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STARL ING

Starling #24 was edited and published by Hank & Lesleigh Luttrell, at 525 W, Main #1,
Fadison, Wisconsin 53703. (Some of you may still have the old Columbia address in
your files.) It is avaialbe with 50¢ or 3/$1, fanzines or other publications in
trade, or with contributions of artwork, a letter of comment, or anything else which
you ensn convince us iw worth publishing, Back issues: 16, 17 and 23 are 50¢ each.
March, 1973. Starling is published quarterly; the next deadline is early. May,
Contributers might consider giving us a hand in getting back to a regular publishing
- schedule by sending us something, Weltanshauung Publieation #58. '
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+ Hank Luttrell +

Back whon wo wor~ noking plans to mov~ from Columbia, Missouri up horns to Madison,
Wisconsin wo figur~d that it would hardly b~ n-cassary to intorrupt Starling's
publication schodulc at alle. W~ could hav~ nover thought anything so foolish had
this not bar~n th~ first time that wa®vo mov~d sinen wo wore marrisd and sottled in at
1108 Locust in Colurbia, Undor th~ nasinst of circumstancns, moving can b> a
traumatic oxpori-ncce And as many of you alrr~ady know, wo didn®t pick th~ oasiost
way to movo the LOO milos from Columbia to Madison, Many of you alroady know much

of this story b-causc we visitnd with you as wo movnd via Albuquorquo and Los Angclos
and Australia, all somowhat out of thc way,

Soms time beforn the date which had bo~n sot for us to move out of our old apartmont,
I drovo Losl-igh to St, Louis to soo hor off at tho airport for hor DUFF trip to
Australia. At that point, we had only barely bsgun packing, and I returned to Columbia
to finish that particular job. I recall that period as one of the most unpleasant of
memory. I jumped out of bed as soon as I woke up, and worked as fast as possible

a1l day, ripping things apart and packing them away. I only had a few days to get
the whole job done; and for some time I felt rather desperate. Generally, I allowed
myself a short time each day to visit at the Columbia Slan Shack, so I wouldn®t go
completely crazy. At that time, Dodg Carroll, Terry Hughes, Chris Couch and Claudia
Parrish all lived there, I can remember sitting around their living room in a

classy eyed daze, telling them repestedly how upsetting I was finding the task of
ripping up the home that Lesleizh and I had known for three years.

Come moving day, Missouri’s weather oblizingly cooperated with 100° temperatures,
while Terry Hughes and Chris Couch and our car Plonk helped me shuttle our junk
over into tbe basement of a friends house, and also into every empty corner and nook
of Doug Carrollfs apartment., This day®s activity'caused Terry to comment that for

a hippy, I sure had a lot of material possessions -- like mainly over 100 boxes of
DooKS e '

With that phase of the move completed, I settled down in the Slan Shack  to wait out
the few days until it was time to leave for the Bubonicon in Albuquerque and the
T)con, Big Huge, our mimcograph, was for the moment stationed on a table in the
2zack, so naturally we helped pass the time by publishing an incredible number of
fanzines., Some of the detnils of this period escape me at the moment -- in fact,
a1l my memories of these fer days are masked by sort of a veneer of fantasy, Perhaps
this mizht be partly because of the continued high temperatures, and the fact that
‘ne refrigerator would neither freeze ice or keep our Cokes cold, Imagine that!
winac without cold Cokel 'Despite'this, we published The Last Shot, Columbia fandom®s
‘wrewell one shot, an issue of Mota, Terry Hughes' justly acclaimed fanzine, and an
.irodly number of High Times, the Hughes/Couch slavish imitation of Hot Shit. I'n
oing to tell you somethinz of a trade secret now, o .those boys were publishing
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High Times sc fast that not enougzh funny things were happening to them to writs egtut
s ¢ othey actually had to make up some of those funwy sisries, That's right, sous

of them were actually lies. I hope I haven®t shocked yol so much that you*ll never
tiust another fine fannish face,

T-is hectic period of fanning was climaxed with a dash to St. Louis to visit with
Joyce and Arnie Katz, who were in Missouri so that Joyce could visit the old home
“owns Our visit was unfortunately cut somewhat short, however, as it was the nei
J.y that we planned to leave on our trip west.

