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RICHARD

READING FOR FAR FRONTIERS IS IN MY
FUTURE. .\

I've been asked by John F. Carr
(and Jerry Pournelle), Managing Ed-
itor of the upcoming magazine/paper-
back FAR FRONTIERS [from Jim Baen
enterprises] to review sf books for
the new publication.

It will be a lot like the old
DESTINIES, will be quarterly.

# LETTER FROM J.E. POURNELLE

AND ASSOCIATES
SCIENCE FACT AND FICTION

12051 Laurel Terr Drive
Studio City, CA 91604
November 22, 1983

MARKET ANNOUNCEMENT
FAR FRONTIERS

Editorial Directors: Jerry
Pournelle & Jim Baen
Managing Editor: John F. Carr

'Jim Baen and Jerry Pournelle
& Associates will be editing a new
paperback/magazine to be called
FAR FRONTIERS. This new magazine
will be published quarterly and
will consist of original fiction
and non-fiction. In conception it
will be similar to DESTINIES which
Jim Baen edited for ACE BOOKS.

'We are looking for the kinds
of stories that John W. Campbell
would be buying today were he a-
live and editing ASTOUNDING. The
emphasis will be on hard science
fiction and realistic speculative
fiction -- in essence, a good tale
well told. We will also be pur-
chasing poetry and an occasional
story of the type that would have
appeared in the pages of UNKNOWN,
or what Larry Niven calls rivets
and sorcery. We are also very in-
terested in good speculative non-
fiction. Jerry Pournelle will be
doing a science column as well as
introductions to stories.

'We will be paying 5¢ a word

oLlen
TOOOGOTS

E. GEIS

for first publication rights for
one year and non-exclusive anthol-
ogy rights, against a pro-rata
share of 50%. Rates, of course,
will be higher for name authors
and for those stories that fit in-
to any of our on-going antholog-
ies: THERE WILL BE WAR, Vol. IV;
SILICON BRAINS; LIBERTY AND JUS-
TICE FOR ALL, and AFTER THE FALL.

'Send all submissions to:
J.E. Pournelle § Associates, At-
tention John F. Carr, Managing Ed-
itor, 3960 Laurel Canyon Blvd,
Suite 372, Studio City, CA 91604-
3791."

THE ROY TACKETT RAG

is hard to take,
but justly imposed, since I goofed
and he called me on it:

'"Your "preview'" of Niven's THE
INTEGRAL TREES ending with "There
is a treat coming to you in 1984:
THE INTEGRAL TREES.'" brought the
suddenly dawning light of what is
missing from SFR. Consider those
of us who have enjoyed THE INTEG-

RAL TREES in 1983 already. Yes. In

ANALOG. You don't have any mention

of the science fiction magazines in

SCIENCE FICTION REVIEW.
that?
TION REVIEW is missing the very

Why is

roots of science fiction. Is it
not? Is!'
Yes, but. I let my sub to

ANALOG lapse some years ago. At
present only AMAZING sends me re-
view copies. ASIMOV'S sends a
contents page lineup for the next
issue. I also let my sub to F&SF
lapse... And so, the book publish-
ers, who send all their sf and fan-
tasy and horror releases tend to

take over my mind as most-important.

4

Seems to me that SCIENCE FIC-

BUT to open an old y¥¢¥id column,
I do feel that obligation to report
on/have reviewed the 'heartland" of
sf---the prozines---so...one more
time...is there anyone out there
who reads them religiously, who is
a competent writer, who has some
sfnal perspective and critical
judgement, who would be willing to
do a "highlights" colum of the
three-month-previous issues for
SFR?

But back to THE INTEGRAL TREES:
It will be a Del Rey hardback, to be
published in March, 1984, at $14.95.

YOU READ ABOUT LETTERS LIKE THIS...

but you don't really believe people
actually write them...until you get
one.

'Dear Mr. Geis,

I am interested in becoming a
professional writer and was wonder-
ing if you could either send me
some information about becoming a
writer and/or the addresses of the
following science fiction writers:
Isaac Asimov, Robert A. Heinlein,
Gordon R. Dickson, Jerry Pournelle,
and Alan Dean Foster.

'Thank you very much.'

As Paulette noted with some
amaze, he didn't even enclose a
SASE.

I have not answered.




WHAT IT'S ALL ABOUT—

is biology, like it or not, legis-
late against it or not, villify it
or not, mis-name it or not.

This from SCIENCE DIGEST 12/83,
sent along by a Canadian fan.

'Are male and female sexuality
really so different? Yes, says
anthropologist Donald Symons in his
scholarly work, THE EVOLUTION OF
HUMAN SEXUALITY---and the life-
styles of contemporary homosexuals
are the acid test. When men or
women are not forced to compromise
with the opposite sex, says Symons,
the profound differences in their
sexual natures become clear. In the
book he argues thus:

'# There is a substantial male
homosexual market for pornography
and no lesbian market whatsoever.
This suggests that the tendency to
be sexually aroused by '‘objectified"
visual stimuli is simply a male
tendency, not an expression of con-
tempt for women.

'# The tremendous importance of
physical attractiveness and youth
in determining sexual desirability
among both homosexual and hetero-
sexual men implies that these cri-
teria are relatively innate in men.

'# Knowledge of a potential
partner's character---even via a
brief conversation---can sometimes
diminish a male's sexual interest
by interfering with his fantasies.
A female's sexual interest usually
requires knowledge of the partner's
character and prior involvement.
Among men, sex sometimes results in
intimacy; among women, intimacy
sometimes results in sex.

'# Lesbians form lasting, in-
timate, paired relationships far
more frequently than male homosex-
uals do. The tendency to desire
and enjoy sexual variety appears
to be a male proclivity, manifested
by homosexual men to an unprecedent-
ed degree only because their behav-
ior is notconstrained by the neces-
sity of compromising with women.

"That homosexual men behave in
many ways like heterosexual men,
only more so, and lesbians behave
like heterosexual women, only more
so, indicates that some aspects of
human sexuality are not so plastic
after all.'

TERRIBLE NEWS FROM ITALY

comes from Gian Paolo Cossato, who
wrote on the back of his renewal
form as follows (as nearly as I can
follow, given his spelling, his
desperate need for a new ribbon):

"Here is an updating of the It-
alian SF scene which might interest
you:

Libra Editrice of Bologne went
bankrupt October last. Advances

were not paid on several books pub-
lished and royalties even less. It
was a major SF publisher with 6
lines. Apparently Malaguti, who
owned Libre, is now in Switzerland
and has sent around a letter to all
subscribers (who were asked to send
large sums of money in advance be-
fore Libra went out of business and
got few or no books in return) in
which he describes his new coming
venture in SF. Here is how it
should work: A Rumanian publisher
will issue the books in Italian
language and sell them through the
mail to Italian subscribers. Print-
ing costs are much cheaper in Ruman-
ia and besides Malaguti states that
he will not pay the rights as Ruman-
ia has not adhered to the copyright
convention. He further says that
he feels free to publish anything by
any author and adds magnanimously
that he might send some money to
said authors if the books prove
really profitable.

"“"Nord of Milan, the most import-
ant SF publisher, had trouble be-
cause of the failure of its disrib-
utor, the second one in the country.
Fortunately, Nord has a solid re-
cord and managed not to be dragged
down, but it was a close call.

"Mondadori is still doing its
Urania line but translations are
abridged as usual.

"Fanucci of Rome is issuing
fewer books per year on a non-
regular basis.

"Siad of Milan does only two
ASIMOV PRESENTS THE GREAT SF STO-
RIES per year, and two THE BEST OF
ISAAC ASIMOV'S SF MAGAZINE per
year.

"The Italian edition of OMNI
has seen its last issue this month.
It will turn into FUTURO, so no
right ((money)) will be paid to
Guccione. They had trouble, too,
and lately, they paid less than
contracted for translations and
rights.

"Armenia has remaindered its
whole SF line and again Siad has
stopped publishing ASIMOV'S SF MAGA-
ZINE. It was the second attempt
after Mondadori tried it a few
years ago.

"To sum up: Sf (and Fantasy) is
a sick man in Italy, too. Not that
other genres are in better shape,
mind you."

BAH, HUMBUG!

I wanna tell ya... This has
been one hell of a Christmas for
me, one I'll remember for a long,
long time.

It all began Wednesday, Dec.
21. I went to my dentist to get a
cavity filled. The problem was,
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the cavity was in my far left low-
er molar, and my dentist decided to
avoid drilling out the existing
metal filling to get at the new cav-
ity which was below the metal, in
the pulp.

So he went into the back of the
tooth, below the gumline. All
seemed well when I left his office
an hour later; my jaw was still
dead and feelless from all that
Novacaine.

Thursday, pain became known in
that tooth, but I thought it was
only the nerves getting used to the
new, deeper filling.

The weather, which had been
merely bitter cold, turned nasty
with snow and ice, all with winds

up to 50 mph.
Friday--- More pain! I called
my dentist. No answer. He seemed

to have decided to not work the day
before Christmas. Okay. I could
live with the pain until Monday or
Tuesday, I thought.

