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aditorial

and othar pratanslons

TOM REAMY

There are a couple of items usually
seen in these pages that are missing
from this issue. When Andy Offutt's
submission arrived it was, besides be-
ing too lengthy to fit comfortably, too
interesting for the hurried treatment |
would have had to give it to meet my self-
imposed deadline for this issue. Con-
sequently, itis being held over until #it
so there will be time to have it illus-
trated by Tim Kirk and time for me to
give it the attention it deserves.

The second missing item 1s Dan
Bates' column. Well, | already had that
typed and layed out but | found myself
with 53 pages of material and only 52
pages of magazine. Something had to
come out and Dan drew the black bean.
Sorry about that, Dan.

You may be a litle surprised to see
this appear so soon after #9 and may
be more surprised to see #11 appear
before St. Louiscon. (As | say that, |
cross my fingers, knock on wood, spit
on a horseshoe, stroke a rabbit's foot,
burn incense to Dhumbala, and get a
cramp.) | wanted to get this 1ssue on
the road before | went to Midwescon
but, as | write this, Midwescon is less
than three weeks away andldon't think
I have a prayer.

Number 11 is, however, flaty, final-
ly, and irrefutably going to the printers
on or before July 31 no matter what
1sn't ready. Mark that, all of you who
plan to be in #11. It will not be mailed
until after | return from St. Louis so,
if you subscribe, | would appreciate
your picking up your copy there. Every
little bit that 1 can save, you know.

The other day | received an inter—
esting fanzine called PLOF from Neal
Goldfarb, a member of '"Barefoot Con-
necticut Fandom.” In the pages of
PLOF Neal is pushing Minneapolis in
173 and has adopted the apparently erys-
talized Minneapolis line of bad-mouthing
the opponents. Since Dallas has done
the most in the way of campaigning so
far, we generally catch the brunt of it.
As they prefer to talk-down the other
bidders rather than talking-up their own
bid, | don't know much about it. Neal
only mentioned that everything they had
was better than everybody else's and
that they would require an overflow ho-
tel because theirs (the Leamington) isn't
large enough.

Anyway, back to the point of Neal's

editorial: he makes a supposition that,
while being wholly irrelevant to the
question, is very interesting: "Compare
TRUMPET and HOOP [the Minneapolis
chairman's fanzine]. Both are good, and
Trumpet is definitely a better zine, but
it ia almost totally depersonalized. The
only indication of the presence of an
editor is in the colophon and editorial.
Hoop, on the other hand, is light, and
has editorial personality. Would you
want a con echoing Trumpet or Hoop?"

That's a tantalizing concept. What
would a "Trumpetcon" and a "Hoop-
con" be like? Let's see, a Trumpetcon
would be beautiful (practically everyone
tells me Trumpet is beautiful); it would
be colorful; it would have a great deal
of variety; and would be 'totally de-
personalized". Is that really true? |
know my own conception of the editor's
role in a magazine like Trumpet is that
of director and not star. Butis Trumpet
offensively impersonal? i'dlike to know.

And a Hoopcon would be, by the
editor's own words, dittoed on '"cheap
yellow paper', and there wouldn't be
much to do except rap with the chair-
man. If the expected 2000 people were
to show up, it would be quite a room
party.

The most interesting convention
would probably be a SF Reviewcon
(or Psychoticon, if you can't get out of
the habit): all the pros would arrive
armed and, after ganging up on Ted
White and Harry Harrison, would turn
on each other. The halls would be
stained with blood. And while all this
was going on, the chairman would be
lying on a couch talking to himself.

An RQcon would be primarily schol-
arly lectures on science fiction's past
glories.

An Cddcon would be...well, we'll
know the answer to that soon enough.
The editors of Odd are the chairmen
of this year's Worldcon in St. Louis.

The Hugo finalists have been an-
nounced; as you all probably know by
now. The final ballots will be mailed
with the third progress report sometime
in July. If you wish to vote onthe Hu-
gos, you must be a St. Louiscon mem-
ber. OCnly members will receive the
ballots and any ballots submitted by non-
members will be discarded. If you join
in early July you may be in time to
vote. Send $4.00 for an attending mem-
bership or $3.00 for a supporting mem-
bership to St. Louiscon, Box 3008, St.
Lous, MO 63130.

| haven't read all the nominations for
novel, novella, novelette and short
story, so recommendations | might make
would be unfair to those | haven't read.

The nominees for the Dramatic a-
ward are alittle surprising inthat Planet
ofthe Apes and Barbarella didn't make
the final ballot, and that Yellow Sub-
marine and a Prisoner episode did. 1
think | see the reason though: thase
who liked Planet of the Apes probably
liked 2001 better and nominated it.
Those who didn'tlike 2001 well enough
to nominate it, didn't like Apes well
enough either. And we wind up with the
strange situation of the second best pic~
ture of the year completely out of the
running. Barbarella has been generally
unpopular in fandom (though | liked it
better than Charly) but I'm not too sure

why. | think that most people miased
the point entirely and insisted on taking
it seriously. The other nominee is
Rosemary's Baby, which | liked quite
a lot but not as much as 1 liked 2001,
the only reasonable choice.

With only seven regularly published
prozines, the nominations can't be much
of a surprise. Analog, F&SF, Gal-
axy, IF, and New Worlds—with only
Amazing and Fantastic predictably fail-
ing to make it. IF has won the last
three years despite its being the least
of the magazines nominated. My own
choice is F&SF, not only because it is
probably the best of the lot, but because
it is in danger of folding. A Hugo win
means alot to sales as you can tell by
the way the pocketbooks play it up on
the covers—sometimes in larger type
than the title.

Of the professional artists nominated,
Jack Gaughan has won the last two
years running and Kelly Freas has won
before—for much better art than he's
doing these days. Vaughn Bode's pro
work hasn't been that good and I doubt
seriousiy that he would have this nomi-
nation at all if it weren't for his fan work.
That leaves Leo and Diane Dillon as
my choice. Note that there are five fi-
nalists in all the categories escept pro
artist—which shows in what a disrepu-
table state the prozines are in these
days as far as art is concerned.

Fanzines: Psychotic, RQ, Shaggy,
Trumpet and Warhoon. There should
be little doubt in anyone's mind about
which one | want to win. Thanks to all
of you who nominated Trumpet; it's
greatly appreciated.

Richard Delap, Banks Mebane, Har-
ry Warner, Jr., Ted White and Walt
Willis have been nominated for best fan
writer. Can it be other than Harry?

Then comes the last and most dif-
ficult category of all: fan artist. Where
prodom ia suffering a dearth of talent,
fandom has a rich and varied abundance.
George Barr, Vaughn Bode', Tim Kirk,
Doug Lovenstein and Bill Rotsler. ALL
of them deserve a Hugo but, as George
won last year, Rotsler has been de-
serving it longer. Bode', Kirk, and
Lovenstein are brilliant artists but all
three have emerged only this year.
Rotsler's sly humor has been decora-
ting fanzines for many years without a
Hugo win. It's time for it now.

Alex Eisenstein's new address is
6424 N. Mozart Ave., Chicago, IL
60645. All fanzines for review should
be sent to him (should he ever decide
to write another review column) and all
fanzines for trade to me at the Richard-
son address. That's right, if you want
to be reviewed it will cost you two
copies. Also, anyone who insists upon
submitting poetry should send that to
Alex also—for a guaranteed rejection.
And all of you pros who would like to
see your stories well illustrated rather
than being paid, can send them to Trum-
pet, instead of the prozines.

We also need and appreciate those
letters of comment, though it's the sub-
scriptions that keep Trumpet aliva. We
could be greedy and ask for both.

See you in St. Louis.

P.S. that number by your nameon
the envelope indicates the last issue of
your subscription. L]




ALEX EISENSTEIN:

2001 ERRATA

In the first installment of my two-
part article on 2001 {second part next
issue), there appeared three relatively
minor errors of fact. The most glaring
mistake | made dealt with the design of
the space-helmets: | stated that the free
mobility of the head within the helmet
was contrary to the entire history of
NASA design. Well, it was—until the
Apollo spacesuit was recently modified
to provide maximum visibility for the
astronaut; the new Apollo helmet is
structurally similar to the 2001 edition,
except thatthe former is almost entirely
transparent, like the classic fishbowl
heimet of yore (the only opaque area is
a small, reflective oveid patch that
shields the back of the head and neck]).
Apparently, the principle of crash-hel-
met security is nolonger a prime value
to NASA. Also, I've been told by Al
Jackson that the major practical obstacle
to the new design has been a commun-
ications problem: the voice pickups must
be placed very close tothe face. Inthe
present NASA configuration, this ne-
cesaity is fulfilled by the additional cloth
headgear worn by the Apocllo crew;
each of these close-fiting caps carries
two slim, rod-shaped mikes that jut
from the cheeks like short tusks, ending
in blunttips close beside either corner
of the wearer's mouth.

The next error was an error of ob-

servation, but only in degree—| uncon-
sciously exaggerated an overall impres-
sion, with incidental distortion of atten-
dant details: "the painted furniture, en-
amelled as no period piece would ever
be...detestably coated with enamel—
white-frosting trim on a base of cool
pale green." Actually, the woodwork is
pale mint green {or ivory-white trans-
formed by the greenish lighting) with
thin, spare lines of gilt trim; the up-
holstery of chairs and headboard, as
well as the bedspread material, is a
silky, greenish-gold. "A blacky, marble
bathtub with chisel-sharp edges..." In
the film, an oval basin sink fits this des—
cription, but not the tub. The bathroom
also is much bluer than the bedroom,
but both are still cold and queasily re-
pellent—though the bathroom is much the
"cooler" of the two on an interior-de-
corator's color-scale of psychological
"temperature,"

My last mistake was a very simple
and unimportant {in context) asubstitution
the lunar monolith, in the film. is said
to be 4 million years ancient, whereas
the novel gives the figure as 3 million.
I assumed the novel and movie were
consistent on such an clementary level;
Itherefore used the latter figure through-
out my discussion of the hominids and
the earthbound lunar monoliths, in both
the book and film versions. The dis—
crepancy has no effect on my basic con-
clusions, however; they are no less
sound when the figure is corrected to

4 million, because the correction does
not change any ofthe basic chronologi-
cal relationships that | cited.

“UNCLE BILL'S BARREL"

The true connoisseur
graphics definitely shouldn't miss the
second issue of Graphic Showcase.
Within is a most amazing "comic' strip,
"Uncle Bill's Barrel," by Berni Wright-
son—surely the best blend of E. C.
horror (although it's hardly "horrify-
ing'" ) and Ozark humor that ever flowed
from an artist's brush. "Uncle Bill" is
like a Manley Wade Wellman mountain
yarn, or one of Kuttner's jocular fan-
tasies {e.g., "All the Tea in China"},
filtered through E.C.'s Vault of Hor-
ror; it uses the classic genre subject
of dessicated—corpse—risen—from—the-
grave, butthe underlying motive for this
auto-exhumation is a thirst for an es-
sence much more tangible than the usu-
al unrequited vengeance.

Graphic Showcase #2 may be had
from Tom Long, P.O. Box 8957,
Richmond, VA 23225, for a dollar the
copy—a might steep for an amateur
!"panel-zine" (as they call 'em in comic
fandom), but worth it for Berni's strip
alone. Yes, | know that kind of remark
is often tossed about by careless critics
in their gratuitous paeans to unworthies,
but this time, this place, it is nothing
less than true! Get it and see for your-
self, Dear Reader.

of fantasy



"N FLAMES

by LARRY NIVEN

the following requires some explan-
ation. At least!

On January fourteenth, 1968, Nor-
man Spinrad and | were at a party
thrown by Tom and Terry Pinckard.
We were filling coffee cups when Spinny
started this whole thing.

"You oughtto drop the known space
series,"” he said. "You'll get stale.'
{Quotes are not necessarily accurate.)

1told him! was writing stories other
than "known space'' stories, and that |
would give up the series as soon as |
ran out of things to say within that
framework. Which would be soon.

“"Then why don't you write a story
that tears itto shreds? Don't just abandon
'known space'. Destroy it!"

"But how?" I never did ask why.
Norman andl think alike in some ways.

"Start with the premise that the
whole thing is a shuck. There never
was a chain reaction of novae in the
galactic core. There aren‘t any thrintun.
It's all a gigantic hoax. Write it that way.
Then," said Spinny, "if the fans write
letters threatening to lynch you, you
write back saying, 'lt's only a story..."

