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TO "THE BALLAD OF STAN LONG,' WITH APOLOGIES TO TOM HALDEMAN

1 volunteered to pub this zine
When I was vounger, full of Green =--

I'd pubbed fanzines before, and figgered TB would be fun.
But when the ‘'go' was finally sent
I realized, to my detriment,
That when it came to financing,

J clearly did have none.

So I rushed some artwork out and gone
To Boskone, and to Aquacon,

And gleefully I reckonned that the take'd fix the mess.
Boskone wouldn't put mv stuff in --
Hadn't sent it quick enough; and

The stuff for California? It was lost by UPS....

Well, my agent promised that he'd try

To sell the found-stuff private-ly;
And meantime I sat waiting for the locs to pour on in.

And so the first of March went by,

And the fifteenth too, and by then I

Just couldn't stand it! So I took my

‘gressions out on Lynne.

Well, my agent sold some art and stuff,
But the cash I got proved not enough

Because our next-door neighbor drove his car into our fence....
So he went and sold some more and while

I walted for the check T started
Text-processing the locs I'd got while St. Fatrick came and went.

Now St. Pattie's Day was a week ago,
And no one's yet come forth with dough.
The zine's all done -- it's just that, well, the printer
wants his pay....
All I've got's four bucks to my name,
To feed two folks, and a horse gone lame!
They want me to take this over? Luzim gey! I say, No Way!

(Cho) TIGHTBEAM is the zine, and yes 1t's running rather late.
But this dilemma's not entirely my fault --
No there isn't nothing funny,
It's just when it comes to money
The expression of my life is, "Oy, Gevalt!"

(In other words, anyone who tells you that two can live as cheaply
as one 1s lying to you. I should also mention here that any com-

rents contained in Pascal comment delimiters (* and *) are mine --
they express my opinion and mine alone, and are subject to change,
within reason and without notice.

Oh, by the way, I'm Fa Shimbo.
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Amy Carpenter
Park House, Smith ©
Northhampton, MA 01063

Amanda Carter
19 Warren Place
Charleston, WV 25302

Jeff Jennings
641 Meadow Rd
Smithtown, NY 11787

Mary Barbara Piero
607 Shorb Ave NW
fabton, OH 44703

Robert Runte
10951 88th Ave
Edmonton, Alta T6G 0Y9

J.S. (Julie) Steele

1500 Oakland Rd NE #205

Cedar Rapids, IO 52402

S. A. Strang
330 Lindo
Balboa, CA 92661

Taras Wolansky
RR #2, Box 1095
Kerhonkson, NY 12446

Darrell Richardson
899 Stonewall St
Memphis, TN 38107

MEMBERS WITH NO INFO:
Edna Chavez

10232 Aurelia
Cypress, CA 90630

BD: 12-15-59. Student. Insts: cons, apas, fanzines, writing,
pubbing, computers, colls, books/zines, buttons, corres, art,
musi~, games, costumes, Is co-editor of college SF club zines.

BD: 10-23-57. Student. Insts: writing, editing, pubbing, re-
views, corres, fanzines, apas. In fandom 2 years. Inst in SF
14 years. Likes Tolkien, MZB, Bradbury.

writing, art, cartooning,
Star Trek fan. Has typer,
Inst in fanzines.

BD: 2-10-19. Attorney. Insts:
pubbing, colls, microfilm promoter.
photo copier, mimeo, ditto, taper.

BD: 8-29-56., Library asst. Insts: indexing, colls, books,
fanzines, art, reading, filksongs, embroidery. Has typer, mimeo,
photo copier, ditto, offset, taper. Has been active a long time.

corres, pubbing, fanzines,
Attended cons. Likes

BD: 12-20-51., Grad student. Insts:
Has typer. Active in fandom 6 years.
Cherryh, Nicolson. ’

BD: 11-46, "laims clerk. Reads and likes

McCaffrey, Dickson, Norton.

Not really active.

Insts:
Has typer, taper.

BD: 9-8-53. Bookseller.
collerts books, reading.
LeGuin, Moore, ’halker.

writing, reviewing, corres,
Never active., Likes

Librarian. Insts: reviewing, corres, pubbing, indexing, reading.
Colls books. Has typer., Mensfan., Inst in SF 18 years. Prefers
pure SF,

Returneee after many years. Has been active a long time. Did
some of the first indexes to fanzines.