But when I ate breakfast Christ-
mas day---AGONY! Hot coffee on that
tooth triggered such pain as I did-
n't realize could be felt by the hu-
man mind.

I quickly discovered that the
only relief was to keep the tooth
cold. The only effective way to do
that was to sip cold water every
30 seconds to 1 minute. Iced water
was best, since it kept the tooth
cold the longest.

How to get hold of my dentist?

I quickly discovered he had an un-
listed number, did not have an an-
swering service, could not be reach-
ed by anyone short of God.

HELP! A look in the phone book
for emergency dental care---look---
look-~-aha, The Multonah County
Dental Society blessedly has an emer-
gency dentist on call, even on this
most-precious of holidays. But
they will not give out his home
number; they will call him, then
he will call you.

Wait. Sip water. No call.
Evening comes. Paulette calls the
Society. Sorry, Dr. is not

accepting emergency calls tonight.
(His office is in Troutdale, out in
East County, twenty miles away on
impossibly icy streets....) You
cannot argue with underlings who
are helpless to make changes in
policy or force a dentist to give
up time on Christmas Eve.

I sat up all night, Christmas
night,sipping cold water watching
old movies on cable while the wind
howled and shook the house and
with each howl/shudder I was sure
the power wires would be broken
somewhere by a falling limb or
tree and our electricity would go
out AND THAT WOULD BE THE LAST
FUCKING STRAW! (Not seeing the
thrilling last reel of WILDCAT
with Richard Arlen and Buster
Crabbe would kill me!)



Christmas day we discovered
that a different dentist was on
theoretical emergency call. Ha!

He called me. I splained my
problem (between 30-second sips
of ice water) and said I could be
at his office soon after one PM.
He gave instructions on how to
find his office in the Gateway sec-
tion of the county, just outside
the city limits on 102nd and Hal-
sey. Said to call him, as it would
take him a half-hour to get to his
office. The number he gave me to
call was his office number! (Doctors
and dentists, at least, would rather
die than have their home phone known
to their patients! On TV and in
movies doctors are always available
and always ready to serve, noble
fellows that they are, even in hor-
rible weather.)

Came 1PM and no answer at his
office. Call the Society. They
say his father says he is in his
office. We decide to go to the
office.

Paulette, born, raised in the
midwest, is an excellent driver,
and exceptional on ice and snow.
She skidded and maneuvered the
Torino to his office. Nobody
there. No marks on the snow to in-
dicate anyone had been there that
day. We called. Society says he
is out in his car according to his
family. SURE!

We waited from 1:30 till 2:55;
at that point I was running dangsr-
ously low on water, even though I
supplemented with dirty snow. I
decided we should go home.

Safely home. Call Society.
They say he should have been at his
office all day. They cannot reach
him. (Major league, industrial-
strength lying going on here!)

We spent hours harrassing the
Society service (poor lady), and
finally she called a dentist with
an office near us a mile away. He
called and was sympathetic, but
lived in the Mt. Tabor area and
it was too icy to drive. He did
refer us to a dentist who lived
even closer, whose office was in
his home, and who might help me.

We called, he was available,
we went, he was nice, thirtyish,
super professional, has top-of-
the-line equipment, and offered,
after an X-ray of the tooth, to
pull or do root canal work to save
it. (The problem was the low fill-
ing was irritating a nerve connect-
ed to an abcess at the bottom of
the root.)

I decided to have the mother
pulled. ($175. for the root canal
work seemed too expensive, for me.)

The tooth came out urmwillingly,
in three pieces.  But out it is.
And I got in ten hours of blessed
sleep last night. I am typing
this on the morning of December
26, and am pain-free. Ahh.......

NOTE: all these emergency
dentists say in advance they want
cash for their services. No
checks. My advice, if you are
cash short, is to agree, and after
the work is done, give what cash
you have, and write a check for
the balance. This time I had
forty dollars cash on me, and bor-
rowed $10 from Paulette.

And further: get your doctor's
home phone number by hook or by
crook. AND make sure he has an
answering service.

THE LEBANON DISASTER

A little history, professor,
if you please! Remember a few
years ago when Israel was about
to invade lebanon? The U.S. gov-

ernment pretended it didn't know
what was going on; no one in the
White House or the State Depart-
ment watched the evening news, it
seems. They professed shock and
surprise when the invasion happen-
ed. They must have been winking at
each other a lot.

And when Israel didn't stop at
the Litani river and continued on
to Beirut in an obvious and naked
attempt to settle the PLO problem
once and for all, to drive the Syr-
iand out of Lebanon and to install
a Christian, pro-Western government
in Lebanon, what did the U.S. gov-
ernment do? We moaned and pissed
and cried and forced the Israelis
to stop their power play; we were
afraid of offending the Arabs,
both moderate and radical.

The Big Money interests in-
volved wanted to keep on the good
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side of the Saudis (oil, oil, oil!)
more than they wanted to get their
property and power back in Lebanon.
Since then the oil glut has devel-
oped and it's clear the Saudis are
not as powerful and influential as
thought and need us more than we
need them. And at that time the
big money thought a deal could be
cut with the Moslem forces in Syr-
ia and lebanon.

Now...now it's clear the Syr-
ians (with Russia in the back seat,
helping to drive the car) are in-
tent on taking over Lebanon as much
as possible.

But in a half-assed, stupid,
short-sighted, idealistic move,
the U.S. govermment decided to
negotiate a fair deal among all
the powers involved. Reagan want-
ed to be a "peacemaker." Habib
shuttled himself half to death, Mc-
Farlane did the shuttle dance, too
...and the Syrians laughed at us.

What was the stupidest blund-
er in this unrealistic charade?
Creating the French-Italian-Ameri-
can "peacekeeping'" force in and
near Beirut. It was an American
ploy to create a fiction of even-
handedness and impartiality in
order to support the Western orient-
ed Gemayel "government" which is a
fraud.

’Ihe Moslems all saw through
these ''public relations" smoke-
screens for what they were, a
facade put up to placate the Ameri-
can people. The Moslems decided
to up the ante and play a trump:
they made attacks on the U.S. mar-
ines---some rather devastating
attacks---which ripped the masks
away.

We have shifted policy again,
and now embrace Israel as our prime
ally in the Near East. And our in-
volvement is becoming naked: we
will use the marines (sayeth Reagan
December 20, 1983) to move in be-
hind the weak Lebanese army to pro-
vide security as the Lebanese army
seeks to expand its control through-
out the country.

HO HO HO. That role, those
tasks, call for a hugely expanded
marine presence and a very expensive
expansion of the lebanese army and
air force, which you-know-who will
pay for.

Hope to God that Congress has
the guts to stop this idiocy now,
before we have 500,000 men in that
quagmire and re-enact the Vietnam
disaster all over again.

A BIG BYTE FROM YOUR_ASS

Do most people realize yet that
computers are being bought by the
millions by businesses and govern-
ments for one reason only? To save
time and labor!

Computers are sweeping people
out of jobs all over the place.

The process is being hidden by the
current fake recovery, but when
business slows down again, the rate
of unemployment---structural unem-
ployment---will skyrocket.

Computers are getting a great
1_mage now, as educational tools for

'the kids' and as game players and
record-keepers for households The
personal computer is the "in" thing
now.

But the speed-of-light progress
being made in computer technology is
handwriting on the wall for millions
upon millions of workers, for with

each quantum leap in memory, in chips,

in software, in applications, the
era of very, very smart robots is
coming. Virtually every office job,
every construction job, every field
hand job...will be robotized.

There will be a lot of disloca-
tion and maladjustment in societies
all over the world as this third or
fourth production/work revolution
progresses...until some methods and
systems are worked out to distribute
the wealth and to create new areas
of work.

This process will possibly take
a generation, and adding these prob-
lems to the debt collapse and deep-
ening economic problems will likely
cause all kinds of upheavals.

The next twenty years are going
to be vicious and traumatic.

What a great time to be alive!

THE DAY AFTER  (ABC)

is a nuclear
attack TV movie long on horrible
detail and despair, short on hope.

It followed the disaster movie
formula---set up your characters
and the basic approaching disaster,
for about one-third to one-half
the time/wordage available, then
have the disaster happen and dwell
on the awful consequences for the
remainder of the time/space.

THE DAY AFTER was seemingly
authentic and realistic, was rivet-
ing once the nuke attack occurred,
and made its point that fallout
and radiation poisoning is possibly
more dangerous and horrible than
the initial blast effects.

It left me with the feeling
that I had two options: become
fatalistic and accept doom in one
shape or another by staying in
Portland (or any other major metro
area), or move to an extremely
down-state locale and stay there.

But then the following experts
discussion about a nuclear "winter"
created by an all-out nuke ex-
change during which the weather
would make crops impossible for
years evenm in areas not directly
affected by the Bombs, made simple
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avoidance of target areas not e-
nough.