We found a corner, and during the
next four hours we worked out the de-
tails. Some | rejected. Like, he wanted
to make the tnuctipun into minions of the
Devil. (Yes, the Devil.) Like, he
wanted me to be inconsistent. Why? May-
be to demonstrate my contempt for the
story.

The incredible thingisthat when we
finished, we did indeed have a consis-
tent framework. It's as complex as
watchwork, more complex perhaps than
WORLD OF PTAVVS, which was

probably overcomplex; but it is consis-
tent.

The structure it turns upside down
already amounts to about 250000 words.
It includes three books (WORLD OF
PTAVVS, A GIFT FROM EARTH,
and the eight stories in NEUTRON
STAR), and several stories published
in Galaxy, including THE ADULTS
(Galaxy, June 1967.) If you haven't
read these (with the exception of A
GIFT FROM EARTH, which is option—
al; published as SLOWBOAT CARGO
in If) then what follows will not make
much sense.

What follows is, first, a list of the
basic ideas behind DOWN IN FLAMES :
changes in the structure of the '"known
space’ series; and second, a rough
plot outline.

I never got further than that. Along
about April, ] ran into an idea called a
Dyson sphere. It gripped my imagina-
tion, and | designed a compromise struc-
ture which is in some ways superior:
the Niven ring. It is the basis for a
story, half written at this time, called
RINGWORL.D.

RINGWORLD makes DOWN IN
FLAMES obsclete. The assumptions
behind RINGWORLD are different as-
sumptions. So DOWNIN FLAMES be-
comes part of the limbo of unwritten
stories, and nobody would ever have
known about it were it not for Tam
Reamy and TRUMPET. Have fun.

preliminary outline:

1) Beowulf Shaeffer never went to the
galactic core.

2) The alleged Quantum Il hyperdrive
ship in AT THE CORE was a hoax.

For eight months that ship rested some-
where in the West End of Jinx, while
Beowulf Shaeffer thought he was making
a round trip of 30,000 light years. The
puppeteer-built machinery he thought was
hyperdrive equipment was cover-up for
the real machinery: 3D movie projectorsa,
sensory mechanisms, artificial gravity.
et cetera.

3) The core is not exploding.

4) The thrintun/Slaver species never
existed.

5) The tnuctipun are real enough; but
they did not exist a billion and a half
years ago. They are contemporary.
6) The puppeteers are in their pay.
7) They accepted employment because
they dared not refuse the tnuctipun,
which species is even more mean and
vicious than | thought. And| never really
liked them.

8) Obviously the puppeteers are not
fleeing the radiation wave from the Core
explosion. They are fleeing the tnucti-
pun. Another reasonthey accepted em-
ployment: they needed the funds to flee.
9) Kzanol 1s neither robot nor android.
He is, now get this, he is a product
of tnuctipun biological engineering: a
tailored species with only one member!
His memories are heavily detailed sci-
ence fiction.

10) Many of the stasis boxes, ostensibly
left behind after the Slaver War a billion
and a half years ago, are false. Others
are for real. The genetically tailored
plants and animals are real.

The tnuctipun once used afew worlds
in known space. Jinx, for instance.
They left behind them (not long ago;
certainly less than a million years) a
few stasis boxes, and, of course, the
stage trees and bandersnatchi and sun-
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flowers and so forth.

The only hoax involved is the Slaver
War. Certain stasis boxes were left
floating through known space, and Kza-
nol was created, very artistically, and
dropped on the continental shelf for the
dolphins to find. Cther real evidence of
the tnuctipun will be worked into the
structure of the hoax. Thus the pre-
sence of the tnuctipun, now, will never
be suspected.

11) The truth is that the tnuctipun are
all through known space. It will be seen
how this is possible.

12) The whitefood/bandersnatchi were
not designed to spy on the thrintun/
Slavers. Their purpose was much
simpler. Tnuclipun enjoy feeding on the
meat of sentient beings, so they built

4

one.

13) As part of the hoax, they recently
settled some of their number on a world
of known space, with false memories
and a drastically reduced technology.
Their technology was just great enough
that they could slow the advance of the
frontiers of human space, until the tnuc-
tipun could plant all the evidence they
needed to.

Ancther purpose of this group was
to make it possible for tnuctipun to move
freely about in known space.

The group knows nothing of the tnuc-
tipun or their plan. Their ancestors were
not volunteers. They call themselves
kzinti. Note that a tnuctipun caught do-
ing anything, moral or not, in known
space will be taken for a kzin.

14) Note also, a psychological point.
Female kzinti are dumb animals, no
more. Thus the kzinti may be thought
of as asexual. So itis with the tnuctipun.
A kzin will understand perfectly, the
kick they get from eating sentient meat.
There has to be something to replace the
missing sex kick.
15) This is one of the motives behind
the hoax.
16) The core of the hoax is the Core
explosion. In twenty thousand years,
the alleged Core explosion will make all
of known space uninhabitable. Thus,
during the next twenty thousand years,
known space must be evacuated by every
sentient species.

The hoax mlay extend much further
than known space. Refugees will be




showing up from further in.

Most species will plan to return af-
ter the wave of radiation passcs; or at
lcast, they will consider the possibility.
They will make at least some attempt
to mothball their artifacts.

All the worlds of known space, with
their maintenance machinery more or
less preserved, will be open to the
tnuctipun. Further, upto atrillion beings
{and perhaps much more, depending
how far the hoax extends) are available
in spacecraft moving at Quantum ] hyper-
drive. AH flavors, these beings. All
moving at the same velocity; match di-
rection and you've matched course for
boarding. In most cases, no weapons;
the species would concentrate on the
enormous task of moving billions of in-
dividuals clear out of the galaxy, and
would in most cases move as soon as
they had the capability.

. Obviously this must be the last of
the known space stories. (if only Blish
had stopped with the second Okie novel!
He ended the universe there; and then
he had to go backward!) Above are
the assumptions | am forced to make to
get a coherent picture. Some minor
questions arise, and some are answercd:
1) Why wasn't the Quantum Il hyperdrive
sold to some entrepreneur in human
space? It was advertised for sale; why
didn't someone buy it?

Answer: those who tried couldn't
get in contact with the right puppeteers.
They got the runaround until they gave
up in disgust. There is no Quantum Il
hyperdrive.

2) The Grogs are not the mutated de-
scendants of the Slavers. They never
claimed to be. But the tnuctipun knew
of Grogs, and designed Kzanol with the
Grogs in mind. They slipped up there.
They should have made him female.
3) Since they were planted the kzinti
have changed. They were given a tech-
nology which would ensure their being
beaten over and over again by the ships
of human space. Evolution doesn't al-
ways hold for sentient beings who tailor
their own environment instead of adapting
to it, but it holds here. The most seri-
ous warmongers among kzinti, and the
ones with the least self control, were
those who died first. And the kzinti pop-
ulation has dropped by half in half a
dozen wars. Those left are not peace-
able, but they have developed some self
control, some ability to think first before
jumping. Further, telepaths are their
own development.

And they've been done wrong. As-
suredly they will join the minions of
human space when the hoax becomes
known .

4) Consider THE SOFT WEAPON.

It had te be a shuck, part of the
hoax. The handle of the stasis box did
not fit a kzinti, i.e. a tnuctip, claw.
But a weapon so powerful could not be
allowed to fall into the hands of humans.

So the tnuctipun planted the box for
the Papandreous to find; but they were
there to take it away, making sure the
humans saw it first. Only one of the
kzinti on the Traitor's Claw was a tnuc-
tip. It was Flyer.

5) What of the Outsiders?

They are in no danger from the
tnuctipun, who seek only meat of proper
chemical composition. If they maintain

their ncutrality, nobody should harm
them. And they must have known of the
tnuctip plot for some time.

They sell information. How well can
we balance profit against fear? Can we
use them?

Obviously | am thinking in terms of
Armageddon. The end result of exposure
of the tnuctip fraud will be a cataclysm
to shake the stars. Fire and death,
and from here it looks like the tnuctipun
will probably win. They will have no
allies, none at all; but their technology
will be enormous.

What happens to ships that go too
deep into a gravity well? Snatched by
the tnuctipun! There is no relcvent
physical law, no mysterious singularity
in hyperspace. Such is part of the
fraud; for the necessity of moving into
a system at sublight speeds is enough
to slow the spread of humanity and keep
it from regions where the fraudulence
of the Slaver War would become ap-
parent. Their ships will be faster until
we learn this.

Note that the tools we have found in
Slaver stasis boxes are largely planted.
They throw this technology away! What
more are they hiding?

Now you have the background. What
of the story itself?

I know some of the characters I'll
need. Oddly, the most necessary are
the most familiar. 1'll need either Kzanol
or Larry Greenberg to expose one side
of the Slaver War hoax. At some point,
on some city pedwalk, he will point to a
large orange kzin and shout, "Heavens
preserve us! It's a tnuctip!"

Ml need Beowulf Shaeffer. He's the
key man in the Core explosion hoax.

It would be convenient to ring in
Richard Harvey Schultz-Mann, expert
on Slaver relics, to show how the hoax
must have been worked, and to guess
what must be true and what false.

Probably Elephant's money and ships
will be needed for backing, as the track-
ing of the truth becomes a major pro-
ject.

In addition, three strangers: a moun-
taineer girl with Plateau eys (Matt Kel-
ler's power), and a kzin for a central
character, and a grog to read the mind
of a true-tnuctip prisoner.

detail: Kobold

Brennan knows certain things. He
knows them because he's had plenty of
time to think about them and has figured
them out.

He knows the kind of place to find
the puppeteer world. He knows they
probably took it with them.

He knows why the QOutsiders follow
starseeds. (But does he tell Shaeffer?)

He lives in a place he designed
himself, using antigravity as an art form.
It's way the hell out in the cometary belt
of Sol, beyond the hyperspace singu-
larity, but it didn't grow there; he built
it from astercids, in the Belt. It's Ko-
bold. In Kobold, streams flow two ways;
you can swim on either side of a stream;
the tongue of flat rock which extends out
as arunway for spacecraft has service
installations back to back. On that space-
port tongue are tractors to draw the
ships into the air. A huge version of
the '"pressure curtain" in RELIC OF

EMPIRE surrounds the whole setup,
except for the spaceporttongue. There
are rooms for asports never invented
before, including many that could be en-
joyed only by adult-stage humans. De-
tail :

The sphere covered with grass. It's
five hundred meters through, and that'a
all there is: grass, one assymetrically
shaped pool, and a huge tree. You
reach it by jumping from another point
to the top branches of the tree, then
climbing down. Note that the sphere
touches no other part of Kobold.

A kind of museum, hoiding sculptures
made of water. Fields hold the place
and shape of each statue.

The Moebus miniatur'e golf course.

The shadowed place: a life support
system for Outsiders, with mooring fa-
cilities for any kind of ship. Brennan
can talk to them through a pressure
curtain, with him on one side under
pressure, and the Outsider in low-gee
and vacuum.

The "Finagle bullet" mounted some-
where, with lighted warning signs. it's
a captured ten-foot sphere of neutron-
ium, like others in known space. There
are other such traps, suitably labeled;
in an emergency Brennan can turn off
the signs. Even the machinery which
makes the signs will vanish without a
trace. That's one reason Brennan
rarely invites humans to Kobold.

One thing about Kobold: its wonders
are human wonders. There is nothing
like the peculiar floor construction in
WRONG WAY STREET. The things
Brennan does with his artificial gravity
and his fusion plants and his high [Q
are the things any human would do,
given an impulse to play.

plot:
1

Beowulf Shaeffer is relaxing some-
where, probably in an anarchpark,
when the SBrennan-monster taps him on
the shoulder. "l need you," he says,
and produces credentials. Shaeffer suf-
fers himself to be led away, knowing
very little. But Brennan has mentioned
the Core explosion and Shaeffer's trip.

2

At the spaceport, gunshots. {Wea-
ponry, anyway.) In fact, the weapons
being used are unfamiliar, but they eat
holes in things quick as hell. { They will
turn out to be an improvement on the
disintegrator, with two parallel beams,
one to suppress electron charge, one
to suppress proton charge. Brennan
suspects this from the start.)

The shots lash out around them,
and Brennan takes them both in a mad
run. Knowing that losing a mgjor limb
would kill Shaeffer, he takes a beam
meant for Shaeffer and loses a leg,
cauterizes it with his own X-ray laser,
and off they go, Brennan hopping.

What being has been shooting? It
turns out to be a species as agile as
Phssthpok, but without much brain. One
thing marks them at once: they are
drones of some kind. Perhaps there is
a sentient queen bee somewhere.

