere and exhaling
all that carbon dioxide poison. There
is the real cause cf smog!

Ard my solution, of course, is quite
simple.

Evarybody stops hreathing and the
smog problem is solved.

I even have a name for my proposal
——a slonan for you to remember. (Con-
tinue Respiration And Perish. You can
all remember tiat, can't you? Continue
Respiration And Perish.

0r if you like you can just use the
initials. x

And here you thought Jerry Pournelle
v3s the only genius!

Well, as I say, I didn't get a .
chance to make those two spzeches. So
tiis, tonight, is @y last opportunity.

Up until now I've had to spend most
of my time insulting people—because
it's expectes of me. If I didn't in-
sc1t some of these people, they'd be
insulted. But I really am gquite fond
of everypody—ircluding the librarians.

I still have this final moment to
tell it like it is, and I intend to.

I speak now to the Convention Com-—
mittee—and to 21l of you. I've been
in science fiction, as a fan and as a
pro, for a long, long time. Twuenty-
five years ago I had the pleasure and

D

the privilege of attending the first
Yorldcon ever held in Toronto. Today
I have the pleasure and privelege of
attending the second one. And what
I'm asking you is simply this—if
you have another Worldcon here, twen-
ty-five years from now—uill you—
please—1let me come back again?
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He whose mind is in the gutter
will constantly worry about
things beneath him.

—Hen Gammage, Jr.
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LETTER FROM
BARRY N. MALZBERG

"Thanks for the first class copy
& extra covers. I haven't really form—
ed an attitude on the cover ((of TAC
47)) end untilfunless I co had better
say nothinge.

"HEROVIT'S WORLD is a work of fic-
tion and all of its characters created
from whole cloth. I found your specu—
lations on it as roman a clef interest-
ing; in truth none of this had ever oc-
curred to mes 'Yho are the futurigns?

"Brunner's letter is interesting,
inaccurate an¢ its inaccuracies just
small enough to make correction wortn-
while; having given up on the vorld's
injustices in the main I select minus-

. cule areas to correct, ‘hoping that if

everybody did the same, picked one
falsity to make it right, it would,
piece by piece, be more truthful and
accurzte.

"He says, '...the authors who have
made it from our field seem to have
done so on the strength of one crucial
breakthrough as Silverberg when he got
an advance of $25,000. for one book,
Harry when the movie rights of MAKE
ROCH were sold (before him Bob 3loch
with PSYCHC), Brian Aildiss when HA/ID-
REARED BOY hit the best-seller list...'

"Might I point out that Silverberg'<
#25,000. advance was for a nonfiction
vork dealing with Isreal, Bob Bloch's
break was triggered by a mystery novel
and HARD-REARED BOY was a literary nov-
el, and Harry's novel, despite being
Doubleday s—f, was modern/realistic?
None of these gentlemen, who have had



truly distinguished and valuable careers
in science-fiction got any crucial
breakthrough' in the field and their ad-
vances, despite the increasing merits

of their work, really haven't leapt for
their s-f.

"There are no 'crucial breakthroughs'
monetarily speaking in our field, the
money just isn't there nor the audience.
You can hit big outside of it as Aldiss
or Vonnequt did (or Bradbury or Asimov
or Clarke) and I hope that we all, each
and every one of us do, but inside it's
going to be pretty much the samee..ex-
cept for herovit who, of course, consis-
tently raiced his income and audiences
through ninety-two distinguished and im-
proving navels. That was why he was so
happy.

"And what is Scientology?"

Kok

LETTER FROM
BOB HOSKINS

"TAC 7 is at hand, because Barry
Malzberg lozned me the advance copy you
sent him. Thus I am probably one of
the first to comment.

" told Barry he should ask for the
original of the cover; if I were he I
would frame it. I think it's a perfect
capture of Barry's personality—uwhich
extends beyond his involvement with
science fiction: it is 3 warld view
that he expresses. He's. not anti-sci-
ence; he is anti-everything."

9RAR

"I'm doing a new series of original
anthologies, for Curtis Books, under
the title GAMMA.

"Wie tried to buy INFIKITY from Lanc—
er, but they wouldn't relinquish, at
least not at this moment. Originally
1 was planning to transfer INFIRITY SIX,
but we're waiting tc see what happens
with Lancer, if they can publish it
themselves.

"I'm open, though GAFMA ORE should
be closed before TAC 8 comes out."
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"T will not grok from 3 dribble glass."
—~Fick Dey
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SHIPS THAT PASS IN THE
NIGHT

A Review of Arthur C. Clarke's RENDES—
VOUS WITH RAMA. Harcourt Brace Jovano-
vich, #6.95.

The trouble with having a Big Repu-
tation is that when you produce some-
thing, chances are it'l1 seem insuffic-
ient and not-spectacular-enough to most
readers...and critics.

Thus my initial reaction to Clarke's
new novel, RENDESVOUS WITH RAMA: "Is
that the best he can do?" Because it
can be faulted for shallow characteriza-
tion, clumsy, obvious plotting, and a
semi-Juvenile writing level.

It can also be praised for its lack
of complexity, its clear, lucid, effec-
tive imagery and description of the gi-
ant hollow-vorld spaceship, Rama, and
for its inventiveness and rigorous in-
ternal plausibility.

The wonders of Rama's vast interior
as they are discovered by the crew of
the ERDEAVOR are varied, wonderful and
consistent with uhat Rama seeiis to be—
an incredible 3l-mile-long automatic
ark on a vast voyage through interstel-
lar space.