Bob Rose
LL06 Pixie Ave
Lakewood, CA 90712

David Thiry
8 Princeton Dr

Mike Sopp
438 W 32
Erie, PA 16508

COAs Allan Beatty, P.0O. Box 1906, Ames, IO 50010
Vernon Clark, 4900 Jonquil Lane, Knoxville, TN 37919
Rayna Daughtry, Box 164, Keeler, CA 93530
Michael duCharme, 3053 West Locust, Bloomfield, IO 52537
Jane Dusek, 125 East Wheelock Pkwy, St Paul, MN 55117
Judith Lucero, 1140 Hyde St #1, San Francisco, CA 94109
Flint Mitchell, 400 Hitt #114, Columbia, MO 65201
Judy Watson, 105 Shell St., Harrisburg, PA 17109
Marye Wexford, 3525 Travis #111, Dallas, TX 75204

Renewals (now 2/82) Vernon :lark, Richard Trout, Patsy Williams, Chris Martin, Kathleen
Woodbury, Letty Smith, David Heath, Mitchell Hollander, Maura Grady, Michael duCharme.
Others: Eric Kramer, George Phillies, Gary Davis, Paula Crunk
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PRESIDENT'S MESSAGE by Donald Franson.

It's Story Contest Time. There are a lot of other things I could
go on about ﬁere, but this is the time of year to urge members to write
a story for the contest. Writers shouldn't need urging to write, but
they do have a habit of finding excuses not to. If you really want to
be a professional writer, you must become an expert at thinking up these
excuses, So start now.

December 1st, the deadline for stories to be in to the Preliminary
Judge, Ed Ludwig, is a long way off. There's lots of time to get a
blanktfrom me -- no SASE needed in N3F) and get started on the stery.
Later in the spring, after vacation, after the worldcon, Thanksgiving.

ERfLALRAS. . .

You don't have a typewriter, yours is currently kaput, your penman-
ship is terrible and no one else can read it to type your stuff.

You're a novelist, not a short story writer, and can't think of a
plot under 100,000 words.

You're not good enough for the contest.

You're too good for the contest.

You can't think of an idea.(I don't believe that one; try again.)
The prizes are peanuts, even if you win.

If you lost, you would be devastated, and never write again.

You don't have an agent.

It's too much work to retype your manuscript.(You, a writer, don't
love to type?)

It's too long to wait for a decision. (So make copies, and keep on
submitting to pro markets in the meantime.)

You're in a writers' block, and have been for the past week, month,
years.

Get the idea? Now sit down and write a long list of original ex-
cuses, detailing why you can't send in a short story for the contest.
At least you'll be writing something. DF.



TIGHTBEAM. #30

The Riddle Master of Hed, Patricia

McKillip, Del Rey Books Reviewed by
Dennis Jarog (or at least, so I

assume from the ... stationary ... )

Hed is a pastoral 1land; with
common pursuits -- the raising of
grain and children -- a very down to
earth place. The princes of Hed don't
even wear a crown. Morgon the curren
prince in the story is different; he
was sent to the schook of the  Riddle
Masters in Caithnard.

Shortly after his return from the
school, his parents dies and Morgon
became prince. But it was clear from
the begining that he was different.
He won the crown from the Ghost of
Pevu,who many of the master had tried
and failed. On a trip to present the
crown, he began a series of adventures
taking him further and further from
Hed and convincing him that he was the
central figure in the ending of an age
of the world. He passed thru many
kingdoms leaving in his wake a
succession of strange happenings, he
found a harp that none other could
play, he learned the art of
shape-changing and ran with a wizard
from the legendary school of Lunghold,
whose lips were stilled at the crucial
moment and who through it all drew
closer and closer to Erlanstar
Mountain where the High One dwelt.
Morgon knew in his heart that his fate
was intertwined with that of the High
One.

Until, on the 1last page, he
learns what he long feared. And this
concludes the first book of a trilogy
about Morgon, Prince of Hed.

What we have here is a highly
original fantasy. Too many in recent
years have been Tolkien imitators to
an odious degree. To be sure, one
will not be able to avoid the massive
influence that he has had and will
continue to have in the field, but the
author [McKillip] had proved that
there are interesting variations to be
considered.

The protagonist is somewhat in

the style of many, being the simple
soul who becomes enmeshed in the
4

affairs of the high and the great.
And many fantasy books deal with
changes in the tides of the world.

“ut this is because these provide the
.nteresting base upon which to build a

story. Heavenly stasis is nice, but
there 1s no challenge to make the
reader continue his effort. In spite

of these limitations, the author has
built a nighly original work. The
Riddle-Masters are one of the most
original fantasy creations I have ever
seen.
McKillip has a style which builds
a the scenes pass. She keeps her
character 1in ignotance for the most
part while allowing the reader to jump
ahead and thus watch him as one would
be if he decided to read the last page
TSt
Certain things cannot be really
brought forth because this 1is the
first book of the trilogy and we don't
know to what end Morgon wil come. To
be sure, he will never be the prince
of the pastoral Hed. He will go far
And I will be waiting to
as he procedes on  his

beyond that.
watch him
Journey.