3

They reach Brennan's ship and take
off. En route, the Brennan-monster ex-




plains something of what heis, and gets
Bey to go over the tale of his Core trip.

4

At Kobold, Brennan puts Shaeffer
under drugs and gets a transcript of
the Core trip. He still hasn't said what
he's after. Whatever it is, he doesn't
get it. Yet he knows it's there, if only
because he and Shaeffer were shot at.

He does his research onthe corpse
of their attacker—the one he saved for
examination. He guides Shaeffer around
Kobold. They talk. .. { Exposition here!)

And Shaeffer mentions the trip to
Swoosh.

Brennan knows a good deal about
the Outsiders, and shows it.

Shaeffer wonders about some of the
questions he was asked on that inter-
view.

When Shaeffer names one question—
"What will you do now that you know
the Core is exploding?"-—3Srennan hops
up velling, "That's it!" Right then, the
attack begins.
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The attack starts with a whistle of
a set frequency. Brennan blurs into
motion. A pressure suit hits Shaeffer,
and he stands stupidly holding it. Bren-
nan flips some switches, onc motion of
both hands, and is gone in a long jump
across one of the gaps on Kobold's
space.

The beam spears him in midair,
vaporises him, and blasts the gravity
controls.

Kobold's air gathers itself to vanish
into space. Shaeffer, in sudden free
fall, can hear the whisper of it. He
jumps for the only door in sight. In his
own opinion, this is quicker than trying
to don the pressure suit in time.

The door is not marked. But, Bren-
nan has turned off all the markings.

Shaeffer is inside, safe. He inhales
once in relief, once in glorious disbe-
lief, once to find out where the incred-
ibly delicious smell is coming from.
Then his mind is off, and he's tracking
the tree-of-life root, down through the
corridors of Kobold's heart.
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Shaeffer's transition from a vegetable
to a superman is instantaneous, or
nearly so. In his next moment of self-
awareness he is consciously giving up
every plan he ever had. He will never
be a father. Hls travels, if any, will not
be with Sharrol. Chances are he will
never see Elephant again. Et cetera.

That's his first moment. His next is
a driving urge to kill every last Grog.
These are the only beings he knows
must be destroyed. Then it comes to
him that Brennan did nol exterminate the
Grogs.

Why?

Revitw the Grog problem, with refer-
ence to the Slavers, etc.

Why didn't Brennan take care of this?
|s the answer connected with the other
problem, the one he solved when Shaef-
fer said what he said? And what the hell
did the Outsiders have to do with any-
thing, including the Core explosion,
which is even more important (though
less urgent) than the Grogs?

There is some unknown race trying
to destroy him. It has already destroyed

&

Srennan. Further, Shaeffer must reach
civilization without standard transport.
But the Grog problem is most clearly
defined, most puzzling, therefore most
urgent. Shaeffer puts it first on agenda.
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Escape is his first action. There's
no ship; there's not much left of Kobold.
Presumably the attackers were nonsen-
tient, the same species that attacked
them earlier. They may have been
searching for thinking minds with a de-
tector. This would explain why Shaef-
fer lived.

There's no ship, and no drive per
se. But there are the gravity genera-
tors. Shaeffer lines them up as a mo-
mentum tube and aims himself for the
sun. Someone isboundto discover him
before he gets there.

Somebody does. The nonsentient
enemy makes one more attack, as Shaef-
fer's makeshift ship drops toward the
solar system. Shaeffer uses the mo-
mentum tube to throw rocks at them,
following with the Finagle's Bullet. They
go into hyperspace to avoid the rocks,
and the mass of the Bullet keeps them
there—forever.

Then the Pluto Watch picks him up.
Shortly he's in contact with the few
humans who know of him.
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Now he has a small human army.
He does research.

Data on Grogs tells him very little.
But he sees the major point. If the Grogs
are degenerate but dangerous Slavers,
how did the dominant sex switch from
male to female?

He needs the advice of a Slaver ex-

pert.
9

Rich Mann is on Silvereyes. Shaef-
fer finds him, takes his corpses along.
Arranges a safe way of reviving Kzanol
and instantly killing him.

Mann quickly recognizes the corpse
as a tnuctip artifact.

Kzano!l is a fraud.

What else is afraud? Shaeffer shows
Mann the corpse of one of his attackers.
That, too, is a product of tnuctip bio-
logical engineering.

The tnuctipun are
Now what?

Chains of hypothesis lead Shaeffer
to assume that there was no Slaver
War, or indeed, even a Slaver race.
Kzanol was copied from the Grogs, but
the tnuctipun, whose sentient members
are male, made him male.

Shaeffer cen only guess the purpose
of the deception. Since there was plenty
of evidence of the tnuctipun presence,
the beasties contrived a fraud to make
it look like they had been gone a billion
and a half years. Whereas they were
actually contemporary, and dangerous.

What are they planning?
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They need a Grog. Shaeffer and
Mann leave Silvereyes for Gummidgy.

They are in hyperdrive when Shaef-
fer figures it out. He asks himself,
what could the Outsiders have answer-
ed? How could their answer be so im-
portant?

By now he has an accomplice. Mann

alive and well.

has used just enough boosterspice to put
him in the right age bracket. Shaeffer
has fed him tree-of-life.

What answer?

We wiil dic. No.

We will flee. No.

The radiation cannot harm us. No .

We have a protection. Maybe. If it  will
work on humans.

The radiation ts not dangerous. Maybe. Not
even to humans?

There was no Core cxplosion. Nonsense. |
saw it. The whole thing was a hoax. To what
purpose? Yet there is alrcady a hoax in-
volved, and the tnuctipun are involved.
The whole thing was a thuclip hoax They black -
mailed the puppetecrs. The puppetcers then fled, not
the Core explosion, but the tnuctipun. Great! but
the Crosshatch species—

The Crosshatchers are tnuctipun .

And their purpose is obvious.

T

Also obvious: the tnuctipun/cross-
hatchers can enter a ship in hyperdrive.
Shaeffer sets up defenses and waits.

The attack comes. Again it's the
nonsentient warriors, and again they
lose. Mann-monster and Shaeffer-mon-
ster reach Earth.

Suspicions confirmed
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Now dig Shaeffer's complex plan.

The ships which are already fleeing
the Core explosion, have decided to go
up along the galactic axis to get clear
space, then cut out toward the rim.

There 1s no Quantum i hyperdrive.
Shaeffer 1s restricted to a light year
per three days. But he can take a di-
agonal and catch the third of the human
ships. First and second
his reach.

He takes a #4 hull, and half the
men who know what he is. He takes
them off boosterspice. In about ten years,
he intercepts the third ship. (During
the ten years, he has figured out how
the tnuctip interception technique works. )
Destroys boosterspice reserves of the
ship. Leaves some of his men in con-
trol, drops back to the next ship. Re-
peats. Goes to third ship alone.

He now has three ships. The third,
he controls alone. The first two are in
the hands of adults who know what is
going on.

Twenty years later, the first two
ships have a number of protectors a-
board. In thirty years, all
are all protectors.

Shaeffer's hypothesis: the tnuctipun
come not from the Core, but from the
rim. Thus all ships will move right into
their territory. But where exactly are
they? They've already come five thou-
sand light years.

Ten years and 1200 light years later,
comes the attack.
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And after the tnuctipun are extermi-

are beyond

three ships

So it's war.

nated, what then? Maybe it can't be
done. !f it can, then starts the final
war.

Protector against protector, until

only one is left.

It'll be quite a war. The stars will
fall in flames. And the novel will end
just as itis getting started. (Maybe not,
I never end a novel as | thought | would.) ®
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SAM" COLE
314 SE 13th Sireet
Grand Prairie, TX 75050
| know exaclly where David Ger-
rold got all that . for his new
aeriea. He s full of it | agree with
hia basic complainta against NB
and certain types of fans but his way
of wording his complaint makes him
aound like the little boy who ia
thwarted at every turn, for the re-
cognition he feela due him,
nally, n desperation, he uses tha
dirtiest words he can think of; words
that Mamma would never permit, to
get ot least shock reaction It 18 a
shama too because he s very talant-
cd and {evan though the fans more
readily recognize Walter Kaenig be-
cause they see him weekly), | am
sure if He looked at thia from the
logical paint of view rather than the
emotional, he would be glad things
are the way they are

Surely tho writer wants fans
who know and recognize his work
and then—himself, when they see
his pieturc. unless Mr. Gerrold 1a
a frustrated actor who wants to be
recognized for his looka first and
then ability.

Frankly, |
| wish that he

can't decide whether
be boycatted by all
females at St. Louwacon (or any
other con) or that he get his wish
{what a way to commit suicidal. [f
| over attend a worldcon other than
Dallascon, | shall carry a big stick
(hah! heh' a ten-foot pole. | know
of saveral | wouldn't touch with it
and vice-versa | (No, Tam, not
acience fiction writers, thev will nced
the 10 R. pole

RICHARD GEIS
P.O Box 2116
Santa Monica, CA 90403

| hava caught on to you: you are
sadiatic, at lcant editorially There
18 proof of this in your sly poaition-
ing of Harlan's piece on 2001 ahead
af Hodgen's article. Harlan destroyed
Hodgen's premises and made him
look like & pretentious litorateur .
Four. five, six, sevan, aight pages
of blood pouring from the punctures.
Tek. Ain't you ashamed? ({1 don't
think the juxtapositioning of the arti-
clom would nfluence anyone who
wasn't predisposed to be influenced .
| oHer the lettar following yours in
evidence. ))

| am always croggled at your
skill in and mastery of graphica
TRUMPET s as always, beautiful
And aren't you tired to death of ra-
viewars complaining about the writ-
tan malerial not matching the |layouts,
art and printing? ({Yes)) Ray Fish-
or has the mame problem with ODD,
| auspect. It must spring from moat
fans being text orienta they judge
by writen quality, not visual—so
TRUMPET is thus groat art-wisa,
but. Art im in their unconscious
valuo aystem not equal to writing.
Art in to d ! Your d
overwhelm your text. ((It's a prab-
lam I'm acutely aware of. I'm trying
dy to imp the i

conat

PrrERSIriIi.Aace

both visually snd textually but, since
graphica 1s my special hangup, tha
written material may never catch
up.))

| can't help commenting on Andy
Ofutt's comment about his use of
lower case for his name. He aaya:
‘What 1 do 1s more important than
who i am." Oh, yeah? Then why
the affected variation from the un-
noticed norm? He wants to be hum-

has read lo data.

| would therefore appraciate it if
you could sand me a copy of your
publication and any other imsue that
might pertain to the film.

If there is any maierial you nesd
from our office, pleasa lat ma know,
({*doublo sigh*)}

HARAY WARNER, JA.
423 Summit Ava.
Hagarrtown, MD 21740

I wondar if all thia material on
Hannas Bok will prove to be the
final shove for a anowballing Bok
subfandom? There have baan articles
about him in recent fanzines and an
occasional piece of art, but not the
combination of articla, art, and po-
etry, plus the Bokanalia book ad-
vartisemant. | scem to remambar
just about the sama time lag batwaen
death and poathumous surge of in-
terest in the case of Lovecraft, and
may have been a neofan around the
time the Lovecraft outhurst finally
subsided to a milder but more last-
ing kind of interast, years loter. It
always bothera ma, when this sort
of adulation occurs too late for tha
focal point to feal flattered, but it's
better than no preservation of the
flame at all. Bok seemsa to have an
even greator potaential for a sub-
fandom than Lovecraft: more people
whe can wrila knew him personally,
he was tr'm-- in many ways while
L was fined to words,

ble with an individualized, di
printed rendering of hia name, which,
God knows, 1a distinctiva enough as
it 1a. He's eating humbla pie...and
having it, too

The Awful Offal was a badly
written, irrauonal article. If Gerrold
can't think any better than that... It
wan, to use an overused word,
sophamaric.

But.. .ah, Tom, your artwork
makas up for it all. {(*aigh®))

ARTHUR C. CLARKE
tamewhera between Caylon,
Cape Kennedy & New York

l've read the articles on 2001
with great intereat—imposasible to re-
ply in detal as | leave almosat at
once for Cape K, where I'll be
covering Apclle 10 with Walter
Cronkite. Will be back early July
for Apollo 11

Luckily there's no need to say
anything about Harlan'a pieca, as it's
a0 superbly answered by the naxt
article. But one correction of fact—
all the ape sequences {and every—
thing alme) wera shot at tha MGM
atudios 1n England.

| can only asaume that when
Harlan wrote thia essay he hadn't
seen the movia, but had only visited
it once

Hodgen's article 1s one of the
best l've road on the subject. | don't
undaratand all his interpretations—
but he may be right.

