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LAST MINUTE SMALL PRESS NOTE
PRINCE VALIANT—AN AMERICAN EPIC

VOLUME TWO:1938

By Hal Foster. Ed. by Rick Norwood.
Mamiscript Press

P.0. Box 1762. Wayne, NJ 07470.

This bedsheet size limited edi-
tion of original-size Prince Valiant
comic strip series, in full color,
is a hell of an impressive effort.
The paper stock is...what?---some-
thing like heavy cover stock all the
way through. This 1500-copy edition
is intended to last! And at $100.
per copy is not outlandishly priced.

This volume follows the prince's
adventures from 1-1-38 to 12-25-38,
the full year. Also included in the
back are greeting cards created by
Hal Foster and some really fine re-
productions of Foster sailing ship
paintings.

Next Issue.....
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THIS ISSUE IS LATE BECAUSE...

Ah, how I hate to use those
words. I have had pride galore in
always...always putting out SFR on
schedule, always within a very few
days of the target of the 25th of
the month previows to the official
publication month.

But, as I eat raw hubris and
find it sour and bitter to the
taste, I am consoled that at least
it isn't all that late...seven or
eight or nine days. Not a tragedy.
Not a criminal offense. Still...
it rankles my obligation organ.

The reasons for this lateness
will have to be covered by the twin
cliches of 'professional commit-
ments' and ‘family affairs' which de-
manded, unexpectedly, huge amounts
of my time.

Next issue I am sure will be
smack on schedule.

AN AWARD, AN AWARD, AN AWARD!

Andy Porter called with good
news, and bad news. The bad news
first: A. Bertram Chandler, the
Australian author best known for
his Commander Grimes sf stories, is
dead.

The good news he called about
was that the reader voting on the
SCIENCE FICTION CHRONICLE Awards
has blessed me---for the thirdyear
in a row---with the award for Best
Fan Writer.

The award t is year, as in the
past, is a medal with ribbon, which
can be worn if desired, like a mili-
tary medal. If this keeps on I'll
rival a general of the Army with a
chest full of awards that waggle and
clank as I walk.

I thank all those Geisian en-
thusiasts who voted for me.
ciate it.

The other, lesser winners of
the SFC Awards were:

Ah 'pre-

oLie®
TOOOGOTS

RICHARD E. GEIS

Best Novel---THE ANUBIS GATE
By Tim Powers

Best Novella---HER HABILINE HUSBAND
By Michael Bishop

Best Novelette---'Black Air" By Kim
tanley Robinson

Best Short Story---'"The Peacemaker'
By Gardner Dozois

Best Dramatic Presentation---

Best Pro Editor-Magazines---
Edward L. Ferman

Best Pro Editor-Books---
David Hartwell

Best Pro Artist---Michael Whelan

Best Semi-Prozine---SCIENCE FICTION
— CHRONICIE

(Andy Porter)
Best Fanzine---FILE 770 (Mike Glyer)
Best Fan Artist---Alexis Gilliland

Most attractive covers-Magazine---
ANALOG SF

Most Attractive Covers-Book---
Ace Books

I’LL CRY FERRARO

So, ol'sleepy-eyes Mondale has
apparently succumbed to the nagging
of the N.O.W. and, in true liberal
wimp fashion, picked as his v.p.
running mate Geraldine Ferraro.

He has caved in to the largest
special interest group.
pussy-whipped.

That is the gut-level perception

he will have to cope with in an in-

creasingly older, conservative elec-

torate.

I admire Ferraro.
got more guts and decisiveness than
Mondale, and I'd vote for her as
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He has been

1 think she's

president over Reagan. But if Mon-
dale wins, he will be president, and
I don't like him or trust him.

Reagan/Bush or Mondale/Ferraro
is a lousy choice, but the only one
we have, realistically. So I'll vote
for Reagan and hope he doesn't do too
much damage to the republic while he
lives. Mondale would wreck the place.

You've got to remember that the
president in the next four years will
likely appoint four or five new jus-
tices to the Supreme Court. And
these new justices---basically con-
servative or liberal---will set the
course of the Supreme Court for an-
other generation or so.

THE HOORS WILL WIN.
HAVE.,

The Portland City Council has
made another stab at controlling
street prostitution. They're going
to spend $96,000 on welfare and ser-
vices for prostitutes who want to
quit the life and go straight.

And at the same time they're
trying to make it more difficult and
expensive for a customer to approach
a streetwalker.

According to state law a prosti-
tution arrest can only be made after
the parties have agreed on a sex act
and a price.

The Council wants to make it a
crime to "linger in or near any
street or public place, repeatedly
circling in an area in a motor ve-
hicle, or repeatedly beckoning to,
attempting to stop or stopping, or
contacting pedestrians or motor
vehicles."

Well now. That sounds too
vague to me, to be constituional.

It would prohibit taking polls,

it would prohibit gathering signi-
tures for referendums, and would
probably even prohibit Santa Claus
from soliciting contributions to

THEY ALWAYS




charities at Christmas time. Why,
it might even prevent politicians
from going out to "press the flesh"
of voters. Ummn...well, maybe the
new law should be passed and used;
politicians are prostitutes, after
all, -

SNATCHING DEFEAT FROM THE JAWS
OF VICTORY DEPT.

That's Walter Mondale for you,
displaying such abysmal judgement
by wanting Bert Lance, the corrup-
tion symbol of the Carter administra-
tion, to be the official head of the
Democrat party, and then, when the
Demo officials and rank and file
objected to Lance, naming good ol'’
boy Bert to be his presidential cam-
paign manager.

Thus sleepy-eyes (and sleepy-
brained) Mondale undercut his good-
publicity of a few days ago when he
chose Geraldine Ferraro as his v.p.
running mate, shifted the attention
from Ferraro and put himself in the
stewing pot Jackson and Hart had him
in for a while during the primaries:
that he was a party-line, promise-
anything, old-fashioned politician
bereft of new ideas and imagination.
Now Mondale is wearing the Bad Judge-
ment albatross around his neck as
well, and telling his fellow demo-
crats and all Americans he is going
to bring back the Carter administra-
tion. Will Kissinger be Sec. of State?

Why should the American people
vote for the Carter administration
now after having kicked it out of
office four years ago?

One more pratfall like this and
Mondale might not get the nomination.
A lot of delegates must be having
second thoughts.

What would you say to a Hart-
Ferraro ticket?

ECONOMIC SCIENCE FICTION
OR
SPECULATIONS ABOUT MONEY

I'm going to build a green-
house next spring-summer when, if
events transpire (or expire) as I
think they will, I'll have oodles
of time to putter around the house
fixing the things and painting the
things I see now should be done.

In the next ten months (or
less) however, my mission, and I
have accepted it, is to put aside
as much moola as time allows.

Because, brethren, I see doom
approaching! Oh, Yes! Doom. D-O-
0-M! The end of an era, the col-
lapse of the debt structure, the
cold clutch of deflation, that evil
consequence of the disease of in-

HERE THERE BE ROTSLERS

Trufan and noble gentleman art-
ist Bill Rotsler, generous to the
core, Maude, has sent me a fat pack-
et of cartoons and fillos for distri-
bution to art-starved faneds in the
usual way:

You send me a stamped, self-
addressed envelope and I fill it
with a goodly combination of cartoons
and illos, and send it back to you.

WHATS A THie
RALUTIC Wwwig-
CRAP? AMYonE
O o THAT /

First come, first served.

|

flation. There are chickens coming
home to roost, folk, which you would
not want to meet on a lonely road at

night.
Let me explain.

Great, important men are quiv-
ering daily in their boots, as they
scan the financial news wires and
note each added increment of evi-
dence that for some inexplicable
reason no matter how much credit/
debt governments worldwide pump out
into their economies, the current
debt-created USA boom is withering
and that (horrors upon horrors!)
instead of the dread (but benefi-
cial for debtors) inflation striking
with fangs of increased prices, the
ferocious economy-killing chickens
of deflation (lowering prices, an
ever-stronger dollar!) are stalking
the land pecking out the eyes of
those who must pay debts with ever-
more-valuable (and hard to get) dol-
lars.

[Howzat for a sentence?]

Today I see that England has
raised its prime interest rate 2%
to 124 in order to protect it from
the voracious money-eating monster
called the U.S. deficit. The Eng-
lish must compete for money in this
era of free-wheeling international
capital flows, and when the U.S of A
is paying up to 13.6% for the rental
of money, it will suck money from
the bloody moon. And add that our
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Treasury is going to stop withhold-
ing 30% (estimated taxes) from the
interest payments it makes to for-
eigners who buy U.S. govt. notes,
bills and bonds, and further is go-
ing to issue bearer bonds to foreign-
ers (who can remain thus anonymous
and not be known to their own govt,
or ours!---a privilege denied to
U.S. citizens, by the way), and you
see that U.S. govt. debt is sudden-
ly enormously attractive.

Is it small wonder that the on-
ly way foreign governments will be
able to keep some working capital
in their countries is to compete
for money, with higher and yet high-
er interest payments?

Of course these higher inter-
est costs around the world are/will
killing/kill the US boom and the re-
viving foreign economies. With un-
employment at 10% in England and
Europe, they are forced to commit
suicide by raising their prime by
16-2/3%.

And the cream of the jest is
that every rise in interest rates
makes it more and more impossible
for debtors (nations, citizens) to
repay their debts. This causes banks
to collapse. Defaults and bankrupt-
cies will explode in numbers and
size.

And causes the decline in pric-
es as these countries and people cut
back on imports/buying and the manu-
facturers/producers then must cut
prices and wages in order to get any
money at all to pay bills, keep go-
ing at any cost.



This process is going on now!

You see it in OPEC oil prices,
as Nigeria, Venezuela, others pump
more oil and lie about it and sell
at lower prices and lie about it.

You see it especially in the
futures markets where, for the first
time in living memory, the prices of
commodities priced for delivery one-
two-three-four months in the future
are lower than spot (daily) prices.

And gold---ah, precious gold---
the measure of inflation, the mother
of hard money, has collapsed as its
owners see no point in holding it,
expecting no inflation, expect no
rise in the price of gold, and would
rather cash in and buy a bond or two
and earn interest on their money.

More: as the value of gold and
silver decline (with copper, allumin-
um, platinum, etc.) the value of
the reserves of countries with gold
in their treasuries declines, and they
are thus poorer daily as millions of
dollars are wiped out. And their
debts loom larger and larger...

The value of crops decline as
prices decline and the earnings de-
cline even as the dollar value of
the debts rise and rise...

THUS MONEY IS KILLED FASTER
THAN GOVERNMENTS CAN CREATE IT. Be-
cause there are political and social
limits on how much can be spent. You
see the limits in this country, as
congress managed a 150 billion dollar
tax bill last month over three years
in order to calm or appease the cred-
it markets because in late May the

United States government came peri-
lously close to being unable to sell
its paper. The dealers (wholesalers)
in government debt almost refused to
buy because nobody was buying at re-
tail. Nobody trusts the government,
everyone expects higher interest rat-

es and the dealers were suffering huge

losses.

People and corporations with
money have been burned badly during
the past twenty years by our govern-
ment's policy of inflating the money
supply by deficit spending and by
artificially feeding reserves into
the banking system when it was pol-
itically and socially convenient to
spend money it was unwilling to get
honestly---by taxes. For a while
in the 70's there was a negative in-
terest rate as inflation was high-
er than legally-restricted savings
account interest rates. The saver
was ripped off royally. He rebelled,
and now is demanding premium rates
for savings.

At present the opposite is true:
the debtor is being ripped off as
interest rates go up as inflation
sinks into deflation.

There is a great lie being re-
peated and encouraged by people who
should know better; they do it to
keep the lid on as long as possible.
That lie is that the government in
the form of congress and the Federal
Reserve are the lenders of last
resort and in a crunch will bail out
any big debtor rather than let the

"'system' collapse.

Well, they bailed out Lockheed
didn't they? And the railroads?

And Chrysler? And Argentina? (So
far!) And proof positive: they
bailed out the ninth largest bank

in the U.S., Continental Illinois,
didn't they? Hell, the Federal
Deposit Insurance Agency put $1.5
billion dollars into Continental in
order to protect the big foreign and
domestic depositors from losing all
but the legal $100,000 limit on the
FDIC insurance. And the Federal
Reserve is lending over $2. billion
dollars a day to the bank to keep it
funded. They have to keep pouring
that kind of money into the shell
because the big depositors don't
trust +the government or Continental
and are pulling their money out as
their time deposits mature.

Continental-Illinois is a $40
billion bank in size.

The government has been trying
for months to get another bank to
take it over, and cannot find a tak-
er. (Too many bad-bad-terrible-lousy
loans out which will never be repaid
and are nothing but future billion-
dollar losses.)

The FDIC put about one-sixth of
its total worth/reserves into C-I.
And it still has it in C-I, locked
in. Trapped.

The FDIC cannot take over anoth-
er bank of similar size. And almost
all of the 1-8 size banks are now
technically insolvent, with soured
latin American loans towering over
their capital base. They could not

+ERE ARE THE COVERS
OF THE SWORD OF ALLAH.

IT SHOULD BE ON THE
NEWSSTANDS NOW.

IT IS A NOVEL STRUC-
TURED BY ELTON ELLIOTT,
COLLABORATIVELY PLOT-
TED BY ELTON ELLIOTT
AND RICHARD GEIS, AND
WRITTEN BY RICHARD
GEIS.

A SEQUEL TITLED
HAS
BEEN SOLD AND WRITTEN,

WATCH THIS SPACE FOR
FURTHER ANNOUNCEMENTS.

AN UNBELIEVAELE HCLOCAUST:
HALF THE CARTH
SCORCHLD TO KUBRLE...

A renegade Moslem dictator in Northem Africa
controls a deadly.and sophisticated armed
satellite superior to anything in the U.S. arsenal.

THE SWORD OF ALLAN
and itis capable of destroying the world.

Soon it will be used in the demolition of
every inch of the United States—
unless someone can stop it...
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withstand a run by their depositors.

Would congress allow the Fed to
pour 200 billion dollars into Chase
Manhattan Bank, into Citibank, into
The Bank of America, into Manufact-
uers-Hanover? In one week? Would
the voters?

Would the world's owners of
money continue to buy U.S. govt.
debt if the deficit exploded by
one trillion dollars in one year?

The government would have to
pay stronomical interest rates and
the taxpayers would revolt. Worse,
no politician who allowed this would
be re-elected!

There's an interesting problem
coming up which I haven't seen men-
tioned yet: what happens when, in
1985 as I expect, but sometime, in-
evitably, when with the existing def-
icit in the 180 billion dollar range,
the economy sinks into recession/de-
pression and tax receipts sink cor-
respondingly? Suddenly the presi-
dent and congress will be facing a
250-300 billion-dollar deficit. The
military will take tremendous cuts.
As in the 1930s.

And another aspect of the cur-
rent boom is hardly ever mentioned
in the financial press: we are mak-
ing possible the precarious status
quo in Latin America, and helping
Europe, by running a $100+ billion
trade deficit: we spend that much
more on imports than we sell, thus
giving foreigners a subsidy of sorts
which helps them pay us interest on
their debts to us.

What happens when our recovery
ends and we sink into recession a-
gain? As we import less those
debtor countries will earn fewer
dollars and will be increasingly un-
able to pay interest, virtually
guaranteeing defaults or sham ''re-
structuring' of their debt. As with
the war debts in the 20's and 30s,
they will fade from memory....

All this vast debt must be
killed, written off, forgotten---
so that the cycle of accumulation of
debt---and the 50-55 years of boom
---can be repeated.

Most people, however, measure a
recession/depression by its unemploy-
ment rate. With unemployment at an
official 7.1%, and with more people
than ever ever working, and with peo-
ple living more and more on their
plastic (credit cards) and planning
to make big purchases, it now seems
incredible that all this boom and
prosperity could melt away in a few
months.

But the unemployment rate is a
lagging indicator: it is lowest when
the economy is turning down, and low-
est when the economy has turned up.

These massive, long-term booms
of fifty-fity-five years slowly be-

gin after a collapse, as people
cringe from debt and credit and ac-
amulate savings, and as businesses,
burned by debt, put aside large

reserves. Banks have small debt to
liquidity ratios. Everyone is con-
servative. Then the government's

deficits gradually teach people to
use debt, to profit from debt, as
inflation sets in, and as time goes
by more and more people learn to
love debt, and times get loose and
wild... Inevitably, as the common
man gets wise, and as debt is too
large in realtion to savings and
reserves, the interest charges
overwhelm all and the collapse
comes with a crash---just as things
seem great again.

At the present we have great
economic numbers going up on the
board, and Reagan is riding high.

Retail sales continue up, but
at the cost of higher and higher
levels of consumer debt; all those
car sales are on credit, and actual
consumer income is lower than the
amount of money spent---thus this
recovery and the current good times
are being maintained on the cuff.
At some point the consumer will
reach the limit of his/her ability
and willingness to go into debt.
Then the good times stop. In the
meantime, manufacturers and retail-
ers are as usual in this final stage
of a recovery going full tilt to
build up inventories to match this
unsustainable buying binge.

This is already happening in
the housing/wood products industry.
A leading indicator. Housing starts
and sales are down, and the lumber
industry is on the verge of a col-
lapse.

So, to sum up the near future:
Maybe next month one more downtick
in the unemplpyment rate. But more
signs of economic slowdown. Higher
interest rates as the dollar is in
greater and greater demand to pay
off debts and to hold in cash and
to buy (from overseas) American
government debt.

In 1985 another appalling
deficit increase as the economy slows
and tax receipts decline but govern-
ment spending does not slow, but in-
creases as unemployment increases and
more people apply for welfare and
foodstamps, etc.

The higher interest rates at
any time could precipitate a default
Dy one or more third world debtor
countries which would trigger a
crisis in the banking system world-
wide.

IF the next administration and
congress try to '"fix'" the deficit
problem by cutting spending and in-
creasing taxes, in a declining econ-
omy, the economy will go into term-
inal freefall.

SIGNALS: After reaching a low
point of 9.1%, Oregon's unemployment
rate inched up in June to 9.3%. Ag-
riculture and wood products, the
mainstays of the Oregon economy, are
suffering from lower prices, over-
supply. This stagnation is spread-
ing.

WATCH FOR big labor trouble as
the postal unions and car-worker
unions decide to strike (M, Ford,
Chrysler, and the government.

I suspect the unions will be
broken if necessary. Remember the
Air Controllers.

THE ELECTION will be decided
by how quickly the onrushing debt
collapse and deflation overwhelm
the world. If Reagan and his ad-
ministration, and the Fed, can wrig-
gle along and dodge the bullet with-
out serious damage until late Fall,
Reagan will be re-elected. If the
economy shows serious cracking and
sinking by November, look for an
"upset''.

¢

My own affairs will be about
thus: seeing my novel markets about
dead as the publishers live off in-
ventory and stop buying.

I1'11 have only SFR to work on
and will be doing more and more of
it myself, paying for less and less
material, depending on more and more
free contributions.

The greenhouse will allow me to
do gardening when it rains, a problem
for me every year. And it will pro-
vide early and late veggies, further
making us less dependent on money,
if necessary.

I expect SFR, too, to shrink in
circulation and profit. Inevitably.
But I welcome less mailing work.

I am going to buy a profession-
ally made, high-efficency fireplace
insert, one of those which extend
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IN THE WAVE'S WAKE

BY GREGORY BENFCORD

To refurbish a cliche, British
and American SF are two promontor-
ies of the genre divided by a com-
mon language.

When I think of British SF,
two literary facets seem to best
typify its differences from the
U.S. brand. One is landscape. As
Joseph Nicholas remarked to me,
the authors of, say, GRAYBEARD,
THE TWILIGHT OF BRIAREUS, A DREAM
OF WESSEX and PAVANE use physical
background as a primary component.
Sometimes this seems to lend the
landscape an active role in deter-
mining events. Keith Roberts es-
pecially likes characters who are
overwhelmed by their surroundings,
relatively powerless against forc-
es of both history and environment.
Generating a real sense of time
and place gives British SF a heavy
novelistic ''feel," a sensation we
all got from Dickens' London fog,
Hardy's Wessex heath and the
Bronte's moors.

This parallels its frequent
technophobia; technological change
often transforms the land. In the
U.S., much of the country was trans-
formed by technological change
within the lifetimes of its natives,

bringing to its SF a conviction
that the landscape is malleable.

We here have made the land, and
though we of course have our region-
al SF novelists (Simak, Bryant), it
is a bit less holy and forceful

for us. Perhaps it is appropriate
that the highest density of SF
authors is in southern California,
the product of vast water projects.

British SF's second major lit-
erary facet is an abiding concern
for character. I'm more likely to
remember the figures in British SF.
I particularly find Bob Shaw's
people quirky and interesting. How-
ever, this sometimes robs novels
of the strangeness which is central
to SF, and gives U.K. SF a flavor
of domesticated, kitchen-cozyness.
U.K. critics often assume that
higher standards in SF entail
greater fidelity to the bourgeois
novel of character, without wond-
ering whether such concerns might
undermine what SF can achieve.
Portraying figures in a radically
altered future is more difficult
than, say, getting into the mind
of a Joycean Dubliner. Making such
people ''real" can lessen the outre
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effects an author may be striving
for. It also avoids a deeper ques-
tion -- how much of what we 'know"
about character is simply conven-
tional wisdom of the moment, and
when should the author try to des-
troy such assumptions before pro-
ceeding? By bringing science as a
major driving force into narrative,
we inevitably create fresh tensions
between content and form, character
and ground. To me, British SF
sometimes dodges these problems.
One of the real accomplishments of
the New Wave was to raise these is-
sues, but the lesson must be re-
learned by every generation.