Now, at this point I could tell you lots of stories about our long drive -- 'four
people living in a compact Dart (named Plonk) along with lots of luggage and ' about

2 2illion comic books (for me to sell at LA in order to finance the trip) can lead to
some unusual incidents, In particular I remember breaking down on a tollway in
(¥lahoma, with the nearest garasze miles and miles away; and the rain storm in

Avizona when we were forced off the road by the incredible ferocity of the storm -=-

I think we were all in zenuine fear for our lives for a time; and I remember seeing
he Painted Desert and Grand Canyon, it was like suddenly finding yourself on an
1lien planet, ‘And then there is the story about what happened the night we slept

in the middle of the desert. You must ask me to tell that story some time,

Despite all the interesting stories that might be told, eventually all difficulties
were overcome and our —party did attend the Bubonicon, and later the LAcon -- in
1,05 Angeles our party grew in size when we all walked across the street from the
convention hotel to the LA International Airport and welcomed Lesleigh off the jet
vack from Australia,

T have no intention of writing a convention report. I especially don't want to again
have to go through the stories about Geroge Senda, a plague which afflicted both
Bubonicon and LAcon, If anyone is interssted, I refer you to Bob Vardeman'®s con-
vention reportl. Milt Stevens recently dropped me a note indicating that at least
some of the stuff that Senda made off with in Albuquerque has been recovered, so

I suppose that things could have worked out much worse. 7

As those of you who have been lookinz have already noticed, Lesleigh hasn‘t done

2 DUFF report for this issue of Starling, When Lesleigh returned from her trip, she
was not only full of stories ahout her stay in Australia, she had a notebook with
over 60 pages of detailed notes. Right after LAcon, however, Lesleigzh had to fly

to Madison to start school, having already missed a few days. Meanwhile, I drove
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back to Missouri, rented a truck, and moved out stuff to Wisconsin, So for =z week,
Lesleigh lived in our present apartment sans furnishings of any type., She had a cot,
o few pots, some towels and some of the clothes she had taken with her to Australia
and LAcon, If the previous tenaits hadn't left a rickety folding; chair, some wire
milk cases nnd some boards, Lesleigh wouldnt have been able to contrive a desk to
work on her homework, Sometime durinz this period, that notebook seems to have
vanished, Then, too, several Australian fans have produced remnrkable records o
the Syncon and Lesleigh®s visit; Leigh Edmond‘s article? in particular made Lesleigh
feel 1like anythingz she mizht write redundant, For the moment at least, we have no
DUFF report to publish, But Lesleizh certainly wants to thank everyone who helped
make her trip possible, and in particular those Australim fans who went to so much
trouble to make her trip so much fun.

For a while after moving into our new home here in Madison we had a number of per-
fectly valid reasons for delaying the publication of this issue of Starling, Getting
unpacked and orzanized took about a week or so. There were a number of things that
we wanted to do to the apartment: painting and refinishing the floors, and building
book cases and shelves, I'm still not completely finished building shelves, though

T have enough done now to take care of the bulk of our collections, I consider the
cover of this Starling most appropriate; recently I've done a grent deal of sorting
through piles of dusty printed matter, Eventually, I had to find a job, and until
that concern was taken care of I had no time for Starling at 21l, I hadn®t felt

too bad . about leaving my dish washing job in Columbia; as Terry Hughes once said,
after a while all those dishes began to look the same, The biggest employer here

in Madison is the University of Wisconsin -- their waiting lists were rather long,
however, so for a while I had a horrible job with an outfit which canned vitamin
concentrates, At one point I helped can a rather huge amount of vitamin A concentrate
for McDonalds (as in Hamburgers), So next time you are reduced to drinking a McDonalds
shake, you can thank me for your vitamin A, Eventually I did get a pushy ecivil
service job with the university -- pushy, in that I spend most of my time pushing

a mop or a scrub machine, Yes, your hippy-dishwasher editor of Starling is now

a hippy-janitor. i

Lesleigh, of course, continues to attend school -- which is the reason we moved up
here, of course, Presently she is a graduate student in the University®s Physical
Anthropology program,

It must be admitted that we could have published Starling long before this if we had
made a real effort, But it takes a while to adjust to new situations. » e¢so I wang
to thank all of you who have written enquiring about Starling for your concern,

Tt is nice to know that many of you noticed when we weren’t around.