It | had time, | could answer
E(senntain's points {though he has
some valid eriticisms—and | have
sama he has obviously overloocked!)
But I'm astonished that so acute a
critic trots out Asimov's Lawa. Thay
ara not laws, but rulea. I'm fond of
pointing out that most robots so far
built have been designed for the ex-
pross purpoma of killing human be-
ings

Also, many of his criticisma of
the book are vitiated by a fundaman-
tal misapprehension. The book waa
written almost twa years bafore the
movie was finished, and Stanley in-
terpreted it as he felt fit. So all re-
marks about my 'attemptad juntifica-
tion' of the movie are nonsensa.

I'd like to refer you to my essay
THE MYTH OF 2001 in Walter
il a' naw magazine COSMOS.

» all | propase to aay an the
subject.

MIKE KAPLAN

Matro Goldwyn-Mayer lnc.

1350 Avenus af the Amarica

New York, N.Y. 10018

Arthur C. Clarke told ma the re—
view of "2001" appearing in Trumpet
#9 ia one of the most parceptive he

and there'a a slightly better chance
that Bok could reach a more gen-
eral fame, if a major art critic or
big museum official suddenly tock a
fancy to hia drawings. Thase full-
pagera are magnificent, and whan |
roalize that they're just part of hi=
output for the one year of 1947, my
imagination ataggers at the thought
of how many hundreda of other
pages could be filled with Bok
worka. | hope you help to interest
pecpla into getting the publishad no-
vels back into print in paperback
and the unpublished ones on tha
newastanda for the first time. ((|
wish | knew who had Bok'a "mu-
seum quality' paintings, I'd like to
use some of them as Trumpet co-
vers if the ownar and | could make
some equitable arrangement. Pataja
tella me that there just aren't any
unpublished black and whites left but
that there are quite a faw color

works. || anyone has any that |
might publish, let me know.))
What in the world is The Texas

Ranger? A magazine aimed aclely
at the peopla of your state, or a
semi-pro litle magazine, or aome-
thing elna? ((It's the humor maga-
zine of tha University of Texas])
Whataver ita nature, if it contains
material of the caliber of Dave
Hickey's story, it should be avail-
able to more fanzines for reprinting
purposes. | found thia accaunt of
Superman's last thoughts as grim
and accurate a commentary on the
world of today as I've found any-
where outside tha front pages of
the newspapera.

David Gerrold'a articls starts
just lika a convention speech. He
couldn't have put the capital latters
an Science Fiction if he spcke them,
but otherwime, it usaes the traditonal
con speech trick of alarhng wn!h a

that {ots of them hang around gen-
aral fandom now that the Entarpriss
has gona where no other hour-long
national TV network waekly s g
spaceship has ever gona before
When the Star Trek fans swarm un-
controliably around aven a minor
actor from the , thay're aimply
potential
movies possa
until we'ra old enough to bacome a
bit hardened and cynical io these
marvels. Even the clumsiest actor,
using a dull seript in a predictabla
plat, can in a aenge do on the
screen in & fow seconds whaet the
grestest noveliste succesdsd in ac-
complishing only on rare occasions
in hundreds of pages. The charsec-
larizations are alive on the screen
aven in madiacre performancas,
much more convincingly than in all
but the greatest writings, until we
become 80 obmessed with sorting out
films by quality and so tired of seeing
the mame cinamatic cliches over and
over thal we lose this visual sense
of wonder. 1 know with absolute cer-
tainty that | would have been the most
extreme sort of Star Trek enthusiast
if it had been available to me any
time belore parhaps my 21st birthday.
Peter Singleton's frankness and
his refusal to preach or draw morala
make the last thing in thia new Trum-l
pet particularly important. | don't
doubt that fandom can help to drive a |
person into a condiion that requires
institutional care, just as drugs can
do and | hape that any fans who
may be an the verga will underatand
the lasson that is implicit in Purple
Hearts, instaad of laughing it off with
the reflaction that it's perfactly sefa
because there are hundreds of fans
and milliona of drug usars who liva
with those vices quite sanaly and
happily. Fandom nevar seema io
have had any effact on my mamtal
procedures, but | may have come
awfully close ta drug trouble. It was
just afier | had suffered a broken
hlp. etgh! years ago. Th: phyncmn

wanted it i o ﬁr.e daya uﬁer t
fell. When the worst was over, he
switched ta some kind of barbiturate,
two terribly amall pilla which 1 was
ordered to take just befare each of
the three daily meals. Almost all the
pain went away, | didn't mind at all
the thought of many weeks of motion—
lesa lying on my back with one leg in
traction that stretched ahead, and |
even risked & faw jokes aboit fan-
dom with the nurses, like an explan-
ation that Void was an amateur mag-
azina by some New York madical
peopla who specialized in urinary
conditions. One night | had an extra-
ordinarily vivid dream in which | was
ainging the part of Otello in tha duet
that ends the first act of Vardi'a op—
wra. I'm stll not convinoed thet soms
form of telepathy wasn't operative
then, becauss | was minging with
knowledge of certain phyasiological
procedures that | couldn't have
known for lack of minging lessons.
A day or so later | goi a piece of
mail whose envelape was addreased
in a handwriting very similar to that
of zomeone clome who had recently
died, | almost want into shock and
daduced from this envelopa that |
was destined naver to gel oul of the
ital by a re i which

a starlling or p
d D

d quite logical. Bul | waa abla

to gain the i s . a
device that really isn't necassary for
an essay wriden in worda. | found
The Awtul Offal as amusing and
convinging-sounding as a Gaorga
Bearnard Shaw play introduction,
while | retained the same atitude
toward Gerrold and Shaw, that of
refusal to agree with all thulr as-

. plus & generous emount of

sertio
suspicion that the wrilars weren't
allogether mericus, either. The Star

Trek fans don't irritste me &t all
except when one occasionally insiata
that the program was finer than any-
thing ever placed up to now on any
form of acreen. | like genuine, un-
forced enthuaiasm of the sort that the

Star Trekkers possesa, and | hopa

to comprehend that guddenly | was
getting out of touch with reality,
some ataff membera noticad my
change in behavior and adituda, the
doctor looked clomely at my skinny
frame and thought about my total in-
activity, and decided | was geiting
too much a dose from those tny
pilla. He cut them out altogathar, |
felt better in three or four days, and
ahinr that | was scared aven o iake
the sleeping tablata that all patiants
ware urged to use in that noisy
area of the hospital. | don't intand
to take tha chance that would be
needed to prove or disprove my
suspiciona that |'m abnormally sus-
ceptible to druga. (An aspirin just.




before bedlime acts exactly like &
aleeping pill for me, | discovered
Iater.) Obviously, much stronger
stufi than what Retar Singleton umed
can be taken safely by some for-
tunate people but I'd hate to mec
overy young permon making an ef-
fort to reach thal status if his first
experiments with drugs—or fandom
—have extracrdinary cffects on him.
I've sworn not to write anything
more about 2001 until | ace it. So
1M simply record my extreme ad-
miration for the thorough way Alex
Eisenstein diga into some details that
were mentioned only in passing in
the other 785 raviews and articles
on the flm in fanzines before this
Trumpet, hile hoping y

GEORGE BARR
417 N. Kenmore Ave,
Lo Angeles, CA 00004

TRUMPET 9 arrived an hour
or so ago and though I've had time
to do litle more than flip through it
| felt 1 had to write immediately bo-
fore some of my thoughts grow
cold.

Petgja's article on Bok fills me
with a kind of sick forboding because
hin feelings an expressed in the let.
ter excerpls so closely maich my
own that | can't help fealing if mome-
one with all of Bok's talent and
geniua couldn't make it, what chance
do | have? | understand hia depres-
mons and black moods because |

thet | enjoy the film as much as
Richard Hodgena did

Sieve Fabian's grestowt achiove-
ment in this folio was making the
girl sc gracefully feminine in that
mort of garment. Maybe he would
hate me for saying so, but all four
of these drawings delighted me for
the way they caplure the atmosphere
ol an earlier era in sacience fiction
when we could still find a thri
mimple situation® a winged girl =
by a stream in a mysterious land,
or a hight with a giant insect. It's
almost imposaible to force onasell
to enyoy the stories themaelves lrom
thin + becauss wi've read o
many stories about more cunningly
“nlru'ud worders snd have been

d inlo the ientiic rea-
sons for the improbability of a fight
with a giant bumblebee. But a pic-

ture bypasases some of the logie eir-
cuits of the mind and appeals to the
senses in a different way. Fabian
18 a much beiter artist than most of
those who drew for the prozmes in
the 1930's and he has infinitely su-
perior reproduction, and for a mad
moment | thought of writing a piece
of faan fiction about the science fic-
tion reader who is tranaported {rom
the 1930's to the end of the 1960's
and has no trouble adapting to any
of the changes in the world except
for his inability to figure out which
are the pmlnnnmnd and which are
the s ;i bliahed

in
as their

1969 with mcience fiction

the front
cover that 1an't implied n what 1
wrote about the Bok material inside
this issur? You lanzine editors
should really act a litle more ex-
cited when you do something spec-
tacular with your front covers. l've
carned my living from the publishing
imdustry most of my life, and 1 still
haven’t the (sintest iden of how
things like this Trumpet cover and
saveral recent covers on Try were
created from the mechanical sland-
i

ROBERT BLOCH
2111 Sunser Cren Dt
Lot Angeler. CA 90045

There are lew prozines around
in any field which can compete with
TRUMPET appearancewise or
otherwise. | must commend you on
printing the Ellinon article, since it
offers an opinion =0 contradictory to
your own: thia catholicity is what
helpa make the 'zine much stimula-
Ung reading. | lake lesue with you
only on one editorial opinion: 1 fa-
vor the new con rules requiring
nomination by members only and
con-mite voling by members paying
in advance. Wa've had some sad
aituations in the pamt due to walk-in
voters, and I'm not oo damned sure
| don't favor Hugo nominations by
committes —m least then the stories
would be read and we'd lose the
“popularity contest” atigma. {{l was
under the imprecasion that the "pop-
ularsty contest™ stigme was the pri-
mary rcason that the Nebula Award
born. However, the same
things usually get nominated for
both: which mumst mean thet the
Nebulas are also "popularity con-
testn” or thed the Hugos waren't
after all.})
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em ly and 1
know 1 haven't a tenth of his ability.
It's difficull to explain to one's

family why you "waste so much
time and eflfort on fanrines that don't
pay a thing," by telling them that
only in a fan publication are you al-
lowed w draw what YOU want to
do. And lately even the fanzines are
becoming more particular about what
they will or will not accept. And |
gueas it'a cartainly their right:
they're paying for tho pu ation .
l've been told that if I'd pul &
fraction of the cHort that goes into
THE BROKEN SWORD in some-
thing "worthwhila" 1'd scon be rich
Well, | doubt it, but even so i'd be
working day in and day out on
something | perhapa might not even

like, doing it fast to get it out on
time; to hell with whether | was
aatiafied with 11, so long as il met
the deadline. And then I'd have, as

| have now. people saying: =George,
why isn't your professional work as
good as the things you do on DITTO
maater lor God's sake?! What can
yoil say? The lact remains thad il |
were doing THE BROKEN SWORD
for a prozine and getting paid far it,
there could never be an issuc come
out withoul it; I'd lose the job im-
mediately. | could never discard a
panel | didn't like: there wouldn't be
ume. W owould cease to be an illun-
trated story, as so many peaple fael
it 13 now, [or complain because 1t
docan't fit with their 1dea of what a
comic strip 18 supposed to be.) I'm
not exprossing mysell very well,
| never do when I'm depressed.

