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LIEN THOUGHTS

Let's just say that after three big
3000-copy mimeographed issues of TAC I
felt I needed a rest...so this issue is
a break in the routine. I approached
Don Day about the possibility of having
this issue done photo—offset and discov—
ered he had two new employees, that the
helper who had botched TAC #7 (and turned
me off) was no longer with Perri Press,
and that the cost would not be prohibi-
tive.

I consulted my bank balance, ignored
the ominous rumblings of a recession in
the economic sky, end decided to indulge
myself againe

I prefer the "freedom” pf mimeo,
thoughs..there is a hard=to-pin-down joy
for me in typing my thoughts on=stencil;
it's as if it is truly non—professional,
somehow, and I am more relaxed and inform-
al and... Whereas with this photo-offset
format— 1 feel subtly inhibitede I
suppose I am the victim/beneficiary of
the Low-Brow Syndrome. Like the up-from-
the-ranks executive who is never happy
in the front office and who loves to get
down with the workers on the factory
floor.

I am not cut out for the Big Time, I
suspects I'm a natural born prole. Got
3 broom?—time for me to sweep out the
trenches. 4

| gLl

What I'm saying is that TAC #12 will
likely be mimeo again, about 50 pages...
Okay, it'1l likely run 52...or Sk.... But
no more monsters of 62!

I'1] switch out of the cheapie Sure-
Rite stencils and go to the heavy=duty
long run Gestetner #6 blues. We'll see
if that minimizes the stencil creasing on
the bottom line of type I've been fight-
ing for so longe..though I suspect that
the problem in inherent, somehow, in the
dynanics of 2000 copies plus run Cafter
2000 coples the creasing generally be=
gins) and the weakening of the stencil
due to this 17=characters=per=inch tall
mcro-elite typefaces In shorty good peo=
ple, we'll have to live with some scrunch=
ed-up last lines...you'll have to read
them, and I'11 have to regret them.

A further experiment is to narrow the
colums to two inches, thus reducing the
weakening cf the stencil, but also cutting
do.i somewhat the wordage—per—page. Life
is a series of unsatisfactory compromisess

The headings in this issue come to you
courtesy of Varityper. I bought one for
a price I couldn't refuse to pay, and got
seven fonts in the bargain. It's an old
#230 model and isn't good for anything but
headings, because typiag on it is a slow,
frustrating process. But it dresses up
the photo—offset editions nf TAC, and is



worth ite Unfortunately, it can't be used
to type a stencil. Headings in the mimeo
issues will be done on the Sears electric
Presidential pica (the allignment of which
I have fixed, by the way).

And I'11 take this opportunity to com-
misserate with those few of you (not count-
ing 1brarians) who are Serious Collectors
of Tac and who like to have issues accumu~
lated bounde I know changes in size &
format make you howl. Sorry. .

As you may or may not know by now, IF
is deade Jim Baen called me around the
middle of August to tell me. Seems he
was on vacation and while he was out the
powers—that-be at U.P.D. decided that the
increases in circulation since his take-
ove( didn't compensate enough for the
heavy increases in the cost of paper they
had suffered.

All is not lost as far as "The Alien
Viewpoint® is concerned, however, My
colunn will continue in GALAXY on a bi-
monthly basis, although with a 50% cut in
length.

There is some hope that as later cir-
culation figures come in the further im-
provement in sales will dictate renewed
life for IF,

But don't hold your breath.

And be prepared for further shocks in

the s-f field.

Below I quote a letter from Mike Glyer
whon I appointed Hugo Acceptor for me at
DisconIl,

As luck would have it, TAC and ALGOL
tied for the Best Fan Magazine Hugo. Thus
Andy Porter can purr with delight now that
he has his coveted Hugo...and I can put
Hugo #4 on the mantel and note that there
is room for at least three more.

The truth is I have come to view a
Hugo every year or so as my Just Desserts

—fitting punishment for my life of crime
in the neighborhood of science fiction.

I await with a smug smile the outraged
cries and wails and gnashings of teeth of
the losers and not-nominated.

What the Convention Committee in Aus-
tralia will do about the thomy question
of eligibility and definitions of 'amat-
eur' and 'fanzine' I know not. They say
decide, as did the Discon II concom, to
simply let the Hugo voters decide by the
nominations voted as to which is what.
Whatever. It's okay by me.

Mike wrote: ™After you split the best
fanzine Hugo with Andy Sunday night I ran
upstairs and dialed Portland Information
with the idea in mind of calling you (col-
lect) to inform you that they had inflict-
ed another of those potmetal phalli on
yous (I know your den must be quite clut-
tered with those souvenirs by now, and
who needs another, eh?) However, inasmuch
as no Richard Geis is listed in Portland,
and your phone number wasn't in any copy
of TAC that I could scare up in the hotel,
this is the first chance I've gotten to
pass the word,"

((A few...a very very few people in
s=f know my number...and I think for a few
more years I'11 stay in my hidey-hole.))

™y brilliant and witty acceptance
speech was preceded by the announcement of
the tie, naturally. At which time andy
offutt declared you and Porter co-winners.
He then stated, 'Accepting for Richard
Geis is Mike Glyer. I don't know why he'd
do such a thinge..'