Madison has proven to be a nice place to live, One of our main worries was whether
or not our Missouri souls would be able to adjust to this incredible Wisconsin
climate, It sure does get cold. And by Missouri standards, it snows a lot -- natives
advise me that there really wasn®t much snow this winter, Right now, spring is just
around the corner, so I suppose we have survived the winter without too many prpblems,
Madison itself is very nice, We live right in between two larze, beautiful lakes,
near both the campus and downtewn-capital area. Between the campus business areas

and the capital business district, there is just about every imaginable type of

store and shop and restaumrant, so it is really quite convenient for us, In many

ways Madison is an excellent place to base a fanzine interested in the popular arts,
as there is greot local interest in such things here. It is possible to see a

sood movie on campus somewhere almost any night, shown by one of the many film

sroups, Some recent favorites of ours was a series of Hitchcock®s early British
CONTINUED ON PAGE 27
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Science fiction's no good. :

It. it's any good, it can't be science fiction.

Anyone who thinks science ficftion is any good
doesn't know what he's talking about.

Anyone who doesn't know what he's talking about
isn't any good.

Therefore, if you think science fiction's any good
you're no good. 3

-~ Peter S. Prescott

Science fiction is good.
Anyone who doesn't think science fiction is any good
, doewn't know what he's talking about.

Anyone who doesn't know what he's talking about
shouldn't talk about other people not knowing
what they're talking about
because he doesn't know what he's talking about.

If you think I don't know.
you don't know what vou're talking about
then you don't know what you're talking about.

So what right do you have to talk about science fiction?

-- Harlen Ellsion

Ah, gwan!
-~ R. D. laing
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Well, I tend to side with ir. Laing on that one, though strictly as regards Prescott

end Ellison, my sympathies are with Ellison. As Holden Caulfield once remarke?, B
read a lot but I'm really quite illiterate. Or words to that effect. llost science
fiction is pretty awful stuff, admittedly -- trite, cliched; uninspiring. Whe? it's
bad, it's bad; ‘but when it's good, it's about the only literature capabl? of.dls -
cussing the type of questions I'm really interested in. I resolve to brlng home some
Hemingway, Lawrence, or whatever from the library, but get distracted by Dick or
Ballard or Vonnegut or Silverberg or . . . The "serious" novels I do read don't seem
all that serious; clever, perhaps; entertaining, often; and yet ~- "The novels he de-
voured so hopefully, conned by overexcited reviews, were sometimes diverting, but told
him nothing he had not already known. On the contrary, they only served to reaffirm,
albeit on occasion with style, his own feelimgs. In a word, they were self-tegarding.!
(liordecai Richler, St. Urbain's Horseman)

And yet that's no cause for smugness on the part of sf afficionados. Science fiction
and "mainstream" are not mutually exclusive fields. There's no such thing as a pure
sf story or a pure "mainstream" story. All science fiction stories are partly '"main-
stream',-and all'mainstrean" stories sre partly science fiction., Some stories are
about half-and-half and that makes it very difficult to categorize them as one or

the other. TWhich leads a lot of persons to believe that science fiction is undefin-
able, '""because what about such-and-such-a-book? Is that science fiction or not?"
Science fiction is theoretically definable; it's just that, like Christianity or Com-
munism, science fiction doesn't exist in practice. It's an ideal type. When we say
something is science fiction, what we really mean is that it's mostly science fiction.
L know the theoretical definition of science fiction, but why should I tell you? You
know it too -- or at least you know your theoretical definition, but you probably
don't realize that you know. I know you know, but I also know you don't know that
you know. So what's new? If you can point to a book and say, That's science fic-
tion, then you do have a definition, whether you know it or not. If you want to
discover what your definition is, then you've first got to rid yourself of the false
notion that that book:you just pointed to fits youwr definition. It doesn't. It

only approximates your definition. So don't look for the definition in the book.

The definition is in your head.

Herein lies the '"strangeness' or "otherness'" that
characterizes an artistic object. The form is
immediately given to perception, and yet it reaches
beyond itself; it is a semblance, but seems to be
charged with reality. Like speech, that is physically
nothing but little buzzing sounds, it is filled with
meaning, and its meaning is a reality.
. ~- Susanne K. Langer, Feeling and Form

Clarke's Third Law: Any sufficiently advanced technology
is indistinguishable from magic.

And all the science, I don't understand
It's just my job, five days a week;
ot Tocketiman. s £ gt ' >
=t ., == Elton John

Or to put it another way:

The reality of science fiction lies in the meaning you give it.
CONTINUED ON PAGE 9 '
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THE RETURH OF THE TIME MACHINE by Egon
Friedell. DAW Books, S5¢.

If it weren't for THE RETURN OF THE TIML
ACHINE's tenuous connection with Wells's
novel, it would be of no interest at all.