Like Bok, my beat work seldom
aces publication, even in fanzines,
{though your use of "A penny for
your thoughts, Your Maesaty," will
help rechfy that,) manly because in
it I'm u-ymg to please only myself.
I paint the subjects | like in the man-
ner | Ilke, and ohen they're too
much "ME" for me to allow them to
be published

Bok hil a real sore spot when
he =aid, "Why on earth do artista
get blamed for what 1a really editorial
policy?" Even in fanzines the editars
can publish what they choose and
they often requeat particular subjects,
yet the artist alone takes the hlame
i momeone doesan't like 1t. Of course
if this werc to aee publication I'd
immediately be branded as somekind
of ingrale who doesn't appreciate
what fandom haa done for him. But
then if Bok's statements had been
made public during hia lile, the same
would have been thought of him
[{They wolld be wiver to consider
whal you have dona for fandom.])
ft's only now that he's dead that peo-
ple can look back with regret and
think that il they personally had had
a chance to help him, they'd certainly
have done i, And of courass that's so
much hogwash. The same will be
thought of Finlay when he dies, and
no onc'a doing anything about it now.
Ho'll be hailed as & genius and one
of the gresiest (lustraiors of all time

waen't really spprecialed
during his lifetime. And how many
of the up and coming fan artiats will
and the same way

Some will prostitule their talents
in the comichooks as several in the
past have done, going on %o becoms
nothing more than imitators of those

who've gane before them, in the end-
lens eycla of copy "A" who has
copied "B” who in turn copied "C"
etc. But what clac can they do? it's
all the editors and tha public will
accept and no one thinks of the gen-
uinly creative artist who may be dy-
ing inside that hackwork pro

A few may make t; some have
in the past. Jeff Jonea smoema to be
doing what he wanta to do. But
even here I'm guessing. | don't know
Jeff and haven't corresponded with
him. He could casily bo daing book
covers in order that someday he
could paint murals. But the sad part
of it all is that even if thia were the
cans, no artist who'd made hin
money and reputation doing Sword
and Sorcery paperback covers
would ever get the opportunity to do

the murals. He has the choice of
being successful in the eyes of the
public and, if he's lucky, doing what

he doesn't hate too much, or man-
aging to pamint a few of the things he'd
really like to do before he starves to
death

Bok died in 64; thal's only five
years ago. And as Pelaja says, his
life was shortened by not only his
compulsion to create, but undoubtedly
by the fact that his creationa didn't
find oo much acceptance with those
who could {or would] pay what they
were worth. And what aro his cre-
ations worth now? How mueh would
4 magazine have lo pay now io get
ahold of one of the pictures they'd
have been unwilling to touch just five
yoars ago? | sometimes wish there
ware some way | could kill mywell
and still stick around to mee what
would happen. At the risk of sound-
ing conceited, | KNOW there are
people who've been awfully particular
in the past whe'd grab anything thoy
could get their hands on once the
source had dried up. Somae fanzine
or other I'm sure would be willing
1o prind the worst scrawl | ever
drew just because I'm & HUGO
winner

While Bok waa alive, did anyone
think of doing folioa of hia sketch-
books? Rerhapa he wouldn't have
wanted it done. | wouldn't, But it
has been done and | imagine quite a
bit of money has been made off Bok's
name and work since hia death. lan't
it reasanable to assume that if some
of that money had been around while
he wan alive, he might have lived a
litle fonger?

This imn't & plea for money, or
even for understanding. t'a just |
had a few thinga I've felt for a long
time and have finally found an ex-
cuse to say. | loved Bok's work for
years before he died, and I'm as
bad as the rewt, So many tmes |
thought about wmiing to him, not to
ask {or something, but juat to tell
him how much | appreciated the

given me for
20 many yeara. But | kept putting 1t
oft | did thc same with Maxfield
Farriah. | don't intend to let it happen
again.

So much for that The cover 1a
beautiful . But in all sincerity, | think
a better color could have been found
for the border. A soft green-ochre
like the background of the picture
would have aet it off much nicer.
L{That elactric blus wasn't what |
had in mind. Next time, I'll be much
more specific with the printer.)]

?-.\ﬁfé‘; A
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The artwork throughout is oxcol-
lent. Fabian is a man to watch, He
does the kind of pictures | like and
does them well. Saveral peaple have
told me his work looka like my own
of several yoars ago. If so, I'm ex-
tremely complimented. I'd like very
much to have drawn several of tha
things I've aeen by him, ond | don'
know a higher compliment | can pay.

andrew j. offult looka very much
like | hopod he would, but didn't ex—
pact him to. .if that makes any
=anse.

Long liva Rob Pudim.

ROBERT COULSON
RL3

Hartford City, IN 47348

Got TRUMPET and ATLAS
both teday. TRUMPET loocked some-
what more professional as far as art
and layout went, but I'm afraid AT-
LAS had more intercating contents
However. ({Don't know that mag-
azine. ) )

David Gerrold's main complaint
meema to be that "Star Trek'
are contaminating Our Fandom . Well,
maybe. Incidentally, did you ever
hear of David Gerrold in fandom be-
fore "Star Trek", Tom? ({No, but
not because of it either. | met hm at
Baycon one night while he was quite
drunk and mouthing off in the lobby
abaut things in general. | asked him
why he didn't write it down and let
me publish it in Trumpet. What's
Trumpet, he asked J! | never did

.if we're being contaminated by
people entering fandom thru 'Star
Trek".. Hmm. "Not one of thoae
fans has ever stopped to think that
an actor 1s only doing his job, only
doing what he 1a pad to do . ." A
writer, on the other hand, is Cre-
ating, seems o be the implication.
Su-u-ure he 1a To be precias, a
tv series writer 18 taking the char-
actera and sctting that someone else
really created (Roddenberry, in thia
case) and designing a story within
the confinos of those already created
charactera and sectting. Some crea-
tion. (And to forcatall your sncer
about how | should try it belore
commenting, | have tred 1it, David.
And sold the results. Not for tv,
but writing a boak based on a tv
show ia not all that much different
as far as creativity goes.) Then in
one saentence he says ‘'wa can ex-
pect to lose many of the more friva-
lous of the pseudo-fans” and apends
the entire next page telling us of the
horrora of what will happen when
we don't lose them
bull

fans

Three pages of

Of course "Star Trek' fandom
has produced a lot of nitwita. So?
You think stf fandom, or comica fan-
dom, or J. Frank Baum fandom
hasn't? I've had a fair amount of
dealing with all thoso mentioned, and
a few others like sword-and-sorcery
fandom, Tolkien fandom, Sherlock
Holmes fandem, and speleclogy fan-
dom. ST fans are conaiderably mora
naive, in the man, than st fans;
they make up for it by being conaid-
erably more courteous. (In the main,
not alwaya. And of courae it doean't
take much to be more courtcous than
the average s fan.) And a few ST
fans are just as mature and interest-
ing to know as any st fans you want
to name,
Richard Hodgena doesn't scem to
think much of God in threo alabs—
haent he heard of the Trinity? Why
would He bury himsell for four mil-
lion yeara? God moves in mysterioua
waya, etc. Anyway, you haven't
seen Him around lately have you?
God |an't Dead; Just Buried

Lavely artwork. Having mcon
12001, | am nol particularly inter-
ented in scholarly articles telling me
what | should think ahout it. | gueas
I'm just an old fan and tired: I've
got over my neofannish enthusiasm
about having somebody arcund to
Talk About Science Fiction with.
(Or maybe it'a because | got all my
talking done with Juanita and Gene

and Bev Doweeac and further con-




varsation about tho film maans re-
hashing old opiniona ) Eithor way,
1| am not cbjecting to the articlas,
just explaining why | didnt read
them.

This 5 a p.s. from Juanita,
anent Gerrold. | asaumo hia asides
to the paning female hordes—Ilargely
tecenybopper trekkien? —were sup-
posed to be funny. Well, now. over
many a year | have bean vastly en-
tertained by Bloch, Asimov, Tucker
et al., doing the same thing at con-
wvention alter convention. They carry
@t off with charming fair, the lovable
roue and bon vivant doing hia very

beat '"Here | am, girla. control
yourselves if you can!’ routine. On
them it looks and acunds goad. I'm

afraid the same docs not apply to
Gerrald. On him it comes acroaa as
the overdone grad student who fan-
cion himself king of the stud pen and
mpends lota of ime throwing turf and
mnorting. The kindest deacription |
can think of is "tastelcaa™.

And on another tack, as a sci-
ence fiction fan of semc 17 years

the old Hollywood star syatem, a

devica which haa ruined countless
goad storion when they were trans-
lated to a visual medium. ! would
prefer lo sce the emphasis placed on
atory and author and characterization
rather than on who plays the char-
acter howevor the TV people say
that these are not important—what
in important s to give the viewer
someona with whom heshe can iden-
tify. It appeara that, for their pur-
posc which 1a to sell patent medicine,
thoy are corract and that is unfor-
tunate for tho wrilers and for the
more intelligent viewers

Still more on 20017 if all the
wordage about this movie were
filmed it would be longer by far than
the original. | cannot offer any deep
and significant interpretations. | have
read a lot of reviews and comments
and the lika and it mcems to ma that
most people are getting more out of
it than Kubrick put into it. For me

aweat inhorent in any oxecutiva role.
(Neison Rockeleller, of all paocple,
anid he'd found there ara a lot of
concepts more attractiva in life than
being the most affluent patient on the
psychiatrist'a couch. Yeah.)

Note to Harlan Ellison: you'ra
right. 2001's a lot bettar stoned on
acid {which must bo how it was
MADE!). Ch, and the formica peo-
ple are sanding H.E. a apecial a-
ward for the publicity. [(Kubrick ia
aanding him a bomb porsonally auto-
graphed by Dr. Strangelova. )

AFTER sceaing the movie | waded
through Hodgens' and Alax Eimen-
stein's treatisas. Funny that ne ther
of them mentioned anothar po
that Hal aymbolizoed Man: chlldhood
learning alowly, maturing, becoming
suspicious and authoritarian, then
slowly losing memories and returning
to childhood and. . .nothing. | assumed|
that the formica table-top was the
same one every time, and that theo

h was tha trip

it was simply a Sunday afterncon's

cntartainment. Being neither artiat

nor mystic | am unimpressed by

artistic sublletioa or metaphysical
boliam

standing , fan-
clubs, the works—I musl asay that
Gerrold 13 a johnny come lately of

the first water, and the firat water
fandom (part of it) heard of him by
was ST. Truth be told, maybo
Gearrold 12 a trekkie

Your 200! writers are trying loo
hard. 1 don't think they're gaing to
convince each other or the reader
({I'm sure they won't. Harlan didn"t
convince me. )]

0 BAUCE BERRY
4537 N Maiden Street
Chicago, 1L 60640

Thanka for the latcst issua of

Strumpet. The Bok cover waa mag-
nificent. It's a shamo the S-f Fan
dom was so rough on him when he

was alive. Someone in the New
York area once told me that Bok
had a roaring battic with some fans
that made him determined never o
illuatrote a s-f or fantasy magazine
again. Whether & was true or not is
of course, unknown to me, (See'! |
don't claim knowledge | don‘t pos-
scsa)

| sold a book. When | was
younger it might have been quite a
great thrill However, | did get a
bang out of it for a moment. The
title 1s 'The Love Gang'. ({Have
you met Peggy Swenson?)) It's a
wild and wooly sex yarn that will be
published by Phenix-Greenleaf, a
southern Califorma outfit. For the
effort, | was paid the magnificent
sum of five hundred dollars' I've
been spending all day working on a
sccond book aimed at the same oudit
and I'm a litde pooped

Don't expect to find any of my
writing in the big money bracket
I'm stricly a amall timer and | find
it rathor comfortable. No reputation

Eisenstein complaina about tha
non-application of the Three Laws
of Rebatic | sce no inconsistenciea
in that. First it 1a doubtful that com-
puter designers at IBM or elsewhere
have even heard of them (well,
really first ia a doubt that a compu-
ter such as HAL, which can act on
its own initinhive, can be built) and,
second, the background of that par-
ticular portion of 2001 is one in
which military thinking—the concern
with “security’ for example—ia as
dominant as it ia now. The military
prime directiva 1s "Accomplish the
Mission’' and consideration of such
things as human welfare and human
life are secondary, You can make
book that no military robot will ever
be programmed with Asimov's
Three Laws.

The Fabian folio 18 excellent.
Two or three other fanzines came
in_about the same time as TRUM-
PET also fcaturing folios by one
artist or another and these by
Fabian are by for the bost.

Rete Singleton'a short autobio-
graphy «a thoraughly frightening and
should bo required reading for those

types ly exp:
ng with drugs

Borul Martenason {in Persiflage)
points up, parhaps, why Ballard and
his ilk do not communicate with me
“a cocl metaphysical wit". The key
waord ia “metaphysical” which trans-
laten as silliness and non-reality.

aNDREW |. of FUTT
Drawer P
Morehead. KY 40351
Trumpet 9 was, as usual, very
late and very beautiful. The cover
wan by one of my two all-time fa-
vorites; 'tother was Edd Cartie,
his dl for de Camps

to defend and no literary
Ah, paace and quiet

Oyez! I'm writing under the pen-
namo of 'Anton Draga' Remecmber
that nama' It's destined to replace
‘hack' as a literary expletive .