AnoTeR DAY T
ANGTHER DRACANA-
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THE WORLD OF FANZINES by Fredric Wertham
Southern Illinois University Press, P.O.

142 PP, $10.00

62901.

Comic fans have good reason to
remember the name of Fredric Wertham,
M.D, for almost singlehandedly his
book SEDUCTION OF THE  INNOCENT
(Rinehart, 1954) was responsible for
the introduction of the Comics Code --
which at one stroke eliminated all the
weird horror comic magazines from the
newsstands. A prime target had been
William Gaines' EC Comics, now prime
collector's items, and, incidentally,

a host of imitators. The book, which
became a  Book-Of-The-Month  Club
selection, was given space in

newspapers across the country, and

Wertham testified at a Senate
Committee meeting, held in New York
City.

Wertham's book was

self-righteously polemical, and filled
with devastating examples of violence,
sex and bad taste, reprinted from the
comic magazines he berated. He made
no attempt at a balanced evaluation,
but went wholly on the attack. The
results were dramatically evidenced
when on September 16, 1954, the
publishers of comic books formed the
Comics Magazine Association of America
and began a rigid self-censorship of
the comics they published, which
eliminated the most blatant forms of
violence and sex, exterminated the
horror comics and carried away with
them most of the science fiction
comics being published.

It was quite understandable that
when the science fiction fans heard
that Wertham was writing a book about
fandom (largely because he had
contacted many of them by letter),
they viewed the restult with a
singular lack of confidence.

When the book finally appeared

from a university press, in a
prestigious format (on coated stock
with 30 pages of covers and

illustrations from fan magazines)
almost no reviews were found in the

general press and only a few mentions
in the fan press. It caused to impact
because it was an incredibly positive
report. The favorable is not news.

Scrounging as best he could,
locating no accessblae repository of a
good cross-section of fan magazines,
Wertham collected about 200 different
TITLES and a number of issies of some
titles, over a period of years. These
included some comic fanzines, American
titles from most of the publishing
states of the union, as well as
German, Swedish, English, Spanish and
Canadian titles. They run the gamut
from news magazines, through
crudzines, APA titles, special
interest publications, academic
publications and superior fanzines.
While a few titles go back as far as
the thiries (Fantasy News), most of
the titles are from the sixties. ,

The selection is admittedly one
which had been picked up at random,
though Wertham's reading of the
fanzines has been supplemented by
references to various books about
science fiction and fantasy, such as
The Fantastic Universe Omnibus, Ed.
Hans Stefan Santesson (1960) , The
Science Fiction Novel (Advent, 1959,
An ABC of Science Fiction, (1968), the
Lord of the Rings (Ballantine, 1969).
In footnotes, he lists quite a number
of standard books about science
fiction but it is unclear whether he
has actually read them. This doubt is
raised since in the introduction to
his book he refers readers to my "The
Immortal Storm," but nowhere in his
book does he indicate any familiarity
with the contents and "discovers"
facts in obscure places that appear at
considerable length in The Immortal
Storm which was published before the
other sources.

Despite this, he gains my high
respect for his psychological insighs
as well as the preciseness and general
accuracy of his surmises and
conclusions about science fiction
fandom (and its satellite fandoms), a
respect which Seduction of the
Innocent did not engender. Initially,
I would have thought, that if Wertham
had access to a collection such as
mine, with runs of all the major fan

5

(*Not THE Fredric Wertham ?!?¥) M.D.,
Box 3697, Carbondale, I1l.
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magazines of the past 43 years [before
publication of his book] that he might
have had better raw material to work
from. Now, I realize this might have
been a mistake. I would have directed
him to all the highlight publications,
the brightest stars in the diedem of
the crown of fandom, polished the
apple and put on the best face in the
direcfich’- of ' sl ‘criticall, Sitlerany
and bibliological facets. If asked, I
might also have directed him to some
of the unpleasant aspects of fandom,
but I wasn't asked and it is Jjust as
well.

"In so much that in what it
offered to us today we read about what
is negative, we are entertained by
what is morbid, and we are surrounded
by what is contrived. Fanzines, which
are sincere and spontaneous, we have

overlooked," he says. He SpiEsie o
course, speaking to the academic
readership. "The vast majority of
sociologists, psychiatrists, and

educators, quite apart from knowing
them do not even know about them.
They are mentioned only in books
directly concerned with the fanzine
world™*and ' ‘the ' ' cubjectsi“= ofiliiEs
interest," he adds. He sees the
neglect of the outside world of
fanzines due to the fact that they are
"unconventional," as well as due to
"intellectual snobbishness."