In fact Friedell's novel is interesting be-
cause its weaknesses show THE TIHE MACHINE's
strengths. By iteelf, RETURN is an innocu-
ous, old-fashioned story,.in which a marvel-
ous invention erists primarily to give the’
characters an excuse to talk. liost of the
book is filled with discussions of '"scien-
tific," more accurately philosphical, theor-
ies. The plot is flimsy and the descrip-
tions, though sometimes striking, are
underdeveloped; all Friedell really cares
about is establishing settings where his
characteérs can stand, talking or pondering. Although it does contain some ''semse of
wonder" -- Friedell shows fresh interest in what he's doing -- the story doesn't do
much to hold a reader's interest. In fact, intriguing suggestions, like liss Glorie's
kinship to the golden-skinned Egyptians whom the Time Traveller discovers in the fu-
ture, are ignored deliberately. The action thus appears quite pointless -- although
actually it may be Friedell's point that scientific exploration is futile. As the
Time Traveler sums it up, "'No matter if one tries to conquér the Earth, Space, Time
or any other dimension, one always neglects the one and only conquest worth the troub=
le, in fact the only one possible: ome's own "I'"'" (p. 118).

lells, on the other hand, knew that a writer must get his reader's attention before he
can make them think. In 'ells's best stories, abstract ideas are made conceete, and
lectures are more than balanced by action. lells realized that a debate between the
Time Traveler and spokesmen for the Eloi and the liorlocks would stop the action and
would reduce the characters to mundane types, stripped of much of their strangeness.
To show his readers that strangeness, the range of time and man's limited place with-
in that vastness, is a large part of 'Jells's purpose. The Time Traveler's enthusiasm
for the journey is counterbalanced by what he finds. It makes sense, then, for the
story to break off as it does; it is significant that the Time Traveler evidently has
been unable to complete his purpose, but without a clear admission of failure. Ve
are left pondering, perhaps, not bored by pondering within the story.

Sequels usually fail -~ even when the original author tries to write the sequel, but
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especially vhen it is written by someone else. For one thing, sequels tend to violate
the original's tone. Uells's story is a careful balance of optimism and pessimism,
action and rumination; Friedell, settled in one narrow purpose, fails to achieve
liells’s complexity. (As another example, consider how Tom Disch reduced THE PRISOI'ER
to some cute, talky games.) For another thing, if a work has been created whole, a
sequel can only add unnecessary material., The original author generally knew when to
stop.

Postscript: Friedell's book stands or falls by itself. However, the introduction and
blurb are misleading, suggesting a much more direct link with Wells than actually
exists, In the introduction, Wollheim remarks that "possibly there is mo record of
any Wells correspondence with Friedell. Yet it is unlikely that !Jells was unaware

of Friedell's cultural histories so similar to his own" (p. 15). There is no connec-
tion between the ideas, and the last séntence proves nothing. As a guess, 1'd say
that there's only a faint chance of the corredspondence that introduced RETHRN being
genuine. The letters are too obvious a burlesque of literary attidudes, for one thing,
and for another the reply supposedly from llells's secretary is quite unlike [Jells'
attitude. Vlells didn’t insist on the literal truth 6f his stories -- just, later

in his career, on their wholesome intellectual influence.

The blurb stretches this point into untruth, thoygh stating that Friedell was ‘“an
admirer and correspondent of Wells." This is especially hard to take, since Wollheim
presumably is directly responsible for DAW books. It's not true, incidently, that
blurbs are intedded only to tell what a reader might find in a book. I've written the

things. DBlurbs are supposed to indicate what a reader can expect to find in a book.
SGT, PEPPER continued from page 7: Tt X T

Science fiction is about magic..
All work and no play makes Johnny a dull boy.

Thus, for many sf fans, science fiction can become identified with fandom; fandom
becomes more ''real" than the existent body of liter&ture about which it &upposedly
revolves. These fans find the meaning of science fiction in the world they have
superimposed on the original art of literature. Fandom becomes its own art. Some
carry this process of abstraction one level further, so that fan and fandom become

mere instruments enabling the indi¥idual to pursue his particular hobby of collecting
boolks, or whatever. His personal library, its care and growth, become his mania --