It was fitting that the HITOH-
HIKER'S GUIDE series came from
Britain. It pokes fun at SF
cliches, avoidirg the unsettling
strangeness which is central to
SF. Better to laugh, though, than
simply ignore the implicit SF mes-
sage -- that cozy humanism is not
the only legitimate viewpoint.

CLASS AND CRITICS

I've always found the class
structure of Britain fascinating,
as TIMESCAPE made obvious. Its
operation in the SF world is murky
to outsiders, but appears powerful.
Perhaps, as is true of academic
politics, the competition is fierce
precisely because the spoils are
so meagre. U.K. critics often as-
sume the U.S. literary world is
both cynical (publish or perish)
and naive (politically and social-
ly atomistic) -- a familiar we're-
Athens-you're-Rome ritual -- but in
truth I don't see that much dif-
ference between the countries.

Among the authors themselves,
there is a lot of antagonism be-
tween figures of comparable ambi-
tion. Certainly something must ex-
plain the occasional outbursts of
virulence, such as the mugging
masquerading as criticism perform-
ed in a recent Foundation by Mead-
ley on Aldiss. This isn't all to
the bad, of course -- I find Char-
les Platt a delightfully venomous
critic of the foibles of the field,
and his delicious love of gossip
appeals to my low nature.

In some British SF there is,
to my ear, a preferred class voice
-- cool, reflective, ironic, unin-
volved -- which seems an echo of
class rituals in the society as a
whole. Its drawback is a certain
self-consciousness that pervades
works of serious intent. Prefer-
ence for this voice helps along
the impression of wan lassitude,
conversation in a nasal drawl, and
fin de siecle poses. Among the
writers there appears to be an af-
fected dislike of organizations,
too -- particularly the hated SFWA,
which has more members in Canada



than in the U.K. The recent ruck-
us over the Nebulas drew the lines
well -- a certain easygoing Ameri-
can practicality about the inevit-
able bias in awards, contrasted
with a British insistence on high
moral standards, striking of dram-
atic postures, and purity of pub-
lic appearances.

If the critical game is played
in Britain with both daggers and
broadswords, nonetheless the out-
come is quite pleasing. We have
some good academic critics (Schol-
es, Slusser, Rabkin, Samuelson,
etc.) and one outstanding writer-
commentator on the field (Budrys),
but the British have the best all-
round observers. John Clute's con-
voluted syntax alternately exposes
and obscures a penetrating intel-
lect capable of adroit turns of
both logic and phrase. Roz Kaveny,
operating out of a sensibility
which seems the most European and
idealogical, shows a broad grasp
of the field, and the tensions gen-
eric to SF. Brian Stapleford brings
an original synthesis of writerly
know-how and sociological insight,
though at times I sense that he
wishes every book were heavy on the
social extrapolation and light on
everything else, so he could real-
ly dig his teeth in. There is Par-
ringer and Priest and Watson, com-
ing from different angles, but all
with the viewpoints educated both
in the academic sense and the fan
sense. The evolution of British SF
appears to be more heavily influenc-
ed by criticism than the American,
and this may be a good thing.

BREAKFAST IN THE RUINS

It has been a decade or so
since NEW WORLDS died while Charles
Platt tried CPR on it, but the
ruins of the New Wave assumptions
still cast their long blue shadows.

You'd think, given the absence
of translation costs and troubles,
that British SF would have a big
influence on the American scene.
It doesn't, mostly because of the
New Wave.

Judy Lynn Del Rey once remark-
ed that foreign SF doesn't sell
well in the U.S.A., and that seems
to be an automatic assumption among
American editors. They say Brit-
ish SF hasn't sold well in the
past, and thus is seldom bought to-
day. ("It's downbeat novels with
good characterization," a prominent
editor said to me while I was dis-
cussing this article.) Mearwhile,
American SF writers loom large in
Britain -- indeed, American SF
seems to be widely regarded as the
real stuff, with a flavor other
countries don't have.

Why? If I had to sum up the
last fifteen years, I'd say that
the New Wave won in England and
lost in the U.S.A. The common
rhetoric of that time was that the
New Wave represented pessimism and
technophobia. This is a shallow
game, deciding whether a piece of
fiction is '"optimistic' or not.
Ultimately, writers are judged by
rather more interesting standards
than whether they wrote Ja oder
Nein in the face of life. Instead,
it seems to me in retrospect that
passivity was the fatal hallmark
of the New Wave impressed into the
minds of American readers.

As a metaphor, entropy seems
to please the European imagination
better than the American. It often
leads to (in McLuhan terms) a cool
rather than hot writing style.
American readers often complain of
a low energy level in British writ-
ing. Similarly, hot-style writers
like Ellison do less well in the
U.K. Those New Wave figures who
took a more hot tone, stressing
angry pessimism -- Spinrad is the
obvious leader here -- seem to have
fared well in the years since. Co-
lin Greenland's book on the New
Wave shows, for those of us whose
memories have faded, how diverse it
really was. Overall, though,
there seems a general agreement
with Aldiss's comment in the six-
ties that SF should recognize the
fallen state of man and the tragic
view of life which is essential to
all literature. One can agree with
this view while still noticing that
it is a cul de sac, like any other
prescription for what literature
""‘Llst" be‘

Is this tenor still present in
the U.K.? Judging from INTERZONE,
that notable attempt to revive the
dash of British SF, yes. Malcolm
Edwards is clearly going to be a
major editor in England, and his
first short story in INTERZONE #4
begins its second paragraph, ''Nor-
ton felt gripped by a lassitude
born of futility, but as on the
eight other mornings of this unex-

pected coda to his existence,
fought off the feeling and slid
wearily out of bed." The story is
a well-done direct descendant of
Ballard's bleak landscapes with so-
what figures striking postures be-
fore it; this time, CND horrifics
take the place of Ballard's assort-
ed implacable disasters.

It is easy to see this as a re-
action to Europe's self-inflicted
wounds in the first half of the
twentieth century. Ballard clearly
sings of the death of empire, a
kind of reverse Kipling. I suspect
this fashionable despair comes in
part from the fact that literary
intellectuals are a progressively
less powerful class. The influence
of arts graduates on U.K. SF is
considerable, and probably explains
the splitting-away of writers like
Bulmer, Brunner and Sheffield, who
are more interested in technology.
In the fifties, British SF writers
often adopted a fake-American voice
to get published, but there is a
genuine strain in U.K. SF which is
not technophobic and does more
nearly match American tastes.

It is best exemplified by
Clarke, who is of course regarded
as utterly unrepresentative of Brit-
ish SF. Yet he is only atypical
of the post-60s phase. His success
derives primarily from an older
tradition: the dispassionate cos-
mological view, a la J. Bernal and
Stapledon, with touches of Wells.
Whereas American world-figure SF
authors represent a time or an at-
titude which is localized (Hein-
lein, Bradbury, Asimov, Herbert),
Clarke seems to appeal to an inter-
national taste, yet has fimm roots
in British literature.

There is a contrary flavor in
British SF, of disconnectedness
from experience, as though the fu-
ture is more approachable through
dreaming than through extrapolation
of the present. Travel by meta-
phors, they seem to say, not by
the icons of gadgetry, or even sci-
ence. Ballard preferred to imagine
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The second legacy has been a
disaster for the British writers
who've come along since 1970.

They seem to work in the shadow of
the New Wave, unable to break
through its metaphors, and bearing
the weight of publishers' opinion
that they are non-commercial writ-
ers. They receive less support at
home than seems fair, as well. I
was astonished at the recent choice
of twenty books for maximum public-
ity promotion by the U.K. Book
Board. While it seems reasonable
that the British would push their
own authors, to the tune of 40% of
the list, three of the eight were
dead (none of the Americans were),
and no British author who emerged
after 1965 was represented. Con-
trast the Americans on the list,
which included Wolfe, Bishop, Cher-
ryh, Donaldson and me. To me this
betrays an appalling lack of faith
among U.K. publishers in the "legs'
of their own recent worthy authors.
Surely a Watson or a Priest novel
could have been used. This attit-
ude spells hard times for the new-
er writers, and may well mean the
U.K. is eating its seed corn.

RIDERS OF THE LIVING WAGE

This would be a pity, for if
this essay has seemed rather dour,
I should end by expressing my great
respect for British SF. Consider-
ing their numbers, British authors
are enomously effective and in-
fluential among American authors
such as myself.

Perhaps its most underrated
figure is Bob Shaw. He has stead-
ily considered a wide range of prob-
lems, venturing into both the gal-
axy and the human soul with genuine
intelligence. His GROUND ZERO MAN

THEY LL 6o AULNKY
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I still remember vividly.

Brian Aldiss is a remarkable
man, a sort of U.K. Fred Pohl, --
unashamed of his pulpy origins,
wide-ranging in his contacts, an
enthusiastic anthologist, an ef-
fective advocate in the larger
world -- though with an innate 1it-
erary sense more experimental and
broad. Some in the U.S.A. feared
he had gone into decline after the
New Wave, but the Helliconia series
has been a stunning success here,
reviving interest, and proving that
Aldiss is capable of great work.

The most madcap, daring major
figure to emerge in the last decade
or so was Ian Watson. His first
book burst upon us, and for a while
he seemed bound to repeat the same
themes, but lately he has displayed
innovation and developing craft.
America rather than visit it; facts
would get in the way. (Indeed,
there is a pervasive inability
among Europeans to see American
"optimism'' as amything more than a
peculiar assertion or defiance,
little more than naive bravado, in
the face of anxiety.) Moorcock
does enormous research for some of
his unusual period-piece novels,
but non for his SF.

The outstanding legacy of the
New Wave in the U.S.A. is two-fold:
First, an increased literary soph-
istication used by many of our
best writers, from adroit dinosaurs
like Fred Pohl to newer, hard-edged
people like Joe Haldeman. This is
indeed a positive force, often un-
der-rated. I felt the influence of
British SF strongly in the early
1970s, when I began to think earn-
estly about writing.
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John Sladek is American, but
in his long residence there he re-
flects some U.K. characteristics
with his rather dark visions and
rich characterization. His delic-
ious humor, though, is the best in
the field, and his interest in tech-
nology -- even to the point of
computer-written stories, and the
remarkable RODERICK -- mark him as
unusual. Similarly, Barrington Bay-
ley has been spinning his clever,
idea-heavy tales for a long time
without great notice -- mostly, I
suspect because they are so simply
told. An American counterpart has
arisen, Rudy Rucker, who brings
more education to the same terri-
tory.

Among the newer writers I like
Rob Holdstock's earth imagery,
Andy Stephenson's promising begin-
nings, and especially David Lang-
ford's THE SPACE EATER. Langford
has an unusual balance of wit and
scientific knowledge that could
lead to great things.

So there is ample talent avail-
able in England to continue the
grand tradition. And the old
modes die slowly. John Brunner,
the most American-like of the ma-
jor British authors, continues to
produce solid work, while M. John
Harrison carries on with techni-
color celebrations of entropy.

(As an physical idea, entropy is
subtle; it plays an important role
in cosmology, and its aspects are
still being explored. Little of
this has penetrated to the liter-
ary consciousness, and particularly
not to these still enamoured of it
in SF. There is still fertile
ground there for someone, but it
demands some homework.) I expect
less a new literary movement in
England's future than a gradual ev-
olution away from the postures e-
voked to deal with the fall of
empire. How long this will take is
hard to say. Decades, certainly.

British SF is an arena in
which European and American atti-
tudes can find expression and meet
head on. It can look in both dir-
ections, east and west, and may be
most important for that central
fact. Indeed, Huxley and Orwell
may be most important for their
work which has this aspect. Brit-
ish SF grows more important as the
western cultures come under great
pressure.

There will always be conflict
about the aims and methods of An-
glo-American SF, which the contin-
ental Europeans seem to perceive
as the core of the field. But we
should remember that the sincerest
friend of an idea is its most in-
cisive critic.




and then 1 saw...

AN UNCOMMON LOVE  (CBS)

is an-
other sex epic designed to seduce/
lure viewers during this ratings
war period.

A marine biology professor
falls in love with a beautiful
late-twenties female student who,
it turns out, works part time in a
massage parlor to support herself
and her child.

The usual emotional and plot
complications ensue. Eventual
happy ending.

The self-improving hooker, a
victim of incest and rape as a
child, with low self-image, 16
years a pro, still is trying to
turn her life around.

This TV movie conforms to all
the current psychological/socio-
logical cliches about why women
are and become prostitutes.

In this case the age-old fan-
tasy used by millions of writers
is used one mo time: Love Conquers
All.

Even so, Barry Bostwick and
especially Kathryn Harrold giye
fine performances, and there are
moments of vicious reality and
high drama.

FLASHDANCE ~ (R)

has two great things
going for it---Jennifer Beals as a

young dancer, and her (and a double's)

superb, fast-paced dancing.

The ho-hum, incredible plot: she's

an 18-year-old welder who dances in a
low-class bar for extra money but who
has a dream of being a high-class
legitimate dancer. She resists for
a face-saving few encounters her
boss's advances and attempts to help
her dancing career. She finally puts
on a wow of an audition for the upper
class dancing school she lusts to at-
tend.

An 18-year-old girl welder in a
union shop? In Pittsburgh?

Well, it's a captivating movie
that comes alive only when it has
the beat and the dancing. Social
fantasy the rest of the way: lies
we love to swallow.

RICHARD E. GEIS

BEASTMASTER  (PG)

is a CONAN-like
movie about a young man seeking re-
venge for the death of his father
and the destruction of his village
by a horde of ravaging nomads, and
the sorcerer who caused him to be
untimely ript from his mother's
womb and almost-sacrificed by a
witch-ally/underling of the sorcer-
er... There are Dumaslike elements ’
too, since the infant was the unborn
son of a local king and was saved
from sacrifice by a local village
leader who adopted him...

Marc Singer plays the youth, and
besides being a good actor stuck in
a plotboiler, has a great male body
which is displayed well (he isn't
overwhelmingly muscled like Armold
Schwartzenagger (however it's spell-
ed)). The hero youth herein has the
power to see through animals' eyes
(including a hawk) and to ask them
for help in critical situations.

His most impressive helper is a Beng-

al tiger sprayed black (but you can
still faintly see the stripes)

Let me not ignore his love inter-

est, Tanya Roberts (once briefly a
Charlie's Angel) who in a brief nude
scene displays two fine talents.
(Hey, I'm a tit man---I notice those
things!)

The dialogue in this movie is

minimal and barbarian-clumsy, stilted,

with a hint of Archaic Phrasing to
give it "authenticity".

(R)

reveals Fddie Murphy's
astouding presence and talent on
screen. As a convict sprung for 48
hours to help a cop catch a killer
whom he knows and had "business'
with, Murphy is riveting; you can't
look away. He's fun and interesting
to watch. He's so much in possession
of himself, so sure and aware and
street wise... His smarts and know-
ledge, his aura of being in control
of a scene and a situation even as
he is handcuffed, is amazing.

Nick Nolte, a big, shambling

bear of a man, playing a maverick,

48 HOURS

brutal, honest, tenacious cop, is
excellent as he grudgingly comes to
respect his convict helper, then
becomes friends with him.

The plot is routine; the acting
and charisma are not.

AIRPIANE 11: THE SEQUEL  (PG)

is more of the sight gags, puns,
jokes, japes and satires that made
up AIRPLANE. Same core cast, with
Robert Hays as the neurotic pilot
who, this time, is being plotted
against and acted against by a com-
mercial space shuttle company to
prevent him from exposing the flaws
in its expensive passenger shuttle.

Julie Haggerty plays the some-
what dim-witted airline hostess who
loves him.

Once again cliches are ripped
to pieces before our very eyes. No
gag is too low to stoop to. And
once again Peter Graves plays the
pilot who likes little boys.

Funny low-humor film. Do not
expect high comedy. But you do get
a gag every thirty-seconds.

THE BETSY (R)
You know, the only

reason this clunker of an auto ty-
coon movie is played and played and
played on cable is because about 12
minutes into the film Kathleen Beller
has a gratuitous nude scene one morn-
ing in the estate pool. Wow. Betcha

every time it's played VCR's all over
the country click on.




THAT CHAMPIONSHIP SEASON (R)

is a
Broadway play brought to the screen.
The hallmark of serious plays is
the onion effect---the peeling away
of layers of pretense and lying to
reveal the primal character, the
naked id, the terrible secrets.

In this play/movie, four mem-
bers of the starting five of a high
school state championship basketball
team get together after 24 years, in
Scranton, Pa.

Three of them, the mayor, a
school principal, a wealthy business-
man, live in the city. The fourth,
a drunken Hollywood writer, is the
brother of the principal.

They gather to honor themselves
and their coach who is dying of can-
cer.

The coach is played with heavy,
weary cynicism and illusion by Rob-
ert Mitchum. The mayor, Bruce Dern;
the principal, Stacey Keach; the
businessman, Paul Sorvino; the writ-
er, Martin Sheen.

The movie is absorbing, excell-
ently acted, well produced. The

strlpped-away images, self-protection 7'7 2-2. ?

and illusions bring rage, jealousy,
envy, bitterness, hate. But confes-
sion is good for the soul and to
forgive is divine, and these four
end the reunion at ease with each
other again.

Note: thls is a man's picture:
there isn't a single woman in the
film.

(R)

is a made-in-England sf
horror movie about a man Taken by
aliens who is returned three years
later to promote the infestation of
our planet by these creatures.

But he arrives back very strange-
ly: one of the aliens lands and ''im-
pregnates' a young woman. The alien
then disintegrates overnight into
gunky mush. The woman, overnight,
swells in the belly to monstrous size
and gives "birth" to the man in a
gross emergence scene. She dies in
the process.

From there the man infects his
son and they wreak havoc in the
apartment house, leaving a dozen
alien eggs in the bathtub after be-
ing incubated/created in the body’
of another yourig woman.

Grisly. Grue.

The man and his son then go
to a pickup spot in the forest and
are taken "home' by the alien ship.

The film producers dreamed up
an illogical plot, created some re-
pellant special effects, and spaced
it all out in a boring domestic plot
involving the mother, her live-in
man friend, a maid and her boy
friend, and the boy----and the re-
turned father.

A few nude shots of the maid,
who was very lovely indeed.

EXTRO

This could have been a fine,
low-budget sf/horror film, but it
settled for shock.

NATIONAL TAMPOON'S CLASS REONION (R)

suffers from cuteness and an attempt
to jape the horror film cliche plot
of a student seeking murderous re-
venge for a terrible humiliation
inflicted by classmates ten years
before.

A few good gags, a few good
angles, shots, situations, but....
They all tried hard, but lacking
major comedic talent---a Belushi
or (hevy Chase---no cigar.

CAPTAIN, iMPERIAL
FoRCEs ARE JamminG
OUR COMWAULNICATION S

... WE'RE GETTIVNG
RERUNS OF
GALACTICA: 1999

RISKY BUSINESS

(R)

shows us a rich
high school boy saying "What the
fuck!" after his parents leave for
a couple weeks and leave him alone
in their big house and alone with
his dad's $40,000 Porsche.

He becomes involved with a call
girl...one thing leads to another...
and he ends having to use the house
as a brothel 1nvolv1ng a cohort of
prostitutes servicing the local
bovs (who are all loaded, it seems)
to pay to have the Porsch dry clean-
ed after it had been dunked in the
lake.

Somehow, in this comedy of upp-
er class schoolboy errors we feel
sorry for and root for this kid who
lied, cheated, pimped, bribed.

Amazing.
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ocTorussy  (PG)
leads the viewer a

merry, action-filled chase, with
tongue-in-cheek humor, broad acting
and acting broads, a constant series
of action/suspense peaks and special
effects of minor but intriguing sur-
prise.

Of course it's all absurd, a
satire of itself, a run-on movie
which is too long, too long, until
its plot twists run out of curves
and finally the ultimate atomic
doom is frustrated at the last sec-
ond by---James Bond. Or, rather,
aging Roger Moore with a host of
doubles.

The nudity-prone opening titles
promise more than the film delivers,
but wotthehell. I wouldn't pay very
much to see one of these tired re-
plays, but on cable I'll sit through
one once.

SUMER cAP  (R)
is little more than

an extended excuse for revealing
sexy fun and games. The plot des-
cription runs thus: ''The owner of a
failing summer camp decides to raise
money by holding a reunion for the
now-matured alumi."

The producers left no bra undone
in their attempts to keep their mo-
vie from dying.

My TUTOR (R)
has more class tha

SUMMER camp, and more erotic and
graphic wrestling in bed, but I gave
up on it near the end as the story
of a rich kid trying to lose his
virginity, losing it, and then get-
ting his high school girlfriend,
too, seemed too thin to carry any-
thing but boredom.

There is, however, one memorable
scene in a plush whorehouse where
the too-drunk hero encounters a pair
of enormous, perfectly-shaped tits
of pillow size which will linger
in your memory for years. Who was
that naked woman? Most men would
love to wallow in/on that soft white
flesh for a few moments. What an
experience it would be!

There's some good humor in this,
adequate acting... But, again, the
formula seemed to call for a nude
scene every five minutes.

Kevin McCarthy was wasted as the
boy's rich father who hires a pretty
young French tutor to get his son
a afood make-up grade and thus into
Yale.

CONTINUES ON
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DARRELL SCHWEITZER

INTERVIEWED BY NEAL WILGUS

PART TWO

SFR: We share a common interest
in things Lovecraftian -- do you
anticipate doing another volume
of ESSAYS LOVECRAFTIAN or a furth-
er DREAM QUEST OF HPL?