"I hurtled forward, but Porter had a
headstart; probably irrelevant. My ec-
static remarks were something to the ef-
fect that, 'Geis said if I didn't get
him 3 Hugo this year I'd be firede..I
guess this means I still have the job.'
Now all I need to do is work my passage
to Australia, right?"

((Riiiight.))

MAs soon as I find a shoebox big e-



nough, I'11 send along your rocket and
the certificate (suitable for framing, or
lining birdcages).”

((Mike...'potmetal’, *phalli’, 'souven~
irs', 'lining birdcages'...you aren't show-
ing enough respect and Humbleness. Why am
I in double parenthesis marks—this is
the editoriall

Actually, Jeff Levin, Portland fan and
publisher of Pendragon Press called me
that night and told me. (A friend at the
con had called him with the award results.)

I note, too, Mike, that your letter
was written on.....friends of Klingon
stationery. I was not aware of your as~
sociation with that traitorous group of
.dkseased humans!

I further note your change of address
to 319 Pike St., Bowling Green, OM 43403.
(They finally ran you out of Los Angeles,
eh? I knew they'd tumble to that earth-
quake machine you had in your house in
Syllar.)

My comsents on the OTHER Hugo awards
are off-the~cuff, Mon-stencil™ and very
likely ill-considered, but wotthehell, I
go in for a complete physical next month,
they'11 tell me I've got six months to
live, so I don't care.

+++
1973 GO WINNERS

Best Novel was RENDEZVOUS WITH RAMA
by Arthur C. Clarke. Expectede It has
a sense-of-wonder to it, is written vith
simplicity and care, and is of Hugo cali-
bre...barely. Weak on characterization,
but Rama is the protagonist, and it is
well developed.

Second places TIME ENOUGH FOR LOVE by
Robert A. Heinlein, A disappointment for
wost fans.

Third place: PROTECTOR by Larry Niven.
Good, but not up to his Hugo—winning RING-
WORLD .

Best Novella was "The Girl Who Was

Plugged In" by James Tiptree, Jro Flashy
technique and depth of emotion with social
conment. Well deserved.

Second place: "The Death of Doctor
Island" by Gene Wolfe. As good or better
than the winner. '

Third place: ™eath and Designation
Among the Asadi™ by Michael Bishop. Bril-
liant. Probably appeared too early in
1973 to retain its impact on the voters.

Best Novelette is "The Deathbird™ by
Harlan Ellison. Pyrotechnic style, heavy
content, Ellison impact.

Second place: "0f Mist, and Grass,
and Sand" by Vonda McIntyre. Good writ~
ing, sentimental: a Mwoman's" sf story.

Third place: "Love Is the Plan, the
Plan Is Death" by James Tiptree, Jre
Alas, I haven't read it yet.

Best Short Story is "The Ones Who Walk
Away From Omelas" by Ursula K. Le Guine
A subtle, brutal morality tale. When
you're hot, you're hot.

Second place: ™ith Morning Comes Mist-
fall" by George R. R. Martin, Faire I
wasn't all that impressed.

Third place: MConstruction Shack™ by
Clifford Do Simak. An old-fashioned AS-
TOUNDING story.

Best Dramatic is SLEEPER. Didn't see
ite 2nd is GENESIS II. Eh!! 3rd is SOY-
LENT GREEN. Didn't see it.

Best Professional Editor is Ben Bova.
No argument. 2nd is Robert Silverberg.
3rd is Ted White.

Best Professional Artist is Frank Kel-
ly Freas. Wot, again? 2nd is Frank Fra-
zetta. 3rd is John Schoenherr. Good men,
all.

Best Fanzine(s) are THE ALIEN CRITIC
and ALGOL (tied). ALGOL has the "pro®
look and TAC has the charisma. 2nd is

(continued in Alien Conclusions)



AN INTERVIEW WITH
AVRAM DAVID3ON ~ 1973

ODo00O0O0oOoo0ooco0dacoo
COO000OO0ooOo0ooooono

REG: Avram, you were the Student-Appoint-

ed guest lecturer in the Program In
Comparative Literature at the University
of California at Irvine recently. Was it
a pleasant experience?

DAVIDSON: Ffor the most part, REG, yes.
—3Say, those lights are kind
of bright, do you suppose you could—
Yeah. Thanks. For the most part. Of
course, it was a surprises In the way it
turned out. Quite the opposite of what
and how I had expected. See, the sched-
ule was for me to teach six hours a week,
and I had thought, what I had thought, I
had thought to devote the entire six hours
a week to what I called ASPECTS OF UNHIS-
TORY, And which Mike Kurland, do you know
Mike Kurland? which Mike Kurland called,
"The sort of historical stuff which Willy
Ley used to write, without the Science."