not the literature embocdied in the library or his relationships with like-minded
individuals. There is the oft-told &tory of Harold Sheldon, a fan so devoted to main-
taining his boolks in pristine condition that he refused to handle them-even himself,
inventing a mechanical page-turner to do the gob instead. In order to guard against
the most minute damage to the binding of his literary treasures, he made sure that the
page-turner never opened a book more than % of an inch, and rigged up ar elaborate ser-
ies of lights and mirrors to transmit the wordage on the page to a projection screen
nearby which he could view at his leisure. At one convention, Harold hurled into the
nearest trash can a newly purchased copy. of TOWER OF GLASS after discovering that the
author had autographed the title page of the book when Harold had his baclk turned. Ile
immedi&sely stallked out of the convention ard spent the rest of the weekend searching
city bookstores for a replacement copy unsullied by evidence of human contact, furtively
examining copy after copy of TOWER for evidence of wrinkles on the outside spine, im-
perfect alignment of title on the spine, chipped cover edges, finger prints, smudges
of glue, and other disasters. Unable to flind a single suitable copy, he teturned home
in a foul mood, only to discover that, against his strictes orders, his wife had been
into his book collection, and through mechanical .incompetence had allowed the page-
turner to crease the upper corners of pages 69 throuzh 82 or his ccpy of RBUG JACK
BARRON, Flying into a rage, Harold wyrung his wife's neck, then took his rifle and dis-
posed of 34 shoppers in a local supermarket before he was picked off by a police sniper.
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+ Michaol Carlson +

The detective story as we know it had'its origins in the btrilliantly disturbed mind

of » Edgar Allan Poe. Conan Doyle borrowed Poe's character-types without Poe's psychol-
ogy, and created the most populat detective of all, Sherlock Holmes. As Doyle adopted
Poe's techniques to a more '"popular" literature he, in effect, genre-ized it.

From that point the story of detection was a Britigeh-dominated genre. The scholarly

detective was not suited to the wildly expanding American populat literature market.
So a new type of detective evolved; with his antecedents in the Wild West and in the
confidance man of American myth., He evolved through the early dime novels and pulps
until it spawned on the pages of Black liask magazine.

He was known as a dick, A hard-boiled dick.

Dashiell Hammett's Continental Op and Sam Spade,. Carroll John Daly's Race Williams.
.Stories by Paul Cain, lNqorbert Davis, Robert L. Bellem; names mostly all forgotten now.
. ond from this came Raymond Chandler. And from Chandler came Philip Marlowe.

Raymond Chandler was an American-born, Briftish educated business man, who had written
for British newspapers .and magazines before the First World War, He fought in that

. war as a memeber of the RAF, but afterwards returned to California and was highly suc-
cessful in the business world. But the Depression changed all that, and Chandler, a
reader of Black Mask, was convinced that he would write well enough to sell to that
mer ket., o TR '

That was an understatement..



I%}at Chandler wound up doing was reshaping the model of the hmrd-boiled detective into

a character who lived within a framework of the American Drean gone berserk., He trans-
plen ted Sam Spade from San Francisco to Los Angeles; and he made him a more intelli-
gent, more introspective, lonelier man; a man who worked out chess problems to pass
the time, a man vho could recognise an obscure literary or musical reference. He made
him a man who could live in that shadowy netherworld of crime, could use the methods
of the criminal, could exist freely in the roughést of circumstances. And he made
this man literate and creative and observant anough to be able to describe this whole
crazy world in the most beautiful first person narrative imaginable.

This was Philip Marlowe. Marlowe. The mpsterious poet who had written Dr. Faustus
when Shakespeare was still doing small comedies, and soon after was dead.

Chandler did not stumble onto Marlowe overnight. There is a steady build-up of the
character before Marlowe himself actually appears, in a string of short stiories invol-
ving other detectives. Ballantine has reprinted the collection The Simple Art of Mur-
der in three volumes (Trouble is My Business, Pickup on Noon Street, and the original
title) as well as the collection Killer In The Rain; and the stories show the gradual
creation of the charscter of Marlowe, as the nebulous and bizarre world in which he

operates becomes more and more clearly defined, so does Marlowe.,

By the time . Chandler's first novel, The Big Sleep, appeared, Marlowe's character-
was pretty well established; yet it continues to build through the later novels, until
The long Goodhye, which is probably the most introspective of all the lMarlowe novels.

that was it about Chandler, and about Marlowe, that made his books so popular then;
and what has accounted 7 » the recent resurgence of interest which has led Ballantine
to reprint all the noveis? And Chandler's increasing popularity with professors, es-
pecially in American Studies? First, Chandler was popular because he could wiite a
damn good detective story; with strong characterization, plenty of action, and a fast-
paced, if often confusing plot (of course my stery fans just love confusing plots).
And he beceme more popular- because he could write period. So many good writers newer
do turn out anything entertaining, so everpbody jumps on one who does. Finally, the
American 8tudies people always look to populer culture for a reflection of the society,
a reflection of its needs and wants. Chandler not only answered those desires, he de-
scribed them in his work; which makes him, like Melville or Hawthorne, one of those

unigue figures in literature.:Chandler understood the myths he used, and why he used
them.