His interest in fan magazines
began in 1942 and has gradually
mounted since that time. His reason
for undertaking a serious book on the
subject was: "However we 1look at
fanzines, they are distinctly not
mechanical, but spontaneous; not
statistically impersonal, but intensly
personal.... For whatever their
merits or demerits, they are certainly
outside the stream of our computerized
conformity which so many young people
object to. I also appreciated that
they are wunmanipulated from above....
They are intended for small audiences.
The individual is apt to be submerged
and regarded as a statistic. There is
no such tendency in fanzines...."

He did not believe or expect that
the fan magazines played a counter

6

role to the problems that beset
modern society. Their great value to
him was that "They exist and continue
to exist as genuine human voices
outside of all manipulation. Those
unheralded voices, not loud and
strident, not ponderous, but cheerful,
deserve to be heard." In closing his
introduction he states, "havind had to
read so many solemn professional and
professorial publications in my life,
the unconventional fanzines reminded
me of the cheery sleigh bells of
Rotterdam." (Wertham grew wup in

Europe.)

Wertham has, evidently, carefully
read even some of the pretty minor
examples of what he talks about, and
his chapter-by-chapter analysis of the
purpose, policies production,
distribution and editorial attitudes
of the publications are perceptive and
amazingly accurate and wundistorted.
The readers of this review may know
what fanzine fandom is all about, but
the people Wertham is writing for in
the main do not, and he gives them a
clear picture. "Fanzines have a
quality which makes themn a phenomenon
in our communication set-up," says
Wertham. "Ehis. : <is! their ,-overall
solidarity, their wusually friendly
competitiveness. They are critical,
but not destructive. Instead of
belittling one another they try to
further each other's interest. One’
has to have read many of them to
realize that they represent an
attitude which is healthy and decent."

Are  science fiction fans and
fanzine publishers a symptom of a
retreat from society, displaying an
inability to cope with the real world?
Wertham seriouly considers this
question and concludes that they are
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not, with the statement, "In my
analysis, the editing of fanzines is a
constructive and healthy exercise of
creative drives. As for the question
of morbid alienation or estrangement,
what is psychiatrically decisive is
that occupation with fanzines is not
by an means a flight into solitude or
isolation. The fanzine editors are
not idle dreamers. They do not run
away from the rest of the world. 1In
fact they cope well with very real
people and institutions, 1like paper
merchants and the post office. Often
they show what amounts to an
extraordinary amount of energy and
goodwill. Fanzines are a healthy part
of our society." From then on he
begins to talk NICE about all of us.

This is a phsychologically
reassuring book to those of us who
feel that possibly our fantasy
compulsion is an abberation. It is a
ready-made reply by a respected
authority to those who would criticize
our hobby. It is a book worth having.

University press books usually stay in
print forever. This one 1is probably
still available at its original price.

(*¥Recalling the incredible things he
had to say in Seduction of the
Innocent, (for those of you who've
never read it, he all but concluded
that Batman and Robin were gay and
therefore a bad influence on young
boys, and he felt a lot worse about
wonder Woman...) one wonders what he
would think of fanzines like OBSCZINE
or GOLDEN APA...%)

THE ENNEAD by Jan Mark Pocket Books,
1980

reviewed by Greg Hills

I don't know how to approach this
book. I have never read anything by
Mark Dbefore, and am inherently
conservative in my reading. I am glad
I overcame my conservatism in this
case.

An ennead, a not at the front of
the book assures us, is "a group of

nine." In this book, the Ennead is a
solar system of nine planets: the main
ones being Orpheus (a small world,
dead by manmade pollution), Euterpe
(dying by pollution and
overpopulation), Calliope (rocky,
barren and hostile), Clio (green and
open, the agricultural world for the
Ennead, and Erato. Oh yes, Orpheus is
moon to Calliope.

Erato 1is the setting for the
novel. It is a hard world, settled by
miners for its rock, now slowly
becoming a world for the sake of a
world. Stone and marble are
dirt-cheap; grass is a luxury beyond
the price of all save the richest.
There is no unemployment, because
whenever anyone no longer has a job
they are promptly deported to their
home world unless someone else
immediately finds them work. There is
no shortage of labor, however, as
whenever a job opens up a qualified
person 1is ferried in from another
world -- usually from Euterpe, where
people queue for years on long waiting
lists for the opportunity to get out.

Isaac, the story's protagonist, is
the young steward to Theodore, who 1is
one of Erato's richest inhabitants.
Isaac and Thecdore are half brothers
although Isaac does not know this, and
Theodore prefers not to tell him,
Issac is physically frail and small,
and was the sole survivor brought away
from Orpheus when that world died.
This has left its mark on the highly
intelligent steward.