SCHWEITZER: A new edition of ES-
SAYS LOVECRAFTIAN will be publish-
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ed by Starmont House later this
year under the title DISCOVERING
H.P. LOVECRAFT. It will contain
the same articles, a new introduc-
tion, updated contributor notes,
and will drop the illustrations.
If it's successful, maybe there R
can be more. Certainly the mater- 0"y,
ial is out there. The new edition A i b
will also have proofreading, the V\f~“ s N
pages in the right order, and reg- \ .\\-".»,.\ \"' 4/
ular payments to the contributors, A\ i ‘ vy
these being amenities the original “ Q\ \ N0 / 47
publisher failed to provide. LA \ /;?7
(Anyone trying to describe the % : oo Z
original publisher, T.K. Graphics, RN N ‘i‘/ZZ7
the late and unlamented, should N .
probably read Joe Singer's HOW TO
CURSE IN YIDDISH first.)
I would like to revise
DREAM QUEST OF HPL a little bit
too. I will, if Borgo Press ever
does a second edition. There are
some factual errors and some awk-
ward phrasings, many of which re-
sulted from 1) a copyeditor who
did not know the subject as well
as I did and 2) the fact that the
book, as written, was too long and
had to be cut. The book also con-
tains several doctrinal heresies,
which got some Lovecraft fans up
in arms. These I will leave in.

SFR: In your DREAM QUEST OF HPL
you suggested that everything pos-
sible is known about his life,

yet there seems to be new material
surfacing all the time -- even
new stories such as ''The Night Oc-
ean'' and 'Madness Out of Space.'
You've also indulged in a bit of
influence-tracing recently in

"HPL and Tibetan Corpse Wrest-
ling" (NYCTALOPS No. 17) -- where
is all this leading? - Is Love-
craft really that important?

SCHWEITZER: Yuggoth, did I say
that? What a dumb thing to say!

Actually, you misquote me. What 13




I said on page 3 was that ''virtu-
ally nothing of a biographical
nature has been left unearthed,"
which is a bit of an exaggeration,
I guess. But you must admit that
an astonishing amount is known a-
bout this writer who died in ob-
scurity in 1937. The amount of
detail in de Camp's biography and
elsewhere is quite remarkable.

You won't find that much in most
other literary biographies, even
of writers who died more recently.

You seem to be talking about
literary discoveries. Indeed,
""The Night Ocean," for all that
it is unreadably awful, is a 1lit-
erary discovery of some import-
ance, the same way that the pub-
lication of ISLANDS IN THE STREAM
was important,.for all that it
didn't add to Hemingway's reputa-
tion very much. (And arguably de-
tracted from it. "The Night Oce-
an" considerably detracted from
Barlow's reputation, I suspect. I
would like to know how much of
that story is Lovecraft. Note
that the other Barlow story revis-
ed by Lovecraft, '""Till All the
Seas," was stunningly terrible.
Barlow simply wasn't a writer. As
a kid, he was a fan. When he

grew up, he became an archeologist.

When Lovecraft tried to revise
something that had no merit and
showed no promise, the results
were predictable. This is part of
my on-going Theory of Nothing.)

""THe Madness Out of Space"
I am not familiar with. I think
I heard it mentioned amongst the
eldritch crew at NECon as some
sort of pastiche or non-authentic
work. You tell me.

"H.P. Lovecraft and Tibetan
Corpse-Wrestling' is a very slight
nearly frivolous article written
largely because the title is neat.
Could you resist? It has one sol-
id fact in it, that the corpse-
wrestling entry in the COMMON-
PLACE BOOK seems to be derived
from Madame David-Neel's MAGIC §&
MYSTERY IN TIBET. I could be
wrong, even on that. Lovecraft
may have read about the practice
in NATIONAL GEOGRAPHIC. But the
descriptions are very close, and
the book was available at the time
so I had enough of an excuse to
hang a few words on the title.

But when dealing with some-
thing more substantial, like St.
Armand's THE ROOTS OF HORROR ETC.
you mustn't confuse insight or in-
terpretation with biographical
knowledge. The St. Armand book
adds virtually nothing to what is
known about Lovecraft's life. It
provides much insight into his
writing and thought, however.

Is Lovecraft important?

Yes, he is, without doubt, the
most successful SF/fantasy writer
of his generation. Critically,

he is the only successful fantasy
writer to come out of the pulps
before the John W. Campbell era.
You just aren't going to see the
works of A. Merritt turning into
a growth industry for academic
critics. Or those of Howard, for
instance. As I found out when
writing CONAN'S WORLD AND ROBERT
E. HOWARD, the reason there is so
little secondary material on How-
ard is that his fiction has no
depth. Robert E. Howard's philos-
ophical thought as shown in the
Conan stories? Let us not be sil-
ly. (Howard is very interesting
as the subject of a biography,
however, as de Camp's DARK VALLEY
DESTINY: THE LIFE & DEATH OF ROB-
ERT E. HOWARD will show.) But
there is genuine substance in
Lovecraft, in a way that must
have gone completely unnoticed by
most of his readers. Just like
there is genuine substance in
Wells.

The next time you wonder
whether or not Lovecraft is im-
portant, take a good, careful
look through S.T. Joshi's H.P.
LOVECRAFT: AN ANNOTATED BIBLIO-
GRAPHY (Kent State University
Press). What are the implications
of 400 pages of entries in itty-
bitty print, detailing everything
from reviews to academic theses
from all over the world, countless
reprintings in dozens of lang-
uages, issues of magazines devot-
ed to Lovecraft? Listed are 27
books or pamphlets about Lovecraft
in several languages, 692 articles
about him and quite a bit more.

What are the implications of a
university press being willing to
publish something like this?

Then there is Joshi's H.P. LOVE-
CRAFT: 4 DECADES OF CRITICISM
(Ohio University Press), which
draws from a wide variety of
sources (and in the process shows
Edmmnd Wilson getting steamrol-
lered by subsequent opinion; Wil-
son claimed there was nothing in
Lovecraft; literally hundreds of
other critics all over the world
have written in detail about what
he was missing), and again, would
never have been published if there
were not serious and sustained
interest in Lovecraft. There's
also a Monarch Notes volume on him

Face it: Lovecraft has ov-
ertaken all of his contemporaries
in critical acclaim, popular ac-
claim, whatever you want to meas-
ure success by. He has also ov-
ertaken most of the classical fig-
ures. I'm sure Lovecraft is more
widely read than Hawthorne these
days. He may be more widely read
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than Poe. He may someday over-
take Poe in critical recognition.
It may easily turn out that Love-
craft has more to say to the 21st
or 22nd Century than Poe does.
And consider the writers Love-
craft considers to be his masters
He was convinced he could never
come near such ''real writers' as
Machen, Blackwood, James or de la
Mare, all of whom are now hovering
on the edge of oblivion. If they
are read at all, they're read by
people who have been led to them
through Lovecraft.

Jorge Luis Borges wrote a
story which is a tribute to Love-
craft. He seems to have worked on
the assumption that the well-read
Spanish read or, of course, were
familiar with Lovecraft's work. I
wonder how the readers of the AT-
LANTIC felt when the story was
published there. (''There are
More Things'', collected in THE
BOOK OF SAND.) Borges wrote a
book on American literature. In
the section on SF, he discussed
the three writers he considered to
be the most important: Heinlein,
Bradbury and Lovecraft.

Actually, there is consider-
able evidence that HPL is already
considered a major American writ-
er in many parts of the world,
particularly in the Spanish-speak-
ing countries. I think he will
turn out to be generally recogniz-
ed as an important literary fig-
ure, on par with, say, Kafka (al-
though he may remain more popular
than Kafka), although the recogni-
tion will probably come in this
country much later than it does
elsewhere. It will probably take
a generation or two for American
academics to catch on, long enough
for the old ones (as opposed to
the 01d Ones, who are always with
us) to die off and be replaced by
their students who are reading
Lovecraft. The continued and
growing scholarly interest, in-
cluding the various umniversity
press publications, suggests that
this process has already begun.

Interestingly, you often
hear Lovecraft severely downgraded
by contemporary SF and horror/fan-
tasy writers. I think they're
jealous. They know, deep inside
them, that their work doesn't
have the essential something that
makes Lovecraft rate all that
attention.

SFR: I can't resist taking this
opportunity to point out that
HPL's FUNGI FROM YUGGOTH AND OTH-
ER POEMS has been carried along on
the wave of his popularity. Crit-
ical opinion (including yours)
holds that Lovecraft was a dull
versifier who was wasting his



time dabbling in poetry, but the
fact remains that FUNGI is just
about the only mass market paper-
back of fantasy verse going --
short of the new COMPLETE POEMS
OF RAY BRADBURY and a few odd
ends. Dull it may be, but doesn't
Lovecraft's unique poetic ''suc-
cess'" deserve a little more crit-
ical respect?

SCHWEITZER: First of all, I can-

not resist pointing out that FUNGI
is apparently out of print ... It
is not listed in the most recent
F&SF Book Company catalogue I
have. But more to the point:
There is no such publishing cate-
gory as ''fantasy verse.'

The Bradbury and Lovecraft
poetry books happen to be among
the few volumes which can be mar-
keted as tie-ins to fantasy
prose, and put in the science fic-
tion section of the bookstore. If
Sprague de Camp were suddenly to
become wildly popular, his (much
superior) poetry would also prob-
ably be out in paperback. I
guess the only reason Howard's
(also much superior -- to both HPL
and Bradbury) verse was not paper-
backed is that the Howard audience
is far younger and less sophistic-
ated than either lovecraft's or
Bradbury's. Now, it just happens
that in America, poetry books
(i.e. those which are put in the
poetry section of the bookstore
and sell to the audience that
looks there) are usually publish-
ed in trade paperback size. This
is largely due to the influence of
New Directions and Grove Press,
both of which were experimenting
with trade paperbacks in the
"literary' category decades before
the format was tried in popular
fictiori. You'll know that Love-
craft (and Bradbury, for that
matter) has made it with the po-
etry audience when you see them
published in trade paper by New
Directions or City Lights Press
or somesuch. I should also point
out that Tom Disch has made it
with that audience and his books
are published by poetry publish-
ers, put in the poetry section,
etc. Lovecraft certainly has no
reputation as a poet. I think
you must admit that if Lovecraft's
prose were not popular, no one
would have bothered to rescue his
verse from oblivion, let alone
publish it in paperback. This is
also probably true of Bradbury.

Lovecraft was really a
rather terrible poet. Some of his
best verses are readable. Some,
like "Little Sam Perkins,' which
is an elegy for a cat, are inad-
vertantly funny. The prologue to
""The Poe-et's Nightmare,'" which
is all about 0.D.ing on icecream,

is also funny, but I think it's
supposed to be. Some of his po-
ems are refreshingly coherent in
this day and age when much alleg-
ed poetry is opaque gibberish,
but they have no special charge
to the language which raises them
above the level of mediocrity.

I have a theory, which I
shall offer briefly. Lord Dun-
sany, who wrote some of the most
poetic prose in the language,
was also a terrible poet, fully
as bad as Lovecraft. His verse
is more superficially competent,
but totally conventional and va-
pid. Lovecraft too, wrote some
wonderfully poetic prose at times
(though he certainly could not
match Dunsany as a stylist), but

THE BRowN
BAG oF
DAMOCLES

AT LEAST The

SWORD Dibp'T

FO 2R P-DRIP
RPr

his verse is leaden. My theory,
which is mine, which is my theory
("Ahem!" he said in a falsetto
voice, doing an impression of
John Cleese in drag explaining his
theory about the brontosaurus),
is that many of the best writers
of poetic prose are would-be po-
ets who aren't quite good enough
to write decent verse. So their
poetic ability is sublimated into
their prose. Of course, when you
get somebody who is also a first-
rate poet, like Mervyn Peake, the
results in prose can be even more
spectacular.

SFR: Do you see a significant
change in the editorial attitude
toward SF/fantasy poetry, by the
way? AMAZING and ASIMOV'S use
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verse just about every issue now,
but in most of the others it's
rare or nonexistent. Is reader
resistence the main problem -- or
is it editorial whim?

SCHWEITZER: No. IASFM has used

verse almost every issue from its
inception. AMAZING began to do
so during the Mavor period. There
is a change over the past ten
years or so, in that the prozines
are using lots of verse and verse
by people other than major names.
It has never been unusual to see
something by de Camp or, say,
Doris Pitkin Buck, in F§SF. NEW
WORLDS used a lot in its later is-
sues. (That included much verse
by people known only as poets.

But then NW was more of a "little
literary' magazine in which verse
would be expected.) I think one
reason there has not been much
verse in SF magazines is that
what there has been has frequent-
ly been awful. Ever read the fil-
ler verse in the Gernsback maga-
zines? The poetry department Lil-
ith Lorraine ran in FANTASY BOOK
in the '40s? This mostly consist-
ed of doggerel about spaceships.
Pulp SF was not aesthetically-or-
iented, at least not on a cons-
ious level.

I doubt the readers of say,
THRILLING WONDER STORIES in 1943
read much poetry of any kind.

But as the field grew up, and got
more literarily sophisticated,
there came to be a readership
which could appreciate real poet-
ry. There has always been some
in FESF. But for the most part,
I doubt SF readers are very in-
terested. Poetry is just outside
the range of say, ANALOG. A less
specialized magazine like IASFM
can afford to run some. After
all, those who don't like it can
just skip it, without feeling
that too much space is wasted.
(The alternative for filling thcse
blank spots at the ends of stories
would be cartoons, or maybe just
spot illos.) I think there would
be reader resistence to long po-
etry. Anybody who has a burning
urge to write ten-thousand-line
SF poems has my sympathy.

To get back to the original
point. I think there has been a
change, but it hasn't been a very
large one. More magazines just
happen to use verse as filler than
used to. There is a fraction of
the audience which is at least
marginally interested in it. But
you won't know there's a large in-
terest until mass market SF poet-
ry anthologies start appearing
and doing well. I'm not holding
my breath.

I might also add that very



few SF editors today really know
much about poetry. Nor do many
of the poets, I suspect. It is
very hard to get poetry which is
more than strung-out prose, and
usually muddy prose at that.
There's very little verse in the
prozines in the last few years
that has impressed me as memor-
able. One or two things in IASFM
But this is a problem for our
whole culture. I haven't seen
much memorable verse in AMERICAN
POETRY REVIEW or the NEW YORKER
either.

Anybody who is going to
write great SF poetry will first
have to re-invent poetry as a form
Going back to 19th Century styles
of fixed forms can only be forced
and artificial. Most 20th Cent-
ury poetry has lost its ability
to communicate. The new form,
whatever it might be, would have
to be as vital and of its time
as say, the sonnet was during the
reign of Elizabeth I.

I don't claim that I'm the
one to do this. I have published
verse, no worse than most of the
rest, but no better either.

SFR: I was amused by your Tom
0'Bedlam story ''Continued Lunacy"
in the March AMAZING, but not be-
ing the scholar you are I wasn't
familiar with the sources mention-
ed. My only previous encounter
with Tom O'Bedlam was in the in-
troduction to G. Legman's THE LIM-
ERICK -- did you know that (ac-
cording to Legman, at least) the
Tom O'Bedlam ballad was an early
root of the limerick? Which in-
spires in me the following lim-
erick:

"Tom O'Bedlam, a poet,
insane,
Will rarely come in from
the rain.
Poor Tom is all wet,
For he hasn't learned yet
That a waterfall ain't lov-
ers' lane."

SCHWEITZER: It might be preten-
tious to claim I'm a scholar on
the subject. I think I first en-
countered the figure of Tom O'Bed-
lam in Shakespeare. Or it might
have been in the song, '"Boys of
Bedlam'" on the Steeleye Span re-
cord, '"Please to See the King,"
which is allegedly traditional,
though I have never been able to
find it in another source. '"Tom
0'Bedlam’s Song' is probably fam-
iliar to most SF people from the
quote in THE STARS MY DESTINATION.
(Not to mention John Brunner's
BEDLAM PLANET.) I outlined oth-
er sources in the blurb to the
story (which I wrote): Bishop

Percy's RELIQUES*, Isaac Disra-
eli's CURIOSITIES OF LITERATURE.
With my interest in folksongs and
folklore and my constant rooting
through used book sales (I am a
great book hunter: At a recent
sale I went through some 50,000
books thoroughly. It only took
me 5 hours!). It was inevitable
that I would find this stuff.
None of which has anything to do
with my background in formal 1lit-
erary scholarship. (I have a M.A.
in English.) You learn by pick-
ing up interesting books.

SFR: Will there be more Tom
O'Bedlam stories? An eventual
collection, perhaps?

SCHWEITZER: Ope more, which I

promised to write for Elinore

—

Some OTHER RUSSAN
Can Toss THE WORLDS
LARGEST TIZTZA.

Mavor, called ''The Last Dangerous
Lunacy." I don't think the series
has enough to it -- it is ba-
sically a conceit -- to make a
book-1length work, without the
later stories turning into hard
and fast formula. When you're
writing a series, you should have

*This book has a whole sec-
tion of '"mad songs,' of which I
made some use. The worthy Bish-
op -- 18th Century -- suggested
that perhaps the reason that the
English have more songs about mad-
ness than anyone else is that they
go mad more often.
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the good grace to quit while you
are ahead. But I do intend to in-
clude all four stories in a Star-
blaze book which takes its title
from the song, '"A Host of Furious
Fancies,' which will be a collec-
tion of the best stories of mine
(excepting those in WE ARE ALL
LEGENDS and ECHOES OF THE GODDESS)
which are available at the time.
It'11 be out in a couple years.
Several of my mini-series will be
including the Etelven Thios tril-
ogy from WEIRDBOOK (Horrors! I
have written a fantasy trilogy.
But it's short stories, so that's
not as trite), and at least a
couple stories from my Nameless
Series, which consists of a bunch
of stories stretching back to the
beginning of my career (''The Story
of Obbok,'" '"The Pretenses of Hin-
yar,'" "A Part of the Game," etc,)
set in a world of four continents
and clearly defined edges. I hawe
never been able to come up with a
name for it because this world ex-
ists in reference to no other and
the inhabitants merely call it
""the world." J.B. Post, the not-
ed collector of fantasy maps,
finds this frustrating because he
can't classify the map of the set-
ting, which was published on the
covers of HOLWE LOND in 1971.

SFR: Your '"Sunrise' in a recent
PULPSMITH is the only science fic-
tion story of yours I recall right
off. Why is fantasy of more in-
terest to you than SF?

SCHWEITZER: Well, with the Angel
of Death appearing in it as a
character, if you don't interpret
the Angel's appearance as a hal-
lucination, I would argue the
story is fantasy. But I have pub-
lished a little SF: 'Wanderers
and Travelers We Were' in ANDR(M-
EDA 3, edited by Peter Weston
(1978), 'Never Argue With Antique
Dealers' in WYRD (later reprinted
in FANTASTIC, January, 1980), and
""Boy Meets Girl, a Romance of the
Year 2463" in a very late GALAXY.
(This story, alas, only contribut-
ed to GALAXY's decline. It's not
very good.) My best SF stories
are "A Public Nuisance' and ''Re-
turn From Exile,'" both of which
have been sold before, even set in
type, but are unsold at the moment
due to magazine collapses. "Ex-
ile'" has sold twice in this
country, once in Germany and is
looking for an American publisher
right now.

It's not a matter of fant-
asy interesting me more than SF,
but where my talents lie. My ab-
ility to do serious, realistic SF
is rather limited because while
my scientific education is far
better than that of most people,
it is not good enough for me to



get to the fringe of some discip-
line and speculate intelligently.
Also, more seriously, my imagina-
tion doesn't work that way. SF

is basically a form of realism and
I am not a realist. I can do SF
after a fashion, but it prevents
me from exercising my real
strengths.

I wish I could write SF
more. I am not seeing enough
good, thoughtful, seriously-in-
tentioned SF published these days.
My usual response to people who
complain about the state of the
art is to shut up and do better
yourself. But, alas, I haven't
been able to.

SFR: Will PROCRASTINATIONS #16
ever come out?

SCHWEITZER: Real soon now. Ac-

tually, this year sometime. I
suppose I should explain to read-
ers that PROCRASTINATION is a fan-
zine I have been publishing since
1969. It has never been widely
circulated and has at times suf-
fered from fairly severe reproduc-
tion problems. Mimeo is an unfor-
giving medium, beloved of fan
traditionalists, but I would aban-
don it at once and go offset if I
had the money. Still, the maga-
zine has published material by

Bob Shaw, Michael Moorcock, Ray
Bradbury, David Bunch, Roger Zel-
azny and the like over the years.
The last issue had an original
Poul Anderson article (which I

had bought for my book, EXPLORING
FANTASY WORLDS and which Poul
graciously let me run in the fan-
zine first), and the next issue
will feature a reprint of a Hoy
Ping Pong con report from a 1934
WONDER STORIES (this was several
years before there were conven-
tions) with a word of explanation
by Bob Tucker. Also, Stephen
Leigh on Mervyn Peake and Somtow
Sucharitkul and Phineas Phunda-
ment have promised material. Back
issues of PROCRASTINATION, I might
mention, are beginning to command
high prices from rare book dealers
(on account of the big names ob-
viously -- I do not flatter myself
that much ...). 1T have seen them
going for $10-15.00 a copy.

In recent years, publication
has gotten so infrequent that I
don't sell subscriptions anymore.
It's more of a series of oneshots.
I have trouble getting letters of
comment because all the old par-
ticipants have either gafiated or
become big-time pros (like Lisa
Tuttle). The pro writer who still
cares about fanzines is a member
of a vanishing breed.

SFR: I read THE WHITE ISLE in
the short WEIRDBOOK (#9, 1975)

version but I understand it was
expanded somewhat when it was ser-
ialized in 1980 in FANTASTIC.

Will it be expanded again for a
Starblaze edition any time soon?

SCHWEITZER: 1t is more than '"some-
what'' expanded in the FANTASTIC
version. The WEIRDBOOK text is
about 10,000 words long. The FAN-
TASTIC text is 53,000, more than
five times as long. The whole
last installment is the story of
the daughter, which is synopsized
in a page and a half in the WEIRD-
BOOK version. When I wrote the
original, I simply did not have
adequate control of technique to
write the story to the length it
demanded, or anything like it.