The world Chandler wrote of was crooked at the bottom; where cheap whores could be
oought and sold and cheap hoods would stab you for a dime; and it was crooked at the
top, where politicians bought and sold justice and lives, where classy racketeers hob-
nobbed with mayors; and wherpe the aristocracy's private lives were filled wtth the
most lurid and sordid details. It is a world of alcohol, drugs, sex, corruption and
more than anything else, violence. Death is the last note in a:'song: the refrain 'is
bullets and the beat is kept with fists thudding into flesh. It is the world we never
see, a world to which admission is gaindd only with a special and hard-emrned ticket.
This is Chandler's America. . .et its €alifornia paranoid craziest. In a very strange
way, Fhilip larlowe is the classic american hero. Like Natty Bumbpo, like Poe's Dupin
and like Buffalo Bill,.lMarlowe has to adopt the style of the mnemy to defeat him at
his own geme. By doing this he slienates himself from the rest of society. By this
time, having defeated all our external enemies (except for the Nazis or the Commies)
the hero had to turn invard and figth the enemy within (like Cotton Hather exorcising
devils from Puritans lost in an evil wilderness) and thus pave the way for the Ameti-
can dream to work. Ve are fighting ourselves in this battle, so we have Shadows to
fight crime, and we heve detectives like Philip Marlowe. '

/
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The problems encountered in dealing with the character of Marlowe are evident when
one condiders the movies that have been made of Chandler's books. Although Chandler
worked in Hollywood as a screenwriter (among his credits is Strangers on a Train) he
never wcr ked on the film of one of his own’' books, which may be partly :esponsible for
the flaws in the filmic characterization of Ilarlowe; although more likely it is at-
Fribytable to the Hollywood conception of its audience as opposed to the literary aud-
ience.

The best known of the Marlowe films is The Big Sleep, which is one of Hawk's better
films, and certainly very entertaining and effective; but it is not Marlowe. Bogart
is still Sam Spade in this film, not intetligent enough for Marlowe, too intense.
Although William Faulkner gets screenplay cpedit on The Big Sleep his part seems to
have been small and JulessFurthman probably wrote most of the dialog, with Leigh Brac-
kett probably doing most of the scenario.

Robert Montgomery starred in and directed The Lady in the Lake which was photographed

as”.Chandler wrote it, in the first person. This technique is marvelously effective

in letting a complicated plot unfold before the reader's eyes; and in Chandler's hands
provides for good characterization. BPBut on film it is perhaps too stunning a device,

too diverting. It does work at times, and perhaps if it were not so unusual it would

be -more effective, Iiontgomery makes a good Marlowey lacking only a measure of tough-

ness.

The only other filmed iMarlowe I've seen (although T've been told Dick Powell played
him) is the 1968 film Marlowe, with James Garner, a little too young and flippant,
but otherwise not bad. I'd appreciate any other info on Chandler films.

llot only did Chandler progressively build up the character of liarlowe, but he also
built up his novels using the short stories as the base. !e often takes short stories,
expands them, sometimes twists the plot a little, and turns them into 10 or 12 chap-
ters of a novel. The introduction to Killer in the Rain points all this out quite
clearly. What is added, totally new, is the increasing depth of perception and the
increasing facility with which Chandler handles the American idiom. Like these:

1. Small time hood ilendy Lkienendex describes Marlowe:

"You got cheap emotions. You're cheap all over. You pal around with a guy,
eat a few drinks, talk a few gags, slip him a little dough when he's strapped,
and you're sold out to him. Just like some school kid that read Frank llerri-
well. You got no guts, no brains, no connections, no savvy, so you throw out
a phony attitude and expect peaple to cry over you. Tarzan on a big red scoot-
er." He smiled a8 small weary smile. '"In my book you're a nickel's worth of
nothing."

2. larlowe explaining to a cop who's roughed him up why he keeps calling him
llemingway:

"4 gagl." I said. '"An old, old gag."

"Who!s this Hemingway person at alli"

"A guy who keeps saying the same thing over and over until you begin to be-
lieve it must be good."