Mr. Peasmarsh, a rich hermit who
owns a small stone-mine, 1learns he
must build a house in order to retain
his land as the Government wishes to
take it over to mine a rich deposit
Peasmarch is not interested in. He
decides to do the full course, and
engages to have a sculptor ferried out
from Euterpe to beautify the exterior.

Unfortunately, shortly after he
chooses Eleanor (the second major
character) from a list of names, he
dies. Isaac, always the opportunist,
persuades Theodore to take over the
contract and have Eleanor carve a
large block of reddish stone on

Mr. Eddie Abel certainly brings and interesting point of view to the SF
community. I always find it interesting to talk with people, who are not SFers,
They usually haven't had time to learn those
(¥As a

after they become exposed to the genre.

dogmas which we, who have been reading SF for many years, have succumbed to.
point of interest, what do you consider fannish dogmas to be, specifically? What
comes to my mind are things like the worship of Roscoe and Herbie and A Whole Dead
I have a feeling that our dogmas differ?#¥) In
particular, I found his review of THE NUMBER OF THE BEAST quite fair and as unbiased

Cat 1in Every Bar of Dead Cat Soap ...

as only a man who is "not familiar with his former work" could be.



MARCH 1981

here 1 sit, munching upon my three day old

Carl P WilSOI‘l pizza, mulling over how i should begin my next
eighteen frederick street letter to tightbeam. 1 shall warn you; this is
brantford ontario canada N3T4N4 going to be another of my 1long, 1long letters

(¥come on, fingers, don't fail me now...¥). i
find too much to say and you offer so many

opportunities for comment.
i would 1like to clarifv some of mv statements in dicana 27  and aleon wmdeba oo

MARCH 1981

g . Susan Shwartz has smoked me out of a
Jacquellne LIChtenberg long silence in these pages with her argument
8 Fox Lane (in TB#29, Jan 1981) sf criticism and the sf
Spring Valley NY 10977 fan/writer context.

Apparently Steve Duff's comment that SF writers are going to have to work with
the "same artistic responsibility as any other form of worthwhile reading" set Susan
(and a number of others) off like firecrackers. (¥Especially those who write.¥)

There seems to be an assumption here that I disagree with. The assumption is
that sf writers -- in general, which means then me, and MZB, and Katherine Kurtz, and
Anne McCaffrey, and RAH, and Hal Clement andandandand -- do not now put the effort
forth to polish and hone their product into something that says "art" to them. I
have to object to that assumption. I know these people, I know myself, and Susan
Shwartz, and Ruth Berman, and Jean Lorrah andandand, and I know lots of writers, and
their working methods and habits and goals.

I have never -- ever -- encountered a professional in this field who did not put
forth his/her nightiest effort to create the most glowing and significant
art he/she knew how. Oh, certainly, everyone works with one eye on commercial
viability, market trends, prices -- and editors with contracts in their fists.
(*Everybody?¥*) But in the last analysis, alone in a silent room staring at the pile
of blank paper waiting to be filled with final drafted, sold words -- every one of us
puts that extra something into the work -- that something that comes from so deep

down inside that there is no word for that place.

When we've done something we find meaningful, even the most hardened
professional fears rejection -- if not by the editor, then by the fans. Or perhaps
even ridicule for the pure, raw sincerity of the effort -- we've all absorbed years
worth of that in our teens, and the scars run deep. So we make noises about being
hack writers, doing it for a buck -- being emotionally uninvolved. Seriously --
wouldn't you? (*I have known people who fear rejection more than anything else to
come out with things like "I won't sell it because I refuse to prostitute my work."
I somehow think making noises about hacking and money are more honorable....¥*)
Surely, some of you have written things you won't let even your best friends see --
well, folks, we make our living by letting the world see those things. We just hide
them inside loads of ordinary things called archetypes.

My point re this discussion is
simply that we already do work to the
highest possible artistic standards. It
is the mundane world of bestsellers --
and books worthy of academic notice and

formal academic criticism -- that work
to the lowest standards. SF  writers
moonlight in mainstream. No

mainstreamer can imitate what we do
well enough to moonlight in sf.

I have been accused of being a
snob, and all sorts of bad things when I
say such things as "SF 1is the highest
form of 1literature mankind has ever
created." That sounds like a hyperbole
(which 1is supposed to be the dirtiest
sin). But it's not -- it is a simple,
sincere statement of a truth.

I entered N3F at the age of 13 (or thereabouts), which was like 26 years ago,
making that same statement. I haven't grown up enough in that time to outgrow that
statement, as people threatened that I would.