RQY TACKETT
815 Green Valley Ad. NW
Albuguergue, NM 87107

Retaja 1a right—Baok was an ar-
hatic gonius. | am neither artiat nar
art critic and am totally unpreparad
to discums the finer points of art—
whatever they may be—but Bok's
work graba me. His poermns in this
issue, for example, are shining
gams and show that much of what ia
acclaimed as poctry thasc daya ix
pure droas.

Dave Hickey's fiction ia excellenl.
It bitea. Short-satirical-sardonic
Growf!

Offutt's column reads like one of
those power of positive thinking
tracta.

As tor David Gerrold's article—
what can one say other than to
agree? {{Things have beon found))
The fault lias in the carry aver of

tales ware those people. No one did
things like Bok. Thanks.

! wondar if Nivan's article will
spell 'tnuctip” backward?

Thanks to you far the Trumpet
Peaple thing and the pictures of offutt
as happy writer, mean-looking busi-
nessman, and ponsive scholar (I
was holding, aa | recall, a copy of
Autobicaraphy of A Flea in that pic-
tura

Anyhow : addandum :

1. The mustache ia gone; it cama
casy and went the sama way. | will
say thay're much more trouble than
daily shaving {Alexei Runshin uses
gardan shears). Too, | have se-
borrheic dermatitus (Lalinized super~
dandruff] and the blarsted stuff geta
in my 'stache and beard too.

now seem to have sald ele-
ven novels (as | write this on 5/13);
the last two will bo out from Easex
House, and they ain't sf. The name
on them, if nobody'a liatening, is
John Clava. ({{Have you met Peagy
Swonson and Anton Draga?)) And
l've clased all offices but Marehead:
I prefer tha joy of writing to the

down through Jupitar's color-belta,
rather than through, say, hyper-
({Very unparceptive of you

space.
there, andrew.)
Anyhow, it was the wrong movie

to play up so big; "Charly" was
brillianty done in every way, even
to careful, clever sub-characteriza—
tion: the conflict between the twa
experimenters as to who was run-
ning the show, the male'a constantly-
unlighted cigarctte And the movie
taught me some things; it's a movie
high achools should bus the brats to
en masse, | think. ({l balieve the
reason for 2001's great success with
fana ia very aimple: it containa vast
serving of 'senae of wonde the
very thing that ensnared most peoplo
into fandom and tha thing that, way
back when, created fandom in the
first place. "Charly’, on the other
hand, was just well done mundania;
science fiction only by a technicality.))

Gem Carr: consider Charly a
lost soul, and tha experimenters or-
ganized religion, and...whatcha got?
The whale ball of wax candles,
right?

Oh gosh, Steve Fabian 1a su-
perb; yours are lovely, and hava
you moen hia covor and centerfold
i SFR #30? ({Yes, and wait'll you
2ec what's coming up in future is-
suea of Trumpet—some things ['ve
becn wanting to do ever since tl; |
just had to wait until the right artist
came along. )] Love a guy who can't
be categorized: the firat, second,
and fourth pictures in your falic re-
mind me of Edd Cartier, whila the
SFR canterfold rocks rike Virgil

Finlay.
Thanksa, Pator Singleton.
BRRRR' Naturally | found thia fas-

cinating {a damsight more than
Evers, elsewhere), and auperbly,
rather objectively well-written. Tom:
you failed to tell us. did the ovent in
the newspaper clipping appear after
Singleton wrote you his lettar?
((What letter? the ane in t3? If so,
yes. lf you mean the artcle itaelf,
the article was included with it.))

Pardon me—I want to go hack
and gaze at the cover some more.

The Hugos in 1972 will ha de-
cided by the Con program—chair-
man. Can Dallascon top that in '732
(The hotel deak-clark, maybal.
{{How about just awarding the Hugos
to the Nebula winnera and asave all
the worry. The Nebulas seam to be
influancing the voting mora and
more. |

Mind if | tear up a Trumpet to
put Bok on tha wall? ((Keep Ihul
up and you won't be in the next is-
sue either.})

RICHARD HODGENS
25 Appleton Place
Glen Ridgo, NJ 07028

Evidently thoao elvea have been
working night and day as well. Bok
was especially worth waiting for, —
not enly his pictures, but hia verbal
imagism, too.

Poor Bok, poor af, poor Maodern

fortunate; there's excellent art on old
pulp: though the orngmnll may ba
scoftored and lost. Bok's complaint
about the quality ol reproduction ix
ireni Look at most of the prozines,
now, —leaving aside the question of
the quality of most illustration to be-
gin with. Emil Petaja is to be
thanked, and so ara you.

As for Modern Art, i wonder
why Bok's paintings were not shown,
and sold and shown again. Aa far
aa i can judge from what i've seen
of his work in color—your cover,
somae prozine covers (eapecially for
del Rey's FANTASY), and some
book jackets (especially for Fantasy
Fresa), —i would have expectad him
to hava or should i
Couldn't he
pass as a surrecalist? But then, Sur-
realiam was at a low ebb in the
Yforties and 'fiftiea. And i suppose
hia work was daficient in pornographyl
and horror, anyway, —work too
aesthetic and amiable for Surrealist
taste.

Harlan Ellison's review of 2001
is better than G. Harry Stine's.

Alex Eisenstein's analyzes the
conclusion more carehilly than any
cther i'va seen, and his conclusion
("The sequence in the elegandy re-
pulgive rooms is simply a demon-
slrnllan...") ia an illuminating inter-

ot inthe sense,
If your interpretation ia valid for
you, it is a valid interpretation.
That's invalid dogma. Rather, thome
who reapond to the sequence prob-
ably are responding (unconsciocusly,
maybe, and not solely) to what Alex
sees in it. Hera, Alex is apparently
the most canacious reviewer so far.
| don't agree with eve ng elae he
says. | am not competent to dispute
some of hia pointa, and i'm not going
to dispute some others. After all,
he haa that intimidating uninterruptahle
atyle. | look forward to Fart Il.

Gerrold: Children have enough
to worry about (remember?) without
stag movies, too. Incidentally, the
fallacy that more real pornography
might replace the covert pornography
of violence seems lo have been dia-
proved in theater, film and literature,
where more and more explucnl normal

lity is simply d by
more and more explicit—and axgplicitly
sexual —violence. Not that i'm againat
all pornography for adults. ..

Hickey: "According to this myth,
when the first man, Adam, met the
first woman, Eva, they came toge-
ther in sexual congress withaut the
Head God'a permission, and thua
committed the firat ain." The Man of
Steel's revision of the myth {"The
sex wasn't the sin, it was the fact
that th:y farmed the first organi
tion.") is n.mumng, but where did he
get the myth in the first pluce’ It is
an interpretation, and while i know
it is an ancient one, i wonder how
common it is or ever was. Mayba i
should say, it ia a misinterpretation,
by some rabbi or priest as devious
{if not "paychotic'") as Freud.

Offutt: Freud waa not “paychotic.™

He was just a critic. And although
one may call Gibbon "a highly gullibla
gosaip-repeater", bacause we do
have the gossip he repeated, ane
may not add, "Along with Mark,
Luke, Matthew and John", because
we do not.

Sneary is a gassip-inventor. |
was not at the Baycon. | doubt i hava
impostera. If i had been there, 1
would not have apologized to Sneary.
And no goad imposter of mine would
have done mo, either. | might have
said hello, howevar. | am not vary
angry, and in my opinion i'm not
mad at all. Sneary continues to
question my health. | continue to re-
frain from quostioning Sneary's.
Petar Smglelnn: "Purple Hearta"
is probably the mast impartant thing
in Trumpet. It certainly ia thea most
moving.

You're right about the movies.

For years, af readera who al
like movies hardly could atand it.

Art. Wa have bean unreasonably

Why doesn't FPal do it again? Why




doesn't Korda? Why doean't Lang?
we've seen a

ent, one great. And this year mome
fana are muggesting: No Award!
Sour grapes, ingratitude, or what-
ever... Of couras, Awards only
mean: A certain number of peaple
liked thia more than they liked smome
other thinga. And in "Drama", the
Hugo can not have much, if any,
commercial reward, it seema to me.
But it will be shameful stupidity if
2001 does mot win. While the Times
and the Academy may notice no

more than the special effects, one
eaxpacts more intelligence in fandom.

NED BROOKS
713 Paul St.
Nwwport News, VA 23605

Just got TRUMPET #9 - wow!
1 saw in DaSFS lournal that it had
been published, figured | had misaed
it. | never did get DCB—just for
that I'll vote for Atlanta or aome-
thing. .. {{l checked tha mailing list
for the Bulletin and your name was
definitely on 1t. So far. about four

poople who knew they were getting
one have written that theira naver
arrived. I'm sure that the P.O locka
upon third clasa bulk mailings aa litle
better than waste paper and make
only a minimal effort to aee that it is
delivered. The second iasue may

get through alive and well.]]

You are right about Bede' for
fanartist Hugo, though Kirk will
probably come close—but CANDY
was a much better Glm than any of
those you liat. ({l haven't seen
CANDY but you're the first person
l've heard of who actually liked it.])

Did you have to tell me that Tim
Kirk is doing a Gormenghaat folio?
Couldn't you have let it be a sur-
prise? Now | will have to worry
about it until it makes it safely croms-
couniry!

andy offutt——by Our Man Flint,
out of Ayn Rand. | don't balieve it.
1 don't put a lot of stock in hypne-
tism either. Offutt's article on it
aounds like the standard line from the
Ranicrucian and auch-like ads in the

cheaper magazines Why not go
whole hog? Waltar Breen, whose
opimion | genarally respect, wrota

recently that i a hypnotized aubject
weore told there was a brick wall
across the middle of the room, and
hit it with his fiat, hia hand weuld
bleed real blood from hitting the im-
aginary wall. Apparently the hypno-
ais extends right down to the mole-
cutar level {{That should be
easy enough to prove—or disprove
Maybe Breen and Offur ashould get
together al a con and have a hyp-
notic battle. )] Offutt's brand of hyp-
notiam is much ecasier it doesn't
work he can always claim that you
didn't have enough ‘faith'

Gerrold's article 1a funany, but |
doubt many of us are astounded by
the discovery that Lord of the Ringa
is fantasy and Star Trek isn't what
it ought to be. And no matter how
good it was, it would still arract the
hordes of uncritical admirera that
Gerrald objects to. But | don't think
he really need worry about that
nmightmare of his coming trua—to in-
spire the devotion he speaka of does
require some mimmum of quality
There waa nover any much fuss over
Losat in Space’ What fana always
tend to forget ia that fandom, large
as it 1a getting, (s still not large
enough to mupport any mignificant
commercial endeavor. The vast ma-
Jority of the booka and magazines
are bought by non-fans, and the vast
majority of the Star Trek audience
ia non-fans. This does not justify the
crap that makes up 99% of TV time,
but it does explain it—f you can scll
the soap with crud, why go to the
infinite pains of creating something
good? Sturgeon's Law is the descrip-
tion of the inevitable condition 1n &
mass culture—90% of overything i
erud.

Ellison s completely right about
2001 I'm afraid. ({(Philistine')) Still,
it's worth seeing, if only so you can
enjoy the reviews. | don't agree with
him about the computer not knowing
Dullea could use the emergency
hatch . My impression was that the
computer knew thar Dullea would
have to spend soma time in hard
vacuum without his helmet {(that's
what | can't accept—a apaceman
going out without hias helmet in the
firat place], and that the emergency
hatch {quitc rcasonably) was not un-
der the ecomputer's control. All in
all, tha film is a disappointment
{{Only to someone who thought
CANDY was great. ]) A couple af
halfway decent actora would have
improved it a lot.

Fabian's art ia good, but it lacks
something that make Bok and Kirk
and Bode' great. {{It lacks a totally
unique styla which Bok, Kirk and
Bode' have. You can recognize any
of them at twenty paces in a dim
light. But a unique style has its dis-
advantages® it seemsa to eliminate a
middle ground in viewers; it's either
worshiped or detasted. )] The illo on
page 42 annoys me-—beasides the
triteneas of it, | find it hard to be-
lisve that the small spikes of rock
that the lady in distreas is climbin
an, and the much larger peaks in
the background, would have cxactly
the same structure and appoarance

Petar Singleton's article was a
shock. | had alwaya assumed that
his hoapital addross was hecause he
was an invalid of some kind. He 12
cortainly one of fandom's better wri-
ters. | am glad he folt he could writa
ua the truth and that you printed it.