3. Or Marlowe's thoughts, as he drives away from a case:

lthere did it matter where you lay once you were dead? In a dirty sump or in
a marble tower-on top of a high hill? You were dead, you were sleeping the big
sleep, you weee not bothered by things like that, 0il and water were the same
as wind and air to you. You just slept the big sleep, not caring about the nasti-
ness of how you died or where you fell, Me, I was part of the nastiness now.
Far more a part of it tham Rusty Reagan was. But the old man didn't have to be.

CONTINUED ON PAGE 27



WORDS FROM READERS

Buek Coulson, Routc 3, Hartford City, Indiana L7348

I hav~ a rathor violont projudice against John Wayne as a performer bocause he can®t
act. Ho can projcct an image. Am imago. Ons, I have sccon him try to portray a
Gorman soo captain and a Mongolian warlord, and £14il miscrably., (He did succeod as
a comic football coach in Trouble Along thc Way boeause of th> inhcrent ridiculous-
ncss of humourous lincs coming out of that doadpan visage; sort of a king-sizo
Buster Keatone) Actually, most of tho old-time movic "stars” did the samo thing; I
havon't scon snough of the nowecomeors to know about th-m, (James Dcan was the last
bigenamo star that I watched very much, and he cortainly followad tho standard
pattern,) Now, for my moncy, an gctor should bc able to play convineingly a varicty
of rolss. William Boyd, who wont from drawing-room romanccs to Hopalong Cassidy,
was an actor (can you imagino Wayn> in a drawing room? )e Thcodorc Bikel is an actor.
Marlon Brando is an actor, when ho bothers (which isn°t oftcn, any morc). Lloyd
Bridgos is an actor, though ho isn®t getting muoh chanco to show it thoso days.
Richard Boonc is an actor, Eon Chancy,Jr., was an actor, though hc was an old man
bafore ho got out of the straightjackot of werowolfing, Waync isn't an actor. On
the other hand, John Wayno movics arc usually quite onjoyablc, as long as Wayno's
part is tailorcd to his image and doecsn®t roquire him to act, His supporting cast
usually consists of coupotont actors and ocensionally (as in Rod Rivor) good onos,
and I hav~ no particular objoction to thc moral boing preachcd.

Angus Taylor®s column roinforccs my contompt for most of tho humann racc. Tho neced

for traditions, drub oxistoncc -- idiocy. (I°m not saying Taylor and his cxports aro
wrong, just that thc pcople thcy'rc ralking about aro contemptiblo.) I would arguc:

any eonclusion bascd on types of advertising, howover, becausc I don°t know anybody

who pays any attcntion to advortising (and I work in a very straight midwestorn office),
The most successful . ads -- I suspcet the only successful ads «- arec tosowith a catch-
phrase that sticks in pcople®s memories. '"Put a tiger in your tank.™ "Lucky Striko
green has gonc to war,” (How many of your rcaders romember that ono?) "You‘vo como

a long way, baby.? “Not a cough in a carload." (Try that onc on your nostalgia-orientcd
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friomds.) Thc ultimatc in cotchsphrase advortising has besn ronched by an Indi&gé-
polis auto deoler who comes on, says “No-o-o-body” and disappc:rs. Ho used %@ have
a longor ad, but has rofincd it down to nothing but tho eatch-phraso; ono wemd is
21l it takos to romind pcoonls th:'t this is the placc to go to buy cars. The past of
advertising is so much garbags that goos in one omr and out thc other of the poton-
tial customer,

Grog ¥, Burton, P.O, Box 69, Occan Park, Washington 98640

Jim Purnor disturbs me a bit., "Tho Dukc may be a faseist in roal 1life, I dem®t know
and roslly don®t esre beeouse it isnt any of my businoss,”™ I can scc not jodging g
performer on his politics because it dossn®t mak~ sonsc, but, o I%m just old fash-
ionad onough to thint th:t polities is cverybodyf®s busincss. 1layme publicly supports
candiestes, publicly makos political statoments. Becausc he docs have a largo follow-
ing, his viocws arc cover-d, just as ths Airplanc®s political viows arc covercd,
In oith~r cosc, if onc frels that th- stotoments attributed to the individual are
cith-r misinformsd or dangerous, it is th~ right of thc roader to point this out if
he chooscs, I think thore is a bettor reason to not scc John Wayne movies == I can
only afford a limit-d numbor of films, and his borc me, If, however, pcople wish to
boycott them for politieal rcasons, they arc taking action in a legal, falr and
somotimos cffoctive way, What mors ean you ask? It eortainly is mors qquitsble than
tho blacklist loveled at Leftwing parformers, since theo deeision not to support a
particular artist is being madc by the public rathor than the oxccutivos.