The reason we have no decent sf critics who aren't also sf writers is that the
only way to learn how we do what we do is to do it. You literally can't criticize it
if you can't perceive it -- and you can't perceive it unless you've tried it. There
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not, with the statement, "In my
analysis, the editing of fanzines is a
constructive and healthy exercise of
creative drives. As for the question
of morbid alienation or estrangement,
what is psychiatrically decisive is
that occupation with fanzines is not
by an means a flight into solitude or

isolation. The fanzine editors are
not idle dreamers. They do not run
away from the rest of the world. In

fact they cope well with very real
people and institutions, 1like paper
merchants and the post office. Often
they show what amounts to an
extraordinary amount of energy and
goodwill. Fanzines are a healthy part
of our society." From then on he
begins to talk NICE about all of us.

This is a phsychologically
reassuring book to those of us who

feel that possibly our fantasy
compulsion is an abberation. It is a
ready-made reply by a respected

authority to those who would criticize
our hobby. It is a book worth having.
University press books usually stay in
print forever. This one is probably
still available at its original price.

(*Recalling the incredible things he
had to say in Seduction of the
Innocent, (for those of you who've
never read it, he all but concluded
that Batman and Robin were gay and
therefore a bad influence on young
boys, and he felt a lot worse about
Wonder Woman...) one wonders what he
would think of fanzines like OBSCZINE
or GOLDEN APA...%)

THE ENNEAD by Jan Mark Pocket Books,
1980

reviewed by Greg Hills

I don't know how to approach this

book. I have never read anything by
Mark before, and am inherently
conservative in my reading. I am glad

I overcame my conservatism in this
case.

An ennead, a not at the front of
the book assures us, is "a group of

nine." In this book, the Ennead is a
solar system of nine planets: the main
ones being Orpheus (a small world,

dead by manmade pollution), Euterpe
(dying by pollution and
overpopulation), Calliope (rocky,

barren and hostile), Clio (green and
open, the agricultural world for the
Ennead, and Erato. Oh yes, Orpheus is
moon to Calliope.

Erato is the setting for the
novel. It is a hard world, settled by
miners for its rock, now slowly
becoming a world for the sake of a
world. Stone and marble are
dirt-cheap; grass 1is a luxury beyond
the price of all save the richest.
There is no unemployment, because
whenever anyone no longer has a job
they are promptly deported to their
home world unless someone else
immediately finds them work. There is
no shortage of labor, however, as
whenever a job opens up a qualified
person 1is ferried in from another
world -- usually from Euterpe, where
people queue for years on long waiting
lists for the opportunity to get out.

Isaac, the story's protagonist, is
the young steward to Theodore, who is
one of Erato's richest inhabitants.
Isaac and Theodore are half brothers
although Isaac does not know this, and
Theodore prefers not to tell him.
Issac is physically frail and small,
and was the sole survivor brought away
from Orpheus when that world died.
This has left its mark on the highly
intelligent steward.

Mr. Peasmarsh, a rich hermit who
owns a small stone-mine, learns he
must build a house in order to retain
his land as the Government wishes to
take it over to mine a rich deposit
Peasmarch is not interested in. He
decides to do the full course, and
engages to have a sculptor ferried out
from Euterpe to beautify the exterior.

Unfortunately, shortly after he
chooses Eleanor (the second major
character) from a list of names, he
dies. Isaac, always the opportunist,
persuades Theodore to take over the
contract and have Eleanor -carve a
large block of reddish stone on
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here 1 !sit, munching upon my three day old

Carl p Wilson pizza, mulling over how i should begin my next
eighteen frederick street letter to tightbeam. i shall warn you; this is
brantford ontario canada N3T4N4 going to be another of my long, 1long letters

(*¥come on, fingers, don't fail me now...¥). i
find too much to say and you offer so many
opportunities for comment.

i would 1like to clarify some of my statements in issue 27, and also update to
bring my words to contemporary status our of temporary.

my comments on star trek must be unjumbled because [Lynne] failed to place a
comma after the words "Ellison-scripted" (i use captitalization only in quotes).
(*Qut of sheer curiousity, why? I know several people who do this. This is one
letter which makes me glad I have a text-editor; sure saves on corflu.*) if the
reader does this in his/her copy, all of the confusion will dissipate (i hope.)

i read my words and see an egotism and belief in self-worth which is high. this
is no longer true. 1i still see the group of people known as fen as a more
intelligent group, as well as more creative than most (it is true and i defy anyone
to deny it) but my format made it seem (and at the time i wrote that it was a proper
seeming, for it was true) as though i though quite a bit of myself in terms of
intelligence. this was a misconception. now i see the works of others and know that
i have a great distance to travel. (¥It's just a phase, you'll get over it.¥)

--separatism: wow. linda frankel is something; i had not known when i wrote my
letter that this was a real movement. 1i'd thought it sort of interesting and worth
exploring. 1if ms. frankel speaks true (¥I'm sure she does¥*) then i am frightened by
the idea. 1 still think pat had a good idea; i just hope that people have not gone
to ridiculous lengths about it.