The short version is compressed,
turgid, synoptic. The material
was sufficiently better than the

writing that it stuck in my mind
until I could go back and rework
it somewhat to my satisfaction.
When it appeared in FANTASTIC,
five years after its completion,
I hadn't read it in several years
and was in for some rude shocks.
I was also pleased by parts I had
forgotten. The FANTASTIC text,
while far, far superior to the
WEIRDBOOK version, is still pret-
ty crude. In the rewrite I am go-
ing to go through and remove and
rephrase all the clumsy lines. I
will also try to make certain
scenes more vivid. But this will
be a much lighter revision. I
will leave the body of it pretty
much alone and just do external
trimmings. You can get a pretty
good idea of what the final book
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will be like from the serial, but
the final book will be better.
It's supposed to be my next book
from Starblaze. I hope it will
be this year, but I'm not holding
my breath.

SFR: Stylistically, at least, the
WEIRDBOOK version of THE WHITE
ISLE is in the Dunsany tradition
-- was this just an exercise in
technique or were you under the
Dunsany influence as much as Love-
craft was at one point in his
career?

SCHWEITZER: Dunsany would never

have written anything that bad.
But the synoptic/legendary method
of narration of the thing is some-
thing I learned from Dunsany, who
used it to better effect in short
fables and wonder tales. I don't
know if I was using this as a
crutch, but I think so. It's a
mode of narration -- which you
will also find in most medieval
literature -- which doesn't re-
quire really developed scenes or
characters. It enabled me to
write and sell occasionally de-
cent stories (like "The Story of
Obbok'') before I really had much
control of conventional narrative
technique. Nowadays I can write
that way when I choose, rather
than because I don't know any oth-
er way. Of course, I was under
Dunsany's influence at the time,
but it doesn't show as much in
"The White Isle'" as. in some things
I wrote a little earlier.

By the way, one of the classi-
cal beginner's mistakes you'll
see in the WEIRDBOOK version of
THE WHITE ISLE is affectedly arch-
aic language, down to and includ-
ing '"'thee and thou'' dialogue. I
had enough sense to keep the dia-
logue simple, to stay out of com-
plicated tenses, lest I end up
sounding like a medieval version
of Tonto (to borrow LeGuin's exam-
ple), but I changed all this in
the FANTASTIC version. The title
is being changed to GOD OF DARK-
NESS, PRINCE OF LIGHT.

SFR: Finally, let's get to your
new book, THE SHATIERED GODDESS,
which just came out in a quality
paperback from Starblaze. I und-
erstand there was a six-month de-
lay in production due to a screwup
on the part of the proofreader.
Care to expound on the evils of
wayward proofreaders?

SCHWEITZER: I can't tell you Med-
dling Moron stories the way John
Brunner can. I have yet to lose
my innocence in that regard. But
the book was delayed for two
months because it was given to the
wrong copyeditor (not proofreader;



they are different) who was a fus-
sy old biddy who objected to every
non-standard usage. Fortunately
she made her objections with stick
on labels, which publishers call
"flags." Hank Stine merely tore
them off. Starblaze is an ideal

publisher as far as leaving your
text alone.

Everything they've published
has been as I wrote it. At the
same time, they don't seem to do
much in-house proofreading (as
opposed to the way George Scithers
does it: at AMAZING once a story
is in page-proofs, one copy is
proofread in-house, one is sent
to a freelance proofreader and one
is sent to the author; then all
three are merged), so the only
thing standing between the work
and utter chaos is the author.
They correct every error you find,
and they don't generate new ones,
but if you miss one, it goes into
the finished book. So you have to
be good. Let me give you a piece
of advice: Always be especially
careful about the parts of the
book you think are especially good
You will tend to gloss over these
sections, distracted by your own
genius. Also the Law of General
Perversity states that the worst
errors will always occur there.

Go over such sections several
times. After you've read the
whole book for sense, then go over
the chapters out of order, or ev-
en backwards, so that you will on-
ly read them line-by-1line.

The real delays in publication
seem to be caused by the fact
that Starblaze exists in a slight-
ly different universe from the
rest of us, and time moves at a
different rate there. GODDESS
was on the B. Dalton's computer
list for May, 1982. It came out
in January, 1983. But Hank is
making strides in closing the gap
between announced publication date
and the real one.

On the subject of typos, all
readers of WE ARE ALL LEGENDS
should turn to page 95. In the
first line of verse at the bottom,
change "my' to "me." On page 140,
first line of the second para-
graph, change ''side' to "night,"
as in '"'On the fourth night, led
by my vision,'" etc. These are
the two typos (both of which I
missed) which affect sense.

There are others, but nothing
serious.

GFR: Like LEGENDS, THE SHATTERED
GODDESS begins with the evil mach-
inations of a witch, and of course
the witch is the central Dark Pow-
er in GODDESS. 1Is the witch of
special importance to you as a
writer of fantasy?

SCHMEITZER: First, let me point
out that the witch at the begin-
ning of WE ARE ALL LEGENDS is not
evil, but a victim of a malign
God and rather pathetic, for all
her superficial ferocity. She may
be a tool of the devil as well,
but I don't see her as evil by
herself. Julian gives in to her
out of compassion ultimately, or
at least he thinks he does.

But to address the more gen-
eral question, if we set aside the
possibility that I am completely
mad or that it's all a Freudian
id-projection of my mother, I can
only say that the Hag figure is
only one of several of the great
archetypes I used repeatedly. I
think a writer's storytelling in-
stincts draw him to those images
and figures which have power. Why

they have power is not something
we can easily explain.

I will, however, offer my
amateur psychological theory,
which is that the hag/witch figure
is more commonly written about by
heterosexual male writers. The
sexual element in horror fiction
is obvious, and we are frank and
deliberate about it these days.
Taking the figure of woman and
making her a figure of dread and
repulsion is more horrifying to
the heterosexual writer than to
the homosexual one, who couldn't
care less. It would be interest-
ing to see a study done to deter-
mine if this is actually true. In
any case, the even broader appeal
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of the Decrepit Anima Figure, as
in fairytales, probably comes from
the recognition of the hag/witch
as a perverted version of the mat-
ernal woman. Hence wicked step-
mothers, witches who shove kiddies
into ovens, etc.

SFR: Why does the witch have no
name?

SCHWEITZER: See page one: ''She

had long since given up her name
to the darkness because of her ha-
tred for the holy city of Ai Han-
lo ..."

In the most primitive, magi-
cal sense, your name is your most
important possession, a thing of
power, and the very last thing
you would give up. But the witch
has been wholly consumed and de-
humanized by her hatred -- to the
point that she no longer even has
human motivations, but becomes
part of larger, abstract forces --
and therefore is without a name.

SFR: Much of GODDESS reads like
very vivid nightmares. Is that

- what they were in fact -- your

own nightmares externalized?

SCHWEITZER: No, I don't have

. very interesting dreams, really.

They are usually mundane in sub-

" ject matter and rather innocuous,

if I remember them at all. The
other morning, right on the verge

‘i of awakening, I dreamed that I

was on a radio talk show with

" . someone who had only the most su-

perficial ideas of what science
fiction was about, and proceeded
to produce a ''typical" plot which
was the sort of dumb gimmick de-
void of story values that all edi-
tors reject in a minute. So I
proceeded to make up a science
fiction plot off the cuff, which
I was able to remember upon awak-
ening. It had to do with a dis-
contented young man who joins the
army in search of adventure. This
entails getting his brain trans-
planted into a cyborg machine
which is sent interstellar dis-
tances. Such transplants are as
routine as tooth fillings are to-
day, and completely reversible
when the time of service is up.
Unfortunately, his body gets mis-
filed. There may be a sinister
conspiracy. I woke up because I
figured out what the resolution
was. Gee, if I can plot SF in my
sleep, why can't I write more of
it?

But I never have fantastic
dreams, alas. I have occasional-
ly experienced that surreal disor-
ientation of dreaming that I have
awakened, and then having to care-
fully analyze my surroundings to
determine if this is the real



world or not. I guess the clos-
est things I have to fantastic
dreams are closer to Phil Dick's
books than my own. The 'dream-
like'" qualities of my own may have
picked up some of the techniques
of transition and juxtaposition
from dreams, but are otherwise con-
scious and practised. Did Salva-
dor Dali dream of dripping clocks
or did he just paint that way?

SFR: Lovecraft, of course, often
wrote directly from his dreams.
Is this peculiar to fantasy writ-
ers, do you think?

SCHWEITZER: You're thinking of
that sub-species of agonized,
lonely writer who has terrific mi-
graines. Edward Lucas White was
the clearest example of this. He
wrote all his horror stories dir-
ectly from his migraine-induced
dreams. Lovecraft wrote some of
his. I don't think Dunsany did,
although he had (apparently) mi-
graines. Lee Weinstein has been
doing some research along these
lines. Apparently migraines pro-
duce terrific nightmares which,
if one is literarily inclined,
can be turned into very strange
stories. But while I am heir to
all the bodily ills of mankind as
much as anyone else is, we are
each of us heir to some more than
others, and I nomore experience
with migraine headaches (and the
resultant nightmares) than I do
with hayfever.

Sure, some writers use
dreams, and I'd think they would
be of more use to a science fiction
or fantasy writer than to a realis-
tic one. I don't. The stereotype
is of the profoundly unhappy soul,
like Poe or White, who has these
terrible nightmares which he vents
in his stories. I'm not like that.
Do you think it would help my car-
eer if I became more maladjusted?

SFR: Death and resurrection is a
central theme in GODDESS and much
of your other work. What is it
about the subject that fascinates
you?

SCHWEITZER: This is a hard one to
answer, really. It's been said
that love and death are the two
things worth writing about. Today
it might be love and death and vid
€o games, but I am too stingy to
spend that many quarters learning
how to play, that I am left with
love and death.

Transcendence and/or resur-
rection beyond death makes up the
core appeal of most religions and
mystical systems. It is very ba-
sic to the human psyche, and today
it is seldom dealt with except in
fantasy fiction. Religions tend

to trivialize it. (At least Amer-
ican versions of present relig-
ions. Let me not make sweeping
statements.) In fantasy fiction
you can use such subject matter

in an aesthetic way without doc-
trine or belief getting in the way.
(If I believed the kind of stuff

I wrote I would be a mystic occult-
ist. One of the reasons I'm not
is that I can make that sort of
thing up better than the occult-
ists can.) And you might as well
use fantasy fiction to cover sub-
jects it is inherently suited to,
rather than more ordinary things,
like capture and escape adventures
or the politics of imaginary
countries.

SFR: But must Transcendence be
so painful? Ginna in GODDESS,
like a lot of your other charac-
ters, sure takes a lot of punish-
ment.

SCHWEITZER: I have always been

afraid my characters might go on
strike and demand better treat-
ment. But in this case, it very
much has to do with the theme of
the book. Ginna's transcendence
is not something he ever asked
for or desired. It is something
he failed to avoid, since he and
everyone else in the book is
caught up in a vast movement of
forces too large for anyone to
comprehend or control. The di-
rect analogy is to the historic-
al process, which works like that,
save that it is a bit more compre-
hensible.

Also it wouldn't be much of
a novel if everything was nice and
pleasant and easy. Besides, many
of the people who have had a kind
of transcendence (or religious
magnification) forced upon them
in the past have not often had an
easy time of it. At. Anthomy, for
instance.

SFR: Is GODDESS a sort of crypto
Christian allegory on the resur-
rection theme?

SCHEITZER: No, for all that

there are direct Biblical allus-
ions in it, such as the climactic
chapter ending ''In the end was the
Word,' the book is not an allegory
at all, and it is, if anything, a
sort of reverse image of Christiam
ity. The mythology of it may be a
little closer to the religions of
Asia or the ancient Mediterranean
world. It is very different from
Christianity. There is no active
God outside the universe running
things. Instead, the universe gen-
erates deities periodically the
way the South Atlantic generates
hurricanes. I think of them as
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swirling masses of holiness which
settle on a person quite at ran-
dom and then carry him or her be-
yond all humanity. I was, I sup-
pose, thinking of various religi-
ous figures throughout history,
who were dragged from their ordin-
ary lives without being consulted
first and suddenly made into some-
thing very different.

Did Joan of Arc ask for
what happened to her? Did she ask
God for a couple of saints and an-
gels to talk to? Mohammed had
reached a comfortable middle age
as a camel driver when wham! it
happened. I guess only the Buddha
really wanted the job. He was
discontented, and went out to sit
under the bo tree until enlighten-
ment came or he was arrested for
loitering. If you take a cockeyed
fatalistic view of things, and as-
sume blind forces of the universe
at work rather than a benevolent
deity, these people are propelled
along the way many other figures
in history are, and are probably
not pleased with the idea. But
then no one asked them, because
there was no one to do the asking.
So you might say THE SHATTERED GOD-
DESS is an exercise in speculative
religion. It encompasses Christ-
ianity (in that it takes place af-
ter the death of God and several
of his successors), but only as
part of a larger and quite alien
scheme. In fact, in the first
draft there was a mention, which
somehow didn't make it into the
final, of a god of the remote past
who had died on a kind of tree.

SFR: I know you have a prequel to
THE SHATTERED GODDESS in the works,
since I've seen a couple of the
stories that will go into it --
"The Story of a Dadar' in the June
1982 AMAZING and '"Holy Fire" in
the latest WEIRDBOOK (#17). How
soon will it be before this volume
becomes a Starblaze book?

SCHWEITZER: Real soon now, to

coin a phrase. No, seriously, I
hope this will be my 1984 Star-
blaze book. It isn't really a
prequel, but a collection of link-
ed stories in the same setting,
sharing some of the thematic mat-
ter but (so far) none of the char-
acters. The ending of THE SHAT-
TERED GODDESS rather precludes
sequels.

SFR: Both ''Story of a Dadar" and
"Holy Fire" deal with the concept
of the dadar -- the artificial be-
ing which a magician creates, us-
ing parts of his own body in the
process. Where did this idea or-
iginate?



SCHWEITZER: That post office box
in Poughkeepsie where all writers'

ideas originate. Other than that,
there is the creative distortion
of the Tibetan idea of the tulku
which I encountered in THE SUPER-
HUMAN EXPLOITS OF GESAR OF LING,
which is sort of a Tibetan ILIAD.
Imagine what reading the ILIAD
would be like if you were utterly
ignorant of Greek mythology. As
it turned out, I completely mis-
understood what a tulku is suppos-
ed to be anyway, so what I was de-
liberately distorting and using as
a basis for the dadar was in a
sense my creation anyway. Beyond
that, I see it as a metaphor for
all-consuming hatred. Hatred is

a very wasteful emotion. It can
completely fill up your life, con-
sume you, often without having
much effect on the person toward
whom your malice is supposedly di-
rected. I literalised this.

Etash Wesa, the multiple-amputee
wizard, is so far gone this way
that he can never regain his hu-
manity. So is the witch at the

beginning of THE SHATTERED GODDESS.

SFR: Somewhere you've commented
that "The Story of a Dadar" is
your best story -- why do you
think so?

SCHWEITZER: Because it has what

seems to be convincing character-
izations of middle-aged people,
for one thing. So middle-aged
readers have told me. It is so
much easier to write about ages
you have been than ages you have
not. Also adolescence is easy to
write about because adolescents
often change quickly and radical-
ly, and a story often requires
some sort of character change to
give it direction. I decided to
have middle-aged characters this
time because too many stories in
the series have young ones and I
thought that this would make
ECHOES OF THE GODDESS rather mon-
otonous. But I am extremely
pleased by the way the story came
out. It is one that has aroused
a strong emotional response in
such readers as I've met. (Un-
fortunately that issue of AMAZING
received no letters of comment at
all.) I think the idea of the
story is striking and works out
pretty well, with enough complex-
ity to maintain the character's
feeling of nightmare helplessness
but not enough to lose the reader.
And the story does explain the
Meaning of Life at the end, non-
frivolously this time. Basical-
ly, I think it is the story of
mine which best embodies some of
my repeated themes, and it is one
with strong imagery, much grotes-
querie, but real, living charac-
ters. I can only tell people to

go read it. I am afraid I am not
at my most convincing when explain
ing how good I am. That's AMAZING
June 1982. You can get the back
issue from the current publisher.
See the ad in the July 1983 issue.

SFR: What is happening in the
fantasy field today that you find
the most interesting or original?
Is there a new direction and/or
dimension about to Kappen?

SCHWEITZER: 1It's hard to tell.

It may be going to Hell in a buck-
et. When I made my random survey
of current fantasy novels for my
SFR column, I definitely got the
impression that standards are down
sharply.
publishers demand product. We have
a whole subspecies of fantasy
which is analagous to women's his-
torical romances. Many are pseudo
medieval Harlequin Romances. For
someone used to classic fantasy,
this is thin gruel indeed.

But I am encouraged by the
expansion of the market, both in
the novel area and for short
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As genrefication sets in,

stories. Now at least, if someone
chances to write a really good
piece of work, the chances of it
getting published, even if the
writer is unknown and the book is
wildly eccentric, are much better.
An established commercial genre
often provides a kind of bottom-
line protection which makes risk-
taking easier than in say, the
Best Seller field.

In short fiction there seems
to be a shift away from small
press magazines toward major pro-
fessional outlets, as more major
professional outlets come into ex-
istence. In time this may spell
the doom of the small press maga-
azine or reduce it to a proving
ground for beginners. It hasn't
yet, but I am seeing more top
grade stuff in the professional
markets, which means that it is
not appearing in the little ones.
The new magazine, IMAGO, may have a
tremendous impact, as would a reviv-
ed FANTASTIC.

I suppose the best fantasy
short story I've read in recent
years to come from within the com-
mercial genre was Somtow Sucharit-
kul's "Fire From the Wine-Dark Sea,"
which is a brilliant story balanced
right on the edge of a kind of ex-
istential absurdity and all the more
beautiful for it. From outside the
genre, ''The Book of Sand' by Jorge
Luis Borges, and for best collection,
the book of the same title. There
haven't been a lot ogf good novels,
but FREDDY'S BOOK by John Gardner
was outstamding. Of course there's
THE SHADOW OF THE TORTURER and se-
quels, but those are arguably sci-
ence fiction.

I don't see any new direc-
tion. I see an invasion of lazy
writers who would be writing some-
thing else if it were more commer-
cial. Fantasy is only just now
becoming a field, rather than just
a type of literary expression
which can turn up anywhere. Per-
haps it will begin to develop the
way science fiction has. Science
fiction was around for at least a
century before Gernsback, but it
was only after the end of the
1920s that there were writers who
were aware of themselves as being
part of a science fiction field.
By the early 1940s a second gener-
ation had arisen, the first gener-
ation raised within this field.
This profoundly affected later de-
velopments, for better and for
worse. For all fantasy has been
around for millenia, this process
may be just beginning.

SFR: Thank you, Darrell Schweit-
zer.



HA@%LES

BY ELTON T. ELLIOTT

THE OLD FLOAT GAME

What's a "float?"
it screwing writers?

A big hint.
cream confection.

It's a ripoff -- that's what
C.T. Conover, Comptroller of the
Currency, testified before a Con-
gressional committee on banking that
the banks are making a profit on the
"float.'" Banking spokesmen dis-
agreed saying that the '"float'" is
necessary because of the processing
charges banks undergo. Committee
members promised action on Conover's
request to stop the ''float."

Again, what is a '"'float?"' And
how is it screwing writers? A float
is the period of time between when
you deposit a check into your local
bank and the time the bank credits
the deposit to your account. This
should take at most a matter of
two to three business days, if the
check is out-of-state; if the check
is in-state or local, then it should
take less than a business day.
A lot of banks are taking anywhere
from five to ten business days to
credit your account. For this per-
iod of time the bank eamns all of
the interest on the check, not the
customer. Now while the amount of
interest lost per customer is minus-
cule, once all of that interest from
all of the customers is added up it
amounts to a near billion-dollar
windfall for the banks. They main-
tain they need the revenues gener-
ated fram the float to cover the
handling charges inherent in the
processing of the check, despite
the fact that they charge most cus-
tomers exorbitant handling and pro-
cessing charges already, plus the
money they make on loaning out cus-
tomers' money to borrowers.

How it affects writers is that
the publishing industry has its own
version of the old float game.

Their version robs writers of not
permnies in interest, but thousands
of dollars and causes untold misery.

And how 1is

It's not an ice

How it operates is easily un-
noticed and viciously simple. The
object is to keep as much of the
money promised the writer as long
as possible. It starts with the
glorious announcement by the writ-
er's agent that ConglomPubIntl has
just accepted the latest in the
Jerk Jockstrap: Barbarian Scientist
series. They're offering six-thous-
and as an advance against a 5% roy-
alty share on the first two-million
copies sold and 5 1/2 on any there-
after. The writer excitedly waits
as the days, weeks and months pass
by. Then finally the contract ar-
rives, the writer signs it (never
mind the slave clause binding her/
him to ConglomPubIntl for etemity)
and sends it back that same day --
express mail or Federal Express if
he/she has the money.

Then the Long Wait begins. A
month passes, then two. No word.
Never mind that it should only take
two weeks to send the check out, or
that the writer has had to sell the
family car and hock three valuable
heirlooms in order to pay the rent,
keep the electricity on, not to
mention food. Finally, after three
phone calls to the agent, the first
third of the advance comes in.

Months after publication it is
time for the semi-annual royalty
statements. No check. Half a year
later, no check. Finally, nine
months later a check for half of
the royalties owed arrives (the rest
is being held as a reserve against
returns, as has been the case on
every royalty statement on every
book for the last seven years).

Now in the hypothetical examp-
le above, the monies cumulatively
withheld over a period of a year
probably do not amount to more than
ten-thousand dollars. So the inter-
est earned on that money by the
publisher is not very large, al-
though it is money that should right-
fully belong to the writer. So ev-
en though the money on an individ-
ual basis is small, consider that
an average paperback house putting

out over thirty titles a month
probably has in excess of three-
hundred writers that they've with-
held a similar amount of monies
from and you begin to see that they
have a considerable interest (sor-
ry) in paying the writer as little
and as late as they can.