The Solar system, it turns out, is
only a fly-by refueling spot. The ques-
tions asked but not answered remain: Are
the Ramans dead or alive, hidden some-
where in the mysterious "cities" in-
side?; Since everything in Rama is set
up in double redundancy—a backup for
every backup systen—does this mean
that two more monstrous space arks are
due for Scl refuelings?

Clarke has hinted with his last
line that there may be a sequel. (To
be consistent there should be three
Rama novels.)

The book is captivating, easy to
read, the events and artifacts easy to
"see" and understand.

I wonder a bit at the attraction
sheer size nas for sf writers; whenever
2 Seise of Wonder is sought, vastness
is the tool. That is probably why Lar-
ry Niven's RINGYORLD and Poul Ander-
son's TAU ZERO were so successful. Gar-
gantuan concepts are a key to memorable
sfe

ol

Back to RAMA: I wish the live char-
acters had been more than minimally
fleshed out. But Rama was the protag-
onist; the humans who explored her were
necessarily spear carriers.

I think the manufactured menace cf
the Hermian missile sent.to blast Rema
was 3 too-obvious-plot device, a trans-
parent suspense ploy. But contrived or
no, it works. And whatthehell, Arthur
C. Clarke can do no wrong since 2001,
Right?
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NOISE LEVEL

Flash: John Brunner Vs.
The Meddling Moron:

A Column By John Brunner

* Hereinafter abbreviated to ™M™,
(Comments in parentheses are by John

Brunner, except this one, which is by
REG.)

Culled from the galley-proofs of my
forthcoming novel THE WEBS OF EVERY-
WHERE (Bantam), here are some choice
examples of the way in which a copy-
editor can get between an author and
his good intertions...

iy version: One might say, "The
enemy of my enemy..." And be able to
proceed no further with an explanation.

M4's version: One might say, "The
anemy of my enemy..." and be able to
proceed without further explanation.

iy version: Close on two-thirds of
the planet's population had been killed
by violence or disease.

M's version: Closely to two
thirds of... (Well, it's at least
original, I suppose, even if it isn't
English.)

viy version: "The library computer
says it goes to an old English tune."

Mi's version: "The library comput-
er says it comes from an old English
tune." (Easy come, easy go...)

. My version: He was far from home,
moreover; he had the flat face of a
florth Chinese.

iM's version: He was far from home;
moreover, he had the flat face of a



Northern Chinese. (Picked up on his
travels, presumably, and kept as a sou-
venir.)

My version: The excuse was color-
avle.

I#'s version: The excuse was color-
ful. (So was my language when I spotted
that one?)

My version: To be out by a couple
of millimetres doesn't signify.

" ¥M's version: To be out by a cou~
ple centimetres isn't significant. (iic,
I swear I am not joking, but am copying
these exactly as they stood before I
corrected the proofs!) '

iy version: Singled out as though
he were the chance member of a crowd on
whom a brillient spotlight fell.

MM's version: Singled out of 2
crowd as though he were the chance men—
ber on whom... (The guy is of course
not in a crowd, and indeec there isn't
any crowd in the story at that point.)

My version: There were newspapers
here, because the TV was underfunded
and unreliable. (I.e elseuhere they've
been superceded.)

iM's version: There vere only news—
papers there, because...

by version: "How the whole of ny
past has been so to speak lifted off
me."

M4's version: Miow the whcle of my
past has been lifted, so to speak, off
mee"

My version: On site, he was in-
mediately ready to believe...

¥M's version: On sight, he was im-

mediatelyes.

¥y version:
longuz...

keclining on a chaise-
#4's version: Reclining on a chaise
lounge...

And to wind up with, the pick of
the bunch, one which might be funny if
it hadn't been so nearly tragic.

My version: Fustapha displayed the

traditional Arabic indifference to their
sex [his bed companions'/.

iM's version: Mustapha displayed
the traditional Arabic indifference to
SeXa

Out of mingled curiosity and horror
I did a rough count of the number of
times I'd had to scrawl in red on the
margin of these proofs "follow copy"...
which I abbreviated to "FC" when I grew
tired of spelling it out in full. That's
to say, for the benefit of the uniniti-
ated, "print this the way I originally
wrote it."

I made it NINE HUNCRED AND FORTY-
WO,

And I'm still not sure I caught the
lot.
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'Commentators have expressec sur—
prise at the belligerancy of "pacifist"
groups and have been naively appailed
at the violence which characterises the
activities of so many apparently ideal—
istically-motivated crganisations. It
is not on account of the ideals, howev-
er, that many who participate in such
movements are drawn to them, but because
the movements themselves provide an op~
portunity for a defiance of authority,
an enotional outlet for the repudiation
of service.'

—Duncan VWilliams
TROUSERED APES
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Burn a book for God's sake!
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Supnort ecology—bemb a refinery!?
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"We all carry within us our places
of exile our crimes and our ravages.
But our task is not tc unleash them on
the world; it is to fight them in our-
selves and in others,'

—Camus
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"] sense that your secret thoughts
are evil. Let me put you down for 2
Tuesday afternoor fental Readjustment
at the State Clinic."

-"Is that compulsary?"

"0f coursed"
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LETTER FROM
MILDRED D. BROXON

"I read vith interest VYonda McIn-
tyre's letter in TACH#7, and your re-
ply, in which you state that 'most of
the sf readership is male’...an ‘over—
whelmingly male audience'.