In other words, odd-ball stuff, scraped
off 35 years, or nearer to 40, of omniv-

orous reading. Such as, like, FOOTBIND-
ING, CANNIBALISM, EUNUCHS, THE INTRODUC-
TION OF THE CAMEL INTO THE U.S., MANDRAK-
ES, THE WAILING OF THE GAULISH DEAD, THE
UNICORN AND ITS POTENT HORN, and such-
like and so-on. And in fact I explaineJ
to them, I very carefully explainec io
them, that what I did NOT wish to dowhile
I was down there, I did NOT wish to spend
six hours a week teaching about Science
Fiction. I did not wish to take as as it
were busman's holiday. However. Manopro-
poses, and the Department of English and
CompLit at the University of California
at Irvine disposes. They called me up,
the EngCompLit profs there, they called
me up in relays. And they laid this trip
on me, man, that the students there were
like deMANDing a course in Sci-fi, and



there was but no one in the Dept. who
knew jack shit about it, and if the stu-
dents didn't get it man, wow, they were
like maybe going to blow up the Campus
Branch of the B of A like they did a cou-
ple years ago. So what the Hell? VYa

know? So we compromised. Three hours 3
week I was to teach ASPECTS OF UNHISTORY
and the other three hours a week I was to
teach what they the profs called and term-
ed A READING COURSE IN SPECULATIVE FIC-
TION. —Are you running with me, REG? —
So, well, say you got any more of that
Wild Turkey? No? Oh well, sure, the Sea-
grams will do fine, I guess. Have to.

No, nevermind the styrofoam cup, I'll just
pour it into the 7-Up bottle.

Yeah. Hey, not a bad place you have
here, especially if you admire A1f Landon
campaign posters, which I guess you do.

Ha ha. Huh? Oh. Oh yeah, - Yeah. Well,
for one thing, they, without my understand-
ing what in the HELL was going on, they
shoved the ASPECTS OF UNHISTORY thing in-
to 3 slot they called "University Studies,
subtitle, "Snap Courses." Attendance lim-
ited to Frosh and Soph, except by special
permission only. And the SPEC FIC they
assigned as being for Juniors and Seniors
only, except by special permission, eckt
.eckt eckt, ha ha, what? ICE cubes? Naa,
what the funk I want ICE cubes for? I
want ICE cubes, fa crise sakes, I'll mar-
ry an Eskimo. So, om, uh whur were we,
oh yeah. YEAH. SNAP courses. So alla
these kids, ya know, they must of looked
at the schedule, and they said, Ah, here
is this SNAP course at two p.m. in the
aftemoon, ziddly-six points, and likely
the vibes will be better than if we sigr
up for the two other 2 p.m. snap courses
at ziddly-six points, namely CHICANO VALUE
STRUGGLES and/or AFRO-AM-RICAN FINGER
PAINTING, where Pale Faces are not ezzack=
y welcomed. —So, ha ha! they sag into
the first class, which for what I now re-
gretfully admit was an error in strategy,
stragety? no, strategy, I begin the first
lecture with THE WAILING OF THE GAULISH
DEAD, and a big long quotation from Prop~

copius, followed by one from Claudian,
and, uh, that should be P R 0 C 0 pius,
yeah, lite that. And they started to fall
asleep in droves. Glazed eyeballs. Some
dropped out. Some never did wake up at
all, I guess. Haw hawe Whereas the Spec
FIC class, at from 7 to 10 pm, with a cof-
fee break in between, and alla these jun-
iors and seniors, well, that was a real
TRIP, man. Sparkel? Sparkle plenty. Gus
Hasford came a few several times, and Art
Cover, and Phil Dick came once, too. So
that was lotsa fun. Man.

Yeah.

So whud else ya wanna know?

REG: So, it's gunna be THAT kind of con-

versation, huh?  Okaaay., Did they
ask you to come back next year or some-
thing? What in hell did the students im-
press upon you? Was it all relevant/ec-
ology thinking in relation to sf theylaid
on you, or were they interested in time-
less sfo Did you lead the course—or
were you pushed?

Stay sober. Have some lemonade. More

ice?

DAVIDSON: Really, I have nought for your
comfort. Evidently you are
not asking the correct questionss..and I
don't know what they are, either. No,
the students did not ask m2 to come back
next year, or anything. The amount of
money for the student-appointed faculty
experimant is limited, and I'm sure that
they want to spread it around. They might
likely have asked Carlos Castenada to come
back after the Spring trimester (or 'quar-
ter," if you like...you no like? tough.),
but he got miffed or pissed at a some-
thing or two, and he did not show at all
for the —well, what it was, it was ten
weeks. What in hell the stu“ents impress—
ed on me was not terribly much in any
direction. There were no real shits a-
mong them, mind you. I did wonder how
some of them got out of high school, let
alone into college, let alone into the



University of California...but only some
of them, mind you. And some, of course,
were brilliant. I had two classes, per-
haps you don't know. One was sf (as you
tem it—and your term is as good as any,
I suppose...or as bad)—or, as the Depart-
ment of English and Comparative Literature
termed it in one catalogue listing as
"English 198 C: Special Subjects,” or
something equally pishy, moving a couple
of students to complain that it should
have attracted many more if it had been
openly labelled "Science Fiction™—but,
frankly, I felt the size was sizable e-
nough...where were we...Shenley's and 7-
Up, sheest...I never did get the glass of
sherry in the faculty lounge...the facul-
ty lounge is called The University Club
and serves no alcy...Ah so. And the oth-
er title was something almost like "Intro-
duction to the Reading and Writing of
Speculative Fiction," not my title, eith-
er. That one went very well. VERy well.
The other, which was my own desire and
idea, was "Aspects of Unhistory," oddball
stuff. A very slight knowledge of histor)
was a big help...and most of them evident-
ly didn't have it...got glazed eyes and
fell asleep...ah well. I used to say, "We
are living at the end of a classical era
" Now I know that we have already
passed the end of it. Mention Procopius,
who was Procopius, Well he was employed

at the court of Justinian... Who and when
was Justinian? —not a clue... One fe-
male student had, it seemed, some slight
confusion reading my THE PHOENIX AND THE
MIRROR...she had, you better believe it,
never heard of the legend of the phoenix.
She thought I had made it all up. Ah well