What can be done? Well, you
can insist on clauses in your con-
tract specifying exactly when the
various monies are due, but unless
your name is Robert Ludlum, Isaac
Asimov or Arthur C. Clarke -- in
most cases you won't have much
success.

The facts are that most writ-
ers are routinely savaged by the
very publishers that they help to
make profitable and that every
writer is sure to be screwed at
some time in his career by a pub-
lisher, and that the industry on
the whole is to blame.

Now there are some apologists
who maintain that because certain
banks put out advertisements at
royalty time pointing out the fact
that they have money to lend shows
that the publishers don't actually
mean to SCTew Oover writers, it is
just that they are short on cash.
Well, if that's the case then it's
a marvel indeed that so many have
managed to survive so long in such
a capital intensive industry. The
fact is most of the publishing com-
panies today are subsidiaries of
very large conglomerates who cer-
tainly have more than enough capit-
al to cover royalty payments.

What a lot of people in the
publishing industry don't realize,
or don't want to face, is the in-
credible human misery the float sys-
tem causes among writers. The
stress about worrying where your
next meal is coming from, .or rent
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payment, etc. has led to all types
of personal and financial illnesses
among writers -- from ulcers to di-
vorce, bankruptcy and in several
noted cases, suicide.

Well, that's the old float
game, and it doesn't come in root
beer or cherry cola. It's usually
located in the hardware section
under screws.
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MINI-REVIEWS

If you get a chance, pick up

THE YEAR'S BEST SCIENCE FICTION ed-
ited by Gardner Dozois (Bluejay

Books, Trade Paperback, $9.95). It
is a massive anthology at 250,000+
words and the size gives Dbzois the
room to include the longer novellas
and novelettes that are often left
out of shorter Best anthologies.

Especially powerful stories
are "Cicada Queen'' by Bruce Sterling
and 'Hardfought," Greg Bear's Neb-
ula Award-winning novella. Among
the many other memorable stories are
""Slow Birds' by Ian Watson and "Gem-
stone' by Vernor Vinge. The only
best-of-the-year anthology that de-
serves to be called the definitive
best of the year.

Also available is Terry Carr's
UNIVERSE 14 (Doubleday, $11.95),
featuring a powerful opening novel-
la by Kim Stanley Robinson, ''The
Lucky Strike," whose politics I
found abominable but the power of
the story overrode my disagreements.
A provocative story with a very mov-
ing ending, it's about an alternate
world where the A-bombing of Hiro-
shima didn't go as planned. Also
contributing excellent stories are
Gregory Benford, Robert Silverberg
and seven other fine writers.

ISAAC ASIMOV'S WONDERFUL WORLDS
OF SCIENCE FICTION: Volume 2 THE
SCIENCE FICTIONAL OLYMPICS, is a re-
print anthology that's of topical
interest this summer, edited by Is-
aac Asimov, Martin H. Greenberg and
Charles G. Waugh (Signet, $3.50).

Also available is STAR TREK III:

THE SEARCH FOR SPOCK by Vonda N.
McIntyre (Pocket, $2.95), the only
writer I know who can take fairly
standard science fiction movie fare
and elevate it to the level and in-
tensity of some of the best of writ-
ten SF. As usual the best parts of
the novel are the background mater-
ial where Vonda has a free hand. I
wished they'd let her write the
script for one of the upcoming mov-
ies; I'm sure it would be something
special.

MUSINGS:

# On censorship, nothing new.
Thanks to all who inquired about a
legal fund, in particular those
who offered their time, suppcrt and
money. Unfortunately, I don't have
the time necessary. Currently, the
major campaign of censorship that I
and others expected hasn't material-
ized, although reports continue to
come in of minor and scattered at-
tempts. Any further developments
1'11 update here.

# Interesting conversation with
an employee of a major bookstore
chain. It seems that this particu-
lar chain has decided to not hire
""book people' anymore. Instead,
they will hire people with retail
experience. The reasoning is that
'book people'' aren't aggressive
enough in selling books. You lknow,
the shy retiring reader bullshit.

Well, this policy has led to
some interesting results; a horror
story is currently making the rounds
among the older employees of this
particular chain: An individual
went into one of the chain's stores
and asked one of the new retail-ex-
perienced clerks where he could find
a copy of MERCHANT OF VENICE. The
new clerk asked what type of book
it was! The customer explained it
was a play by Shakespeare; the clerk
asked, '"Who's Shakespeare?"

Yep, I'm afraid Norman Spinrad
was right when he mentioned that
publishing would eventually go the
way of the automobile where there
would be three companies and dozens
of imprints. Except it's happening
on the retail end, not the publish-
ing end. This dumping of lmnowledg-
able clerks for ignorant flashy ''us-
ed car salesmen' can only further
harm the reader and the new writer.
It's just depressing as hell.
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SCIENCE FICTION AND POLITICS:

NAIVE RALONFY (or IN RIVER
CITY or A Panel That Raised My
Hackles)

I just arrived from my final
day at the 1984 Westercon (the con-
vention itself runs for two more
days -- at least, but I've had
enough, thankyouverymuch).

Boy howdy folks what a ''fun"
time I had. I knew I was in trouble
when Friday night the NBC affiliate
station in Portland ran an inter-
view with one noted guest of the con-
vention. The person started talk-
ing about how the world needed re-
ligious, economic and social change
(or some such thing) and how Science
Fiction was the literature that
could do it. Naive Baloney.
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Things went downhill from
there. The next day I was on a pan-
el entitled '"The Future of Govern-
ment." Hey, I thought, this'll be
interesting. An opportunity to
talk about the future and all the
interesting types of social struc-
tures possible. What type of gov-
ernment would human settlers on a
multiple star system have? Would
it be different from ours? Why?
How will spaceflight affect govern-
ment? If we have the type of space
habitats that the .LS5 Society and
the writings of Gerard K. O'Neill
envision, what type of government
will that necessitate? Interesting
questions. Did the panel get to
any of those? Of course not.

For a while at the start the
panelists outnumbered the audience.
Finally enough people straggled in
that we started (probably the El-
lison panel let out a little late --
never do a panel opposite Harlan El-
lisen -- you won't have an audi-
ence). The panelists started out
making general comments about how
they viewed government. So far no
problems. Then one panelist who
had, I later found out, packed half
the audience with his cronies,
started on this loooooong monologue
about how we, in the United States,
needed a Constitutional Convention
every hundred years or so, and how
he had just the proposal. You see,
it'd all be done by computer! The
computer'd select some people, who'd
select some people, etc. etc. Naive
Baloney.

NOT- ONLY witL 1T F(ND

AN HONEST ~M4N, BUT You
CAN LOWER THE GA(N TO
FIND A PoLITICIAN THAT WiLL.
STAY BOUGHT !

=
¥
4




I tried to point out when I
could squeeze in a word edgewise,
that the U.S. doesn't need a Cons-
titutional Convention.
event could result in all of our
laws being changed, such a system
was ripe for corruption and selling
of votes to the highest bidder, or
that a small group could rig things
so that they ended up controlling
the Convention. I finished by say-
ing that "if it ain't broke, don't
fix it." I figured there'd more or

less be tacit agreement with my pos-

ition and the panel'd go on to
other items.

Hah! Foolish me. No sirreee.
The audience, or should I say mob,
yeowled for my head. I was branded
a fanatic for wanting to stick with
this obviously corrupt, imperialis-
tic form of government. When I
pointed out that if an individual
felt that the U.S. was so bad, he
could always go to a totalitarian
country like the USSR and then make
up his mind, I was promptly inform-
ed that the USSR was not a totali-
tarian state, only a socialist
state. There were numerous murmers
of agreement from the audience.
Boy, was I shocked! A history les-
son at the last place I expected --
a Science Fiction Convention in
River City, Portland, Oregon.

Downhill. I questioned the
panelist who suggested the Constit-
utional Convention, pointing out
that it could be rigged. Impossible,
he said. There are a billion dol-
lars worth of crime committed each
year via the computer, I replied;
computers can be rigged. Oh, no,
he and several of his lackeys from
the audience chorused: a computer
random decision could never be rig-
ged.

At this point I should have
realized I was outnumbered, shut up
and let them have their fun (I had
had four hours sleep the night be-
fore, I had a splitting headache
and I was pissed). I continued to
say that there was no sensible rea-
son why any sane person would allow
somebody to monkey around with the
Constitution. One of the lackeys
from the audience who murmured the
loudest upholding the notion of Rus-
sia not being totalitarian, started
yelling from the back of the room
that I didn't trust the common peo-
ple. I pointed out that our cur-
rent Constitution which has stood
us in good shape for two centuries
was designed by people who were not
common -- unless he wanted to claim
that Jefferson, Madison and Washing-
ton were common -- or that others
among this country's founders such
as Franklin, Hamiltqn, Samuel Ad-
ams, etc. were common people. He
screamed, ''You just don't trust the
people!" I replied that I have no
problem with people, I just don't

That such an

And---not least!---I expect to
buy two Security Doors for the house;
the kind made of steel and with dou-
ble dead-bolt locks, the kind you
have to unlock from the inside as
well as the outside. Our neighbors
(having been robbed 4 times in the
past six years) have these doors
now and recently an attempted forced
entry was prevented by these doors.
The turmoil and economic dislocation
and desperation coming in 1985-6 and

S0 IT Wil FIND AN
HONEST MAN. BiG DEAL!

AS LAWYERS, NHAT

trust mob rule, and neither did the
signers of the Constitution.

The panel was winding down at
about that time. I said in closing
that a computer could be doctored
so that, for example, only the Soc-
ialist Worker's Party members would
end up being chosen (at this point
several in the audience glared at
me) and that I had nothing against
the people, only those who would im-
pose a "dictatorship of the prole-
tariate" and that I didn't want a
generation of people, minds addled
by TV, making the laws under which
I would have to live.

After the meeting broke up, one
of the people who had been heckling
me from the audience came up to me
in the hallway outside and hissed,
'"When we take over, you'll be one
of the first to go," then promptly
turned and walked away.

Right.

Other than that panel I mostly
had a good time at the Convention.
The Westercon deserves credit for
a well-run Con and an incredible
program book.

ALIEN THOUGHTS CONTINUED-—--—-—

out into the room at least ten inch-

es and provide a cooking surface,
and one with a forced-air blower.
(A woodstove would be too intrusive
for the livingroom, though it might
be a tad more efficient.)

1'11 have my Sears credit account

paid off and will have cut The Card
into bits.

I look forward to a lot of read-

ing! God, the books I have in the
back of my mind I want to read!

23

upsurge.
billion in February, $5.87 in March,

onward make this kind of security

system necessary, I fear. (We al-
ready have steel grids and decorative

wrought-iron bars on the windows.)

We are living in interesting
times. I find it not a curse, but

a joy.

My “IN" BASKET IS OVERFLOWING. ..
Which explains why I forgot to
write Charles Platt to remind him
(after he had the courtesy and con-
cern to ask) when the deadline was
for this issue. He wrote on June
14. Gaaaaaa! Wormwood and gall!
The bitter taste of neglect of duty!
So now you know why Charles
Platt's column isn't in this issue.

The absence of Bob Shaw's col-
um is another matter:

'I'm really sorry about screw-
ing up on only the second install-
ment of my column.

'What happened was that I devel-
oped a nasty lung infection (poss-
ibly a hangover from the flu I men-
tioned earlier) which put me out of
action for about three weeks, and
it made a complete bollix of my work
and fan schedules.'

Bob must have caught the miser-
able long-lasting flu I had about
the same time....or I his. Fan writ-
ers stick together in many mysterious
ways.

ONE MORE NOTE ON THE ECONOMY, THEN
I'LL LEAVE IT ALONE FOR...AH:« UM.\,
THREE MONTHS.

Consumer debt is on a 'scary'
After increases of $6.61

and $6.41 in April, the May increase

was $10.23 billion, an all-time re-

corn increase.

In the mid-'70s an average in-
crease was $320 million per month,
and $750 was considered 'scary’'.

Currently, obviously, this cred-
it/debt rampage is continuing; look
at the June-July new car sales rate.

In March of this year new car
loans were ar $326 million. In Ap-
ril they surged to $2.16 billion.
Im May the splurge reached $3.69

billion.
[ . e s Ea N )
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ECOTOPIA EMERGING

By Emest Callenbach
Bantom, 1982, 337 pp., $3.50

REVIEWED BY BILL WINANS

A prequel to the earlier ECO-
TOPIA (1977), this is a far super-
ior and more enjoyable novel. The
story takes place in the Pacific
Northwest where many are interest-
ed in building a society based on
ecology, self-reliance, small in-
stead of large, and recycling of
all reusable resources.

The novel tells the stories
of many characters in this set-
ting: The young inventor who
wishes to share her efficient so-
lar cell with the world and not
make profits off it, the politi-
cian who envisions a different fu-
ture and founds a new political
party to lead the way, the four
partners who begin a successful
contracting business in solar en-
ergy, the cancer victims who
strike back against those who
created the carcinogens they be-
lieve are killing them.

The goals of the characters
do not coincide with those of the
U.S. and many of its corporations,
so conflict develops. Utility
companies oppose the development
of an efficient, home-made solar
cell, Washington fears the politi-
cal (subversive?) movement. The
people respond through political
actions, economic changes, life-
style alterations and some through
paramilitary efforts. In each in-
stance, emphasis is placed on
character development.

I grew to like the people in
this novel, and while not always
in agreement with them, to respect
their beliefs and I hope they
would feel the same about me. The
world they are creating would be
a most exciting one.

RRRARRRRRRRRRARARARARARRRAKRARRRRRRR

LAMMAS NIGHT
By Katherine Kurtz

Ballantine, 438 pp., $3.50
REVIEWED BY ALMA JO WILLIAMS

Forty years after the demise
of the Thousand Year Reich, books
on Nazism are flourishing. The
newest in line of reporting on the
occult deeds of Hitler and his hid-

VOICES

eous henchmen (just can't resist
alliterations!) is Katherine Kurtz
of Deryni fame.

England hasalways and still is
renowned for her population of
witchly mystics. Kurtz begins with
the premise that such do exist and
do have certain powers and rums it
from the Battle of Dunkirk to the
sudden dismantling of Operation
Sealion, Hitler's plan for the
British Invasion.

Kurtz has wrought a fascinating
story. I just wish her characters
had more depth and emotion and that
she could have made me really care
what happened to them.

Sir John Graham, employed by
the government in its 'psychic oper-
ation section' accidentally discov-
ers that he and William, Royal Prince
of the 01d Blood, fifth in line to
inherit the throne, have been psych-
ically attached throughout history
in the persona of William the Con-
querer, Becket, etc., each of whom
was slain by a trusted friend,
supposedly for political reasons
but actually to fulfill the 7 year
cycle of the death and resurrection
of the Sacred King, whose blood
keeps England fertile and safe.
(This Kind is of the 0ld Gods of
Nature). Legend has it that Sir
Francis Drake was a warlock and
convened a Grand Coven to call up
the winds that wrecked the Spanish
Ammada. Graham and his group wish
to do the same for Operation Sea-
lion. They unwillingly have drawn

Prince William into their scheme
and a human sacrifice may be needed
to counter Hitler's Black Adept,
one of the 01d Royal Blood.

The premise, although unscien-
tific, is sound logic and the end-
ing leaves one wondering if the
sacrifice was really needed -- if
the invasion would have been dis-
mantled without it, as that occur-
red within hours after the deed was
done. Did Sir John lose friends
and family in a needless effort or
was the Black Magic of the Occult
Adept focused upon him as revenge!
Read it and think.

RARRRRRAKAKRRRRRKRRRKRARRRARRRRRARRA X

TSUNAMI .
By Crawford Kilian

Douglas & McIntyre, Vancouver B.C.
1983, 218 pp., hardcover, $16.95
ISBN: 0-88894-366-0

REVIEWED BY KEITH SOLTYS

TSUNAMI shares the same setting
as the author's earlier novel ICE-
QUAKE but is not a direct sequel.
Sometime in the near future the
core of the sun has gone out. The
ozone layer has been wiped out by
solar flares. Whites risk almost
instant sunburn and blindness from
the high ultraviolet levels.

The story begins where ICEQUAKE
left off, with the melting of the
Antarctic icecap and the protagonist



on the Bay Bridge in San Francisco
watching a tsunami roll over the
Golden Gate. The wave wreaks havoc
on a city already damaged by re-
cession and food and energy short-
ages. The crew of an oceanographic
vessel try to organize a mission to
salvage the oil from a sunken tank-
er. Kilian intercuts their story
with that of a group of Hollywood
movie people who set up a strong-
hold much like that in Niven and
Pournelle's LUCIFER'S HAMMER. In
their struggle to survive they de-
velop into a quasi-feudal fiefdom
fighting the oceanographers for the
oil.

Kilian paints a grim and all
too plausible picture of a society
brought to its knees by a series of
natural disasters. Yet he's creat-
ed characters who refuse to give
up hope. Like some of Heinlein's
characters they are ordinary people
thrust into abnormal situations;
people who discover that they may
die but at least they are going to
die trying.

The scope of this novel isn't
as wide as Kilian's previous novel
EYAS. Like that book it shares
the author's eye for detail and
strong characterization. Kilian is
a writer worth reading and TSUNAMI
is a cut above the usual hackwork
that characterizes the disaster
novel genre.

RERRKRRRRRARRRARRRARRRRARRRARRARRRRRR

THE OMNI FUTURE ALMANAC

Edited by Robert Weil
Foreword by Ben Bova
Omi Press (Harmony Books) $11.95

REVIEWED BY KARL EDD

This 319-page almanac details
future probabilities in science.
It is a valuable reference for
the sci-fi writer or dedicated SF
reader. One interesting item was
the projected diagnosis of dis-
eases by clumping or non-clumping
or monoclonal (genetically engin-
eered) antibodies. Medical and
biology students will immediately
see the analogy to gram-positive,
gram-negative aniline dye tests
now used on bacteria. A variant
of the monoclonal technique was
used to track down Legionella
pneumophila, Legionnaires' Dis-
ease. There has already been a
TV special on monoclonal antibody
technique, and it is predicted
that the technique will soon rev-
olutionize the entire practice of
medicine.

Cancer vaccine will soon be
produced. England now produces a
vaccine for at least two specific
cancers. Also, cancer-killer

cells have been produced by the
monoclonal technique. Another TV
special dealt with an industrial
engineer who spent $28,000.00 for
killer-cell treatment of lymphoma
(related to Hodgkins Disease) and
in two years he had full remis-
sion. One drawback to the propos-
ed cancer vaccine is that a woman
who uses it will never be able to
bear children. She will abort, as
a child is, medically, a tumor.

Memory restoration is in
store for the elderly. Vasopres-
sin or physostigmine work right
now -- produce a memory flood --
but certain neurological side ef-
fects must be controlled before
the treatment will be publicly
released.

Electrophoresis field diagno-
sis will replace the CAT-scanner
in medicine. Gel-protein "'fing-
erprints" of various diseases are
now being charted and fed into a
computer data base.

You will live to be at least
130 years old by means of trigly-
ceride control. Electro-healing
will produce new feet and hands
for amputees. (We are on the
threshold of this technique right
now. The technique is being de-
veloped in a Veterans' Administra-
tion hospital.)

A terrible earthquake will
soon occur at New Madrid, Missouri
The one there in 1830 was worse
than the San Francisco quake.
Thousands will die. Newspapers
are, naturally, telling local
people very little.

The section on vanishing ani-
mals will depress animal lovers.
(See my companion review of THE
FATE OF THE EARTH. You won't real-
ly have to worry.)

There are now 11,000,000 lep-
ers in the world. We will soon
have many more. Leprosy bacteria
are beginning to thrive in peat
moss. 25

Italy is now working on and
will soon have a design-engineer
robot called the Da Vinci model.
Public schools will disappear.
Corporations will handle schooling
of employees' children. Japanese
will launch Kamikaze (suicide)
satellites, manned by intelligent
suicide-programmed robots.

We will know, as a result of
space maps of ambient hydrogen at-
oms, if the Earth and the universe
will move ever outward to a cold,
eternal death or if all will ult-
imately contract. The first law-
suit will be filed by an intelli-
gent computer for civil rights
and possibly song or book royal-
ties.

Great stuff in this book --
to make you gasp in wonderment or
feel depressed, according to your
mental makeup.

ARKARRRARARAARARRRARARARARKRRRARRAAAR

THE JOURNEY OF SILAS P. BIGELOW

By Kenan Heise
1981, Collage, Inc., 109 pp.

REVIEWED BY BILL WINANS

This is a novel of an alter
nate world, in which the old
Northwest Territory of the United
States (now the states of Ohio,
Indiana, Illinois, Michigan and
Wisconsin) is an independent Ind-
ian Nation. This nation was cre-
ated by the Treaty of Paris, which
ended the Revolutionary War in
1783. The purpose of this state
was to create a buffer between
the U.S. and British-owned Canada
and the nation was given the nat-
ural boundaries of the Great Lakes
and the Ohio and Miche Sebe riv-
ers.

The novel tells the story of
Silas Bigelow's travels into the
Indian Nation, off limits to out-
siders. He visits cities, country-
side, meets many people and is
quite taken with their simpler



way of life, the relationships of
the people, and even the attrac-
tive and energy-efficient archi-
tecture. As Silas grows as a per-
son and learns to change, the nov-
el builds toward its tragic cli-
max.

While this short, illustrated
novel introduces fascinating ideas
and possibilities, I found it very
tedious to read. Also, I was un-
able to believe that this nation
could have survived 200 years,
given our reality and how few
treaties with Indian nations have
been kept.