{ will be locking forward ta those
Gormenghast illos by Kirk. -
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COOL HAND TOD

James Michael Martin

m't was almost midnight. The three

1i of us—John, Buck, and l—were a

M bit juiced after a good four hours
of lushing it. | thought of simply goingto
bed, but decided what the hell? It isn't
every day | get to Fort Worth to see
old buddies. Having no set himself,
John suggested we go to Buck's to watch
the TV late show. What's playing? Buck
wondered. A Tod Slaughter film, said
John. Buck's eyes lit up. "No!'' he
exclaimed.

They were playing a game, | thought.
Buck and John pretending that there
was something important about this man
named Slaughter. What an absurd name,
Tod Slaughter! What kind of a name is
that? | decided to humor them, to.feign
interest in this Slaughter character. The
three of us traipsed over to Buck's
place, Scotch bottles in hands, to catch
Tod in a flick entitled (gosharoatie!)
The Demon Barber of Fleet Street. On went  the
set; drinks were poured, and there we
were, waiting through the waning five
minutes of "Late Hour News.' News
out; fade in "Late Show" title; fade out
"[ate Show' title; fade in Tod Slaugh-
ter.

| retched, | gagged, | groaned. What
was wrong with my friends? Had they
no taste? Slaughter appeared to be about
fifty, obese as hell, and about as be-
lievable as Don Ameche. So | passed
the time by making jokes, distracting as

best | could, angry that | was being
put on. | prayed the TV would croak
by the end of the next commercial. And
the next...and the next... But, no. |

had to sitthere and watch until the far-
off end, all the doings of the mad bar-
ber, Sweeny Todd ( Slaughter), sharp-
ening his bloody razor and loeking down
at his next “"customer'" (a euphemism
for victim), saying "I'll polish you off in

no time at ail.” Grinning like a possum,
the old devil would then tiptoe to the
wall, pull a switch, and watch the bar-
ber chair flip over, dumping the '"cus-
tomer" headlong into the cellar below.

In spite of my behavior that night
(which was really inexcusable of me;
one should never bother anyone wha’is
enjoying and art form, no matter what
one may think of its quality; aesthetics
always seem to boil down to matters of
personal taste), | rather enjoyed "The
Demon Barber," Andl discovered my-
self, months later (back in Los Angeles,
now) thinking about that huge, pompous
old lout—with his bombastic, seemingly
anachronistic acting style (the declama-
tory)—a practitioner of a school of
thespianism which was enjoying its hey-
day late in the 19th Century. Too, |
was troubled. The experience of first
seeing a Slaughter film, then thinking on
it for a while, was not unlike sampling
a good bottle of wine: there is both a
joy inthe recollection and a disturbing,
uneasy thirst for another boitle of the
same vintage. Imagine my surprise when
1 discovered, upon glancing through the
Times television guide, thata 2 a.m. late,
late show would be playing another of
Slaughter's films, Never Too Late to Mend.
1 waited up for it, settled back into an
easy chair, and watched carefully as
Slaughter wove his peculiar magic into
the fabric of an absurd melodrama. It
was like Olivier doing a villain in a
Bond film. No, it was better. When the
"End" title came on the screen, | had
made up my mind: Tod Slaughter was
a man of undiscovered, unfortunately
forgotten genius, a man whose art was
appreciated in his owntime only by the
unselfconscious working classes of Eng-
land, and by hardly anyone, it seemed,
today. During the next year or so, al-
ways on the same Los Angeles TV

station (Channet 11, KTTV, an inde-

.pendent which, | later learned, has the
prints on lease from a New York dis-
tributor), | was able to watch nearly

all of Slaughter's performances on film.
Each of them, in its own special way,
is a work of great art—and always only
because of the performance of Siaughter.
I began to do research on Slaughter.
llearned almost nothing from most his-
tories of British film and theatre, yet
friends had told me Slaughter had been
a veteran of the stage long before coming
to the screen. Finally, | came across
the British Who's Who in the Theatre, which
offered a small biography. Tod Slaugh-
ter, it said, was born N. Carter
Slaughter on March 19 {a Pisces: prob-
ably strong in deductive reasoning, self
control, and intuitive power) 1885 in
Newcastle-Upon-Tyne. He attended the
Royal Grammar School there, married
Jenny Lynn {(who later acted with him),
and made his stage debut at the age of
20 at the Grand Theatre, West Hartle-
pool. After a stint in the service,
Slaughter returned to the stage as ac-
tor, manager, director, and, sometimes
writer. During the man's lifetime, he
appeared in more than 500 plays, skits,
and films. He was never interested in
the more "traditional" dramatic vehicles
of the English stage, but preferred,
always, simple melodramas, in which
he always played the villain. Perhaps
he was best suited for this genre, owing
to his enormous physical stature and
his "heavy" bearing. Slaughter did ra-
dioc work in the 30's, and appeared in
his first film in 1935, a piece known as
Maria Martin, or Murder in the Red Bam, in which
he plays a murderous brute who stran-
gles, stabs, and shoots Maria—all in
the same scene. (At least, this is how
it was done on stage: in the film, be-
cause of the medium's imposed realism,
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None of Tod Slaughter's leading fadies ever amounted to much. They

merely had to look pretty—sand virginal—and leave the rest up to the re-
Hilary Eaves in MARIA MARTIN.

doubtable Mr. Slaughter. Thi

Slaughter with his mysterious half-brather “The Wolf” at the climax of THE
FACE AT THE WINDOW.

itis made considerablyless harrowing.)
From 1935 until 1948, Slaughter ap-
peared in eleven features and featur-
ettes (those short dramatic pictures
British studios hacked out to fill their
"quotas' for a certain year).

1 met Richard Whitehall, who wnrites
film criticism for the Free Press and Open
City newspapers here, and he told me
that as a child, growing up in England,
he had seen Slaughter both on the stage
and in films. Whitehall, who says he is
from a "working class family," told me
that his dad never cared for traveling
theatrical companies, because they only
presented Shakespeare and other' stuffy"
dramatic fare. But his father never missed
an appearance of Slaughter, joining the
ranks of hundreds who packed the small,
provincial theatres to watch melodrama
—a genre always dear tothe hearts of
the proletariat. Whitehall aiso iold me
that his parents were reluctant to allow
his attendance at Slaughter's produc-
tions, as everyone knew of their notor-
iously gory aspects. Particularly Sweeny
Todd {or, The Demon Barber of Fleet Street), he
said. Todd the barber polishes off his
victims, leaving the bodies for Mrs.
Lovatt (played, on the stage, incidentally,
by Jenny Lynn, Mrs. Tod Slaughter)
to butcher and bake into meat pies! Well,
the police get onto this near the end of
the play when somebody discovers a
collar button in a pie. How devilish!

| asked Whitehall if anyone actually
believed in the productions. "Of course, !
he said. People were scared to death!
It was amazing how Slaughter hypno-
tized audiences, putting them on the
edges of their seats. But Slaughter "was
never a West End act, or for that mat-
ter never respectfully admired by the
respectable. His richneas wasn't for the
martini mob but for those who belched
over beer and pickled oniona—music
hall, working class people who are, un-
fortunately, practically non-existent now.
Where one week it would be jugglers
and acrobats and double-entendre co-
medians, next week it would be Todd
Slaughter and his company of barn
stormers for a nightly change of melo-
drama."

Part of Slaughter's greatness, no

doubt, lay in his uncanny knowledge of
his audiences. He chose to perform
melodramas because he knew "his"
people loved them. And he chose to play
them not as trivia but as art for a mass
audience. In the same way, D.W. Grif-
fith made films for the comman man.
Slaughter did with modern melodrama
what Hugo sought with his Hemaniito re-
move commonplace plots and themes
from a level of self-parody and elevate
them to almost the status of a new genre.
Once we set aside our snobbish notions
of what art '"is" (1 defy anyone to an-
swer that question], Slaughter becomes
marvelously entertaining and aestheti-
cally satisfying as well. We become ab-
sorbed by the stylization of the acting,
by the conventions of his performances.
Sure, the dialogue is a bit absurd; the
situations are preposterous, and the
characters are always shamelessly
Victorian (even to the point of skepticism
toward anything scientific). But these
elements only make Slaughter's films
more enchanting and thoroughly enjoy-
able today. But we must drop, as| said,
the masks of aesthetic sophistication
which we wear when we see a Bergman
or a Fellini; once we forget pretension
and intellectuality, Slaughter takes on a
certain magic, a powerful, concentrated
and sustained poetry of the grotesque.
As William K. Everson, the critic, has
written, Slaughter played his roles "well
enough for them to be accepted on their
own merits, or, if one chose, as up-
roarious comedies."

And Slaughter is funny; indeed, he's
a gas. In one of his best films, The
Crimes of Stephen Hawke, there is a long,
sustained passage of dialogue full of the
most funky double entendre, punning and
word-play—the sort oflines which only
an actor of Slaughter's talent could
bring to the screen with wit. Upon
meeting a detestable rogue who wants
to marry his daughter, Slaughter (as
Stephen Hawke, a '"kindly money lenden!
who is really the "spine-breaker' ),
suggests they discuss the matter at length
at a later time convenient to them both.

SUITOR: So further discussion is
in order, sir?

HAWKE : Naturally. Then, we can

come to grips with the matter.
SUITOR: Good; then we can clinch
the bargain, eh?
HAWKE : Clinch is the word, sir.
SUITOR: Then, you'll back me up?
HAWKE : Definitely, I'll be right behind
you.
L ater on, Hawke uses his gargantuan
hands to break the rogue's neck.
Slaughter has every characteristic
of a madern cultist personality on the
order of W. C. Fields or Humphrey
Bogart. Like Fields, his movies are
full of ridiculous character names: Sir
Percival Blyde, Chevalier del Gardo,
Dr. Isadore Fosco, Squire Meadows,
Sweeny Todd, Michel Lerand, and
{imagine Slaughter in a minister's out-
fit) the Rev. Darcy Smith. And, like
Bogart and Fields, Slaughter is full of
aphorisms and bits of wit and wisdom.
For example: "Fine feathers make fine

birds," ""lt's the spirit that counts" {re-
ferring, of course, to booze), "Let's
get down tothe meat of the thing" (dis-
cussing a brutal murder), "I'll polish

you off quite nicely" (Sweeny Todd to
a prospective victim), ""You never know
your fate" (to a vietim), “You have a
beautiful throat for a razor, sir," "The
sooner you learn to keep your mouth

shut, the luckier you'll be," "Il feed
your entrails to the pigs,”" '"After 20
years in the wilds, | feel the need of a
wife's comfort and companionship, "

"Upon my soul, you're a delightful little
baggage." "I'm a mind to shake the
breath out of your greasy little body, "
"Get out—or I'll set the dogs on you,"
"So...you wanted to be a bride, huh?
Well you shall be...a bride of death!"
Or these: "l like women of spirit, "
"Oh, heaven preserve me from doing
business with women," "[ never trust a
tee-totaler," "One never knows what
may happen to us tomorrow,' and
"Cruelty was never a part of my na-
ture.'

Only Slaughter could deliver such
lines and make them great, just as only
his appearance inthe films enabled them
to "work" dramatically speaking. Were
he absent from their mise-en-scene, the
atructure would crumble and become

| Ly .
repugnant to our sensibilities. But, in



Slaughter’s inevitable mad scene; this one from THE FACE AT THE WIN-
Slaughter, breaking a spine, in THE CRIMES OF STEPHEN HAWKE, DOW.

every mannerism, in every gesture,
Slaughter i1s a fascinating figure to watch.
His character trasits alone, his stage
tricks, his bits of "business' captivate
the imagination. His characteristic ges-
tures and movements include an occa-
sional snap of the fingers, a wicked,
beautiful laugh; and a slight upward
bounce as he walks, (he often seems
pompous, but only because he is a
parvenu in a very pompous, middle-class
—and occasionally, aristocratic—milieu,
an admittedly absurd figure in a land-
scape of absurdity, where everyone
thinks one is so rational, so proper).
Also part of Slaughter's bag of stage
tricks were his sly grin; a chilling,
deathly cold stare, and a frequent
pursing of the lips. It was of paramount
importance to the declamatory school of
acting (that which Slaughter perfected)
that every word, every syllable and
word-ending, be enunciated with enor-
mous care and precision. Note during
any Slaughter film how he hisses final
"S's"—a habit he picked up, no doubt,
from his years of experience on the
stage, where speeches had to be de-
livered not only for the more affluent
patrons in the front, but also to those

less fortunate, for the 'little-old-lady-in
-the-last-row,' as is said. Silaughter
also demonstrates fantastic mastery of
stage "business" —those little bits of ac—

tion which make a performance great.
Albert Basserman, the famous German
actor, was fond of a show-stopping
routine of taking off his gloves in tatal
silence {thus creating alull which could
prove disasirous to the pace of a play);
he managed to move with such grace
that the audience patiently, attentively
waited, mesmerized by the hands and
gloves, enjoying every second of the
"bit." Slaughter proves himself as cap-
able when he does a glove removal in
The Face at the Window. His handling of this
trick is superb.