"How, pray, do you define 'over-
vhelming'? 80202 70-302 And where
do you get your statistics? The ANALOG
readers poll? iiagazine subscription
lists, often, if sent to a2 couple, in
the man's nz2me? Or do you speak from
any statistical base? Surely I know
many female sf writers and fans, and
the conventions do not appear unisexual.

"I know LOCUS did a poll of its read-
ership some time back, sending ons
questionaire per copy. :Since it was
my husband's subscription he filled it
out. Does this meas I don't read LOCUS?

"Perhaps, instead, you meant the sf
audience was overwnelmingly male—com—
posed of men with the unfortunate XYY
chromosomal anomaly?

"T wonder how anyone is able to de-
termine that most sf readers are not on-
ly male but sexiste I have never seen
a questionaire on sexism; many sexists
do not consider themselves as such, and
protest loudly if so accused. It has
been my understanding that the younger,
more educated memoers of ‘our society
are likely to be the ones With the more
liberal attitudes. To say rothing of
people who are used to looking at mat-
ters from different perspectives, play-
ing 'what if?'—qgames that would make
Archie Bunker hysterical.

Mriters who unthinkingly resort to
sexual stereoiypes often suffer frcm a
desire to avoid 'hard work'-——creative
thinking—and this tendency shous up
elsewnhere in their worke

"TAC looks interesting, and, vell,
if there are some deranged babblings in
the lettercclumn from time to time, I'm
used to it; I used to be a psychiatric
nurse on the violent ward."

((From what pro editors have told
me and mentioned in passing in articles
and speeches, and from the subscription
lists of SFR and TAC, a 90% male—107
female ratio is about right, overall,



including readers-only plus fans.

((Sexism is based or personal and
economic selfishness—and  deep-seat-
ed cultural and social "traditions". It
is probably a 'fact of life' that will
persist forever in a majority of men...
and women.

((Bitter truths, Bubbles.))
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'Unless you realize fully that mod-
ern man is a kind of cast off stepchild
of a marvelous ancient race of space
going peoples you cannot grasp any of
the miracles of mother earth.

'This takes some mental flexibility
to throw off the wrong teachings we get
in schools and learn that all the ecol-
ogy of earth was OiiCE a designed whole
and carefully superintended constantly
with wide ranging telaugmentive vision
rays which could remove unwanted spe-
cies and aven alter remeining species
in certain ways<.. and that NOW what
we have is an earth abandoned to the
Mild" ...which is the same thing as an
old garden plot growing up to weeds...
and the weceds are winning without MAM
taking his rightful place as the garden—
ere

'Am very much pleased witn your lit-
tle pamphlet's contents but deplore the
religious attitudes vhich are confusing
to an old pagan like me who nas always
refused all religious" writings and
words like one refuses the plaqgue.

'One doesn't worship fother Earth
..0ne is or is not 2 child ¢f hers...
and the prostration before a "God" is a
symptom of mental error to we...

'T was very much pleased uhen the
flower Children came into prominence
«.eand very saddened to see them sabo-
taged by the drug impact...which was
the weapon used on them by the enermy..
wish they were more aware of their en—
emies and less prene to fall.

'To be aware of the enemy ic half
the battle and em always sad that so
few are really a-are of the mental doi—
inance of dero.

'To be aware of our friends under—
neath is also good...

'write Richard Shaver

PCB 356
Surmit, AR 72677

—letter, GREEM EGG #59
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MALZBERG VS. THE ANTS

A Reviev of Barry Malzberg's PHASE IV,
Pocket Books 77710, 95¢.

Listen, my children, and you shalil
hear of the novelization by Barry Malz-
berg of a story and screenplay by Mayc
Simon who "borrowed" from Clarke and
Kubrick's 2001.

PHASE IV is a Paramount picture
(probably released by the time you read
this) which tries, judging from Barry's
narrative of the Simon material, to mix
the traditional 'sci-fi' horror film
vith the avante-garde metaphysical sci-
ence fiction film.

Simon borrowed the significance of
the slabs in 2001, the Mew Fetus symbol-
izing a new species of man, and 2dded
the metamorphcsis of men and women into
a nev kind of symbiotic creature.

It's all very heavy at the beginning
when an incredibly compressed, complex
energy life-form, an invader from anoth-
er galaxy, lands on Earth and alters/
takes over the ants in a section of the
Arizona desert.

It lures a government two-man re-
search team by using ants to drive out
the people living in a fast-buck hous~
ing develogment.

And it-is heavy with symbolism and
(I anticipate for the movie) kaleido-
scopic visual effects a la Z(01 showing
the metamorphosis of mankind (via the
vomb of @ naked young woman) into an
altcred gestalt of telepathic humanity.

The final message is that the vast-
ly superior alien intelligence knous
what's good for us, and not tc worry
about losing individual identity and
freedom since those aspects of our na-
ture are only troublemakers.

In short, (God)Father-figure Knows
gest.

Plainly, judging from the lesers
and psychotics of this novelfpicture,
man—as—he=is is a failures.

23

Between these exploitive/copycat
artistic brackets the research team set-
tles into an incredibly elaborate re-
search station and...

We meet a local won't-let-them—damn
—ants-drive-me-off-my~land old man, his
oid hired hand, his vife, and (did you
expect less?) his lovely 20ish grand-
daughter.

The two scientists are an unstable
entomologist,and a games theory special-
ist who is so self-absorbed and unasser-
tive he is unable to tie his shoelacess

(They chose well when they picked
Barry iialzberg to novelize the story.)

The entomologist, impatient after
waiting long days for the ants to Do
Something, takes a grenzde launcher and
wipes out a couple of ant-constructed
siabs. Ichy-goo pours out.