While I can't recommend this
novel, some readers may find it
worthwhile for the concepts intro-
duced.

KARRARRRRRRRRARRARARRRRRRRRRRARRARR

1984: SPRING, A CHOICE OF FUTURES
By Arthur C. Clarke

Ballantine, Del Rey, 1984, $14.95
REVIEWED BY KARL EDD

This is an erudite yet interest-
ing collection of Clarke's speeches,
articles and personal essays. Us-
ing George Orwell's ''1984" as a
cultural beginning point, Clarke
sets forth his own list of future
possibilities. (Orwell's book
contains 137 future possibilities,
and some social analysts believe
that about a hundred of these have
already occurred.)

Frequently Clarke uses his own
writings to illustrate or strength-
en a point. In some writers this
would be a sign of narcissism but
Clarke is a senior statesman of
both science and science fiction
and his list of unimpeachable cred-
its earns him the right to quote
himself as an expert, as he pion-
eered in so many directions in both
fields.

The book breaks down into four
sections. These deal with (a) How
modern technology and science con-
tribute to international peace and
possible eventual brotherhood (b)
space exploration (c) science fic-
tion writing and various influences
on it (d) personal reminiscences
and essays that are every bit as
entrancing and informative as any
by Ursula Le Guin. They deal much
with his life and the island of Sri
Lanka (once called Ceylon) where
he lives. Scientist Clarke fre-
quently waxes poetically lyrical
about his island, and demonstrates
a deep concern with the same coral
reef and undersea problems that
have occupied much of Jacques Cou-
steau's attention.

Clarke's book contains the
thought-wealth of a lifetime, and

is filled with youthful courage.
He loves the stars too much to
fear the night.
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AGAINST INFINITY
By Greg Benford

Pocket Books, 251 pp., $3.50
REVIEWED BY ROBERT SABELLA

Greg Benford has grown stead-
ily into the complete science fic-
tion writer. He has the rare abil-
ity -- perhaps only equalled by Rob-
ert Silverberg -- to take the most
basic plot and infuse it with new
life. And what could be more basic
than the story of a group of set-
tlers on Ganymede engaged in a hunt
against an ancient creature so a-
lien as to not even recognize their
presence, but so huge as to destroy
whole settlements unthinkingly?

Benford gives real depth to
the harshness of life on Ganymede
and explores fully the meaning of
the hunt to the settlers. His
aliens are real, almost terrifying
in their alienness. He examines
closely the relationship between
the boy-hero Manuel, his father who
senses that he is losing the boy to
adul thood, and 01d Matt, the boy's
confidant and partner. It all adds
up to what should be an important,
powerful novel.

But there is a major flaw in
the novel. By page 158 the hunt is
over and all three relationships
are effectively ended. The remain-
ing two-fifths of the book tells a
completely different story of Man-
uel six years later. After the
depth and strength of the first
story, it is essentially weak and-
slow-moving. I can only venture a
guess as to Benford's motives for
including it. Perhaps he wanted
the opportunity to take an object-
ive look at the hunt from the view-
point of a man who has become emo-
tionally detached from it by both
time and maturity. Or more likely,
he realized 158-page novels just
don't sell.

® o DO You REALY
. WANT TO comT

Whatever his reason, the last
two-fifths is anti-climactic to the
point of merely passing time until
the novel finally ends. But you
should not let it deter you from
reading the rest of the book. The
first three-fifths is extremely
good, award-worthy stuff well worth
your time and effort.
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THE CREATOR
By Clifford Simak
Locus Press, 1981, 78 pp.

REVIEWED BY STUART NAPIER

Truly a seminal work by an ac-
knowledged master of SF, this first
novel was reprinted to commemorate
Clifford Simak's over fifty years
of writing. Originally published
in 1932, this edition contains the
short novel plus loving apprecia-
tions by Asimov, Heinlein, Pohl
and Williamson.

Even in this early effort Si-
mak already exhibits the facility
to paint those ''word pictures' that
have earned him the reputation as
the pastoral writer of SF. The
plot of THE CREATOR holds up amaz-
ingly well fifty-three years later.
The main character and his friend,
young professors of Psychology and
Physics at a small college, prog-
ress from amiable evening discus-
sions on the nature of time and
dreams, through the development of
a ''consciousness unit'' theory to
the invention of a machine capable
of warping time patterns. Not a
time machine in the classic sense,
it opens the door to adventures in
new realities now available to
them.

The science in this novel is
not "hard" as we now use the temrm;
neither is it the clumsy type that
did find its way into many novels
of the era. Above all, Simak re-
spects the reader's intelligence
and tries -- convincingly so, I
might add -- to make his story be-
lievable.




The reader will find this nov-
el's plot throwing off "idea
sparks" like the electric generator
found in the obligatory lab scene
in old monster movies. And many of
these sparks can be traced to flames
of inspiration that marked Simak's
later works. From the vividly re-
alized twilight of humanity in his
classic CITY to the dimensional
travel in the Hugo-winning short
story ""The Big Front Yard,'" the
seeds of these ideas are here. The
ultimate questions of man's origins
and purpose explored more recently
in his novels PROJECT POPE and SPEC-
TAL DELIVERANCE can also trace their
roots to THE CREATOR.

For the fans of Simak this
small book should be required read-
ing; for others interested in the
proof of the quality of some early
SF it's recommended. The book may
be hard to find. The original is
out of print and Locus Press only
produced 500 copies, primarily dis-
tributed at the 39th World Science
Fiction Convention. But keep look-
ing. The search will be worth it
if you would like to have a front
row seat at the lift-off of a re-
markable career.
ARRRKRRRRARRRRRARRARRRKRRRRKKRRRRR A

THE BEST, WORST, AND MOST UNUSUAL
HORROR FILMS
By Darrell Moore

Beekman House, 1984, 160 pp., $10
ISBN: 0-517-40266-8

REVIEWED BY MICHAEL A. MORRISON

Fans of horror films are justi-
fiably wary of oversize, garishly-
illustrated surveys. Typically,
such books contain semi-literate
plot summaries, ill-founded and un-
supported opinions, a wealth of
factual errors and over-familiar,
largely irrelevant stills. This
book is very much the exception.

Judging from the text, author
Moore is a knowledgable, literate
enthusiast of horror cinema as well
as a perceptive critic. He deals
with these films thematically --
rather than, say, chronologically
or alphabetically. Following two
introductory chapters, Moore dis-
cusses a large number of films in
sensible categories (science hor-
ror, mad slasher, satanism, etc.),
intelligently juxtaposing comments
on films from widely-different per-
iods in order to ellucidate their
connections. Instead of tiresome
plot summaries, thumbnail sketches
provide just enough information to
back up Moore's critical comments.

The analyses and criticdl ap-
praisals that comprise the bulk of
the text are well-supported by ref-
erence to the films, their thematic
and historical context, and their

impact on the genre. Moore is a
versatile critic, able to write on
the complex merits of a masterpiece
like ERASERHEAD (1980) and yet ap-
preciate the (limited) virtues of a
schlock film like HUMANOIDS FROM
THE DEEP (1980). The quality of
his serious commentary is exempli-
fied by his useful brief introduc-
tion to the provocative and impor-
tant films of David Cronenberg. An-
other high point is his chapter on
"unusual' horror films, which broad-
ens the scope of the book, inter-
secting with the mainstream through
films like STRAW DOGS (1971).

Unfortunately, the generally
well-chosen stills often overwhelm
the text, which because of the
books' awkward layout, seems chop-
pier than it it. Some highly ab-
breviated comments and curious omis-
sions (neither Wise's THE HAUNTING
(1963) nor Hough's LEGEND OF HELL
HOUSE (1973) are mentioned) lead
one to wonder if Moore's manuscript
was cut. Indeed, the text's brev-
ity is its main weakness.

This book contains the seeds of
an excellent, up-to-date survey,
potentially as valuable as those
of Douglas (HORROR!, Macdmillan
1966) and Clarens (AN ILLUSTRATED
HISTORY OF THE HORROR FIIM, Capri-
corn, 1967). For now, the present
volume is highly recommended. Fans
will find much to think and argue
about, while general readers will
benefit from the perceptive over-

view and context this book provides.
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SHADOWS b
Edited by Charles L. Grant
Doubleday, 1983, 180 pp., $11.95

REVIEWED BY STUART NAPIER

SHADOWS 6 is an anthology of 16
original dark fantasy tales collect-
ed by World Fantasy Award winning
Editor Charles L. Grant. As the
latest addition to the SHADOWS ser-
ies, the emphasis this time is on a
quiet terror born of uncertainty.
Grant has a keen eye for stories
that create dread through the de-
velopment of realistic characters
that find their lives slowly dis-
solving out of focus; until neither
the character nor the reader is
sure where reality leaves off and
unreality begins.

While the more familiar names
associated with previous SHADOWS
are not here (Stephen King, Ramsey
Campbell, Tanith Lee and T.E.D.
Klein to name a few past contribut-
ors), in this book there is some-
thing for every reader's interest.
A variety of styles and themes
blend together to provide a samp-
ling of the best dark fantasy cur-
rently being written. For several
authors, this volume represents
their first sale; for most it was
their first appearance in the
series.

The stories in SHADOWS 6 range
from the short, short "Sneakers' by
Mark Laidlaw, a story about what
was thought to be a recurring night-
mare turning out to be a horrible
reality to the lengthier ''The Si-
lent Cradle" by Leigh Kennedy in
which a family shares its life with
a member who is never really there.
As Grant has shown in these selec-
tions, the line between darkness
and light is always difficult to
distinguish and in some cases we
might be better off not trying.

Also offered are several in-
teresting variations on well-worn
themes including the perennial last
human story in which the terror
this time is the truly unusual
"Peppermint Kisses' by JesseOsburn.
The story "A Last Testament for
Nick and the Trooper' by J. Michael
Straczynski finds a new way to tell
the unwitting release of an evil
power story. Pat Cadigan, Editor
of SHAYOL fantasy magazine recalls
for all of us the power those early
childhood games have over children
in "Eenie, Meenie, Ipsateenie,' a
story that weaves its fantastic ele-
ment into the plot so subtly it
could have appeared in a mainstream
publication.

As has become a tradition with
the series, Grant saves the best
for last. SHADOWS 6 finishes with
the genuinely frightening ''But At
My Back I Always Hear" by David



Morrell. In this well-done horror
story the tension mounts with each
paragraph as we meet a middle-aged,
painfully normal English professor
at a small mid-western college who
finds his marriage in jeopardy and
his sanity questioned when he is
tormented by a former female student
who says she hears him calling to
her in her head. The standard "un-
requited love' story you say? Not
quite, since this particular stud-
ent has been dead for some time.

There are a few weak links
along the way in SHADOWS 6 where
suspension of belief is never ac-
complished long enough to support
the fantasy. Overall, however,
this anthology is well worth a
read. The book also contains
stories by Lori Allen, Leslie A.
Horvitz, Wayne Wightman, Jack Dann,
Joe R. lansdale, Elizabeth Erica
Burden, Steve Rasnic Tem, Melis-
sa Mia Hall, Peter D. Pautz and Al
Sarrantonio.

KRRRRXARRARARRRRRARRARRRARARAARRRARARARR

FLOATING DRAGON
By Peter Straub

Putnam, 1982, 544 pp., $15.95
REVIEWED BY STUART NAPIER

Peter Straub stretches his con-
siderable talents in horror fiction
a little too far in this lengthy
tale of terror set in a small Con-
necticut town. FLOATING DRAGON is
an ambitious mix of horror with mys-
tical overtones; the author keeps
you turning the pages but by the
end you realize a lot of the scenes
were wonderfully weird yet not es-
sential to the progression of the
story.

Straub burst on the horror fic-
tion scene a few years ago with
GHOST STORY and shortly thereafter
proved his staying power with the
follow-up hit SHADOWLAND. Once a-
gain he uses the multiple character
technique to add depth and context;
unlike StephenKing, however, Straub
is not as facile at changing point-
of-view and at times the narrative
is plodding as the characters strain
to make the transition.

FLOATING DRAGON involves a tox-
ic gas being released as a result
of an industrial accident. Now the
"dragon" is airborne and floating
towards the triggering of bizarre --
and often grotesque -- horror as it
provides the needed vehicle for the
resurgence of an evil presence in
the affluent commmity, that has all
but forgotten its troubled past.

Reminiscent of King's THE STAND,
this novel is filled with some of
the more imaginative prose you'll
find. FLOATING DRAGON has plenty

of horror but few good scares; at
critical points the believability
isn't sufficient to sustain the
necessary tension.
ARARRARARARRRRRARRARARRRARRARRARRAAARR
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LORD DARCY
By Randall Garrett

Nelson Doubleday, 600 pp.
REVIEWED BY ROBERT SABELLA

Both The Science Fiction Book
Club and The Mystery Guild have
been offering this three-in-one
volume which, considering their
large memberships, should have quite
a circulation. It is that rarest
of all sub-genres, well-constructed
fantasy detective fiction.

.The series takes place in an
alternate universe where King Rich-
ard the Lionhearted was not killed
in 1199 but survived and returned
to England a wiser man. Somehow he
managed to build the Plantagenet
line of English kings into a bene-
wolent dynasty that ruled both Eng-
land and France into modern times.
The Renaissance did not see the de-
velopment of modern technology but
rather modern sorcery, a rigorous
form of magic which follows strict
mathematical logic and is closely
supervised by law.

The book contains eight novel-
las as well as the full-length nov-
el TOO MANY MAGICIANS, a Hugo nom-
inee some twenty years ago. All
are well-constructed mysteries with
both suspects and red herrings a-
plenty to keep the reader guessing.
Lord Darcy is described as a genius
able to make intuitive leaps in log-
ic that nommal people could never
make. This is a convenient explan-
ation for the fact that many solu-
tions are too intricate for the
reader to possibly guess. Yet they
are plausible enough to make you
appreciate both Darcy's and the
author's cleverness.

There are weaknesses in the
book. Perhaps most glaring is the
perfect chivalry of all the char-
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acters. It seems as if Garrett be-
lieves all the good stories about
medieval knighthood without accept-
ing any of its darker aspects. The
characters would have been slightly
more believable if there had been
less black-and-white characteriza-
tion and more shades of grey.

But overall, the book is a
pleasant diversion that should keep
most readers entertained for sever-
al hours. It does no disservice to
either the fantasy or mystery gen-
res, but provides a satisfactory
blending of both.

ARARRR KRR RARRRRRRRRRRRRRRARRRRRRARARR

THE RIDERS OF THE SIDHE

By Kenneth C. Flint
Bantam Books, 24175-3; 260 pp.
Cover art by Don Maitz, $2.95

REVIEWED BY PAUL MCGUIRE

A huge, black-robed, arch-evil
being with a single glowing red
eye leads an army in an attack
which devastates a castle. Only
the mysterious orphan escapes, to
seek his destiny, which nearly ev-
eryone knows far more about than
he does. A giant demi-god who
rides his chariot over water be-
friends him. This being is Manann-
an. On his island are magical it-
ems which would later inspire much
of the Camelot Holy Grail legends.
There are also a group of ultimate
warriors who are called the Riders
of the Sidhe. Title not-with-
standing, they have very little to
do with this book.

Manannan, (by far the most in-
teresting character in the book,
although not in much of it), sends
the boy off on a dangerous mission.
He is befriended by a girl who has
great power, but is given little
to do, and a clown who is more than
he seems. Never spending more
than a few minutes in any one place
or situation, as one thing just
naturally follows another, and
everything falls in place, the boy
follows the traditional hero's
route like he had a map.

There is nothing very wrong

with this book. Mr. Flint is a
more than competent wordsmith. The
story is derived from Erie's famous
ancient legend of Lugh of the Long
Amm. Yet, there is nothing excep-
tional here, either. Each month,
a dozen good, but undistinguished,
formnula fantasy novels are publish-
ed. RIDERS OF THE SIDHE is one of
them.

ARARRRRRRARRARRARRRARRRRRAARARAARRRA



' Reviews By Alma Jo Williams

THE MAKING OF THE RETURN OF THE
JEDI, Ed. By John Phillip Peecher
Del Rey non-fiction, Ballantine
$3.50, 292pp., Illustrated

It has become almost obligatory
for the top-touted science fiction
of adventure movies to have not only
a novelized version on the market
but the '"How it was done'' version
also. Peecher does a good job of
interviewing the top people in the
project and as usual, for anyone
interested in the technical aspects
of film making, the book is a wealth
of information. Big Disappointment!
The 32 pages of ''fabulous behind-
the-scenes photos' are in black &
white. Cheap! Cheap.

MUTINY ON THE ENTERPRISE
By Robert Vardeman, Pocket SF

189 pp., $2.95

The Enterprise is ordered to
forget its overdue maintenance ov-
erhaul and take several obnoxious
diplomats to a trouble spot in the
galaxy as fast as possible. Added
to this is the pickup of an empath-
ic woman who is casting a spell of
pacifism over the crew causing them
to mutiny at the crucial moment.
Standard ST fare -- it has its mo-
ments.

THE FACE OF CHAOS
Ed. Robert Asprin & Lynn Abby

Ace Fantasy, 242 pp., $2.95

Our old friends, Hakeim, the
storyteller, Jubal, the slaver,
Tempus, the almost immortal Hell-
hound, Enas Yoral, the cursed sorc-
erer, Illyra, the fortune teller,
Lalo, the artist, are back to tell
their tales of the invasion of
Thieves World. Thud & blunder,
sword § sorcery nut comparable to
the run-of-the-mill Conan etc. Add
it to your collection.

LANDO CALRISSIAN AND THE_FLAME
WIND OF OSEAN By L. Neil Smith
Del Rey SF, 181 pp., $2.50

Lando and his inept pentagonal
'droid, Vuffi Raa are pursued to
Osean by Roker Gepta, the inept
sorceror from the Rafa System
(Mind Harp book) seeking revenge
from the last book. Lando's unpre-
dictable gambler's luck and his
'droid's penchant for screw-ups
make it a fun 45-minute reading
experience.

THE DON JUAN PAPERS -- Further
Castenda Controversies

By Richard de Mille
Ross-Erikson Pub., Santa Barbara, CA
526 pp., $10.95

Carlos Castaneda's TEACHINGS OF
DON JUAN -- published by the Uni-
versity of California as a work of
science -- told how a naive anthrop-
ology student spent five years
playing sorcerer's apprentice to a
wily old Mexical Indian who posses-
sed the wisdom of a Zen master, the
agility of a deer and the powers of
a real magician. In ten years,
Castaneda produced five best-sel-
ling books about the amazing Don
Juan, while scholars turned out
scores of articles about the elus-
ive Castaneda, yet all along many
doubted whether Don Juan even ex-
isted.

In CASTANEDA'S JOURNEY, Rich-
ard de Mille asked: Are the Don
Juan books a hoax? De Mille unmask-
ed the bogus fieldworker but took
Castaneda seriously as Trickster-
Teacher, a deceptive truth bringer
who taught a new conception of
"reality to millions of readers."
THE DON JUAN PAPERS asks: What are
the costs and benefits of the Don
Juan hoax? How did Castaneda get
away with it? Why did he do it?

In forty-four chapter (39 of
which have not been published be-
fore) some thirty scholars and lay-
men celebrate or bemoan Castaneda's
influence on social science, phil-
osophy, education, psychotherapy,
religion, literature, library sci-
ence and private lives. An "Alle-
glossary' displays two-hundred pas-
sages found in libraries, which
furnish certain or likely origins
for Don Juan's teachings and Car-
los's adventures. A major biograph-
ical portrait offers startling new
information about Castaneda, and il-
lustrated by the first good like-
nesses of him as child, youth and
man. THE DON JUAN PAPERS is for
all readers -- and non-readers --
of Castaneda, who wish to under-
stand the most intriguing episode
in anthropology since the Piltdown
forgery and its creator, one of
the great intellectual hoaxers of
all time.

YESTERDAY'S SON
By A.C. Crispin
Pocket SF, 191 pp., $2.95

This episode involved the Time
Guardian, a son which Spock sired
on Zarabeth when he and McCoy were
thrown into the past of the planet,
Sarpeidon, by the Librarian, Mr.
Atoz, and the Romulans. The prem-
ise of Spock's son, sired 5,000
years in the past, being brought
into the future after his planet
has been destroyed, and then re-
turning to the past to bring his
people out of the hunting phase of
the Stone Age and begin them on
the circular path to the civiliza-
tion which will culminate in their
future progeny being returned to
their past by the Atavatron when
the sun, Beta Niobe, goes nova, is
interesting enough in itself. As
a story line, it is different than
the usual ST plots and worth read-
ing for that purpose.

TALES OF HORROR AND THE SUPERNATURAL
By Arthur Machen

Pinnacle Books, 408 pp., $6.95

In the early 70s, Pinnacle put
out TALES OF HORROR, Volume 1,
which included The Great God Pan,
The White People and The Novel of
the Black Seal. Volume 2 never
appeared, at least not in the book
stores I frequent. This volume
comprises Volume 1, and I suspect,
what would have been volume 2. The
stories are all classics and in-
cluded is the short story (3 pages)
"The Bowmen,' the short WWl story
which gave Machen a real boost in
popularity. In fact, so powerful
was the vision of St. George and
the medieval bowmen coming to 1es-
cue the beleaguered British Tommy
at Sedan, that many soldiers at the
battle swore they had seen the
cloudy gray shapes striding across
the battlefield. The price is high
considering the cheap newsprinty
paper the book is printed on, but
the printed words more than make
up for this defect. By all means,
get it.