So if the radiation don't git
you, slow starvation will, huh?

The movie and the following
discussion seemed designed/stacked
to tell everyone there is no hope
once an atomic war begins, and
that the only way to survival is to
make a disarmament deal somehow at
almost any cost to avoid a nuke ex-
change with Russia.

Great. Now, if only Russia
felt that way.

But they don't. The Russian
rulers don't feel that way! They
will continue to develope and test
and deploy new and 'better" and
bigger atomic weapons. And the
only way to avoid the atomic war
portrayed in THE DAY AFIER is to
have better weapons in better posi-
tions with better delivery systems
than they...or deliberately allow
the Russians to get so far ahead
of us in atomic .weapons that we
would not dare attack them or seek
to defend/retahar.e with atomic
weapons, the old '"better red than
dead" argument.

Since no American president
could possibly get away with a
unlilateral disarmament policy,
the only option is to keep ahead
in the arms race. We can afford it;
quite possibly Russia cannot.

Russia's rulers know one over-
powering truth: because of their
vastly centralized government, if
Moscow is nuked, the soviet empire
will disintegrate. With the head
gone, the parts will go their own
ways. They cannot have any illus-
ions about Eastern Europe, about
the Ukraine, about the moslem-or-
iented southern areas, about those
areas formerly known as latvia,
Lithuania, Estonia...about Mongolia.

If push came to shove, also, I
wonder how many missiles Russia
could actually get off the ground;
given the high, precision expertise
required to keep nuclear missiles
in launch readiness, and given the
notorious Russian low morale and
worker compentence, the spare parts
problem, the screw-ups and mis-
management, the drunkenness endem-
ic in the work force and even in
their crack military units...

I'm also sure the Russian lead-
ers are aware of these problems. I
think they are 90% bluff and blust-
er, and would back down in a real
confrontation.

But I also don't believe we
should ever push them to the wall.
They would't g0 nuke for QJba but
they would if "mother Russia" it-
self were being dismantled by dir-
ect American-funded and inspired
revolutions.

I see no immediate danger of
nuclear war with the USSR.



"'One requirement is that the
opening of a book be seductive.
If he's smart a writer will
begin a little archly, a lit-
tle cutely, a little too for-
ward. A stranger is going

to open this book and either
decide to read it, to give

it the next few hours -- or
not. And so if I'm a little
cute or a little too glitzy

in the beginning, this is to
hook the stranger. This
person will not read the damn
book if you do not seduce them.
It's... prostitution, yes. It
is 'I'11 give you the best
night you ever had if you

: (X1}
Bilie) tie) SHcAg Kurt Vonnegut

(March 1983)
It was then my biro snapped.

Sat alone in the swish ritz of
the Queens Hotel reception feeling
vaguely displaced and disapproved

A TENTATIVE TANGLING OF TENTACLES

less smile plastered aslant, but
thankfully he doesn't offer his
hand ...

He's about my height but
slouched; defensively drawn in
slightly despite the openness of
his manner. His moustache is a
couple of shades greyer than his
hair, which is as tight-curled as
clusters of cartoon thought-bub-
bles, like on the book covers but
a little more disciplined, not as
raggedy tousled -- as if he's made
an effort to smarten up his act for
this tour. His brown close-check
jacket doesn't match his pants and
there's a tiredness in his eyes
that you pick up on lurking just
behind the homely courtesy.

Formalities disposed of, tape
machine positioned between us, I
confess that many of my interviews
tend to wind up in Rock-oriented
papers, and -- priorities up front

TWO DAYS IN LEEDS
WITH KURT VONNEGUT

cof, with the nib in one hand bleed-
ing blood-blue bile and the open
mouth plastic tube in the other
drip-feeding my fingers a steady
pulse of ink.

Then the menopausal reception-
ist stached-smiles at me. ''You can
go up now, Mr. Darlington."

Maneuvering splintered plastic
bits down between my shoes and
soft-shuffling them back out of
sight, streaking rich pile, I head
out for the elevator (chintzy in-
ner decor of Yorkshire moors) and
angle down a corridor of doors,
carefully not smear-touching any-
thing. What if Vonnegut wants to
shake hands and I finger-print him,
biro ink him? Cosmic confrontation
time with the author of ''Breakfast
of Champions,' ''Slapstick,' ''Play-
er Piano" etc. etc., and I'm sticky
fingering blue goo ...

First floor, Door 116. A room
with window gawping out across City
Square where cars revolve in end-
less train and some armoured king
in equestrian statue is fenced in
behind a scaffold-cage having pig-
eon shit surgically sand-blasted.
Two chairs over-low slung are drawn
close to a gas fire ratchetted too
high and in cherry-red intensity.
Vonnegut in short red scarf is
hunkered down there miserly slurp-
ing up a surplus capacity of heat.
He gets up, draws me in, his guile-

-- ask his views on the state of
that art. After all, didn't the
Grateful Dead name their music
publishing company after his ''Ice
9" invention? didn't Al Stewart
tag a track off his '"Modern Times'
album for Vonnegut's ''Sirens of
Titan?" and isn't there, even now
out the window and across the
square, a band in Leeds called
Slaughterhouse 5?

Is it true that certain of
your books are banned in certain
American States?

""Well, they try to ban them."
The fact seems not to faze him.
"It's illegal, but we have to sue
these people again and again. Per-
iodically remind them of the First
Amendment of the U.S. Constitution.
Somebody circulated a list of sup-
posedly bad books and this list
has never been upgraded. It just
keeps floating round and floating
round, and it's 12, 13 years old
now, but school boards and parents
in small towns 1ift this list and
wonder if these bad books (which
they've never read!) are in their
libraries. And they are. And
they throw them out:."

Banned or no, his science fic-
tion travelogue of the Dresden holo-
caust, SLAUGHTERHOUSE 5, was trans-

lated into an incandescent film by
George Roy Hill (of "Gorp' and
"Butch Cassidy & Sundance Kid'" not-
oriety). Around the same time Von-
negut's play HAPPY BIRTHDAY WANDA
JUNE less successfully became a TV
movie starring Rod Steiger and Su-
sanna York. Then '75 saw a kaleid-
oscopic phantasmagoria of various
elements from the Vonnegut canon
whipped up into a low-budget fly-
past for American cable and BBC
bio-pic slots called ''Between Time
and Timbuktu.'' Since then Robert
(M.A.S.H.) Altman reportedly tried
for the still-born rights to ''Break-
fast of Champions' -- and was out-
bid; and John Cale even more re-
cently announced he'd completed
the score for a short movie based
on Vonnegut's vignette '"Who am I
This Time?". Director reputed to
be Johathan Demmes of ''Caged
Heat."

Are there other stories you'd
like to be filmed?

"No. I don't want to push my
luck. T don't think my books make
good movies. It's just the way I
write. I don't praise myself for
this, but I am a presence in my
own stories. So anybody who tries
to make a movie out of a story of
mine is gonna wind up a character
short. Because I am in fact, in it.
And T can't act for sour apples.”

You were quoted as disliking
""Happy Birthday Wanda June?"

That was the worst movie I ev-
er saw. There was a big depression
in Hollywood when that was made and
when ''Slaughterhouse 5'' was made.
There were only two movies being
made in Hollywood at that time --
and they were both mine! One was
the best movie ever made, and the
other was the worst movie ever
made."

With nothing else volunteered
I go for the wide-angle lens. Kurt
Vonnegut -- destroyer of worlds,
black humorist, existential absurd-
ist -- are you an optimist?

"As regards human nature --
sure.'" An expansive shrug, a dis-
missive gesture with his hands.
"But I think what our culture re-
quires us to do is extremely dang-
erous. And so 'the culture' is a
leading character in my books ag-
ain and again. And the culture is
a very stoo-pid task-master. It
makes these bizarre demands on us --
and THERE IS, IN FACT, NOBODY
THERE! There's an actual lack of
personality in culture (although

BY ANDY DARLINGTON



television is coming close to be-
ing such a person in our lives
now)." A pause. ''But there have
been these acts of mercy on battle-
fields where someone has declined
to kill. THAT'S what they're

there to do! 'Why on earth are

you here? Why on earth were you
ever born? -- in order to KILL this
person before you!'. And yet peop-
le have declined to do this and
managed to survive themselves.'
Vonnegut talks slowly, humerously;
when he talks he gives his whole
concentration on you, eyes at pin-
point attentiveness. When he talks
he talks for you and no one else.

So you see social pressures
stuck in absurd ruts; while indiv-
idual acts provide an escape
clause? "Yes. There's a great
campaign in the United States by
people who have guns and ammunition
to sell, that every household
should own a gun. And of course --
it's very American to have a gun,
supposedly. But I mean, this is
all just advertising. So much of
this culture has been created.