How the course ran was so: I assigned
four or five books, they were to read them
on their own time, and we were to discuss
them in class. Also we were to read aid
discuss any fictions written by class mem-
bers. Those who submitted none had to
submit a paper on each book. In other
words, a book paper would substitute for

A ~t~ry. We had a couple of good stories :

... There were about 2% talents aiscov—
ered. One needed some more practice, let
us say, in literary forms; he used to turn
1n three page novels cqvering megamillions
of years. Another needed only to carryon
at further length. Another had little
urge to finish or expand. And so on.
Nothing very unusual. I had intended it
to be mainly a workshop course, but it
wasn't because not enough students wrote.
I can certainly say that I learned at
least as much from them as they from me.
At least. And if I wanted LEMONade, for
cri;;-;;ke. I'd have brought some real
lemons with me.

—But I did not emerge from
the experience with renewed faith in our
university system. It is still, as it
was 30 to 40 years ago, still largely a
waste of time. A pursuit of points, not
of knowledge, not of real knowledge. Re-
gardless of personality or political per-
suasion, they wanted those pints on their
records. I mean, pOints. Not pints.




I'm the one who wanted the pints, but
there was no liquor store nearbye.

Since
I've got your ear, and your Press, I may
as well get down a further bitch. Which
is. That for years the Academicicians
ignored SF/Fy or sneered at it. Now the
students are demanding it. The world at
large is slowly waking up to it. So what
happens? Do the colleges turn voluntari-
ly to those of us who have for God's sake
been WRITing the stuff, creating it, all
cf these dim years? Shit no. My own ap-
peintment came after all from the stu-
dents, by a fluke. Who is TEACHing all
or rather most of those 300 courses in Sf
and related subjects in our colleges,
universities, sometimes even high schools?
e, who has written SF? You, who have
with your fellow-fans supplied a body of
audience, or criticism, of awareness,
etc? FUCK no. What is mostly happening
is two-fold. Fold One, the Director of
Curriculum sighs and says, "Oh nuts, we
are asked for Science Fiction classes, so
«hom do we have who is not teaching A full
Workload® this semester...? Memm. Ah.
Miss Muff. /Miss Muff's specialty is
Provengal Farce§7 —Miss Muff, please...
—%h. Miss Muff, next semester you will
{z.ch a class in, 3h, Science Fiction."
“.id two is perhaps even more evial. Some
dunderheaded Academical Snot who has been
running out of stuff to be dunderheaded
about (after all, how much more can be
SAID about the Holy Trinity of American
Lelters, viz. MelvilleHawthornewhi twan?)
and who, with his waxy ear to the ground,
has become aware that Science Fiction is
i-cumen In, seizes the field for himself;
starts to prepare papers on A Review of
Solipsistic.Onteology in the Science Fic-
tion of Stanislaw Lem, etc.—and gets
the jobe
riias Yesy Ain't It Awful; we sure do live
in an imperfect world. But it was
*0ne of the many graceful phrases which
float like a vapor in the Groves of Acada-
me.

10

ever thus and ever will be. Your course,
MAspects of Unhistory™ intrigues me be-
cause it suggests to my fine-tuned errat-
ic mind that you are a roundish personal-
ity in a square world—with no round
niches in sight. How...did...you...get...
this...way? (Assuming you are this way,
of course.) A little biographical mater-
ial please with shocking asides and re-
vealing anecdotes. (The readers love
things like that—and so do I.) To be
directional: how come you turned out to
be a writer of sf/fantasy who wants to do
travel books?

Correct me if I presume too much—I
remember a few remarks you made a couple
years ago about your writer's frustra-
tions.
DAVIOSON:  What the hell do you mean,
'Yes, ain't it awful, we sure
do live in an imperfect world'? Are you
trying to be FUNny about this? There is
nothing at all funny about this. Do you
realize what is probably going to happen?
How much of this tiresome academic bull-
shit do you think the kids can stand be-
fore being turned off, Oh-Eff-Eff, from
Sf/Fy, by Miss Mossaolar and Professor Dr.
Durd?>—which, of course, will make the
Directors of Curriculum just as happy,
and in fact, happier. Shades of Moses
seeing the Promised Land, and not being
allowed to enter...