In retaliation the ants attack the
old man and his family (plenty of gris-
ly visuals here) and only the pretty
girl survives. She is breught inio the
research station.

The ants are attacked with deadly
insecticides but quickly adapt. They
are quided in their millions by huge
new gueens and are telepathic. The in-
dividual ants are mere tools without
ego or self.

And so as the two men go bananas
from frustration and defeat, under
seige, and as the mad cntomologist is
bitten by an ant and sickens (ugly red
swollen hand 2nd arm, delirium), as the
games theory man has an identity crisis
and intense push~pull feelings for the
girl, and as the girl decides they are
both incompetent nutSece.

The ants sabotage the’radio, isolat-
ing the humans {(but only after the
glory-mad entomologist had refused
earlier to call for help or to notify
the authorities of the deaths or of the
Menace) .

The ant intelligence is playing cat
and mouse (or experimenting) with them.

At the end the girl, who has ap-
parently been invaded by the ants and
is Possessed (tialzherg hints but is not
explicit), qoes outside to talk to the
ants and is swarmed. Then the dying
entomologist goes out alone to try to



kill what he thinks is the ants' brain
center and is overwhelmed (more shock-
ing visuals).

The assistant, in a blue funk (he's
been previously in a gray funk), but a
Real Man at last, dons protective armor
and s2llies out to do battle,

He falls into a rabbit hole a la
Alice in ALICE Il YONDERLAKD and in
(I'm sure it will be) a psychedelic en-
vironment mects tie revived/rebuilt/al-
tered pretty girl end they merge end
they see the liew Fetus and they are
joined by the other recently dead and
a new dawn lights up the sky for man—
kindeeeo

(I wonder vhat the sound track will
be like.)

T suspect Barry tried to save the
book/story by inserting long sections
of a diary kept by the assistant thus
giving him (Malzberg) opportunity for
long introspective observations and his
usuai nihilistic, schizophrenic, anti-
herc thoughts.

As scientists neither of the men are
creditle. And the plot/character con-
tortions necessary to isolate these pec—
ple and keep them isolated are ludi-
crous; as in some bad murder mysteries,
the dictum is 'Never Call the Police.'

After all the above carpings, you'd
think I didn't like the book, wouldn't
you?

Yrong. In balance it tips one de-
gree to the good. The story is basical-
ly interesting and gripping. Hothing
Simon or Barry could do veakened ser—
jously the inherent pover of the alien/
ants vs. man conflict.
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LETTERS FROM
ROBERT MOORE WILLIAMS

"I do not wish to jump again on my
white typewriter, but, on the other
hand, I do not wish to do any of you
little pud-pullers the disservice of
giving you the delusive idea that you
can snipe at me with no risk of return
fire, I still ouwn my white typewrit- .
er, it is just that I would prefer not
to use it

"However, re the Scott Meredith

statement that the agency had closed my
account as unprofitable, I ran across

2 couple of interesting items on this
subject the other day while hunting
through my foreign sales file. They
were mis~filed, of course, but they do
seem to have some bearing on the agen—
cy's statement that said agency had
closed my account as unprofitatle. They
closed it by invitation, my invitation.

"One item is a letter from fir. Ter-
ry Carr, vho is, I understand, well
known in the sf world. The second is
my reply to tir. Carr.

"Herewith xerox copies of these two
items. Read them and make up your oun
mind as to who is lying."

((Photocopy of letter on SCOTT MERE-
DITH letterhead, dated Hovember 13.))

"Dear Mr. Williams:

"I'm sorry to report that Don
Yollheim has rejected THE MOOW
DEVILS. The entire book, includ-
ing the remainder of the manu-
script which you sent to him to
go with the portion and outline,
has been returned to us.

"Scott is away on 3 business trip
to Europe, and I note in your
file that you haven't yet replied
to our letter cf August 31 asking
you to reconsider your decision
to terminate our agreement. Ve
still hope that you will reconsid-
er, and we're looking forward to
hearing from you on this. Mean-
while, we'll hold the manuscript
of THE [400% DEVILS pending word
frem you.

A1l best wishes.
"Sincerely,

Associate Editor"

((Photocopy of a carbon copy of a
letter dated 18 Hov. 1952.))

"Dear Mr. Carr:

"Thank you for your
letter of 13 fHov.

iy decision to
terminate our relationship still
stands.

"Since these arc
clearly the responsibility of the

ol

agency, please carry through on
looking into the matter of the
checks from \est Germany, also

on sending along the comp. cop-
ies due me on WALK UP THE SKY.

1 do not know that the checks
from West Germany have ever come
through, but in the normal course
of business they should have
reached you some time ago. Also,
please return THE 100N DEVILS,
plus any other scripts of mine
you may be holding, via book rate
mail, with a routing record, to
me as soon as possible.

™11 best wishes,

Robart Moore Williams."

((Mew readers wishing background on
this guerrila war should read Piers An-
thony's letter in TAC #5, Scott Mere-
dith's letter in Tac #6, and Robert
Moore Williams' letter in TAC #7.

((I cannot resist noting that
you've become a bit testy of late, Mr.
Williams, and so soon after having
achieved Composure and a kind ef With-
drawal from the Cares of Mankind....))
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tay the teethmarks you find in your
candy cane be your cwn.
—(—
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HbTE: readers are urged to read Harry
Harrison's letter on page 1% before
reading Ted “hite's column belowe.