How Americans act has been created.
No American should go out with his
shoes unshined. When you go out at
night you should get dressed up.
These are ideas derived from people
with something to sell you. They
would love to sell you a tuxedo.
And they would love to sell you
shoe polish. They would love to
sell you razor blades -- and look
at you with your beard! The cul-
ture is so absurd. Most people
can't even imagine stepping outside
their culture and criticizing it.
They assume that it's utterly giv-
en -- just like the chemicalmakeup
of the atmosphere. And yet it's
clearly an invention that can be
added to all the time by vested in-
terests. Look at what Hitler ad-
ded to German culture! Children
come up through the Hitler youth --
or whatever -- and accept it. None
of it is criticized. But it's not
fear that makes them unwilling to
criticize, they just don't realize,
just don't understand that it CAN
be criticized. That it IS arbit-
rary." An odd, quirky smile. A
long deep-furrowed 4th generation
German-American face. A man who
lived through the fire-bombing of
Dresden by sitting out the storm in
the "natural living rock' bunker

of an abattoire numbered ''Slaught-
erhouse 5." That was February,
13th/14th, 1945. Now he homes in
for the punchline. "I mean --
we've gotten in enough trouble
trying to imagine what God wants.
We're in worse trouble giving our
sole respect to our culture."

It's odd. Vonnegut's on a
promotional tour for his latest
novel, DEADEYE DICK. A tight
round of appearances, cities, press

men.

and radio calls, some TV, world-in-

a-trunk repetition chaperoned by
the brisk knife-edge-crease effic-
iency of smart upwardly-mobile PR
But in this impersonal Hotel
room slotted in 20-minute segments,

he unwinds the whole automatic-pi-

lot pre-programmed rigidly schedule-
bound cat's cradle routine down to
a relaxing interlude with an old
friend. A neat trick it seems

comes natural to him. A calm,
slightly fuddled eye to the promo
storm.

The ink on my fingers suddenly
not so outta place after all ...

"I thought scientists were
going to find out exactly
how everything worked and
then make it work better.

I fully expected that by
the time I was 21, some sci-
entist would have taken a
color photograph of God al-
mighty -- and sold it to
"Popular Mechanics'" maga-
zine. Scientific truth

was going to make us so hap-
py and comfortable ....

What actually happened when
I was 21 was that we drop-
ped scientific truth on
Hiroshima. We killed every-
one there."

-- "Breakfast of Champions"

"'To be is to do" -- Socrates
"'To do is to be'" -- Jean Paul
Sartre
"'Do be do be do'"'-- Frank

Sinatra

-- "Deadeye Dick"

Chicks. Sausages. Antlers.

Penants. A clothes line. A pawn

shop sign. A "very poorly cleaned"
blackboard. Last time I was here
at Leeds Playhouse it was Ian Carr's
Nucleus astage, not this Props Dept.
detrition of oddities. Carr blew a
stunning set -- possibly casually
connected to a large chunk of the
Theatre's roof coming adrift in
subsequent gales -- but even then
the place wasn't this full or this
abuzz with electric expectancy.

The foyer is awash with refugees
hunting cancellations or camping
out to catch His Master's Voice re-
layed on wire through tannoy amp-
lification as a Management conces-
sion to the punters they're either
shoe-horning in or having to turn
away. Press immunity has its ad-
vantages. I've seen much here

from Brecht's "Chalk Circle'" to
Mike Westbrook's magnificent ''Cor-
tege,'" but I've never witnessed it
like this. And this night is for
a 6l-year-old writer who shuffles
out in blue two-piece suit, round-
toe black shoes, red tie, sleepy
eyed. To deliver a rambling idio-
syncratic talk (very) loosely peg-
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ged out around a thematic clothes
line of his life achievements.

"I want credit as the man respons-
ible for (a) the Kilgore Trout
story (b) the Neuter story, etc.
etc."

A humorous, sometimes comic
performance received as Holy Writ
by the syncophantic assembled.

Each anecdote rapturously received,
each in-reference smugly responded
to, each hint of near-profundity
applauded to death. From "if you
want to hurt your parents and you
don't have nerve enough to become a
homosexual -- least you can do is
go into the arts;" to "I was raised
a pacifist. I'm a pacifist now."
Hi ho. So it goes. Vonnegut says
"Rolling Stone Magazine' gave him
the '60s. And looking around I'd
guess this is something like a
photofit fake-up of what your stat-
istically average ''Rolling Stone'
reader might look like in '83.
Still hairy but also rather thread-
bare. Brightly crosspatch and

YOoU KNOW YOURE LOSING

THE CiviL WAR WHEN THE

MAITRE’D sSITS YOU IN
THE KITCHENT

fringed in attempted suburban bo-
hemia, but in strict monogamous
couples, or student clusters; arty
manuscripts in closets, piles of
poems in manilla folders in drawers
filed in with their relevant rejec-
tion slips. Low culture literate.
Vonnegut programmed in with Tolkein,
D.M. Thomas, Mervyn Peake and 'Wat-
ership Down."

And Vonnegut plays to expecta-
tions. Extends the woolly eccen-
tricity of his novels across the
stage for around 45 highly enter-
taining minutes. A hectically as-
sembled ramshackle self-indulgence
of inner mumblings, slapstick mon-
ologues and muddle-headed throw-
away whimsy. He taps it out with
chalk on the blackboard and peppers
it richly with 'Wampeters, Foma and
Granfallons." Random notes?

"It's ALL random notes:"

He does his ''farting tapdancer"
routine from ''Breakfast of Champ-
ions'" to illustrate the Trout
technique. It concerns the ''alien



Zog from Margo, a planet where the
natives converse by means of farts
and tapdancing. He lands at night
in Connecticut. He's no sooner
touched down than he sees a house
on fire. He rushes into the house
farting and tapdancing, warning the
people about the terrible danger
they are in. The head of the house
brains Zog with a golf club. An
example of a tragic failure to com-
municate." He feeds an ad. for
DEADEYE DICK ("my new book, my
wonderful new book'') in off-hand
send-up -- that still gets the mes-
sage across to the satisfaction of
the PR chaperones.

Then in what appears to be a
less ambiguous vein, he speaks out
against writers who 'present their
credentials'as educated people,
showing some familiarity with Lat-
in and Greek, and Greek mythology,
having traveled in Europe some,
seen the important Cathedrals,
the important paintings. '"I'", he
protests, ''make no such allusions.
I offer no credentials to prove
that I am indeed an educated per-
son.'" Instead he declares "I am
educated as an anthropologist and
what impressed me is what the an-
thropologist Claude Levi Strauss
said at the end of his career.
That he thought all cultures were
equally rich and complex. That
there is no one with a deprived
culture."

Elitist academics and writers
scorn ''the sort of population we
have in New York today -- Hispanics
and Blacks," but "I'm sure they
have myths and a culture as rich
as theirs, or as mine, or as any-
one's. What used to be standards
for style or literacy -- or evi-
dence that you are a good writer --
are becoming obsolete. Most crit-
ics' believe in those standards --
that a person SHOULD have a little
Latin, a little Greek, and should
know the myths of the Minotaur and
so forth. This has made it very
hard for us to create an American
literature. I'm from Indianapolis
Indiana, and when I express that
culture, or do honour to that cul-
ture, it is scorned by some crit-
ics as simply being beneath notice.
This is a cultural matter and
should be acknowledged as a cultur-
al matter. The cultural standards
for judging literature should be
abandoned, and everyone should be
credited with having a rich culture
to begin with. And let's begin
from there and see what a person
can do with his own -- rather than
the critic's -- culture."

The audience goes ape-shit.
Like he's delivered a personal ex-
oneration on the sanctity of their
taste; but it makes me a little
uneasy. It comes just a whit too
cutesy, a bit like telling the

people what they wanna hear. A
pat on the head for the collective
ego. I mean, I don't know Indian-
apolis, but I'd guess that its
dominant popular mythologies are
not that different to those of
Dublin, Leeds, or pretty much any-
where else in the West-world. T.V.,
Rock and Sports Stars, Movies.

Sure -- I'd agree that if a writer
wants to reach anything other than
a micro-elite then they've got to
relate to that culture. But to
eulogize it on this podium seems
slightly over the top. Vonnegut
infects this audience with an awe
at their own profundity. Rubber-
stamps -their smug complacency rath-
er than stimulating them to s-t-r-
e-t-c-h. Isn't there just the
merest whiff of condescension?

And -- with security as tight as a
drum -- there's no chance to ex-
plore the theme yet. There's no
time-squeeze between his set's com-
pletion and the P.R. men high-jack-
ing him for book autographing
chores in the lobby.

But I determine to find time...