And this is not only
with the old esTABlished scholia, either,
no. We have here in Sausalito a new col-
lege, named, for true, The New College of
Sausalito. Going to get, or rather, Get,
Get AWAY, man, from the Rigid 01d Forms,
etc. I applied for an interview to place
my application, got it, was interviewed,
left my Plan and Curriculum Vitae, or
whatever, my track record, some call it.
I assure you that I was stone cold sober
and polite and all that. I was not even
given the politeness of being informed,
"No." Not even a rejection slip. I se-
cured the new catalog (and, remember, this
is a New college, and the catalog wasmade



up after, not before, my interview and ap-
plication), and I observed that two, count
thes Two, people are down for, (1) "Other
Worlds," i.e. fantasy; and (2) "The Liter-
ature of Science Fiction." Okay, okay.
Maybe I have bad breath or bad vibes, or
maybe a study of my writings proved un-
satisfactory. Okay. Is either of thess
two jaybirds another SF/Fy writer?—of
whos the Area has a fairly wide choice?
Nix cum arowse, brother. They are nid-
dlies of whom I have not heard, you have
not heard, and the SF/fy World at Large
has never heard. I think one of theswill
also teach Awareness Through Knot-tying,
or something; and the other will teach
The Psychedelic Cinema...or something., I
think they both have MA degrees, whichmay
have something to do with it. May I quote
one of the less-appreciated figures of
18 Century Eng Lit? I may? Thank you.
"Bah, humbug."

Years, in fact, lustra and
decades ago, *sigh®, 0 My Children, one
Henry Morgan, is he still around? had a
radio program on which he said independent
funny stuff, not gagwriting ho ho; and he
said, in talking of something he had been
making up, let us call it the Grandma Du~
gan Ding-Dong Doughnut Company; he said,
".eeand so finally the time came, as it
comes to every American industry, for the
aan with the money to get rid of the man
with the idea..." Ah well. Fuck it On=
varde —0r, at least, Sidewise. At an
exceedingly oblique angle.

—£h? 1 don't
knov. . .hov...I...got...this...vay. Do
you think hormones would help? Believe
o8, if I could do something else, I would
do something else. At the present time I
@ not even doing something not-else. I
have been trying the Sit-at-the-tripewrit-
er-and-just-keep-SITTING-and-sooner-or-
later- the -bag—of-waters—vill-break-and-
you-will-be-delivered-of-a~fine-seven—
pound-novel, School of Advice. I have
written lots and lots of letters to my-
self. I have started a couple of more
16 to 30 pp novel starts, of which I have

one of the largest collections in private
hands today. And every now and then I
wosp up another Letter of Application to
yet another University or College, which

I by and by, when I got the postage, stuff
in a manila envelope with the rest of the
Hire Me Kit....

One of the finer and more
inspiring experiences of the past year has
been, and if I've already written this,
fuck you, just tear it out and start all
over, a correspondence with an instructor
at vhat I shall ters San Geronimo State
University (formerly Taco Center State
Noraal ‘School), who proposed to maybe get
me down to Spesk. And how such would I
wvant? I told Ma. And after a fev more
letters, he very cheerfully informed me
that, as they didn't have enough money to
engage me and (Very Good SF/Fy Writer Whoa
I Shan't Name), both, so they were just
engaging his. Well okay. And he went on,
with undieinished good cheer, to say that
he/they hoped to be able, real soon, to
get a whole lot sore money. In whichcase,
he said, they hoped to be sble to engage
(Very Good British SF/Fy Writer Whoa I
Shan't Rame).

My reply was to the entire

"effect that he had no ides how much 1 had'

enjoyed corresponding vith his, nor how
such I regretted that our correspondence
aust now cease.

And he wrote back that he
had somshow an idea that he had maybe of-
fended ae, but. g“....m...?

™ants to do travel books,” you ask.
Well, I had been told (and told and told)
by people to whom I had written from and
of foreign parts, that I had a very good
sense of places Including people whomone
would think knew which side was Up. And,
after a decade of doing fiction fiction
fiction, well, I thought I'd like to do
NOM-fiction. And travel books seemed a
logical door to enter by. I spent a year
at it. The book has, as they say, 'yet
to find a publisher.'® I do not say that
it is another SEA AND SARDINIA, another



ARABIA DESERTA. But it is as good as some
which have found publishers. So I am puz-
zled.

Among other reasons. Other puzzles.

I am, I guess, simply fatigued by writ-
ing standard SF/Fy and for what at this
stage of my career are sub-standard sums.
Or maybe I am unsimply fatigued for other
reasonse I feel like a rat in a maze.
Learn to navigate the maze, yeah? Do.

And then what? Then you get out? No sir.
Then they change the maze pattemn. The
maze is not made for the rat to get out
of.

Jump over? Write a mainstream novel?
Bless you. I done that, too. It has yet
to find a publisher. It is not the
world's greatest. Again: it is certainly
at least as good as some which are daily
given light. I dunno. I am P for pike-
staff puzzled. And fatigued.

Bitch, bitch,
bitch, eh, Mr. Gibbonson?

Meanwhile, I con=
tinue to #ork at the Matrix for VERGIL
MAGUS. Should be done (this stage, at
least) within the year. I have just ap-
plied again for a Guggenfoundlingship. In
the event of my getting it (ho ho HO ho ho
HO)...2h well...

In every other respect,
the energy does no equal the ma$l.