THE TRENCHANT BLUDGEON
A Column By Ted White
URFINISHED BUSINESS: I had just
about concluded
1 would not continue this column—
having missed one issue with it al-
ready—uvhen Geis forwarded to me a
copy of a letter from Harry Harrison,
with the comment, "You scem to have
irritated Harry to the point that he's
lowering 3 boom on you..."

Harry exemplifies my reasons for
reluctantly concluding that I did not
want to continue this column: bad
karma. Marry is bad karma—almost
certainly so for himself and assuredly
so for anyone else who crosses his



poisonous path.

And Harry is far from unique in the
world of sf prodom. Is this the sort of
miserly mind with which I desire to in-
volve myself? Would I not be happier
playing my alto sex in some low dive
entirely removed from the petty and
gratuitous backbiting Harry so totally
typifies?

The answer, of course, is yes—
wouldn't anyone?

But then Harry would no doubt chor-
tle drunkenly to his comrades that he
had 'run me out' and I can't see myself
giving him the pleasure.

I first had any dealings with Harry
in 1965, in London. They were, as far
as I knew, entirely amicable. I had be-
fore that known only of Harry in his
public, in-print personna.

I'd seen his name first with Wally
Wood's on the art of some early EC sf
comics and the short-lived CAPTAIN SCI-
ENCE—this at a time when I was much
taken by the '/ood "school" and style of
comic art and tracing down such obscure
compatriots of his as Sid Check (who,
nearly twenty years later, I finally
met...but that's cnother story entirely,
and one too pleasant in nature for this
column).

Next Harry"s name popped up on the
masthead of a may-fly sf magazine which
had for its first issues been edited by
Lester del Rey; Harry presided over the
last few issues of SCIENCE FICTION AD-
VENTURES before it bit the post-boom
dust of the mid-fifties.

(Later Larry Shaw revived the title
for a different publisher, and later yet
it was survived for 2 while by an Eng-
lish edition edited by Ted Carnell...
who in turn will be reintroduced short-
ly in this tale.)

Harry's impression upon me in those
days was entirely favorabls. As an ec-
itor of SFA he introduced several fan-
nish departments (in one a leading fan
of the day would do a quest column/ar—
ticle each issue) of the sort which he
now condemns.

Later there was DEATHWGRLD, which I
enjoyed if I was nct profoundly moved

by it, and so forth. (I'm not trying
to capsulize Harry's career here—just
those aspects which impinged upon my
consciousness at the time.)

When I arrived in London in 1965
for the London Worldcon, it was with a
case of jet-lag and in clothes well-
suited to a hot August in New York City
but entirely too light for the mid-fif-
ties of a sunny London day.

At the hotel I was told my room
would not be ready until late in the
day (I'd arrived early in the morning)
and ry bags were checked in through a
very efficient system to turn up later
in my room when it was ready—znd my
jet-lag befuddledness was such that I
didn't think to remove warmer clothing
(which I had packed) before they whisk—
ed my bags away.

I killed the next few hours sight-
seeing and exploring the London Under-
ground, subway buff that I was (and
still am). Back in the hotel again
around noon, I found it would still be
an hour or more bcfore my room was
ready, and while I stood idly in the
lobby wondering what to do next, Harry
Harrison hove to.

He was in the company of several
others, and the eight years which have
passed have robbed me of the memory of
who they vere. Dave Kyle, perhaps, or
raybe fred Pohl. Someone whom I knew,
and to whom I spoke,

Shortly thereafter the others dis-
appeared to attend to ene thing or an-
other and Harry and I were left alone
in the lobby.

Harry was (and still is) a whirl-
vind of energy, and can be quite charn-
ing wher he is not motivated towards
nastiness.

In short order I found myself caught
up in the whirlwind, following him first
into a bar (where I was serves a "whis-
key sour" unlike anything I've ever en-
countered before or-since) and thence
to the hotel barbarshop (dignified with
a more pompous name), where I mostly
listened while Harry talked.

By the time that was taken care of,
my room was ready and Harry followed me
up to deposit his things there ("just
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for a place to drop them"). Shortly
thereafter I sacked out for the rest of
the afternoon, not to awaken until even-
ing, when it was time to go out to John
Brunner's place for a pre-con party to
which he'd invited me. (It was there
that I found the rest of the convention

>

The next day, while I was still con-
suming my "continental breakfast" (cof-
fee and a bun—compliments of the he=
tel), the phone rang and it was Harry.

He proposed to show me London. In
fact I think he simply wgnted a young,
impressionable companion to accompany
him on his rounds for ego-flattering
purposes. I expect I filled the bill
fairly well. It was my first time in
England and I was ‘willing to go wherev-
er Harry led.

He took me to a house where he was
living, introduced fie briefly to his
wife and family, and then set out by a
series of devious routes (no doubt the
best available—London seemed to be
all small local streets) which took us
across the Thames and found us even—
tually in a depressing neighborhood of
laokalike houses, each crammed next to
the other, not a green—growing thing in
sight, up hill and dewn. It was a gray
day, threatening rain, and this un-
doubtedly reinforced the drabness of
the area.

Harry took me up to the door of one
of these houses and his ring was answer-
ed by either (I forget now) Ted Carnell
or his wife, bcth of whom I found a warm~
ing contrast to the gray world outside.

In the course of the several hours
which followed (I think Carn2ll was
then acting as Harry's British agent,
but won't swear to it) I very much en-
joyed myself. I told Ted that I had =
collection of all the early issues of
HEW WOPLDS, lacking only the first, and
he, with the sort of generosity he was
known for, found and gave me, auto-
graphed, a rare copy of that first is—
Su€e

He also showed me {but could not
part with) the single copy he had of an
issue which was never distributed—
the cover turned up later on a SCIENCE-
FANTASY, T believe—due to litigation
with the printer and the subsequent de-



struction of all but three copies.