"He walked out into the
night with his flashlight.
He was still giggling. He
was making the flashlight
beam dance over all the
dead people stacked outside.
He put his hand on my head,
and do you know what that
marvelous man said to me? ...
'Son' my father said to me,
'someday this will all be
yours. '"

-- CAT'S CRADLE

# # & # #

The intense heat from the key-
ed-up gas fire, and his insistence
on poring directly over it to scoop
up as much as possible, gets un-
comfortable. I want to put to him
the question of his condescending
to his audience but can't find a
way to do it without running the
risk of interview time being
abruptly terminated and winding up
back in Reception with the meno-
pausal receptionist and the bits
of my broken biro. So I bide my
time with droplets of sweat run-
ning down the inside of my shirt.
And we talk around his career as
an SF writer, through the high-
point books CATS CRADLE, SIRENS OF
TITAN and SLAUGHTERHOUSE 5; then
his apparent decline into a clutch
of self-referential books content
to serve the by-then massive Vonne-
gut industry. Does his new book
break from this sequence?

He capsule-reviews the ''Neuter
Novel', DEADEYE DICK -- 'Rudy
Waltz, the hero, has no interest
in sex whatsoever' he relates ami-
ably, ''because he accidentally
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shot a pregnant woman when he was
12 years old. He has no interest
in anything actually. But he fore-
sees, and I forsee the next big pa-
rade up Fifth Avenue is going to
surprise American civilization. Of
course, the homosexuals suddenly
poured into Fifth Avenue and march-
ed, revealing how numerous they
were, how proud they were, and how
many votes they had.

The next flurry up Fifth Avenue
is going to be the Neuters. And it
is going to be the biggest parade
that New York City has ever seen!
There's going to be women who look
like Marilyn Monroe out on the
street carrying signs ''DID IT TWICE
-- NEEDED IT BOTH TIMES." There's
going to be professional athletes --

CF COURSE. THE ARMY IS
LOLK=E

DUMET ANY naTiON RELYING

ON SMART TO SURVIVE

+HAS GoT To BE WV

SERIous TROUVBLETT

perhaps American Football Players
stripped to the waist -- holding
placards saying "HAVEN'T DONE IT
FOR 2 YEARS -- NEVER FELT BETTER."
And that sort of thing. This may
turn out to be 1/4 of the popula-
tion of New York City. We have no
idea how many neuters there are
around, because they send off no
sex signals. They're not signaling
to other people to ''come to me,
look at me' and all that. So you
simply don't notice them. Rudy
Waltz -- the hero of my novel --
this neuter, looks like Gary Cooper:
He's that big and that handsome.
And in Greenwich Village, the sex
capital of the world, nobody sees
him when he walks down the street.
He'll walk into a coffee shop and
sit down and not get waited on,
because he is a neuter ..."



The phone rings. A persistent
reminder from the lobby that my
time's up. With nothing to lose
I make my play for extra time. One
of the things that struck me last
night, I offer, was your put-down
of '"High Culture'" (knowledge of
Latin, Greek, etc.), in favor of
"Folk Culture' (television and
street culture?). It seemed to me
rather condescending, I mean, YOU
obviously relate to literary pre-

cedents as well as Pop influences
?

"No. But I didn't -- you men-
tioned television, I didn't. But
these people have ..."

Was it just ethnic cultures
you were referring to then?

'"Well, whatever. You can get
bizarre combinations in a city like
New York where there is a lot of
intermarriage and all that. But
then, I believe that everyone has
myths -- which are ways of discus-
sing life. In the same way that
the Bible parables are; here's a
story, we can talk around that.

And the Hispanics and the Blacks,
for example, or the Eastern Euro-
pean Jews or whoever is in New York
have parables already. You and I
don't know them, or perhaps I do
know them. They also have rich mu-
sic traditions. A lot of Hispanics
are part Indian and presumably

know old legends from pre-Columbian
times. Every culture, every pers-
on is a parable."

You mean a common currency of
ideas to which people relate. But
must that only apply to ethnic
groups?

He's shrugging his coat on.
Thinking on his feet. ''The telly
was your invention, because I did
not say they had a culture built
on television."

Actually he had hinted as

much a few thousand words back
when he'd accused television of
"coming close to being' the '‘pers-
onality in our culture." But in-
stead I just suggest that the dom-
inant contemporary mythologies
would be Movie Stars, Sports per-
sonalities, that sort of thing.

'Well, you can discuss life
around them, those things,' he con-
cedes. '"'That's not a question of
how bad that stuff is, or how good.'
He's warming to the subject. "I
wouldn't mind having somebody be
hit pretty hard by some drama on
television -- but certainly NOT a
situation comedy -- and choose to
refer to it from time to time in
the presence of other people who
had seen it." Coat flapping,
glasses now perched precariously
on the end of his nose, a giant
case bulging in all the wrong plac-

es, he starts acting out possible
dialogues. '''Now why did she DO
that? Why was she drunk that
night? Did she have to get drunk
that night, or was she only pretend-
ing to be drunk.'' He pauses for a
moment as we head out for the cor-
ridor. "It's the same sort of
thing as 'was Hamlet crazy?' One
is reputable, and one isn't.
Ye-e-e-e-s ..." Perhaps that

just occurred to him. Perhaps
that's what he meant all along.
Perhaps to the Playhouse audience
it is Vonnegut's writing that has
created their mythologies, not
Shakespeare or TV ...

Minutes later, sat alone in
the swish ritz of the Queens Hotel
reception playing back the tape, I
see Vonnegut, coat unfastened and
dismally blowing, looking vaguely
tired and harrassed, exit through
the plate glass doors to be swal-
lowed up by the waiting taxi. En
route for Manchester, another
stream of interview games and im-
pertinent questions. Another night,
another $7!

""About endings, people com-
plain about the endings of

my books. Endings do not
matter. They don't. I end
CAT'S CRADLE with the end of
the world. Somebody thought
that was a comment of mine of
some sort. It was just a way
to end the damn book. People
imagine the ending is what we
have been building up to the
whole time. This is not what
we've been building up to.
What we have been building

up to has occurred about two-
thirds of the way through the
book. Every message has
gotten through, every scene
has béen played. The last
part of the book is saying
'thank you for coming, really,
that's all there is, the food
is gone, we're out of ice
cubes, look what time it is,
here's your coat, let's get
together again real soon.'
It's goodbye ..."

-- KURT VONNEGUT
(March 1983)

(c) All quotes/novel extracts courtesy
of "Jonathan Cape Publishers"
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ETCHINGS & ODYSSEYS #2 $6.00
Edited by Eric A. Carlson, John J.
Koblas, and R. Alain Everts.

The Strange Company,

POB 864, Madison, WI 53701

This is a 500-copy limited edi-
tion, full-size, perfect-bound,
coated stock, color-covers volume
dedicated to the legendary WEIRD
TALES, and featuring (in this 108-
page issue) 11 stories, five arti-
cles, 19 poems, and innumerable
illustrations. By far, for me, the
most interesting features were the
interview with Margaret Brundage
and the article about her and her
artwork. She was the prime cover
artist for WEIRD TALES and specializ-
ed in near-nude damsels in distress
of a type and style that couldn't/
wouldn't be used now (too revealing)
She died in 1976 at age 76, and was
quite a woman in many ways.

Also available from The Strange
Company is THE ARKHAM SAMPLRT, a
supplement to ETCHINGS & ODYSSEYS.
A quarterly, it costs $1.50 or $5.
per year. This first issue has
some H.P. Lovecraft correspondence
reproduced, and is interested in
weird, phantasy, arcane.
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CHARLES

PLATT

Many people seem unaware that
interactive fiction has already
become an important subsection of
science fiction. For these blis-
sfully naive souls, a brief re-
cap:

The first successful example
in book publishing was Bantam's
CHOOSE YOUR OWN ADVENTURE Series.
Devised by a New England school
teacher to entertain his kids,
each novel consists of episodes one
or two pages long, each culminat-
ing in a choice such as 1: Fire
the ray gun, or 2: Run away. De-
pending on which option you choose,
you are told to skip to a differ-
ent page in the book. There is
then another choice, and another,
as the narrative branches and
branches again. Most paths
through the book are six to ten
episodes long, and most of them
end with the hero getting zapped.
The challenge is to find an ending
in which he survives.

Interactive computer fiction
is usually more complicated than
the CHOOSE YOUR OWN ADVENTURE type
of book. The text is encoded on a
disk; the computer displays it on
a video screen, and the user types
choices on the keyboard. Typical-
ly, you're a knight trying to res-
Cue a princess, or an explorer
trying to find gold and you have
to get out of an underground maze,
fight demons, slay dragons and so
on and so forth. You type your
instructions in a primitive form
of English: STAB WIZARD or OPEN
DOOR or CLIMB OVER WALL. The pro-
gram compares your instructions
with its built-in vocabulary and
jumps to an appropriate part of
the story in response.

Most computer stories of this
type are guessing games, and like
the books, they are tests of sur-
vival. Whenever you make a mistake
you get zapped, and must start all
over again; thus, you learn the
correct plot choices the hard way
and it can take several days to

master a typical computer adventire.

The arcade game ''Dragon's Lair"
was the first attempt to dramatize
this concept via a video disk, ef-
fectively putting the player in
charge of the outcome of an anim-

THE FICTION THEY DESERVE

ated movie. It has been highly
successful; already there are im-
itators. It seems that in this
field, as in prime-time television,
something that was originally de-
vised to appeal to kids can be
quickly (albeit marginally) modi-
fied to sell to adults.