THE WINDS OF CHANGE & OTHER STORIES
By Isaac Asimov

Ballantine, 277 pp., $2.95

Another volume of Asimov has
hit the bookshelves! All but two
of these tales were written before
1976 and for the sake of variety,
the stories are listed alphabetical-
ly each with an author's introduc-
tion in which the Good Doctor 'fes-
ses up that not all of the stories
were acceptable to the first editor
whose desk they crossed. If you're
an Asimov fan, this is for you,
Babe!
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CAST A COLD EYE

By Alan Ryan

Dark Harvest, April 1984, 239 pp.
Hardcover Tr Ed $18.00, Limited Ed
$35.00, Paperback to be released
by TOR, July 1984.

REVIEWED BY MICHAEL A. MORRISON

To the wild, savage western
coast of Ireland comes Jack Quin-
lan, the bland but likeable protag-
onist of CAST A COLD EYE, to write
an historical novel set during the
famine of the late 1840s. Jack and
his rented word processor settle
down in the small village of Doolin,
which like its aged inhabitants,
positively reeks of tradition and
history. Before long, Jack begins
to hear ghostly cries "borne on the
dark night breezes" (p. 39) and
has several eerie encounters in the
night. Are these ghostly manifes-
tations real, or are they merely
imagined, the side effects of Jack's
research? And what dark secret
lies behind the blood ritual Jack
observes during a funmeral in the
rocky, overgrown Doolin cemetery?

I'm not about to spoil this sub-
tle, original novel by telling you.
In his earlier horror novels, THE
KILL (TOR, 1982) and DEAD WHITE
(TOR, 1983), Ryan demonstrated con-
siderable skill in creating charac-
ters and a sense of place. In CAST
A COLD EYE, he has applied these
gifts to an old-fashioned ghost
story. Using mainly short, subdued
affecting scenes, Ryan brings to
life Jack, his newly acquired Irish
girl friend Grainne Clarkin, and
a large supporting cast of Doolin-
ites. The relationships between
these people are credible, fully
developed, refreshingly free of
cliche.

Equally vivid is the desolate
Irish countryside and its music,
religion and history. Here, for
example, is Ryan on the music of
the villean pipes (p. 78):

"The tune was low and slow,
wistful, wordless, singing
of ancient hills and long-
passed breezes and labors
long completed and others
left undone. The crying
notes slipped out of the
pipes and filled the corn-
ers of the pub, as a night-
time chill might fill the
cormers of a house, and
lamented the passing of

all that was old or dead
or dying."

That, I venture, is the prose
of a writer who loves Irish music.
Indeed, I found Alan Ryan's County
Clare more fully realized than,
say, the rural Ireland of Frank
Herbert's THE WHITE PLAQUE (1982).

These virtues notwithstanding,
this leisurely, understated novel

may move too slowly for some read-
ers. But your patience will be re-
warded; CAST A COLD EYE is "... a
good (tale) ... as dark in its mean-
ing as it is rich in the telling"
(p. 106). And don't wait for the
paperback; Dark Harvest's well-pro-
duced trade edition is worth $18.00
-- although not for its amateurish
illustrations, which add nothing to
the story. Like all fine ghost
stories, Ryan's evocative, often
beautiful novel is one to savor now
and to re-read in years to come.

RRRRRARRARRRARRRRARRRRRRARRRRRARRARAR

MYSTERIES IN SPACE, THE BEST OF

THE DC SCIENCE FICTION COMICS
Edited by Michael Uslan

Fireside Bks, 1980, 251 pp., $7.95
REVIEWED BY BILL WINANS

I read this one several years
ago, but it came to my attention
recently when I saw it on the sale
table at a local bookstore for
$1.99. It is a very nice sampling
of stories, 24 in all, from 1947
to 1963. Some of the stories in-
volve continuing characters includ-
ing Adam Strange, the Star Rovers,
The Atomic Knights and others.

Some of the writers and art-
ists may be familiar to science
fiction readers. Among those in-
cluded are writers Otto Binder,
Gardner Fox and John Broome; art-
ists Virgil Finlay, Carmmine Infan-
tino, Frank Frazetta and Murphy
Anderson.

This is a nice book, the DC
science fiction is among the best
published in comics, and is well
worth a read.

ARRARRRARRARRRRARARRRRRARARRRRRARAR

STAR RAIDERS
DC Graphic Novel #1

By Elliot S. Maggin and
Jose Luis Garcia Lopez
1983, 68 pp., $5.95

REVIEWED BY BILL WINANS

This is the first in a series
of graphic novels from DC Comics.
beautifully painted (not drawn) by
comics veteran J.L. Garcia Lopez.
The high quality paper and reprod-
gction make this a very attractive

ook.

The story is a basic space op-
era as two young Han Solo types,
Tomorrow IHardtack (female) and Jed-
ediah Poole (male), fight the evil
Zylons, a dangerous enemy who can
regenerate from only a small part
of a body. Jed and Tommy are be-
friended by Ezekiel Vicker, a 600-
year-old librarian who we are led
to believe was quite a fighter pi-
lot in his day. Zeke teaches Jed
and Tommy much about repairing
star cruisers, flying them and kil-
ling Zylons. They recruit a band
of freedom fighters on another
planet and proceed to destroy the
Zylons.

There is an interesting ending,
but its not enough to save a bor-
ing story. Pick this one up for
the art and don't let yourself be
too disappointed in the story.
RARRRRARRARARRARARRRRRRARRARRRRARARRRARRARRAR

TIME FOR SHERLOCK HOLMES
By David Dvorkin

Dodd, Mead & Co., 1983, 200 pp.
$19.95. Published in Canada by
McClelland & Stewart, Ltd.

REVIEWED BY W. RITCHIE BENEDICT

Combining Sherlock Holmes
with science fiction is comparably
rare. There are a few examples,
such as THE SCIENCE FICTIONAL SHER-
LOCK HOLMES, published back in the
1950s and now a collector's item.
There have been one or two paper-
backs as well, as with SHERLOCK
HOLMES WAR OF THE WORLDS by Manly
Wade Wellman and Wade Wellman, and
THE EARTHQUAKE MACHINE, but general-
ly the two do not seem to mesh.
(I have waited for years for some-
one to bring out a Star Trek novel
wherein Mr. Spock meets Holmes --
but perhaps this is too much logic
for anyone!) This is strange be-
cause Sir Arthur Conan Doyle has a
niche in the science fiction and
horror field that is all his own.
The basic problem is finding a
writer who knows both Holmes and
S.F. well and has an affection for
both. Nicholas Meyer would fill
the bill, but he has been too busy
destroying Kansas in THE DAY AFTER.

In this new novel, Holmes,
Watson, Mrs. Hudson and Holmes'
brother Mycroft are all alive and
well living in the 1990s, kept
that way by an Elixir of Youth de-
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veloped by the great detective him-
self. Holmes and Watson have lived
in seclusion in Sussex for more
than 50 years when they are stirred
to action by the murder of the
Prime Minister inside a locked room.
All the evidence points to the in-
famous Professor Moriarty, but how
can he still be alive? Holmes re-
veals that H.G. Wells once visited
him and said that the Time Machine
was real -- invented by a friend
who was subsequently murdered.

This was the basis of his book.

The Time Machine was damaged in
the attempt to steal it and the re-
sulting effects have made Moriarty
madder and more of a megalomaniac
than ever before. He lures Dr. Wat-
son to his hideout through the
agency of a beautiful woman, one
Lily Cantrell and tries to destroy
Salt Lake City, Air Force One and
the President with a nuclear bomb
he has stolen from an armms stock-
pile. All this is just for start-
ers -- in the first 88 pages.

The attempt literally back-
fires, but it is not long before
the Professor comes up with a new
scheme -- the systematic assassin-
ation of heads of state in both
past and future history, eventually
resulting in total chaos and in a
situation perfect for his purposes
of world control. Due to his nar-
row escape from the bomb, he is
drawn to the scene of assassina-
tions in the manner of a pendulum,
swinging back and forth from past
to future. Holmes and Watson have
a matter of minutes on the future
side of the swing to stop him, hav-
ing calculated the approximate time
from historical murders. As they
have virtual physical immortality
through the Elixir, each future set-
ting they await Moriarty is more
odd than the previous one -- even-
tually they await him on Mars. Wat-
son has married Lily by this time,
and on one of his periodic swings,
Moriarty carries her back into the
past with him, separating husband
and wife by 300 years. He even
corrupts his own past self, thereby
creating a circular loop. Mean-
while Holmes has his hands full
with a future dictatorship that
has arisen on the Red Planet.

As a light entertainment,
this book is a lot of fun. Parts
of it, such as Holmes using a com-
puter with a disc drive are quite
clever and work well. Other parts
seem a bit contrived and one-dim-
ensional. The author has a feel
for the language of the Holmes
novels.

All in all, what we have here
is a near miss -- close, but no cig-
ar. For the Baker Street fan,
though, it is a must. It is an
oddity that will gain in value in

the coming years. For the average
reader, it might be best to wait
for the paperback.

RARRRRRRRARRRARRRRRARRARRRRRRAARA AR

SUPERMAN

FROM THE THIRTIES TO THE EIGHTIES
Crown Publishers, Inc

384 pp., $15.95
Reviewed by Bill Winans

This is an updating of the ear-
lier SUPERMAN FROM THE THIRTIES TO
THE SEVENTIES and it is an improve-
ment upon it. The new version con-
tains more stories of the last 25
years, including the first Super-
girl story, the first Brainiac sto-
Ty and a touching story about Jona-
thon Kent's return from the grave to
visit and assist his super son.
Several of the older stories are
omitted, but many of the early Su-
perman stories are reprinted here,
including SUPERMAN #1.

Both volumes contain landmark
stories, including the first ap-
pearances of Lex Luthor and Mr.
Mxyztplk, an origon story, and
many stories from the early forties.

A long time fan of Superman, I
like both books quite a lot. The
1983 book is more attractive, bet-
ter paper and a nicer design. Most
of both are in black and white and
it's unfortunate there is so lit-
tle color.

The style of the Superman stor-
ies have changed greatly over the
years, with the early stories of a
much less powerful Supes working
largely outside the law a far cry
from the man we are used to today.
The book shows us Superman through
the years as he has changed and is
worthwhile for this and for nostalg-
ia, but I don't recommend it for
young readers, who will probably
find the older stories strange and
boring. And with the steep price-
tag, you may want to borrow it from
the library as I did. (But then I
do own the earlier edition.)

RARRRRRARRRRRRRRRRRRRAARRRARRRARRARRA

SKYWALKING

The Life & Films of George Lucas
By Dale Pollock

Harmony House, $14.95

304 pp., illustrated

REVIEWED BY BILL WINANS

This biography of George Lucas
emphasizes his growth and how his
life has shaped the man and his
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movies. It also carries much
background information on the re-
birth of films in the 1970s, es-
pecially on other young filmmakers,
including Francis Ford Coppola and
Steven Speilberg.

The book begins with what the
author considers a major turning
point, an auto crash that the 18-
year-old George was fortunate to
survive. He relates the accident
to George's love for the auto,
fast driving and the car culture
that became American Graffiti,
George's first successful movie.
The accident also led George to
examine his life and to find a
different path, one that led him
to college, film school and "a
galaxy far far away."

We find George to be a shy,
private and generous man who is
surprised and sometimes hurt by
the fame and attention he receives.
George is a stranger in a strange
land, a 39-year-old master movie-
maker with a personal fortune well
over $40 million who avoids the
Hollywood establishment and many
of the trappings of wealth. He
has resigned from both the Writer's
and Director's Guilds (but has
since rejoined the Writer's Guild)
and is building Skywalker Ranch
near San Francisco, where he and
friends can create films away
from and independent of the Holly-
wood studios.

The author examines each of
George Lucas' films, provides back-
ground information, George's role
and annecdotes. Perspectives of
different participants are consid-
ered. Also discussed are films
Lucas had a hand in, including the
risque BODY HEAT, where he was
(unofficial) executive producer,
but chose not to receive screen
credit for several reasons.

The book is thoroughly re-
searched and is indexed, footnot-
ed, has source notes and a complete
filmography of George Lucas' work.
As a fan of science fiction films
I found a few innacuracies, but
these are trivial and should not
detract from one's enjoyment of a
fine book. Highly recommended.

AFTERWORD:

Changes have occurred since
and because of this book. George
and Marcia Lucas have divorced,
ending a marriage author Dale Pol-
ock credited with giving George so
much support. Also the author has
said that George's friendship with
Francis Ford Coppola, strained ov-
er the years has improved, as both
men have gained a better under-
standing of the other through this
book.
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We've tried for decades to iso-
late what true, irreducible inner
quality SF has that makes it a sep-
arable genre. Damon Knight's no-
tion that philosophical speculation
is the True Core raises interesting
questions, but I feel does not an-
swer most of them.

When I suggested that hard SF
"'somehow seems to be the core' I
was actually reporting a widespread
belief, largely uninspected, of the
bulk of the reading (and viewing)
public. You can't help noticing
that the bestseller lists carry
the names of hard SF stalwarts --
Asimov, Heinlein, Clarke -- and
not the Sturgeons, Pohls and Brad-
burys of the same vintage. Ques-
tion is, why?

Partly, I suspect it comes from
the fact that the public likes fic-
tion deeply grounded in the real
world. It's long been known that
nonfiction top bestsellers (leav-
ing out diet books etc.) outsell
fiction top bestsellers by a typic-
al ratio of 2:1. Similarly, the
didactic fiction of Mitchener et.
al. sells better than the best
thrillers. Even in as fanciful an
area as SF, these biases probably
hold sway. Hard SF benefits from
this basically American taste; as
Charles Platt remarks in SCIENCE
FICTION REVIEW #51, "I open a non-
fiction book, or a rigorously real-
istic novel, with the definite ex-
pectation of discovering new and
interesting information,' and to
his surprise, most of his friends
do, too.

But Damon's case against hard
SF as the center of the field rests
also on his odd notion that our
Founding Fathers, Verne and Wells,
weren't hard SF types. Verne cons-
picuously allied himself with his
contemporary technology, stating in
one famous retort to a critic, "I
never invent!" When he needed to
get characters to the moon, he used
what seemed possible at the time --
huge cannon -- and tried to take
account of celestial facts. He got
lots of it wrong, but that only
means he didn't do it well, not
that he was opposed to the standard
of fidelity to fact.

Similarly Wells' famous injunc-
tion -- assume one improbable thing
and then deal rigorously with it
-- announces a central tenant of

[ JOURNEY TO THE GENRE'S CORE
A Reply To Damon Knight
By Gregory Benford

hard SF. There must be a fantastic
element, but then the methods
should be orderly and convincing.

His Cavorite wasn't obviously impos-

sible when he wrote of it; neither
was the time machine or invaders
from Mars.

In fact, Heinlein (clearly a
hard SF type) descends obviously
from Wells; his ''The Door Into Sum-
mer'' specifically refers to 'When
the Sleeper Wakes.'"

True enough, the aim of some
hard SF is the large landscape --
but not all hard SF. To dismiss
rigor as "novelty" is to miss that
invention is central to SF. If
our standard of abiding worth is to
be that a book should stand up to
(and reward) re-reading, then nov-
elty clearly would fade. But hard
SF can and does contain drama, emo-
tion and philosophy tightly grouped
around the central images of sci-
ence. Novelty is not the only pur-
pose of hard SF.

Which brings us to Damon's as-
sertion that philosophical inquiry
is the true center of the field.
The problem with this is that,
first, the statement's too vague.
Most of ''serious' literature has
philosophical aims; so do most of
the arts. So whHat? We would like
the core of SF to distinguish it
from, say, the fictions of Sartre.

We've seen claims through the
history of literature that it is
essentially allegorical (18th cen-
tury) or reportorial (19th century)
or metaphorical (20th century) or
philosophical (as Damon claims for
SF). Of course, it's not merely
any of these aspects. All general
aspects can be applied; the inter-
esting question is what's distinc-
tive about a given class of works?

Second, too much SF doesn't
have significant philosophical in-
qiry. This is even true of hard
SF. For example, Niven's short
work and many of his novels are de-
void of it. Indeed, when he col-
laborates with Pournelle we can
clearly see an outside hand insert-
ing it, lending a different flavor.
Also, lots of SF adventure fiction
isn't philosophical (Leigh Brack-
ett, Chalker, McCaffrey). Leins-
ter's "First Contact' isn't philo-
sophical unless you force a meta-
physical interpretation. Neither
is "Arena," etc.
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You could maintain, of course,
that "high' SF is more philosophi-
cal -- but it's got other virtues
too, which make it "high."

Fantasy is mostly pastoral,
animistic, and politically conserv-
ative. SF is more often urban,
technophilic and politically radic-
al -- in the sense of striking at
fundamental issues. Using a dis-
tinct disjunction from contemporary
reality demands thinking about ba-
sic issues. Sometimes this has a
libertarian flavor, as befits the
independent-mindedness of writers
everywhere. I wouldn't call right-
wing political theory "simplistic,"
as Damon does, since pragmatism
(which he cites) isn't necessarily
an inferior philosophy.

Damon would cast aside scien-
tific fidelity in favor of reach-
ing a philosophical point, saying
it does not matter a rap if the
science is wrong." But this haz-
ards losing a goodly fraction of
the audience. Worse, it also casts
the philosophy into contrast with
Jnown facts.

How serious this is depends on
the details of how it's done, the
particular story, etc. How seri-
ously will a reader take an author's
ruminations or exploratiors on meta-
physics when he's clearly shown
that he doesn't feel bound by what
we've already learned about the
world? You run the risk of merely
demonstrating to the reader that
your ''original philosophical point"
applies only to a dream world.

1 feel that we are in the bus-
iness of enlisting the devices of
realism in the cause of the fan-
tastic. One of the masters of the
exact, gritty detail in short stor-
ies is certainly Damon Knight. And
he's at his best while doing this.
His "I See You' uses an invention
which isn't theoretically impos-
sible (as I remember it). Similar-
ly, "Masks" is perfectly plausible.

That's what gives these stories
quite a bit of their power. The
working through of consequences,
ever mindful of what we know of the
world, doesn't merely introduce
"novelty' as Damon has it. Doing
so plays tennis with the net up --
always a more interesting spectacle.
I'm sure that's the way it will be
played twenty years hence.
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S JULIAN MAY

Julian May burst on the science
fiction scene suddenly, with a sin-
gle story that made her a writer to
watch. The story was '"Dune Roller"
and it appeared in ASTOUNDING for
December 1951. It has been anthol-
ogized numerous times since, most
recently in SCIENCE FICTION MASTER-
PIECES, edited by Silverberg and
Greenberg.

CONDUCTED BY

THE SAGA OF PLIOCENE EXILE, starting
with THE MANY-COLORED LAND and fol-
lowing with THE GOLDEN TORC (1982)
and THE NONBORN KING (1983). There
followed acclaim, award nominations
and even some controversy when Al-
gis Budrys cited the books as ex-
actly the sort a fan would write.

Julian has been active as a fan
in the past. She chaired the 1952
Worldcon. But she has also been
writing busily in other areas. THE
MANY - COLORED LAND marks one of the
most successful returns in the his-
tory of science fiction.

HoHH

SFR: You came on the scene very
suddenly, as far as the science
fiction world is concerned. What
were you doing between your first
story in 1951 and the present?

MAY: 1In 1951 I wrote '"Dune Roller"
for Campbell. I loved science fic-
tion dearly, and I wrote one other
story, which I had not originally
intended for publication. It was
called ''Star of Wonder'" and at Chi-
con II in 1952, Sam Mines, having
read ''Dune Roller," asked me if I
had anything else. I said, ''Yes,
but you won't like it, Sam. It's
not the kind of story I've seen,
especially in your magazine.' He
bought it. But after that, I did
drop out of the field. There are
reference books which accredit me
with Julian Chain's work, but Jul-
ian Chain is really a man named
Jesse Charney. In the 1950s you
couldn't make a living writing
science fiction unless you wrote a
great volume of work, mostly short
pieces for magazines. I am not
that sort of writer. 1 don't write
short pieces. Even ''Dune Roller"
was kind of a condensed novel. So
I went into other forms of writing.
I wrote some 7000 encyclopedia art-
icles on science, among other

things. About 1957 my husband and
I founded a production service for
educational publishers. For ex-
ample, a publisher would come to us
and say he would like a series of
books on a certain topic at a spec-
ific reading level. And we would
produce the books from manuscript
to finished volume. My husband
would do the design and the produc-
tion and deal with the binders and
buy the paper and things like that.

I would write the books, research
them, deal with the artists, etc.
We did this for many years. To a
certain extent we still do it. To-
day Starmont House ((the publishing
company of Julian's husband, Ted
Dikty)) is primarily a publisher of
non-fiction about the science fic-
tion field. This is chiefly my
husband's operation. We have '"his-
and-hers' offices in our house.

His office is downstairs and con-
sists of all kinds of shipping
rooms and an editorial room with
xerox machines and such, and mine
is more a typical author's den up-
stairs, but we work closely with
each other. He acts as my agent

but does not publish my books. I
am published by Houghton Mifflin

————
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and other publishing companies.
From about 1957 to date I have
written and published more than
two hundred and fifty juvenile
books, under my own name and eight
pseudonyms. Most of them are cal-
led supplementary reading books,
mostly used in the schools for
children who don't like to read.
Rather than give them a textbook,
teachers give these kids a book
called MEET THE QUARTERBACKS or

DARRELL SCHWEITZER

GENERAL CUSTER AT LITTLE BIG HORN
or a book on the life of the fox
or whatever topic the child might
be interested in. The kid reads it
and it can be used as a tool in
helping him to learn. This is the
kind of material I have written for
the past twenty-eight or twenty-
nine years. But I did not forget
science fiction. I considered
science fiction my first love.

SFR: You were a fan for a while
before you were a professional

writer. Could you say something
about your experience in fandom?