Throughout this expedition and vis~
it, I felt and probably looked like a
raw neofan, Goshwowing as much as any
fan might upon entrancc into, say, for-
ry Ackerman's fabled house or any simi-
lar shrine of science fiction. I was
immeasurably touched by the Carnells'
kindness to me.

Eventually we left, refreshed, and
headed back to the hotel. Harry was
driving a W Microbus with left-hand
(non-English) drive, and the drive
back (fully as long as the drive out)
was occupied in part with sf talk.

I was even then planning my ovn
speech for the convention program, in
vhich I intended to espouse a position
somewhat to the right of the New Wave
(this was in 1665, please remember),
and in which I ended up talking up Phil-
ip K. Dick to an audience upon which he
had not yet had much impact. :

Harry, on the other hand, was en—
thusiastic about the Hew Wave although
nothing I'd then read by kim prepared
me for that stance.

We argued lightly, mostly kiddingly.
I did not say 2 lot. I felt somewhat
inarticulate, sitting next to Harry,
who was never at a loss for a pungent
phrase.

(Gee, you know, looking back on
that situation now, more than eight
years later, I find myself growing
nostalgic, all but wigping a tear from
my eye. Llittle, as they say, did I
know thens..)

I saw less of Harry thereafter. He
became svept up in his aspect of the
convention, while.f, in turn, spent
more of my time with the people I'd
come to meet—Peter ‘‘eston, Rolf Gin-
dorf, Tom Schluck, the "fannish fans"
of: the day in England and Europe, and
the BNF's like Chucue Harris, James
Yhite, Bob Shaw and Walter Willis, plus
old friends like Terry and Carol Carr
and 3id Coleman and Bob Silverberg.

(I was also suffering throughout the
con from a too-recent smallpox vaccina-
tion which swole my left am to the
size of a footbail for several days and
made leaning against doorjams at room
parties a disasterous mistake...)

Harry turned up in the States a
year or two later, and showed up at the
NyCon3, to ask of me that I give him
unscheduled time on the program for an
announcenment.

I did, and he spoke for some tventy
or thirty minutes on the subject of his
assumption of the editorship of AMAZIHG
and FARTASTIC, with the usual strutting
and preening which I had come to 2ssoc-
iate with his public personrz.

(I had been somevhat disappointed
in his Loncon speech, which he'd touted
to me in 2dvance as something not to
miss—it-was his usual performance,
although the first such I'd seen: fast-
paced jabber, punctuated with snorts of
laughter at his better lines. Lo on
content, but brimming with flash and
verve—superficially exciting.)

I was a little annoyed at this dis-
ruption of a tightly planned pregram
schedule, but I tore Harry no malice for
it. I still enjoyed hime

Later on at the lyCon3, at the
Awards Banquet, Harry told us he would
be éccepting for Jack Vance if Jack won
the Huge (he was nominated in the novel-
ette category for "The Last Casile™).

At this point I have nc idea wheth-
er Jack had authorized this or not.
Charitably, -I might guess that he would
certainly not have objected—and it's
possible that Harry had actually been
in touch with him about it. However,
my suspicion, founded or subsequent e-
vents, was that Harry wanted another
chance ta do some grandstanding and
figured that would be as goad a chance
as any.

In any_event; Jack Yance did win 2
Hugo, and Harry did accept it for him.

Now, it's always been my understand-
ing that when one accepts an award for
someonc else, one is responsible for
conveying the award to the winner—
that this indeed is what “"accepting for"
means. Perhaps I was—and am—naive,
but I was a bit surprised when, immedi-
ately after the banquet, Harry returned
the liugo to us.

Harry had availed himself of an op-
portunity to show off in public again,
but he accepted no responsibility be-
yond that point—despite the fact that
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he lived then in Southern California,
was known as a traveller, and might eas-
ily have conveyed the award to the Bay
Area, vhere Jack Vance lived.

I mention this now because it was
one of the heinous deeds Harry later
accused me of—not immediately and
personally shipping the award to Vance.

The fact was that the avards were
made of lucite that year (a situation
over vhich the con committee had na con-
trol, although a few criticisms were
directed our way for it) and were glued
with epoxy cement to the bases. But
they kept coming off. Epoxy is not all
it's supposed to be. :

The iiyCon3 ccmmittee discussed the
point aid decided that shipping the -
award would be too risky—Vance would
surely receive it in pieces. So we took
it out with us the following year to the
Raycon, vhere, freshly reglued, we gave
it tc Jack 2nd thereafter enjoyed a
pleasant dinner with him and his wife.

liot a big deal, really, and nothing
worth making a point of at this late
date, but it occasioned a series of nas-
ty littie gibing notes from Harry dur-
ing the year between NyCon3 and Baycon,
ceincidental to everything else which
occurred that year (which I'm coming
to), along the lines of, Lwhat's the
matter with you guys? Here I accepted
Jack's award for him and row he doesn't
have it and you're making me look like
a fool.k

Meedless to say, had Harry done
what ve expected of him in "accepting"
the award, there would have been no
problem. :

In any event, I didn't see Harry
again until the Baycon, by which time
the shit had hit the fan.

Barely a month later SCIENCE FICTIORN
REVIEW would appear vith Harry's scath-
ing two-page denunciation of my charact-
er, parentage and private habits, none
of it in reply (he's never replied) to
the coluzn (in the previous SFR) in
which I asked if Harry was in fact Le-
roy tanner.