--the illuminati: a repeated wow. 1 had heard of the illuminati but had no idea
it was a real group, nor that it was so powerful. i'm going to have to write to ms
frankel ... (¥also write to Arthur Hlavaty.¥)

--the artist: i am glad the debate. about this topic continues (*if it does by
the time thish gets out¥*), for this has been the subject i've thought most about ...
as 1 mentioned, I am an artist. first, i am an artist because i must be. my writing
and music are primary forms of expression for me; the visual arts, when i involve
myself in their confines, are more of a joking thing. my filk are musical
correspondants to my cartoons. my serious music is much more important. none,
though, 1is too important. art 1is a statement incurred without doubt and without
intrigue. it is all a very broad and open field. This is the function of art; it is
what science fiction writers could and should be doing (*I think I've lost you...¥) i
create or die and i am determined to create what is quality-filled. i do not believe
in art as a mere source of money ... money is necessary but i must drive ahead with
my beliefs through my words and not worry about commercial marketability.

(*Speaking as one who, for the last four or five years, has been making a decent
living from my artwork, I can admit to only two reasons why I do art, other than
having money to spend frivolously: 1) Art is something I can do well 2) WITHOUT
taking seriously. I wused to know people who would not sell a work of art; their
excuse was always, "I won't prostitute my art." I have since found that, in every
case, what this quaint little quote translates into is, "I know other people won't
like it anyway, so I won't give them the chance to reject it." Sad... ¥)

what is sf the notation of? it is

the notation of the human mind, soul, \ OH DEAR...
heart, but first and foremost intellect,
attempting to sort out the harmonies of
the unknown and solving them through
technological or otherwise flights of
the author's imagination. it can be
much more than literature; it has to be
literature also.

8 . /___A




TIGHTBEAM

IS

mr duff: im afraid that though some of our views coincide (i really like your

first two paragraphs, as well as the third) (¥in TIGHTBEAM 217 #*) i find much of
your statements ridiculous. we both pursue art; you insist on something that you
don't enjoy. art is thought-stimulating ... much of the evidence you cite as art,
well, 1 find it closed-minded. (*Hunh?*¥) sorry, but i can't see us imitating
mainstream as you seem to wish we would. art need not be presented in what was
revolutionary years ago (most of the things you speak of are old, old, old...) but it
must be presented as what is revolutionary now. (¥Why?7?¥)

(*A note i forgot to include earlier -- getting the computer to underline things
is an immense pain in the posterior, to the point where it is practically impossible.
Please keep this in mind when placing emphasis in your locs...¥*)

the number of the beast: well i have now found the book and read half of it so
far. hmmm. i must admit, it is not heinlein's best work. however, it is good, even
great. im sorry (¥Are you leaving out the apostrophes on purpose?*) but i just love
his style; also, the characters are not quite as one sided as mr hills believes. i
still have not finished it, though, so i will suspend final judgement. i do not
agree that it wil probably be heinlein's last novel. (why does everybody jump all
over r.a.h., asimov...? it becomes fashionable to reject the good simply because it
is by a successful author; i dislike this.) (*¥Now here, I agree with you.¥)

who 1is frejac? i am almost willing to bet that this mysterious artist is none
other than the infamous lynne holdom herself. (¥uh...¥) consider the evidence: "his"
work is forever appearing in places like the headings of sections, etc, and always
fits precisely into the sort of space needed to just fill the page. no address is
ever given in the contributor's section. (*What would you say if I told you that
Frejac stands for FREd JACkson III; his adress, like mine, isn't usually printed 'cos
there 1isn't room, and the reason the art fits so well is that one cleverly puts the
art down on the page FIRST and then types AROUND it?¥)

I was saddened to hear of Janie Lamb's

Michael Bastraw misfortune. She was the one who turned me on
70 Webster St to the N3F and, through her, made it possible
Laconia NH 03246 for me to "meet" many new and interesting

people with new and interesting ideas. To
have one's house burn down has to be one of the worst personal disasters someone can
face (short of death). I shudder to think of those irreplacable items which almost
certainly went up in flames....