MAY: I began reading science fic-
tion in 1947, and shortly thereaft-
er I had a letter published in a
letter colum and it was off to the
races. I began to correspond with
a number of fans all over the
world. As it happened, I special-
ized in people from Canada and Eng-
land and Australia. I corresponded
with fans in the United States also,
but since we were an international
group, we decided to form a club.
It had the great name of Science
Fiction International, and I edited
and published a fanzine called IN-
TERIM NEWSLETTER which sort of kept
on for about two years, even though
it was only supposed to be interim.
I haven't seen a copy of it in ages.
It was just a typical fanzine, but
with an international angle. I re-
member receiving a letter from Dr.
David H. Keller at one point, say-
ing fairly tartly, did I realize
that the name of our club, Science
Fiction International, was fairly
close to the Commmist Internation-
ale? ((Laughs)) Later, instead of
the voluminous fan correspondence

I turned to writing various things
-- not science fiction though.

My first published piece of
work was on Walt Kelly, the creat-
or of Pogo. I had been a fan of



Kelly's when he did Pogo comic
books, way back in the beginning
of his career, so I was able to do
a fairly comprehensive description
of his work. My second published
piece was ''Dune Roller.' Before
the story was published, I went to
my first science fiction affair,

a Midwestcon. They were then held
at Bellefontaine Ohio, at a creaky
old hotel named Beatley's on the
Lake. We called it 'Beastly's on
the Bayou.'" There I met such fig-
ures as the legendary Wilson Tuck-
er, the legendary Bea Mahaffey, the
legendary Frank Robinson and the
legendary Darrell C. Richardson.
A1l the good old First Fans were
there; and because I had sold a
story, that made me one of the
gang. I was welcomed. There was
also a young science fiction pub-
lisher there, named Ted Dikty, who
did anthologies. When he discover-
ed I had written a story for Camp-
bell, he said, "I'd like to read
it, so that I might consider it

for my anthology.'" Little did I
know that his publisher's advances
had nore in mind than mere money.
It was one of those fan romances.
We have been married for thirty
years ... I went to New Orleans
for the World Convention in 1951,
and at that point something snap-
ped. I agreed to be chairman of
the Chicago convention, Chicon II,
in 1952. I think they thought they
were getting a front woman, a sweet
amiable little lady who would do
all the work and stand there and
smile while all sorts of things
went on behind the scenes. But
instead they got a real live chair-
man, who at one point fired a few
members of the central committee...
I was very proud of Chicon II. It
was the first "big time' conven-
tion. It had the largest attend-
ance up to then, an unofficial to-
tal of 1400 people. For the first
time mainstream publishers who were
publishing science fiction came up
and set up exhibits just as they
did for conventions of librarians
and booksellers. We had Campbell;
we had a Nobel laureate geneticist.
H.J. Muller; we had Hugo Gernsback;
we had Doc Smith as Moon Commission-
er. Every convention member got a
deed to one crater on the Moon sign-
ed by Doc Smith. They could look
at their crater on an enormous
eight-foot map my father had put to-
gether. At the end of the conven-
tion someone stole the map. I
think it was mounted on four-foot
panels. How they did it, I have
never been able to figure out ...
That was my fan career. I went to
two more conventions as the wife of
Ted Dikty and then drapped out.

SFR: Do you write for any fanzines
other than the international one?

MAY: No.

/-Wgsg Six-FUNCTION
CaMPUTER TE TACKS
ARE MORE TROUBLE

\ THAN THEY’RE wORTH,

SFR: Did you keep up with science
fiction during the period in which
you were not writing it?

MAY: Up through the late S0s, I
read a great deal of science fic-
tion and kept in touch with certain
friends we had made in the field.
Then we became less interested as
science fiction seemed to become
more experimental and less tradi-
tional. I don't read science fic-
tion for intellectual stimulation.
To me, SF should not be didactic,
but rather a literature of enter-
tainment. On the other hand, I am
entertained on many different lev-
els. I have nothing against ''New
Wave" writing in principle if it is
entertaining -- if it has a puzzle
element for example, or if it is
very innovative in its use of lang-
uage. But there were certain

kinds of stories that I felt were
just winging it. They were just
amorphous experiments that didn't
appeal to me. At that time, the
great English thriller writers

were flourishing, and I very much
preferred their style. So for many
years my way of amusing myself with
light reading was with the English
adventure and mystery novels. If
my techniques derive from any pop-
ular fiction, probably it's from
British thrillers rather than from
any science fiction, except possib-
ly the works of Doc Smith. I would
consider Smith to be my literary
grandfather. He was a dear man

and his stories had the kind of
immense vision, the sense of scope
and fun and adventure that I revel
in. Today, Doc Smith's stories

can be particularly enjoyed by
younger readers. When I began my
own SF novels, I thought I'd like
to do something in the spirit of
Doc Smith -- but in the modern idi-
om, using techniques I had learned
after thirty years of professional
writing. -

SFR: Why did you suddenly turn to
writing a science fiction novel?

MAY: It was not sudden. I have
been quoted in print as far back as
1974 saying that science fiction
was my first love and I would some
day like to return to it. There
were practical considerations in
earlier days, the difficulty of
earning a living in science fiction.
So I waited until I had reached a
point where there were enough roy-
alties coming in, and I did not
have to worry about lowering the
standard of living to which I had
become accustomed. I was inspired
to begin this series of science
fiction novels by a costume I wore
at a Westercon in 1976. I am a
great costume freak. I have a 1928
Singer sewing machine that I bought
for $14.00 in 1953 and I've had it
ever since. All it does is sew in
a straight line: a generic sewing
machine. The diamond space suit I
wore to Westercon was my original
inspiration.

At first I had no notion of
writing a novel; but then as I was
writing my other stuff, the damn
costume would come creeping back
into my subconscious mind and I
would wonder what kind of character
would wear something like that. I
began to put little bits and pieces
into a folder marked ''The Novel.'
Off and on I'd add little bits of
research that I'd think might be
useful. Before long the folder
was about four inches thick. By
1978, I had had enough of this, so
I outlined the three novels that
I called the Galactic Milieu Tril-
ogy. These are set about a hundred
years in the future. They are not
the Pliocene novels but they were
outlined first. After I'd worked
out the future world and discovered
that it was going to deal with met-
apsychic abilities -- I use the
European term for high mental fac-
ulties rather than the American
""psi" -- I came to two conclusions.
First, writing novels on this top-
ic would be very difficult, since
1'd have to create plausible char-
acters who used telepathy and other
superior mind powers as a matter of
everyday occurance. Second, not
only would these novels be hard to
write, but they might not find as
large an audience as some other
kinds of science fiction. Remem-
ber, I wanted to be an entertain-
ing writer. I wanted to give the
reader books that would be fun. For
that reason I decided that I would
first do a more simple type of SF
book, a time-travel story using
characters from the elaborate fu-
ture galactic civilization that was
already worked out. I would send
these people back to a suitable
era in the past, and using certain
elements of myth and folklore that



I was fond of, I would concoct a
saga.

Before I began to write The
Pliocene Saga, I had it outlined
almost in its entirety -- not in
fine detail, but so that I knew all
the plot elements. That's the way
I customarily work. If you're writ-
ing lots of books as I did for so
many years, you've got to be dis-
ciplined and keep things organized
or you'll go bananas, you won't
meet your deadlines, and then peop-
le won't work with you any more.

So the four books of the Pliocene
Saga were outlined, and I knew
what would happen. I wrote both
THE MANY-COLORED LAND and THE GOLD-
EN TORC originally as a single,
huge 270,000-word novel that could
be split in two at the publisher's
option. This took me sixteen
months, which is pretty swift. I
do a lot of rewriting and working
over of material. But I usually
write two or three chapters, then
polish them, and then go on, so
that by the time T'm finished I
don't have to begin rewriting at
the beginning again, which is very
discouraging. I give the final
draft a read-through for typoes
and obvious errors and inconsis-
tencies, then send it out.

SFR: Do you ever stray from the
outline?

MY: Certainly, in a minor sense.
There are always new ideas that oc-
cur to me. I definitely change
things. But I never change major
plot elements. My way of writing
can perhaps be compared to a dram-
atist's rather than to the typical
novelist's. Some writers sit down
and just let it all pour out of
their subconscious. Some don't e-
ven know how their story is going
to end. But a dramatist has to
think of his audience, and think
of the characters as vehicles of
plot. He has to think along these
lines: '"First I'll have a scene of
violence and action, and then I
will have a scene with more tran-
quility or introspection so that I
can get things ready for the next °
zap!" I do this all the time. I
use vulgarity; I use humor; I use
erudition -- all coming after one
another and contrasting with one
another. I have wild, almost pur-
ple passages of description and
scenes of violent action or odd-
ball sex. I try to pace my novels

in addition to plotting them.
These are technical elements that

are common in plays and in screen-
plays especially, than in SF
novels.

SFR: It sound to me as if, all
your other writing habits to the
contrary, you are producing exact-
ly the book you want, rather than
the book that will make the larg-
est amount of money, or the one
that is exactly what the publisher
wants. Are you in a sense writing
what you want first and looking
around for a market afterwards?

MAY: All the years I was writing
children's books, I was writing
what other people asked of me, as
varying as a book about movie mons-
ters or a series about American
artists, which would be terribly
esoteric and hard to get across to
little kids. I have always had to
write material that others asked
me to produce. So of course my
science fiction is what T want to
do. I write to amuse myself. I
love to read over my own stuff --
unlike some authors who won't do
it, or maybe read it and cringe.
I like my books. My stuff enter-
tains me. I don't cringe when I
reread it -- except occasionally.
I wish more writers wrote like me!
. I love action-filled science
fiction. I am a fan. I have been
accused of being a fan and I admit
to it.

SFR: You are no doubt familiar
with the Algis Budrys review in
which he said THE MANY-COLORED
LAND is exactly the sort of thing a
fan would write. He seemed to be
ignoring the fact that you had
written two hundred other books.

MAY: Perhaps he didn't know my
career as a juvenile writer. I
wouldn't be surprised if he didn't.
Almost no one in science fiction
was aware of what I had been doing
before the Pliocene books appear-
ed. When I would appear at SF con-
ventions, I'd simply smile and say,
'Yeah, I'm a writer. Sort of a
mainstream writer.'" I would say
this in an apologetic fashion to
the average fan and he would say,
""Oh!" and go find someone else to
bug. What is a '"fannish" writer is
a question I think you'll find hard
to answer. Does this mean that I
write books that appeal to fans?
Does this mean that a "fannish'
writer is different from a "proish"
writer? I'm a professional, and
I'm keenly aware of trends in pop-
ular literature. I write not for
the science fiction in-group, but
for a wide audience -- even for
people who think they dislike sci-
ence fiction but still like thril-
lers.
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SFR: Do you think any of Budrys'
comments are valid, about how your
being a fan affected the kind of
book you wrote?

MAY: It was a very long and ramb-
ling review and it dealt with many
different topics and I think that
unless you were specific and asked
about this or that paragraph, I
don't think I could comment on it
very intelligently. It's been a
while since I read it. Everyone
remembers that he said, ''Julian
May is a fan. This is the kind of
book a fan would write.” I don't
think I really understand what he
meant. I remember Algis Budrys
from way back in the 50s. I think
he remembered me as a young fan.
At an early Philadelphia convention
for example, I got up on the stage
and sang comic fannish songs and
accompanied myself on the piano.

I know he was there and heard me.
I think that images like that stay
in your mind, just as a parent
will remember a child when it is
small and see the child in the ad-
ult. Perhaps this fan image was
so unforgettable that dear A.J.
could not get me out of his mind.
((Laughs))

SFR: One of the things he said
was that, had you not been a fan,
you would have put all these peop-
le in the Pliocene and left them
there in a Robinson Crusoe-type
adventure without introducing fur-
ther elements; but a fan would like
to have more science-fictional ele-
ments piled in. Therefore, because
you were a fan, this is what you
did.

MAY: Unless Algis Budrys is a
mindreader, he doesn't know why I
write what I write. I know that I
outline the material with great
care, and this is the way that I
have always written. There are
considerable science elements in my
books which are, for the most part,
pretty valid. The fuzzy bits are
hard to find. My dynamic-field
theory only seems far out -- the
propulsion mechanism for the fly-
ing machines, the superluminal
starship field, the sigma field
which is basically your generic
force field -- all these are part
of the new physics that is coming
along now. My earth science is
authentic. So is my genetics.

What does Budrys mean, I would have
written a Robinson Crusoe story?
Perhaps he would have written a
Robinson Crusoe story. But I can-
not relate to "'this author should
have written a story thus-and-so."
I don't think that is fair crit-
icism. A critic should judge a
book objectively after reading it.
If he would have written it differ-
ently, then he shoulddo so.



SFR: of course, this is why "A
Christmas Carol" is not the last
time-travel story. You can give
the same idea to fifty different
writers and get fifty stories, all
totally unlike one another.

MAY: If he is also a writer, a
critic must be very careful not to
project his own writing preferences
into his critical review.

SFR: Have you ever done any re-
viewing yourself?

MAY: No, I am not a critic, al-
though I have done considerable
research into literary criticism
especially studies of myth, 19th
century romanticism, and the psy-
chology of literature.

SFR:  How do you get along with
critics? How has the critical re-
ception been, and does it influence
you in any way?

MAY: There have been all kinds of
reviews of my stuff, and I would
say that by and large they have
been favorable. I think a lot of
people have recognized what I am
trying to do. I have been called

a good old-fashioned adventure
writer, which makes me proud. I
also find that academics appreciate
the material I'm writing. I am
very fond of academics, and have
tried to include many levels of
meaning in my work, doing this de-
liberately so there will be goodies
for them to ferret out. I use myth-
ic elements. I use folkloric ele-
ments. I use a lot of Jungian psy-
chology that I have squirreled aw-
ay in there. There's cultural an-
thropology and politics galore be-
cause I was originally a Chicagoan
and Chicago is the home of dirty
politics. I even have some theol-
ogy hidden under the gore. But I
have tried not to let these deeper
elements interfere with the blood-
and-guts and fun-and-games and
crazy sex and vivid descriptions,
and the general spirit of enter-
taimment. I don't think that any
critic would influence me to write
differently. If you don't like my
style of writing, then by all means
read someone else. If you don't
like colorful, descriptive writing,
or as we sometimes call it, ''pur-
ple prose," then read someone with
a more lean and Spartan style. If
you don't like humor in science
fiction, if you think science fic-
tion is a topic of high seriousness,
then read someone else. I have ser-

ious sides to my writing, but they
are hardly perceptible to the naked
eye. .

SFR: It strikes me as a little odd
that, particularly since you write
what you do, that you are favorably
inclined toward academics. Many
writers, particularly the adventure
writers, are hostile to them. Why
is your perception of academics
different?

MAY: Why are the other writers
hostile? That's the question. I
know that there are people in sci-
ence fiction who feel threatened
by the academics. They feel that
the academics are invading ''their"
science fiction field and trying to
either change it or take it over.
This is not to be believed. The
academics can only do us good, as
they make SF more accessible to
people. When I was young, science
fiction was barely respectable en-
ough to be on the shelves of the
public library. Librarians were
seriously wondering: Dare we put
these science fiction juveniles by
Robert Heinlein out, or will the
community rise up. To see science
fiction discussed seriously in uni-
versities, to see scholarly papers
written not only on science fiction
writing, but on fandom as a socio-
logical phenomenon is marvelous.
If I've got a sense of wonder about
anything these days, it's that the
academics should be so taken with
science fiction, and that it should
have achieved such respectability.
I don't know whether you attended
the academic track at Chicon IV,
but on the blackboard, placed
there by a terribly serious academ-
ic, was the immortal quote ''Keep
science fiction in the gutter
where it belongs.'. The academics
are not stuffy. They're marvelous
people. There was laughter and
fun and ribaldry galore in the
academic track. This ((1982)) is
the first year that there has been
an academic track at a worldcon,
and I am very proud to say that I
helped sponsor it. I consider my-
self a kind of academic godmother.
Their participation is no threat
to science fiction. It can only
do us good; and it can do conven-
tions good too, by maintaining
their status as non-profit organ-
izations. Many academics are also
enuine fans. They have read sci-
ence fiction since they were young.
Tom Clareson is a member of First
Fandom, for heaven's sake. He
published EXTRAPOLATION, one of
the original academic journals in
the fields of science fiction and
fantasy and allied reading.
There are many other journals of
this type, published both here and
abroad that deal with science fic-
tion on an academic level. These
don't appeal to all science fic-
tion fans, but there's nothing in
them to be afraid of. Anti-academ-
ic fans might try reading these
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journals once in a while. They
might find in them some interesting
and challenging ideas.

SFR: I think the fear a lot of
people have is that, like many oth-
er types of literature, science
fiction will be something kids are
forced to read in school, and will
therefore learn to hate.

MAY:

SFR: I remember how I was forced
to memorize poetry in grade school.
Like everyone else, I grew up hat-
ing poetry, and didn't go back to
it for a decade.

MAY: If any teacher forced me to
memorize parts of science fiction
novels, I'm afraid I would hate it
too. But that's not the way it
works. Usually the science fiction
course is an elective in the first
place and the students wouldn't be
there unless they liked it. Also
it's mostly taught at the high
school or college level. By that
time you are taking the courses you
want to take. There's no question
of being forced to do anything.

((Laughs))

SFR: On quite another subject,
what do you plan to do after cam-
pleting the Pliocene books?

MAY: There are only four Pliocene
books. Three are now in print and
the fourth and final book is ready.
Just as the first and second are
closely integrated, so are the
third and fourth. One critic, aft-
er having read and enjoyed THE GOLD-
EN TORC, the second and climatic
volume of the first two books,
said, "I don't see how May can top
this." Well, stick with me, guys.
You ain't seen nothing yet. May
knows all kinds of tricks and May
hasn't hardly used them all up. I
think you will find that volumes

3 and 4 are the mixture as before,
and of the same quality as volumes
1 and 2. After these, I will write
the three Milieu books. The way
the Pliocene books are written,
they carry you in a cyclical move-
ment back to the future world I

had originally thought of writing
about. One could go from the Plio-
cene books directly into the Milieu;
or if you had never read the Plio-
cene books you could read the Mil-
ieu books and see them as a separ-
ate element entirely.

SFR: Thank you, Julian May.
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BOOK REVIEWS BY GENE DEWEESE

HERETICS OF DUNE

By Frank Herbert
Putnam, $16.95

Roughly twenty years ago, I
read the serialized version of
DUNE. I wasn't always able to fig-
ure out who was doing what to whom,
and I rarely had more than a hint
as to why they were doing it. Nev-
ertheless, I thoroughly I enjoyed
the whole thing, just the way I had
earlier enjoyed A.E. van Vogt's
equally convoluted but exciting
WORLD OF NULL-A.

And now, with HERETICS OF DUNE
it's the same thing all over again,
only more so, although some of my
confusion this time may be due to
the fact that I was never able to
read more than bits and pieces of
the intervening three volumes, DUNE
MESSIAH, CHILDREN OF DUNE and GOD
EMPEROR OF DUNE. Any plot summary
would be pointless except to say
that the Bene Gesserit (the secret
manipulators behind most of the ac-
tion in the earlier books) are
back at center stage with a new and
improved Duncan Idaho ghola from
the Bene Tleilax, and they have
new and deadly competition from the
Honored Matres, a similarly super-
human secret sisterhood only now
returning from the far reaches of
the universe.

Actually, virtually everyone in
HERETICS OF DUNE is superhuman,
both physically and mentally and
that, I suspect is one reason it's
so appealing and gripping. As with
Sherlock Holmes in his battles with
the criminal genius Moriarty, there
are no foolish blunders of the kind
ordinary mortals make, only contin-
ued confrontations between brilliant
and seemingly invincible opponents.
No one simply attacks someone else.
Instead, they bring into play men-
tal and physical disciplines that
would make the greatest masters of
our own martial and mental arts
seem rank amateurs by comparison.
No one simply asks a question or
makes a guess. Instead, they ana-
lyze their opponents and their op-
ponents' ancestors and everything
about them and then construct pre-
cisely the right question or com-
ment for the circumstances, and

then they analyze the response be-
fore constructing another question
or statement. And they do it all
in a matter of seconds. As for the
storyline, there are wheels within
wheels within wheels, and every
move is the result of countless in-
trigues and counterintrigues and
calculations.

And of course, there is the far
future universe that Herbert has
created. As always, it is present-
ed in fascinating detail and yet
cloaked in mystery and mysticism
so that, while everything is real-
istic and believable, nothing is
ever '"ordinary."

In short, for sheer larger-
than-life adventure, both mental
and physical, HERETICS OF DUNE is
about as good as you're going to
find.

THE SF BOOK OF LISTS
By Maxim Jakubowski and Malcolm

Edwards, Berkley, Paperbk, $7.95

If you are browsing through
lists, this is obviously the book
for you. Or if you just want to
find SF stories about world-de-
stroying catastrophes, miniature
human beings, godlike computers,
life after death, private eyes, or
any of dozens of other subjects,
you'll find them here, along with
lists of writers who published more
than a million words before they
were thirty, SF writers who are
also scientists, SF writers who
are jazz musicians, SF writers who
are not Caucasians, etc., etc.
There's even a list of SF novels
that involve SF fandom, including
two of my own early collaborations
with Robert Coulson. And the late
Arthur Tofte of Milwaukee heads the
list of authors with '"'long-inter-
rupted careers' with his hiatus
from 1940 to 1972. All in all, a
fascinating book, but don't take it
all as gospel. Tofte's name, for
instance, is misspelled as ''Tofts"
not once but twice.
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THE IDENTITY PLUNDERERS

By Isidore Haiblum
Signet, Paperback, $2.50

On a distant prison planet, a
man whose memory has apparently
been faultily erased is trying to
escape and trying to remember who
he is and why he was imprisoned in
the first place. On present-day
earth, a New York reporter is look-
ing into the deaths and disappear-
ances of several people he went to
high school with decades earlier.
Both stories are fast and furious
with an often staccato style. One
is reminiscent of an old<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>