Some-
times it seems to me the only honest en-
treprensurs in our society (excuse me,
Our Society) are the Black pimps, in whom
there is a surgeance of fashionable in-
terest. They dress like pimps, strutlike
pimps, act like pimps, and never pretend
to be anything but what they be: pimps.
They exploit like pimps. They say to
their clients, "Get out on that street
corner and hump your ass." When theprice
of booze and fancy threads goes up, they

*It is no longer going the rounds.




raise the price of pussy up, too.

Whereas,
agents and publishers and (often, not in—
variably) editors, all of whom exploit at
the exploitation rates of 1973, are still
paying the girls (and boys) at the rates
of 1963, When not 1953. And being ever
so prissy and starchy and finger-nail-
buffy about it all. —What? You say
there is a contradiction in logic there?
You wish to point out that it is to an
agent's interest to get the Highest Rates
for his clients because— Ah yes. Tis,
tisn't it, Why then, did one agent try
to argue me into taking, about two years
390, $1500 as an advance, when I, myself,
succeeded in getting $20002 If I knew, I
would tell you. I suspect that Things are
Not So Simples Nor can I explain why one
agent allowed me to languish for three
sonths, broke, in a foreign country, when
and while a publisher and a 'respected’
not 3 shlock publisher simply did not pay
the contracted money? Explanation:™Their
contract girl either quit or was fired."
for three months?

Nor can I explain why I,
who, after all have edited three antholo-
gies, have not been able, after years of
trying, to get an agent to get me a con-
tract for to edit an anthology. Agent
simply stands on agent's head and blows
saoke rings out of agent's anal orifice.
And then, out of east nowhere, coses some-
one who racks up contract after contract
for antho after antho. Agent's reply to,
"HOW COME——2", viz.: "Oh, S. 0.0. East
Nowhere is 3 hustler...” Q. What is
one's agent for, if not to hustle? A.
Agent retreats into a fetal position and
stops answering mail.

—You say the world
is SQUARE? T say it is not even rhoaboid-
al, but of a shape indescribabble by sy
tortured knowledge of topology.

I believe
that I may say that I can, if I have in
my haad, a standard SF/fy novel, obtain
vithout doubt a standard SF/fy contract 13

for same. I tell you, as a simple his-
torical fact, that I can do that evenwith
an outline. I tell you, as another simple
historical fact, that I have not been able
to get an agent to make an attempt tosell
or try to sell anything else for me. —Ah,
once, years ago, yes, I did sell a book
wvhich was not SF/Fy, which was non-fic-
tion. Dear God, I even sold it without
an agent, ah ha HAH, ah hah HAH.

But sundry small shocks, and some not
so small (it is, after all, rather a large
shock to be stuck in another country with-
out money), have withered my self=esteem
and sapped my energy. My timing seems
wrong, somehowe "ER? Sell THAT? 'We
can't sell THAT. Publishers are not buy-
ing THAT."™ And, by golly, three years
later, as sure as owls shit owl stools;
oh there it is: Sold and Bought. But not
by and from me.

—Well. What was THAT all
about? Who was making all THAT noise?
And WHY? Must be some nut or something.
Full of self-pity. If he doesn't like
the writing game, why doesn't he try some-
thing else? Sumo wrestling, maybe. Or
speculating im blue vetch seed futures.
Soae kind of a croaker. Say is there any
more Schenley and Seven-Up?

I guess that
wvhat I really want, damn it, what I real-
ly NEED, is for some recognition in an
active form that I am more than just some-
one writing SWORDSMAN OF SNORE or such.
Dr. Johnson, a man whom I often but not
always feel close to, said, denouncing
people who went to sulk in the country
because of lack of recognition-in London,
8Sir, it is not the world's task to seek
a man out in order to reward him.2 Well,
shit, piss, and corruptions It is SOME-
body's task. I want and need for SOME~
one to come around and say, "You can do
better than you have had the opportunity
to do, and here it is, and here is what
we will do for you to get you to do it..."

I want the chief editoy of John Rich Pub-
lishers Sons to contact me and say, "We



have read your and
we believe that you can do vhat we want
done vith a Life of Chester A, Arthur,
and here is a bag of gold to show that we
sean it.”

Or vhatever.

I have had Bad
Shocks. What I need is a Good Shock. see.

JOYLEG, which Ward Moore and I wrote,
long ago, was rejected 24 times (24 times).
I sold it, on the 25th time, myself. It
has been since published three times. My
last agent said he never tried anything
of aine, anywhere, more than thrice; and
usually no more than twices VYes, I know,
I = after all luckier than Van Gogh, who
sold only one painting in his entire life,
ahd that one te his brother Theo. Towhoa
would you suggest that I award my ear?
Right now I have several contracts which
I have yot to, as we say, fulfill. I o
sorry, dear and trusting publishers, who
have assessed me at your lowest rates and
pulp after printing, anyway, for taxwrite-
offs; I aa sorry that I aa not fulfilling.
1 & tireds Try offering me more money,
agybe. I have not delayed in hopes you
wuld: but try. Try assuring me that,
even after and if I do finish, that you
will not make me wait three to five months
for payments Try persvading me that you
wn't shred the book a few months to a
year after printing it.

What? Whassat?
"That is the way we do biz and you are
no different than snybody else™? Well,
fucker, maybe and in fact not maybe: sure:
that IS the way you do biz. But I aa dif-
forent than anybody else. I aa the only
one of me there is. I may not be the best
writer around but I aa dingly dasn sure
one of the best around.