Mark Mumpor, 1227 Laurol Stroot, Santa Cruz, CA 95060

T agroo with the basic spirit of Jim®s article (thot political valuos shouldn®t in-
fluence one’s opinion cf an actor®s ability; snd that tho New York critics im gon-
cral aro a cliquish and protentious group), but his own approach to the problem shows
just as much "violont projudiee® as those he attacks. Maybe I'm missing a possible
ironic intontion, but mor-~ likcly he had gono a bit overbosrd,

Thers is esrtainly nothing morally or cthically (or politicolly, for that matter)
wrong with John Waync playing John Waoyne in film after filme As an actor he has
croatod probably tho most constantly rcalized and rocognizablc figurc in Amcrican
cinoma, I don't likc his vicws or the attitude he portrays, and I think he is a
fascist, but that®s my trip; you can esll ms whatevor you ¥rikes But what T think

is wrong with tho Waync charactor is that, given his rcliancc on power and strongth
?_bad: violcnee) to maintain ®justico"™ == o porfoctly admissablc sct of values --

" a good many pcoplc who don®t have tho intslligenee or the desire to complotoly under-
stand and think out such a worldviow will nonctholess subscribe to such a doetrinc
to reach their own onds, with no thought for consequences.

No mattar now “noblc® or “rcspeatablo® or “officient®™ thce John Wayne Systom might bo,
I cannot rospcct it when it®s used to justify such acts as the US government (and
othors) cngages in under its guisc: “protnetive" actions in Victnam, quelling of
legitimatc (but “undesirablo®) citizens® protests, otes Thc John Wayno-..othic-is
both a refl-oction (somcwhat distorted, truc) of thesc acts and a shicld bchind

which they can stand, Thorc is a time, howcver, when order and onc man rulo bocomc
lcss than admirablc, '

As for Angus Taylor, his articlc in this issuc is the beost ond most valuable ploce

of writing I°vc scon by him, His subj~et matter is basically thc same, but the
juxtaposition hc achicves h-ro of roles vs, identitics is a striking cxample of whoro
a good donl of currcnt struggle is at. We nced loss of thc myriad of roles available



15 4 ._ 00 K

P

)

: ~¢7$>~kwwmz7
BASIC FAN CARToON # Z

to us (as pr-s-ntcd and oxploitod by advertising) and morc rcal offort to mold truly
pofsonal. identities, When cevoryono can be tdifforentt or individualistic by smoking
cigorotte X or wenring Rcbeeea's wigs, no one is different -- wo'ro faced with a
mrnagerio of varied yet identieal beings, I think Angus is probably as uncertain

as I whother we ean tronseend such superficiality, but I hopc this confusion won't
koop us from creating viable alteornatives, In fact I think it can bocome a challengo,
The vory fact that advertising and th- mass media (ospeeinlly TV) arc using ths most
sophisticated and r-levant approachos over to hypnotize us is a sign that, with
humanistic infiltration, they con possibly becoms orionted toward individual idenity,
with rcal roasons for scrving the consumer,

Mike Deckinger, 649 16 Avc., San Franciseo, Ca. 94118

T onjoyed Chris® orticle on t-lovision sf, but ther~ arc a fow minor corrections I
can offer, Captsin Vicoo was playod by Al Hodge, not Al Hodges., Hodge later went
on to do commereials, aft-r th~ domis~ of his s-ricl, whilc his companion, tho
Vidco Ranger, playcd by Don Hastings, went into soap opera, I bcliovo, During

jts briof pun, soveral sf authors helped writo"Captain Video,? including James Blish,

Chris is ~ntircly too kind to “The Outer Limits,® (John Baxtcr in his book on sf
films makcs the srme mistake.,) 9“Tho Outer Limits™ was often abysmal, ocecasionally
passablo, and oncc or twico, good, It was basieally a monstocr show, and if an
accoptable script monaged to infiltrate, it was a mistako rathcr than an cxpression
of policy.
+I also romomber "The Outer Limits® as being very good =~ I think it hit Chris
+and mo -at thc right ago, for ono thing. (Like"Star Trck® did for many pooplo.)
+ —=LML

I saw Tho Thing in a movie theatrs, too, when it was first rclcased, and it was the
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