In fact, the bulk of Harry's charge
against me in tnat letter was the griev-
ous harm I had done to Jack Vance in
willfully refusing to give him his Hugo.



(Harry apparently never noticed
that the HyCon3 Cormmittee included oth-
er people, one of whom was co-chairman
with me. He held me and me alone per-
sonally responsible. But by then of
course Harry no longer liked meo..)

In any case I took the violence of
his response to the question of his be-
ing Leroy Tanner for a tacit "yes".

What happened, anyway? Yhy this
sudden turnabout? What had I done to
so change Harry's estimation of my char-
acter?

Well, here's what I actually did: I
read a review by Leroy Tanner (actual
identity then unknown to me) in one of
Harry's AMAZINGs.

In this review Roger Zelazny's LORD
OF LIGHT is raked over hct coals and
consigned to "the coal hod." Zelazny
is described as "undoubtedly has a tin
ear for the meanings and nuances of
language," and the entire review is
written in a mock-British style of
which this will serve as a representa-
tive ssmple:

",..Quite a nice idea in fact,
vhich the author has succeeded in
burying under a weight of improb-
able language the like of which I
nave not read since last I plucked
a Yank mag from the penny bin in
Woolworth's. ("Pulp' magezines I
believe you call them.)"

Well, much anncyed with the nature
and quality of that review, I sat doun
and wrote a letter to Harry, in his ed-
itorial personna, in which I roasted the
Tanner review.

ow at that point I dig not know or
suspect that Tanner was Harrison, and I
still regarded Harry hirmself in"a favor-
able light. So I concluded the letter
with this:

"Bad, bad, bad. Tanner choos~
es only to criticize Zelazny as a
prosesmith, and then demonstrates
he can't even use vords correctly
higsel f' I don't know where you
dug this creep up, harry, but I
think he's best reburied. The
stench of him is stinking up your
(othervise vastly improving) maga-
zine. ‘With many regards, Ted
White."

I mailed the letter off to Harrison
and then forgot the matter until, in an
early issue of the SFWA FORUM, Poul An-
derson (I believe) brought up the sub—
ject of sf book reviews in the maga-
zines.

In the course of a letter to the
next FORLM, I commented on that topic
and enclosed a carbon of my letter to
Harrison as an example of the sort of
reviews which pissed me off. Editor
Terry Carr printed both my letters.

tihat followed was quite remarkable.
Terry received from Harry a covering
note and a letter from Tanner. T will
not quote it here—SFWA FGRUIis in
those days were not to be quoted—obut
it was directed, quite vindictively,
and in language I have since come to
associate with Harrison, at me.

The criticism ran in two directions.
The first, understandably, called me a
cretin for my inability to appreciate
the high level of Tanner's criticism of
lelazny. The second condemned me even
more roundly for daring to pass on a
copy of my letter to the FORUM when, as
I rust have known, it was already sched-
uled to be printed in the July, 1968
AFAZING.

Welly of course I hadn't knoun Har-
rison would print it—1I'd rather assum—
ed he would not (there wasn't even 3
letter column in the issue which pub-:
lished the Tanner review)—and even
then this aspect of the Tanner letter
struck me as odd, to say the least.

I would say that right about here—
some time between (or on) his receict of
my letter and his awareness that it had
been published in the FORLM, Harry liar—
rison changed his opinion of me. ict
one to make the same mistake twice, he
has not changed it since.

However, it is possible the situa-
tion might %iave died a natural death
had not several events then occurred,
each of vhich added impetus to the
whole business.

The first occurred in -the same is-
sue (July, 1968) in which my letter was
published,

‘It was a long (nearly tuo pages)
review, by "Tanner" again, of Algis Bu-
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drys' THE AMSIRS AHD THE IROM THORH.
It opens with a declaration that, "as
a'reviewer, Mr. Budrys is a pompous
liar." (Does that sound familiar?)

The following page of "review" is
devoted to proving this point by disect~
ing Budrys' GALAXY review of NEBULA
AWARDS STORIES T.0, a volume edited
(by no coincidence) by Harry Harrison
and Brian Aldiss.

It would appear to be Harry's way
of getting back at Ajay for a bad (o
lukewarm) reviev.

Not many wounded authors or editors
have the opportunity to strike back at
their critics in this manner—and none
others have made use of such an oppor-
tunity.

I was a bit taken aback by the fer-
ocity of the attack, which concluded
vith, "Jell, as the actress said to the
bishop, enough of that. Since Mr. Bu-
drys is necw a proven incompetent as a
reviewer, let us see what kind-of nov-
elist he is." His book is then also
drawn and quartered. :

Curious, I looked up the Budrys re-
view in GALAXY which had so incensed
"Tanner."

As 1 read it I was struck anew by
the tactics Tanner had employed—in
which he flagrantly misrepresented Bu—
drys' actual reviev. .

I don't propose to redocument this
—because I did it once alréady;lzl
did it "here"—in the Bludgeon, for
Geis' SFR.

I devoted a column to the curious
case of Leroy Tanner. I examined his
"review" of Budrys and contrasted what
he said Budrys said with what Budrys
had actually said. it was a thorough
job.

I then asked tne pivotal question:
who is "Leroy Tanner"? And found, to
ry cwn satisfaction at least, that the
most likely culprit was Harry Harrison.