Or, at any rate,
I was.
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8-16-7

™ear Avraa;

Here is a payment on the in-
terviev. Samall, but..: Such are my fin-
ances, Would you like to continue with
it? As you may know, I've scheduled the
interview for TAC #11 (Nov.) and will run
the Q and A's I have in that issue. Would
be nice to have any current thoughts on
the writing scene you may have...any good
news concerning your block, professional
status, personal life.

"Best,

Aug. 27/

"Thankse I'd forgotten. Twas welcome.
~=ldgll, I broke the block this year and
wrote a book, my first in 3 or 4 yrs, call-
ed THE ENQUIRIES OF DOCTOR ESZTENHAZY. My
agent described it as Marcane and whimsi-
cal," a description covering most of my
work, and declined to handle it...or me.
I have a new agent. 'Professional status'?
The SFWA, instead of just sending me 3
bill for dues, sent a form threatening to
publish my name on a list of 'deadbeats’
if I did not send a check at once. I sent
the check, at once; also my resignation.
So I suppose I no longer have profession—
al statuse I've been tumed down for a
Guggenheis Fellowship (for the second
time) and won't apply again. Have applied
to many colleges and universities for a
job as Writer in Residence and Instructor/
Lecturer. One (count them) one agreed to
consider me as a candidate, and subse-
quently chose someone else. And, amidst
all this undervhelming encouragement, work
on the VERGIL MAGUS Matrix has slowlygone
on. I am at present packing to move with-
out having a place to move to or money to
sove with, and striving to "keep the
bright mind of childhood." No changes in
my personal life. And how are you? Love
and Kisses,

AD!I
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PEREGRINE:PRIMUS
Reviewed By JOWN BOARDMAN

"Turning from an ancient historian
to a medieval chronicler is like turn-
ing from a man with some stake in the
world and some pride in his heritage
(even if the stake is selfish and the
pride narrow) to a child who knows
nothing except what pleases him, what
hurts him, what frightens him, and
what his elders tell him."

—Archibald Robertson,
HOW TO READ HISTORY

Most science fiction deals with alter—
nate futures. A few deal with alternate
presents—histories that diverged from
oars when the Battle of Tours, or the Ar-
mada, or Gettysburg had a different out-
come. But the Avram Davidson Peregrine
novels.... Well, I guess you could call
them "alternate past."

fFirst and foremost, they are funny.
Any veteran fantasy reader can tell you
that Davidson simply cannot plot. Aside
from three or four leading characters, the
characterizations are cardboard. But the
general tone of the Peregrine books is
somethink like that of a Marx Brothers
film, of which the same criticisms could
be made. There are great crashing anach-
ronisms and irrelevancies, involuted eru-
dite humor, and lovely hyperboles where
Davidson wraps himself up in the sound of
his own words and dares us to keep straight
faces.

Let's try to begin at the beginning,
though it makes little more sense than the
governmental crisis that begins DUCK SOUP,
or the academic crisis in HORSEFEATHERS.
PEREGRINE :PRIMUS (and where did he get
that dorky title?) begins in "the year in
which Captain Dragonet, a bluff and good-
hearted sea-rover with a harmless (one
would think) fancy for young ladies with
round bosoms, was murdered by a mercenary

named George something—or—other, hired by 15
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the Municipality of Joppa (a bargain, if
that is what it was, which the Municipal-
ity would soon regret and rue)."

(By the way, if you don't get the ref-
erence hidden in that phrase, then the
rest of the book will go completely over
your head.)

Peregrine, son of Paladrine is the
youngest bastard son of the King of Sapo-
dilla, ‘last pagan kingdom in Lower Europe.
Peregrine is being permanently exiled as
a measure for keeping the peace. His en-
tourage consists of a scullery maid's ap~
parently idiot son named Claud, and arath-
er seedy wizard named Appledore. (Ves, I
know, at this point it sounds like a paro-
dy of BORED OF THE RINGS.)

But just when is all this taking place?
The Roman Empire (Western, Eastern, and
Central) is carved up among a number of
evanescant Caesars, who get proclaimed and
deposed with great speed and regularity.
It is a Christian Empire, with heresy-



hunting-the number two national sport.
(Fornication, of course, has the primacy.)

If you're really tired of sanity, you
can try to date PEREGRINE:PRIMUS by in-
ternal evidence. At one point, a retired
Vestal Virgin with a shanty-Irish accent
(™ay Our Howly Mither Vesta peep down
upon yezz favorably from Hivven!) tells
how she smuggled out the Sibylline books
when the Christian General Stilicho would
have bumed them. Okay, that took place
in 405, But a few chapters later, a large
lady of generous hospitality named Eudoxia
tells of her childhood friend in Byzantium
("we used to feed the bears together")
that she has married a Caesar's nephew.
This Caesar's nephew was of course Justin—
ianus I, and he was a Caesar's nephew
rather than a plain Caesar only from 518
to 527. This agrees tolerably well with
the only other datable event—nanmely,
Peregrine's friend and Ally Attila IV,
Grand Hetman of the Hun Hordes, Scourge
of God, King of Hun Horde Number Seven—
teen, who is a great-gandson of the orig~
inal Attila. Since that died in 453 of
an overdose of honeymoon, the early b
century date makes about as much sense as
anything does in this book.