Several science fiction people
are now involved with interactive
fiction. At one end of the scale
we have Byron Preiss employing
quantity-writers at modest wages
to crank out CHOOSE YOUR OWN AD-
VENTURE . imitations...or spinoffs
-- for the juvenile audience, ages
10 to 20. At the other end of the
scale (and if you complain that
this isn't a very broad scale, I
suppose I must agree) we find James
Baen employing more widely known
and respected writers (e.g. Janet
Morris) to adapt existing science
fiction novels or write new ones in
the interactive format, for the a-
dult audience, ages 15 to 30.

When I ran into Joe Haldeman
at the world convention, he was
negotiating with Infocom, the most
successful publisher of interactive
computer fiction. When I talked to
Tom Disch recently, he was selling
some sort of multiple-choice com-
putor adventure to Harper and Row.
We seem ¢o be seeing the beginning
here of a whole new genre, in
which the reader ceases to be a
mere passive recipient and becomes
a collaborator. And most people
seem to think that this is a great
idea.

Well, it isn't. First of all,
interactive fiction doesn't really
make the reader any more creative.
You can only choose between alter-
natives that have been pre-set by
the writer; you can't invent new
paths through a story any more
than you can invent new answers to
questions in a multiple-choice
test.

More to the point, interactive
fiction, by its very nature, has
to be episodic, codified, and
trivial. It is a big step away
from characterization and subtle-
ty, in a field where these qualit-
ies were already scarce.

Before I argue further, I
should mention my own background.
I'm not generally hostile to lit-
erary innovation or computer tech-
nology; I like to see experiments
in fiction, and I enjoy computers
enough to have sold many game pro-
grams and four nonfiction books on
the subject. Nor am I arguing in
a spirit of sour grapes; true, no
one has asked me to write interac-
tive fiction of my own, but actual-
ly I sold my first (and only) in-
teractive story back in 1971, be-
fore CHOOSE YOUR OWN ADVENTURE
had even been thought of. My ef-
fort was titled ''Norman vs. Amer-
ica" and appeared in the fourth
and last issue of QUARK, a quarter-
ly edited by Samuel Delany and Mar-
ilyn Hacker. The interactive form
seemed frivolous to me, so I did
it as a comic strip in which a
naive young man had to choose be-



tween ludicrous options: whether
to shoplift from Macy's or go to a
rock concert; whether to become a
dope dealer or a dildo manufactur-
er; and so on. It was reprinted
subsequently in an avant-garde
anthology, praised briefly in THE
NEW YORK TIMES and subsequently
translated into Swedish. Then, ap-
propriately, it died. Since it
seemed an inherently trivial fomm,
I never did any more with it. Had
someone told me that ten years
later it would become a hot trend
in publishing, I would have been
incredulous.

Without wanting to sound old-
fashioned, I believe that to be
memorable and important, fiction
must have structure, must be built
around living, breathing charac-
ters of depth, must be carefully
paced, and should move through a
series of revelations to an ending
which, in retrospect, has a sense
of inevitability. It is the bus-
iness of a writer to learn to con-
trol these elements, consciously
or unconsciously, and this is not a
trivial matter. Structure, in par-
ticular, is both elusive and fund-
amental.

Now, in one sense, interactive
fiction is highly structured. The
writer must plan out a camplicated
web of possible paths that branch
and rejoin without loops, paradox-
es or contractions. The logic re-
quired is similar to that in writ-
ing a computer program.

But this is not structure in a
literary sense. Indeed, by its
very nature, interactive fiction
can have no literary structure at
all. The action must be divided
into short episodes, each culmin-
ating in two or three simple al-
ternatives for the reader. To
make a good game, the alternatives
must seem more-or-less evenly
weighted; thus there can be no
sense of events growing inevitably
out of previous events, or evolving
from the motives and nature of the
characters. Plot becomes a whim-
sical series of yes/no decisions,
and the eventual outcome is like-
wise reduced to the most primitive
level: the hero either lives or
dies.

Since plot no longer grows
from character, characterization
is unnecessary in interactive fic-
tion. This is just as well, since
there usually isn't room for it.
Within the length of a book or the
width of a computer disk, there
must be dozens of separate adven-
ture paths, many of them branching
into dead ends. As a result, the
length of any one path will seldom
be more than 1000 words. No room
for memorable characters and com-
plex interactions between them.

No room for atmosphere, drama and
narrative intensity. There is
room only for briefly described
scenes, and two-dimensional menac-
ing figures that precipitate cris-
es for the reader to resolve by
selecting Option 1 or Option 2.

Interactive fiction then, can-
not be good literature. But it
cannot even be good adventure. An
engrossing adventure usually ach-
ieves its effects by building a
complex plot, full of false trails,
twists and revelations. The pro-
tagonist uses resourcefulness and
cunning to solve each problem, in
ways that are unexpected yet con-
sistent with his skills and char-
acter. Ultimately, there is a
climax and a visceral, cathartic
payoff.

None of this is possible in
interactive fiction. The hero be-
comes a mere figure, like a chess
piece, moving from one incident to
the next. Watch someone playing
"Dragon's Lair" and ask why the
magic horse must steer left to
avoid the third stone pillar, or
why the knight must jump onto the
second wooden bridge, not the
first. These ''correct' moves can-
not be deduced from the character
of the hero, the story so far, or
the enviromment in which it takes
place. The pattern is random.

Why then is interactive fic-
tion so popular? First, its
short segments suit the attention
span of video kids raised on half-
hour TV cartoons subdivided by
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Contin-

half-minute commercials.
uity is no longer a virtue.

Second, by reducing life to a
series of arbitrary yes/no decis-
ions, all the disturbing complex-
ities of the real world are elim-
inated in favor of a codified scen-
ario even more reassuringly simple-
minded than that of a typical fan-
tasy novel.

Third, the lack of characteriz-
ation becomes an advantage, rath-
er than a problem. Most computer
adventures are no longer written
about a protagonist; they are writ-
ten in the second person, about the
reader. ''You'" are stuck in the
labyrinth; "you" must decide wheth-
er to slay the dragon or run for
cover. The idea of a central fig-
ure with interesting, complex mot-
ivations has been discarded on the
assumption that readers are less
interested in other people than in
themselves. Thus interactive fic-
tion is a fine form for members of
the Me Decade.

And so the job of the writer is
no longer to build a balanced, in-
tegrated whole, with dramatic e-
vents and consequences relevant to
reality. The job is now to devise
multiple-choice games that put
readers in the starring role, free
to demand whatever they want.

The result can only be the
fiction they deserve.



and then 1 saw...

THE MAN WITH TWO BRAINS (R)

is a
fine Steve Martin comedy, full of
jokes, sight gags, in-jokes, prat-
falls and naughty language. Some
piquant nudity, too.

The story? Oh, it's about this
brain surgeon, see, who has develop-
ed a screw-top method for getting at
the brain... He meets a fellow
weird scientist (David Warner) who
has a large number of jarred, con-
scious brains, falls in love via
telepathy with one woman's brain,
and... He's married to this prick-
teasing broad, see, (Kathleen Turner
[BODY HEAT]) who plays around with
everyone but him... And the final
segments of the movie involve switch-
ing brains...or rather the character/
personality matrix in the brains...

It gets confused and is somewhat
forgettable in detail. The movie is
full of chuckles, smiles and some
outright guffaws. At least for me,
and I might even be willing to see
it again.

THE VERDICT (R)

is superb as an ag-
ing, alcoholic lawyer given one last
case by a friend, an open-and-shut
settle-out-of-court malpractice
suit which can make him well fin-
ancially from his share of the set-
tlement.

But for reasons of pride and
shame he decides to fight for a vast-
ly larger award--by jury trial.

A lawyer-reviewer derided the
legal procedures used in the movie,
but those are only the tools, the
mechanism, the background against
which this story of character re-
demption is enacted. Charlotte Ram-
pling plays his new woman friend who
turns out to be a spy from the huge
corporate law firm defending the
doctors, hospital and Catholic arch-
diocese which owns the hospital.

The movie is excellent for New-
man's acting---you believe he is
that down-and-out lawyer fighting
to save his soul from the bottle and
probable eventual suicide.

James Mason is devilishly slick
and amoral as the defending lawyer.

Fine supporting cast.

RICHARD

THE SENDER (R)

isn't very coherent
or rational as it shows a mother-
dominated young man with telepathic
powers projecting his mental horrors
into the minds of his beautiful young
woman psychiatrist and fellow patients
at a mental hospital.

The film is effective but not

convincing beyond the moment. Watch
it for the special effects.

STILL OF THE NIGHT (R)

is made watch-
able by Meryl Streep's compulsively
involving performance as the suspic-
ious mistress of a murdered man. The
man was the patient of a psychiatrist
played low-key and mild-mannered by
Roy Scheider who becomes involved
with her via the police.