Would you please tell Fa Shimbo that if she is going to review a book, whether
she likes it or not, to do it? (¥*What about the books that I neither like nor not?¥)
Don't talk about doing it; Jjust DO it. Maybe I'm being more sensitive in this
particular case as Piers is a favorite of mine. When I saw that you had a review on
the first book of one of the better trilogies I have read I was understandably
excited. But when I saw that, that ... fragment, I couldn't believe it. If you
have three column inches to kill, please use artwork in the future. (I'm sorry, but
you got me dander up.) (¥I wrote what I did because I abhore reading book reviews
that tell you the whole story. It makes the story that much less fun to read,
because I know what happens next. I was hard pressed to think of a way to review
this book == other than the way I did -- without giving the entire story away;
because there's 1lots of verbiage and study in the story, but not much of a complex
plot. It seemed the less of it I gave away, the better.¥)

Mr. Eddie Abel certainly brings and interesting point of view to the SF
community. I always find it interesting to talk with people, who are not SFers,
after they become exposed to the genre. They usually haven't had time to learn those
dogmas which we, who have been reading SF for many years, have succumbed to. (¥As a
point of interest, what do you consider fannish dogmas to be, specifically? What
comes to my mind are things like the worship of Roscoe and Herbie and A Whole Dead
Cat 1in Every Bar of Dead Cat Soap ... I have a feeling that our dogmas differ?#*) In
particular, I found his review of THE NUMBER OF THE BEAST quite fair and as unbiased

as only a man who is "not familiar with his former work" could be. 9
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Susan Shwartz has smoked me out of a

Jacqueline Lichtenberg long silence in these pages with her argument
8 Fox Lane (in TB#29, Jan 1981) sf criticism and the sf
Spring Valley NY 10977 fan/writer context.

Apparently Steve Duff's comment that SF writers are going to have to work with
the "same artistic responsibility as any other form of worthwhile reading" set Susan
(and a number of others) off like firecrackers. (*Especially those who write.¥)

There seems to be an assumption here that I disagree with. The assumption is
that sf writers -- in general, which means then me, and MZB, and Katherine Kurtz, and
Anne McCaffrey, and RAH, and Hal Clement andandandand -- do not now put the effort
forth to polish and hone their product into something that says "art" to them. I
have to object to that assumption. I know these people, I know myself, and Susan
Shwartz, and Ruth Berman, and Jean Lorrah andandand, and I know lots of writers, and
their working methods and habits and goals.

I have never —-- ever -- encountered a professional in this field who did not put
forth his/her nightiest effort to create the most glowing and significant
art he/she knew how. Oh, certainly, everyone works with one eye on commercial
viability, market trends, prices -- and editors with contracts in their fists.
(¥Everybody?*) But 1in the last analysis, alone in a silent room staring at the pile
of blank paper waiting to be filled with final drafted, sold words -- every one of us
puts that extra something into the work -- that something that comes from so deep

down inside that there is no word for that place.
When we've done something we find meaningful, even the most hardened

professional fears rejection -- if not by the editor, then by the fans. Or perhaps
even ridicule for the pure, raw sincerity of the effort -- we've all absorbed years
worth of that in our teens, and the scars run deep. So we make noises about being
hack writers, doing it for a buck -- being emotionally uninvolved. Seriously --

wouldn't you? (¥I have known people who fear rejection more than anything else to
come out with things like "I won't sell it because I refuse to prostitute my work."
I somehow think making noises about hacking and money are more honorable....*)
Surely, some of you have written things you won't let even your best friends see --
well, folks, we make our living by letting the world see those things. We just hide
them inside loads of ordinary things called archetypes.

My point re this discussion is
simply that we already do work to the
highest possible artistic standards. It
is the mundane world of bestsellers --
and books worthy of academic notice and
formal academic criticism -- that work
to the 1lowest standards. SF writers
moonlight in mainstream. No
mainstreamer can imitate what we do
well enough to moonlight in sf.

I have been accused of being a
snob, and all sorts of bad things when I
say such things as "SF is the highest
form of 1literature mankind has ever
created." That sounds like a hyperbole
(which is supposed to be the dirtiest
sin)du Bubgitts noti=- it ispfas simples
sincere statement of a truth.

I entered N3F at the age of 13 (or thereabouts), which was like 26 years ago,
making that same statement. I haven't grown up enough in that time to outgrow that
statement, as people threatened that I would.

The reason we have no decent sf critics who aren't also sf writers is that the
only way to learn how we do what we do is to do it. You literally can't criticize it
if you can't perceive it -- and you can't perceive it unless you've tried it. There
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are very few fans who haven't tried to write an sf story. Most won't admlt.lt,
though. Yet those are the fans who make the best critics, becuase they were driven
to write by something they saw lacking in a story -- and needed to provide. When
they read a story, they can tell whether that element is there or not. ' And very
often, they can tell the aurthor how to improve the sotry. Outsiders can't do that.
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Mundanes wouldn't want to try -- they might experience sensawonder!

what Susan calls "responsible artistic standards" -- if they are something we
don't already have, then I hold them in utter -- absolute -- contempt. Because what
we do have is much, much better than what they have./ '

By the way, the early Silverberg "pot-boilers" were great art, by my standards.
I really was a Silverberg fan -- until he started writing what HE thought was great
art, and I go to sleep over.

As I recall this trend, there was a concerted effort on the part of <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>