Attila IV, incidentally, is one of the
more engaging characters in the book.
Readers of THE PHOENIX AND THE MIRROR will
recall that Davidson does Huns well. At-
tila IV is a rapacious, slovenly rogue who
speaks in a pidgin English that even Char-
lie Chan would be ashamed of, and his
horde numbered "...a grand total of eleven
men...plus three mouldy-looking yourts
now lumbering into view drawn by a scrawny
ox a-piece."

The plot consists of Peregrine's wan—
derings from Sapodilla (bounded by "Pan-
nonia on one side and Nararre on the oth-
er, being bordered on the north by Lake
Illyria and on the south by the Marches of
Golconda™) across several competing Roman
Empires to the shores of the Euxine. His
motivation in doing so is unclear. First
it seems that he is just being exiled on
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general principles. Then he raids a drag-
on-horde, which consists of a Mbracelet

of base metal inscribed Caius loves Mari-
amno and....three oboli and one drachma
TRI1 stamped Sennacherib XXXII, Great King,
King of Kings, King of Lower Upper South-
east Central Assyria—and all of a very
devalued currency)" and a curious serpent-
decorated crom. He doesn't know what to
make of the crown, but about the time he
meets up with the Vestal Virgins, he some-
how knows it's the crown of the King of
the Ephts.

Then, by chance, he hears news of his
older half-brother Austin who travelled
the same road a few years earlier. By the
eno of PEREGRINE: PRIMUS his journey has
suddenly become a quest, assigned by his
father, to find Austin. There is an in-
comprehensible bit of business with the
Wild Hunt, three men and a woman who may
or may not be the Four Horsemen, and a
sect of Ram—worshippers or something. At
the end of the first book he has left
Claud and Appledore, and picked up a3 fresh
set of companions. He is then saved from
a bloody death by being turned into a pere-
grine falcon.

We next see him in the opening chapter
of PEREGRINE: SECUNDUS in the August 1973
issue of FANTASY & SCIENCE FICTION, being
turned back by an accidental incantation
at the court of a cockney-speaking petty
king in East Brythonia ("the largest is-
land in the Black Sea"). Now, it seems,
Appledore was responsible for the incanta-
tion, although in the previous book we had
left him far behind in the Central Roman
Empire town of Chiringirium as Augur to
the Emperor P. Cato Decimus Brutus Dar-
langius ah~the-hell-with-it.

Okay, so the plot deesn't make any
sense. But there are still all those
sideshows—the wayfarer with an oar over
his shoulder who tells the most amazing
story about his wife——Ulrich, the used-
sword dealer, aweiting all the northemers
who haunt his place hoping to get the
fragments of broken swords ("™warfs I



don't supply.")—the time Appledors was
proclaimed Emperor as Julius II and then
resigned in favor of a Varangian who
reigned briefly as Isidore III and was
canonized as St. Isidore the Insane—or
the Lord High Steward of the cockney King
of Alfland, "aged eight (who, having ig~
nominiously failed his apprenticeship as
kitchenboy...had been demoted)".

Reprinted from John Boardman's GRAUSTARK
#2%, October, 1973.

POSTCARD FROM
ALAN DEAN FOSTER
8-23-7h

"ssve 10 was enlightening, provoking,
absorbing—especially the Lem interview,
in which his self-taught English via sci-
entific jourmals was sharply reflected in
his own syntax, and the Tubb-type, read-
ing of which produced a sensation not un-
like deja vu euthaoasia. Excepting a
couples of pages written when under the
obvious influence of what-is-the-purpose-
of-it-all blues, an excellent issue.
Kindly renew my subscription for two years
this time and bill me soonest. Besides,
what can you buy for a buck these days?
(vhich reminds me of the time in Juarez
five years ago...but I'm out of space).”

((Then there's the time in 1964 here
in Portland when I bargained with a3
young, inexperienced prostitute for a 50¢
handjobesss))

LETTER FROM DAYID GERROLD
8-21-74

"Ted Tubb's comments on reviews re-
minded me of something I learned in re-
viewing school many years ago. It was a
piece of a discarded philosophy, long
since discredited (I was majoring in sti-
letto-acidity anyway) by the more know-
ledgeable and experienced, but I have al-

ways wondered if there mightn't be a bit 17

of truth in it.

"'The purpose of a review is to answer
three questions: ™hat was the author try-
ing to do? How well did he do it? Was
it worth doing in the first place?" Any-
thing else isn't reviewing. It's ego-
strutting.'

"But, of course, we all know that the
purpose of a review is to chastise the
author for not doing the book right. As
we would have done it, if we had had the
time.

"Tubb's story about the Bright Young
Man and the Tired 01d Author also struck
familiar chords. I long ago learned that
the best way to handle the situation is
to say to the bym: ™Look, it's probably a3
much better idea than I deserve. Why
don't you do this (and it'll help protect
you): Go home and type up a 10,000 word
outline of how you think the story should
be handled. If you can do that, I'll con-
sider collaborating with you." The reas-
on this works is that 99 of these Byn's
don't have the determination to write
10,000 wordse And if they <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>