The story is pure formula, as
another, psychotic woman is the real
murderer who is intent on killing
Streep and Scheider as well, to keep
them from discovering her identity,
and then to keep them from revealing
it. The art auction world is the
backdrop.

MONSIGNOR  (R)

suffers and dies from
miscasting, misscripting and misdir-
ecting. Christopher Reeve is still
too identified as Superman to be a
believable priest. Genevieve Bujold
is not so subtly too old for him as
an apprentice nun who has an affair
with him in Rome during WWII.

The script cannot cope with the
novel's 30-year time span and Vati-
can financial affairs; we have iso-
lated dramatic moments as islands
in a sea of dullness. [Bujold's
nude scene reveals a weathered torso,
tired little breasts, popcorn nip-
ples.] There is a short, no-action
after-the-orgy scene with two whor-
es. That was to acquire the R-rat-
ing because I strongly suspect the
producers realized they had a dog
and wanted to lure people with an-
ticipated naughtiness.

Reeve has a continuing problem
as an average person--he's too

big! As superman his size is fine;
heroic stature, great build. But
when he plays normal men he looms
and towers and requires tall actors
to minimize his size.

Don't bother with this film un-
less you want to see Bujold do a
strip scene

LADIES' NIGHT OUT

stars Pudgy, a fe-
male Don Rickles. She's funny the
first two times you see her shows,
but soon palls as she repeats put-
downs and gag lines.

This gal is-exclusive with Show-
tine (cable) and uses a lot of dou-
ble-entendre material in and apart
from her savaging of people's ap-
pearance, demeanor, character.

In this show she acts as a glor-
ified mistress of ceremonies at a
Chipendale show--in which about
eight male hks do strip teases down
to strings-and-cup for an all-woman
audience.

Intersting phenomenon. ‘'Ihe
cameras capture some great reaction
shots from the young women as these
body-builder types accept tips in
exchange for giving kisses during
their dances.

AN OFFICER AND A GENTLEMAN (R)‘
is
really an old-fashioned movie that,
less the love scenes and earthy lan-
guage, could be (andwas!) made in
the 30's and 40's and 50's...
Crude, footloose young man joins




Navy to become officer. Tough but
caring drill instructor and sweet
young woman change his character
and insure success. Love conquers
all. He will marry her.

A very good movie, extremely
well done, well acted. Richard Gere
is fine as the soiled youth who seeks
redemption in the Navy and finds
love in a young woman factory work-
er near the base, and finds another
kind of love in LouGossett, Jr., his
drill instructor whose job is to
push and prod the recruits to expose
character flaws which would be a
danger to others in wartime, as a
jet pilot. But he cares about his
charges as human beings, too.

The psychology--the inner, hid-
den motives in several of the re-
cruits besides Gere are shown clear-
ly, expertly. The character revela-
tions are what make this formula
love story so very good.

HONKYTONK MAN  (PG)

is the tragic
story of a tubercular, over-the-hill
itinerant country § western singer
during the thirties as he journeys
to Nashville for a last-chance aud-
ition at the Grand Ole Opry.

Clint Eastwood is very, very
good in the title role, and his
son, Kyle Eastwood shows great nat-
ural acting talent as his teen-age
nephew who accompanies him on the
trip.

It's a film of character develop-
ment and revelation, as Eastwood
struggles against his killing tuber-
culosis to get that big break, that
one slim opportunity to gain recog-
nition as a fine singer and song-
writer while his life of failure
and self-destruction seems to run
like a black streak through his be-
havior, intent on frustrating and
destroying him. Yet he is a good,
kind man at base, and his triumph
comes--too late--after his death.

Eastman shows a surprisingly
quiet, fine singing voice, and is
utterly convincing as his character.

John McIntyre...now in his seven-
ties...plays Grandpa with great skill
and loneliness, and dignity.

This is a very good film, re-
commended for at least one viewing.
It did not do well at the box office,
though, because Clint Eastwood fans
only want him playing loner/action/
violence movie roles. He does those
for money...so he can then make an
occasional "art" film like this.

THE BITCH (R)

was made in England,
in 1979, at a time I suspect, when
an aging, fiftyish Joan Collins

needed money and decided to do a
series of sex films.

In this and a few others she
bares her breasts and does nude
scenes which show her as a woman
who for her age is in great shape.
But the face is better than the
breasts, and her acting better than
this routine plot about a woman in-
tent on maintaining her rich life-
style at almost any cost.

Of course after she made this
film she came to America again and
signed on as a bitch on the TV prime-
time soap opera, DYNASTY. Now she
has fame and fortune--and these awful
films rattling in her closet for all
to see.

A CASE OF LIBEL

is a play filmed for
Showtime. Edward Asner plays an at-
torney who takes on a Pulitzer Prize-
winning columnist (Daniel J. Travan-
ti)in an emotionally charged libel
suit brought by a war correspondent.

An hour-and-a-half of courtroom

fencing, revelations of character,
naked emotions...

and stacked decks.
The author makes the conservative,
right-wing, rabid anti-communist
columist (based on Westbrook Peg-
ler?) into a cunning/stupid foil
for the Liberal, right-thinking
good-guy lawyer, Edward Asner, who
was cast to his liking, no doubt.
But Travanti out-acts him and with
a few obvious answers not dictated
by a leftist author would have
defeated the libel case against him.

Well worth watching for the

fine acting.

FIVE DAYS ONE SUMMER (PG)
* isn't much.

Sean Connery is stolid as a mountain-
eering Scottish physician on an Al-
pine vacation with a young woman...
I've forgotten their relationship.
They pose as man and wife, though
no one is fooled.

Good climbing sequences for
this set-in-the-Twenties film.

Eventually the girl goes back
home. I think. As you see, the
movie made a minimal impression on
me. I always like to watch Connery,
however.

THE SEX MACHINE (R)
is an absurd

Italian-made sex farce. In 2037
A.D., scientists solve the energy
problem by harnessing the power of
sex arousal. A couple, coupling,
can light up a house. Etc.

All that interests here are the
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beautiful nudes. The acting is of
that flamboyant Italian style that
passes for humor over there, I sup-
pose. The plot sickens.

MANIMAL  (TV)

was minimal. It has,
rightfully, been cancelled. A rou-
tine police series for children, or
those with childish minds, it said,
hey, here's this police detective

who has this mysterious power to
turn himself (in seconds) into anmy
animal he chooses. Wow. And he has

this beautiful young woman assistant,
see, and a handsome young man assist-
ant...

I saw this show once. I could
barely swallow the detective lieuten-
ant changing into a panther. When
he shifted into a parrot in order to
hear the bad guys do some plotting,

I could only wonder about the problem
of mass: a 175 pound panther--fine.

A 175 pound parrot would have wrecked
that hanging bird cage. And as for
flying....

The moron TV execs struck out
again, thank god.

JINXED  (R)
features Bette Midler as

talented but unknown Las Vegas singer
who talks an unlucky (jinxed) casino
dealer into helping her murder her
dbusive, shit-head husband (expertly
played by Rip Torn).

Midler has a natural acting style
I enjoy, and a raw energy I admire.

I liked the movie, but wouldn't
see it again.

WALTZ ACROSS TEXAS (PG)

wastes Ann
Archer, a good actress, as a pretty
geologist involved romantically with
a wildcatter in Texas.

I didn't watch much of this.
When a movie pads with lovingly pho-
tographed scenery and other time-
wasting footage, early, I often
take the hint and leave the channel.

I suppose the heroine and hero
fought evil corporate oil interests
and corrupt government.

SUPERCHICK  (R)
shows a lot of Joyce

Jillson often as she pretends to act
as a shy airline hostess with a split
personality: her bold, swinging alter-
ego has a boyfriend in every city.

There's a plot involving dope
smuggling, as I recall.

Watchable for nudity only.



CONTINENTAL DIVIDE  (CBS)

Explains
why John Belushi was so depressed

about his career that he turned
to heavy drugs and eventually o.d.-
ed.

In THE NEIGHBORS he was cast
as a sane, long-suffering nebbish.
In this film he was cast as a hot-
shot investigative reporter who
was bugging VIP public officials
with exposes of their grafts and
other rip-offs.

He was neat, clean, polite...
everything dull and boring he
hated as a personna of SATURDAY
NIGHT LIVE, as the piggish char-
acter he played in ANIMAL HOUSE,
and the antisocial, unconventional
brother of THE BLUES BROTHERS.

His fame and fortune was made
as a non-conformist, outrageous
bum, etc. and the attempt to make
him a nice leading man type failed
utterly.

Had he lived, had more per-
spective, had better agents or ad-
vice, he might have survived his
flops and returned to slobsville
where his further fortune lay.

CONTINENTAL DIVIDE is a boring,
juvenile comedy, and Belushi is
made ridiculous as a city dude
trapped in the Rockies without
enough cigarets. His backpack is
ludicrously large and his prat-
falls pathetic.

See it and weep for him.