(In passing I also reviewed the
NEBULA AWARD STORIES TW0's afterword,
in which books like TARHSMAN OF GOR
vere sincled out for praise as the
year's best, while neither Delany or
lelazny—the big new stars of the
year in question—uere mentioned, and



in which Harrison praised a book by
Aldiss while Aldiss praised a bsok by
Harrison, and Harrison's COLLECTED
EDITORIALS OF JOHN V. CAMPBELL was
also pushed. You note that Harry has
managed to get his name on a lot of
books which were written by or drawn
from material edited by John Campbell?
I just saw a new one the other day.
But I digresse..)

That column made Harry very mad.
I'm told that had he laid eyes on me a
at the Baycon he was prepared to rip
me limb from limb—=or so he boasted.

In actuality, he walked right past
me a dozen times without doing a thing.

As it was, he had to settle for a
letter in the next SFR in which he
spent two pages (in smzll type) vil-
lifying me without once dealing with
any or the factual or moral questions
I'd raised.

(Geis, in a pointed commert, asked
at the end of his letter, “8ut, Harry,
are you Leroy Tanner?t Harry never
answerad that, either.)

It must have come as a crouning
low, then, when Harry found out, late
that October, that I had just been
asked to succeed Barry Malzberg (Har-
ry's successor of a few nontns) as ed—
itor of AMAZING and FARTASTIC.

Harry found out on a Sunday, and
immediately fired off a letter, air-
mail, special delivery, to Sol Cohen.

In that letter he described me as
"evil," said that no reputable profes-
sional would have -anything to do with
me, and stated that if I was made ed-
itor he, in his capacity as Vice Pres-
ident -of the SFUA, would reinstitute
the recently ssttled "SFWA Boycott"
against the Ultimate magazines.

Put plainly, that was 3 libelous
letter wnich directly threatered my
professional livelihood and career. I
have absolutely no doubt but that the
leiter to So} Cohen, coupled with the
letter in SFR or standing alcne, was
(and is) actionable, and I was assur-—
ed by an eager atterney that I could
win handsomely-should I sue.

I did riots I was the object of

an earlier suit myself (which was drop-
ped when tempers died—but only after
I'd been served papers, hired an attor-
ney, and spent some money to defend my-
self) and then as now I've felt that
lawsuits have little or no place in
this clannish, but backbiting world we
call fandom.

Instead I did nothing. Sol called
Harry (who was then residing on the Mest
Coast) and apparently calrmed him down.
For the next year or so I was (on the
mastheads of the magazines) officially
the Managing Editor of AIAZING and FAN-
TASTIC and Sol Coken was the Editor &%
Publisher.

In fact, 1 was the editor as much
then as now, more than five years later.

For the most part things hetween
Harry and I vent orto the back burner
then.

Periodically stories filtered down
to me about Harry bad-mouthing me where
he thought he might do me dirt. He
told ry agent, for instance, to get rid
of me. He wrote a letter to Frank Lun-
ney's BEABOHEMA in which he said he was
suing me. Etc. MNothing came of any of
this.

In February of 1671 (or wes it 1972
«..the mind slips) Harry was quest of
honor at the Bclticon, a small regional
conference held each year in Baltimore.

I attended, intending to simply
avoid Harry as best I could, in order
to avoid any further unpleasantness,
but Harry was not to be avoided.

During a dialoguc with, Jay Haldeman
(it was to have been a flew Writers Pan-
el with me moderating, but Jay wes the
only scheduled panelist therz, so we
turned it into a dialogue), at the point
vhen questions were invited from the
audience, Harry stood up a2nd began har-
ranguing me.

"If you think fanzines are sc unim-
vortant," he began, totally confusing
the point I'd just made to a previous
question, "why do you spend 2li your
time—-time you should be devnting to
your prefessional duties!—uwtiy do you
spenc all your time publishing lies
about me in the fanzines?"

That wasn't all, and he had no in-
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tention of allowing 3 reply, but this
time I had a microphone in front of me
and after waiting out the first barrage
of slander, I shouted him down.

It goes without saying that, since
1 became editor of AMAZING ancd FAKTAS-
TIC, my contributions to fanzines have
fallen off sharply—ask any fanzine
editor who has begged me for material
without success.

(And for the same reason—too much
magazine work—1I1 missed my deadline
for the last issue of TAC, which, at a
penny 3 vord, doesn't quite add up to
fanzine-vork to me.)

And, needless to say, I spend very
little time (if any!) on Harry in the
contributions I do make to-fanzines.
Ancd nothing I have ever written about
Harry has been a knowing misrepresen—
tation of the truths I see no need to
tell lies about Harry. The truth is
far more damning.

Harry, on the other hand, is operat-
ing under rio such constrainsts. In Har-
ry's BEST SF: 1969, published in hard-
cover in 1970 and in paperback in 1971,
he makes this statement:

"The case of AMAZING and FANTAS-
TIC is more tragic. After a brief
attempt at quality and responsibil-
ity under former editor Barry .
ftalzberg...these m2gazines have
sunk back to their former low~bud-
get days. Consisting mostly of
reprinted stories from the early
and bad pulp days of the magazines,
interspersed with a meager handful
of indifferent new stories, they
are not worth serious considera—
tion." :

That is, folks, 2 flat-out lie. Just
to prove he hadn't been day-dreaming
when he wrote it, Harry repeated it a
year or twc later inaBritish fanzine
(CYPHER? I don't recall.).

As Harry knows guite well, the per-
centage of reprint—to-new-mzterial de-
clined steadily begirning with his oun
editorship of the magazines.

When I inherited them the percentage
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