AUTOMAN  (ABC)

is a typical Glen

A. larson inspired production---
pure science fantasy. In this
case a police computer whiz play-
ed by Desi Armaz, Jr. creates a
super crime fighter by creating a
human-shaped hologram on his com-
puter screen, piling on the power,
and ZZZZZAAAP! the hologram ap-
pears in the form of a TRON-like
male with full magic computer
powers... Oh, it's too absurd
to describe.

Don't waste your time. Not
even once. Not even ten minutes.

ENDARGERED SPECIES (R)

tries to

explain why literally over a thou-
sand mutilated cattle have turned
up on cattle ranches and farms all
over this country. The distinctive
aspect of the mutilations is that
almost always the "mutilations'
are not simply butchery, but are
carefully done, surgery-level ex-
cisions of organs...most often
the genital organs.

The usual explanations are
devil cults and flying saucers.

In this movie the explanation
is that a well-financed right-wing
group of patriots are testing ad-
vanced biological weapons and...
well, I frankly didn't follow the
logic very well, mostly because it
wasn't there.

The movie producers wanted to
make a provocative action movie,
had Robert Urich available, and
wanted to keep costs down. (I
suspect the same "mutilated' cow
was used in all the mutilation
shots, and a small town in Colo-
rado (I think) was the locale.)

So the story followed formula
and ended with the destruction of
the bad guys' base, romance for
Urich (an embittered ex-NY cop),
and unsatisfied viewers.

Urich does a good job of act-
ing and is now older and more rug-
ged-looking. With the right roles
he could be a Bronson or Eastwood.

The R-rating here is for grue
and violence. Hardly a bare-breast
in sight. Well...two, at least.
Nothing special or erotic.

GIRLS OF THE WHITE ORCHID (NBC)

'A white-slavery ring exports
gullible young women to the Far
East after luring them with the
promise of working as dancers.'

Jennifer Jason Leigh stars
as a young, ambitious singer who
succumbs to the misrepresentation,
and Ann Jillian (in a brown wig)
plays an older, broken-to-the-sad-
dle exotic dancer who finally com-
mits suicide.

The girls are pressured to 'be
nice' to the well-to-do Asian men
who come into the clubs and want to
have sex as well as drinks. They
tip the girls nicely, of course,
and the club owners are able to
legally préve they are not running
a brothel.

The country in question is
Japan, the city Tokyo, but for
diplomatic reasons, perhaps, the
Portland CABLE CHOICE magazine
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quoted above chose to use the more
general 'Far East' description.

A TV movie like this is so
time-worn and cliche-ridden, you'd
think it was too awful to make, but
anything goes when you're trying to
make it big in the ratings game, and
I think late November, when this
was shown, was a Nielson ''sweep
week''...or something.

GIRLS OF THE WHITE ORCHID might
have been made in 1933...and prob-
ably was, in black and white.

In case you want to know, the
sweet young (still virtuous) hero-
ine is saved from a fate worse than
a low-class dive and low class
whoring by her home town boyfriend
who flew over just in the nick of
time.

LOVE CHILD (R)

is a gritty, very
realistic story of a young woman
inmate of a Florida women's prison
(modern) who gets pregnant by a male
guard. She fights to first avoid an
abortion, then to keep her baby for
at least 18 months (her right accord-
ing to Florida statute).

Amy Madigan plays, very convinc-
ingly, the plain-jane inmate. Beau
Bridges does his best with the guard
role, but there's no apparent reason
for his being attracted to her and
his familiar movie-star face and
manner help destroy the illusion of
docudrama built up to that point.

McKenzie Phillips (of ONE DAY AT
A TIME (CBS)) playing a sympathetic
butch lesbian (and now plump-faced,
healthy, chunky, after her bag-of-
bones, pock-marked appearance of a
few years ago when she was strung
out on drugs and was taken off the
show for a year at least) also de-
tracts from the "true Story" ap-
peal. As does Albert Salmi as Cap-
tain of the guards.

But this is worth watching. It
accurately shows modern prison life
for women, and has its very real
moments of emotional tensian.
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COAST TO COAST (R)

isn't all that bad
a movie despite all the bad-mouth-
ing Robert Blake gave it on the
Johnny Carson show soon after he
completed acting in it.

Dyan Cannon plays a wife es-
caping a private sanitarium whose
wealthy husband is trying to get
her money/keep her out of the way,
and Blake plays a scrappy gypsy
trucker who owes many back payments
on his rig.

And so he picks her up on the
highway, tries to get rid of her
because she seems so nutty, but
she helps him evade a hard-nose
repossessing agent...and they roll
along across country, in a fairly
funny comedy, in a predictable,
mostly absurd film.

The film ends with her driving
the truck though a fancy garden
party thrown by her conniving hubby
...and on through his precious,
lavishly appointed big house.
ways good for a laugh.

Al-

PORKY'S  (R)

is pure, naked Ameri-
can male id in action: sex-on-the-
brain high school boys, macho male
pride, fighting, revenge, ribald
humor... It's all done with style
and marvelous (apparent) unaware-
ness of the revelations yielded.

It's a femminist nightmare of
girls as sex objects, mocking of
the antisex puritanism of some old-
er women, a male-centered picture
from beginning to end.

All that---and it's funny as
hell! At least to men. From its
success at the box office it was
funny to girls, too.

The story is formula and flows
from the campaign to provide one
of the boys his first all-the-way
sex experience.

The movie portrays in humorous
and exaggerated form pure young
American malehood in action; all
the instincts are put on display
without condemnation, and with high
humor and low comedy.

HEART OF STEFL (ABC)

is primarily
depressing as it details the person-
al ordeal of steelworkers all at sea
for months and months after their
steel mill closes down. They've
worked in the place all their liv-
es and felt their jobs were set in
concrete, as were the jobs of their
fathers.

But now their unemployment com-
pensation is running out and they
face losing homes, cars, manhood.

Peter Straus plays a steelwork-
er who goes through all the chang-
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es---hope, fear, denial, depression,
lashing out, rage, guilt, and final-
ly (in an absurd, impossible ending)
recovery of pride by means of organ-
izing a work shift of men, invading
the idle mill, firing it up, and
working like hell for one last
eight-hour shift to prove to them-
selves they could put in a full
workday and not screw around, goof-
off and really could earn the exorb-
itantly high hourly union wages they
had been making.

Exhausted, full of pride, they
then go on to Texas (or where-ever)
and seek other kinds of work, free
of their emotional dependence on
The Mill.

An opiate for the working
stiffs.

YES, GEORGIO  (BG)
is for opera
lovers. The world's greatest tenor,

Luciano Pavootti, cannot act,
though he tries, in this opera-
showcase story about the world's
greatest operatic tenor who falls
in love with a lovely voice teach-
er.
You should have a high-fidelity
}V set for best enjoyment of this
ilm.

PROTOTYPE  (CBS)

features two very
fine performances: Christopher
Plummer as the heaa of a scientif-
ic team (employed by a big corpora-
tion) who develop a humanform robot
with high intelligence and human
emotions, who kidnaps the robot to
keep it from being turned over to
the military for immoral (espionage,
assassination) uses...and David
Morse who8e acting is a perfect
blending of awkwardness, puzzlement,
and growing understanding of his
untenable life (as the robot). The
robot happens to see the first (Kar-
loff) FRANKENSTEIN movie and sees
himself as the poor monster. In
the end, the very human robot decid-
es to committ suicide---and does so.
It neatly solves its problems, its
makers' problems, and the film's
problems.

SCIENCE FICTION, HORROR AND FANTASY

FILM -AND TELEVISION CREDITS
By Harris M. lentz III

McFarland & Co.
In 2 volumes, $69.95

REVIEWED BY FORREST J. ACKERMAN

It is unlikely that more than
a handful of individuals (the auth-
or, the linotypist, the proofread-
er, et al) will ever read the en-
tire contents of these two volumes
-- they would be just the thing for
the Man in the Iron Mask to while
away a few years in solitary --
but when needed, the information is
there for researchers, imagi-movie
fans, terrorvision trivia buffs.

A magnum opus over 4700 type-
written pages in manuscript form,
towering nearly two feet, this com-
pendium of actors and actresses,
directors, producers, writers and
"others' involved in motion pictures
of the bizarre, outre, fantastic,
horrifying, spacial and science-
fictional has been condensed into
1374 pages of essential information
on Karloff and Kubrick, on Harry-
hausen and Harrington, on Lugosi,
Lorre, Lee, Lang, Landis, Lewton,
from Atwill to Zucco.

Overlooked in Raymond Massey's
obituaries is that, besides "Things
ot Come' he played a part in the
futuristic melodrama of 1929, 'High
Treason' the second British talk-
ing picture, which predicted a
world on the verge of war in 1940
saved by a pacifist's sacrifice.
Did you know Christopher Lee has
been in something called ''Albino?"
That John Carradine who claims he
has made ''only a few' sci-fi/fant-
asy/horror films, has been in 79
such motion pictures and 20 tele-
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