Today, perhaps much more than
when they were made, Slaughter's films
are important works of art. Not because
they fit into the category of "camp, "
though. (They perhaps do fit the cate-
gory, but there is no reason why we
have to view the films thusly.) It is

characteristic of our times that we ad-
mire villainy and find Slaughter not vil-
lainous, really, but marvellously heroic
in a way. Yes, his monstrous crimes
indict him to some degree as a sadistic
brute. But we always recognize in
Slaughter either the social or moral
parvenu which we would all perhaps be-
come. In the consciences of many men
today, there is a more or less con-
scious desire to be of the oppressed,
to be an underdog. It is rather a maso-
chistic urge, perhaps, but at times a
healthy and a righteous one. Art helps
us, at times, to join the ranks of the
oppressed, if only for a couple of hours
inside the darkness of a movie theatre
or a playhouse. But there is, today, a
growing Cult of the Victim, a movement
inthe arts calculated to "win'" our sym-
pathies by playing on our feelings of vic-
timization by forces we feel to be lurking
beyond reach, beyond change by even
popular dissent. Unfortunately, many
artists of today shift emphasis from the
direct causes of our dissatisfaction to an
almost mythical realm of oppression.
This is what happens in the movie Cool
Hand Luke. it is hokey, | think, and un-
necessarily sentimental—to maudliness.
L.uke, sitting there in the church (could
the Christ symbolism be any more ap-
parent than here?), waiting to "die for
our sins," becomes God-like, an ex-
tension, perhaps of the myths in which
we enshrine our culture herces. Slaugh-
ter, however, refused to be victimized;
he was an anarchial figure pitted against
phony 'righteousness' —as much against
what Luke stands for as he is against
any sort of Establishment. Slaughter
never became a part of the cult of the
victim, but remained outside of it,
choosing, instead, to whittle away atthe
E stablished Order—from within. And
when he played an Establishment figure
—such as Squire Meadows in Never Too
Late to Mend —it was only to show us how
corrupt are the doings of "righteous"
men when contrasted with the actions
of a madman such as himself. Slaguh-
ter refused to be viclimized, refused to
take anything asitting down. He always
played an outsider in some form; it waa
the Establishment gargoylies he victim—

ized. Cool Hand Luke is an innocuous melo-
drama which lulls liberal consciences into
acceptance of the status quo, into a feeling
of well being in a world which is de-
cidedly the opposite. Once we leave the
theatre, we can forget men like Luke.
But ! should hope that we would remem-—
ber Cool Hand Tod. Luke, we are
whown, is 'good-at-heart"; rebellion,
for him, is but an expression of hosti
ity. (What ls accomplished, really, by
culting off the heads of parking meters?
It is only an anti-social act, another
means of insuring our emotional identi—
fication with Luke.) Slaughter is NOT
"good-at-heart," not righteous. He is,
to the contrary, profoundly, beautifully
evil. We are all, all of us, a bit evil,
though we prefer to masquerade in the
guise of righteousness in what we do.
This is what Dr. Wilhelm Stekel has
called our 'lying view of the world," a
view which makes Luke a totally phony
figure. So, welcome Cool Hand Tod.
Tod bugs the Establishment, but not di-
rectly, for he takes the Establishment
for granted and proceeds from there.
Slaughter films are politically insignificant
and therefore artistically sublime. What
difference does it make that socialist art
alarms us to the faults of man, to man's
so-called '"injustices to man"? What is
accomplished by its "realism"? To plunge
the world into Slaughterian madness
would be the only good. For Slaughter
always portrayed madmen; and madmen
do nothing immoral—as they have no
reasons, no causes for their actions. It
is the man wha reasons who is evil in his
destruction—whether it is atrangulation
or napalm. There is nothing cruel—
nothing "evil" or immoral—about the
crimes of the insane, for they do not
act out of compassion for ideals or val-
ues. We must watch the films of Slaugh—
ter with a sense of mad anarchy, with
a sense of madness and of the absurd.
With, too, a sincere hatred for pre-
tense and purpose.

Tod Slaughter died in Derby on
February 19, 1958. He was there to
perform in Maria Martin; a dedicated pro-
fesaional, his tired heart gave out dur-
ing a final revival of one of his old fa-
vorites .
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Tod Slaughter: a filmography

{Dates of productions are approximate, as there THE FACE AT THE WINDOW.
is very little information available, and some prints An Arthur Ziehm Release. British Lion Film
may even have been lost. ) Productions. Director: George King. Based

on a play by Brooke Warren.
1935. MARIA MARTIN, or MURDER IN THE

RED BARN. Chevalier del Gardo... TOD SLAUGHTER
Based on a play, author unknown. Released Cecile............... MARJORIE TAYLOR
by Olympic Films, Ltd. (probably early in = Lucien Cortiere.......... JOHN WARWICK
1936.) Director: Milton Rosmer.

1941. THE HOODED TERROR.
The Squire

........... TOD SLAUGHTER (Release date approximate. ) Director: George
HILARY EAVES King.
......... SOPHIE STEWART

Maria .. .......
Servant Girl

Michel Lerand (also known as "The Snake,"

1936. NEVER TOO LATE TO MEND. "“The Hooded Terror,” and "The Rev.
Released by Reliable Fiims, Ltd. Based on Darey Smith")........ TOD SLAUGHTER
a play after the book by Charles Reade. Di-
rected by David Macdonald. Photographed by 1942, THE VENGEANCE OF MAGNUS VANN
L ane Glendenning. Assistant Director: Smed- {Release date approximate. Nothing is known
ley Aston. about this film. No research materials avail-

able. )
Squire Meadows. .. TOD SLAUGHTER
Tom Robinson............ JACK LIVESAY 1946. THE CURSE OF THE WRAYDONS.
Susan Merton ....... MARJORIE TAYLOR Based on Slaughter's own play, "Spring-
(SolinWeee, Tl L. GEORGE FIELDING Heeled Jack." Produced by Gilbert Church.
Director: Victor M. Gover. An Ambassa-
1938. THE CRIMES OF STEPHEN HAWKE. dors Film Release.
Released by Reliable. Director: George King.
Shot at Sound City Studios in Shepperton. Phillip Wraydon...... .TOD SLAUGHTER
Based on a play by Frederick Hayward. Capt. Jack Wraydon ...... BRUCE SETON
George Heeningham. ANDREW LAWRENCE
Stephen Hawke (and the "Spine Breaker"). George Wraydon......... BARRY O'NEILL
...................... TOD SLAUGHTER Rose Wraydon ...PEARL CAMERON
His daughter ........ MARJORIE TAYLOR Helen Sedgefield. . ... LORRAINE CLEWES
The Boy-friend.......... ERIC PORTMAN
1947. BOTHERED BY A BEARD.

1939. SWEENY TODD, or THE DEMON BAR- (Quota film, or featurette.) Written and di-
BER OF FLEET STREET. rected by E. V. Emmett. Photography: Jack
Released by Select Attractions, Ltd. Direc- Rose.
tor: George King.

CAST: Tod Staughter, Jerry Verno, John
Sweeny Todd......... TOD SLAUGHTER Salew, and Dorothy Bramhili.
Heroine .............. ..., EVE LISTER
1948. THE GREED OF WILLIAM HART.

1940. THE CRIMES AT THE DARK HOUSE, Produced by Gilbert Church. Directed by
A British Lion Film Production. Director: Oswald Mitchell. Made at Bushey Studios. An
George King. Ambassadors Film. Length: 7,005 feet.

Sir Percival Blyde.... TOD SLAUGHTER Itelia 0a 0 o0 0 400 BB A0 00 o TOD SLAUGHTER

Dr. laadore Fosco.......... HAY PETRIE Moore .. ovueeennnnnnnn.. HENRY OSCAR

Heroine ............. SYLVIA MARRIOTT RlE@Rc 0 co0c 006060000001 0.0 9 JENNY LYNN
Meg Hart

WINIFRED MELVILLE
(Note: Jenny Lynn is Mrs. Tod Slaughter)
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a review of The Love Tribe by Peggy Swenson (Richard Geis);

"To be smut it muat be utterly without
redeeming mocial importance."
—Tom Lehrer

There is always a certain danger
in assuming that a writer agrees with
any point of view presented in one of
his books, particularly when the book
ia narrated in the first person by a char-
acter obvioualy not identical with the au-
thor. Too, the pornographer's intention
is to titillate as many as possible of the
browsers who randomly open his book
at the newssatands, as well as to en-
tertain hia regular following. He must
employ devices which he knows—from
experiance or research—will elicit the
proper reactiona, regardleas of the ex-
tent to which he approves of or agrees
with them. He idealizea certain things,
debases others, not because of taboo
or personal prejudice but for reasons
of effectiveneas. The Love Tribe containa
sexuality gearad to the hetero/homo-
sexual crowd {thatis, sado-masochiam,
fetishiam and bestiality are omitted),
llberdly interlarded with oblervahon-,

. and pr ts. Whether
any or all of these are lpemﬁcally Dick

DAGGET/

BILEFACE

o=

the
PORNOGRAPHIC
SOAPBOX

Phyllis Eisenstein

Geis's rather than the narrator's is an
issue | hesitate to speculate upon.

The plot involves Juli Lund, the
narrator, daughter of a typical middle
class American family, who, finding her
life stupid and empty, joins a tribe of
hippies. Thereafter, she ia torn between
her duty toward her alecholic, tranquil-
izer-hooked, suicide-prone mother and
her desire for the freedom of the hippie
life. After conveniently overhearing a
telephone conversation in which her
mother admits that the suicide attempts
were fakes engineered to keep Juli at
home, the girl walks out to live happily
ever after with the tribe.

The Establishment comes in for a
lot of knocks in this book:

luli: Mother, you're trapped in a way

of life that doean't make any sense.

Dad manages an appliance store and

sells plastic junk to people just like

you who don't need nine-tenths of
that atuff. They buy it because
they're told to buy it on TV and in

magazinea and newspapersa." (p.40)

Zeke (leader of the tnbe): "They know. ..
they know...their world, their sys-

/
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M@@EV
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Brandon House, $1.25.

tem, their lies are unable to stand
examination. Deep down they know
their values are sick and inhumane."
(p.182, author's ellipses]

Having left behind a mother who
hates sex, a father who visits toplesa
bars for relief, and a boyfriend who
"Always got embarrassed when | showed
any real interestin his genitals" (p.10),
Juli finds a sympathetic environment a-
mong the hippies. But what do the hip-
pies have to offer? To be sure, they
don't use any of the plastic junk Juli de-
cries, but neither do they use soap,
apparently. They are scavengers, living
off the throw-aways of the rest of soci-
ety. But, to quote the cop on page 103,
"'You call this living?"" Even Juli,
whose song extolling hippie virtues
got her into the tribe, can't help but see
a bit of sordidness in the hippie house:

The bedding was rumpled and sour
smelling. (p.34)

[Ow! {(with whom Juli is particularly
in love) wore] dirty cut-off jeans
for months at atime without washing
them. (p.118)



{In the kitchen Juli notices] the
grease-dripped side of the old gas
stove. {p. 52)

In his review of Garbage World in SFR 28,
Geis indicates that our society has a
paychologically unhealthy cleanliness
fetish. Dirt is the prime characteristic
of the hippie way of life, which is pre-
sented as a desirable alternative to the
society which "glopped on the aftershave,
rolled on the Right Guard, and chewed
breath mints." {p. 45) The fact that
waste products and putrescent food breed
flies, lice, roaches, and disease is to-
tally ignored. In view of this attitude,
though, how can the author justify the
serupulousness with which Juli and the
hippies clean up after intercourse? For
instance, at the orgy:

Someone had even been practical
and thoughtful by laying out a supply
of small towels. It signified ac-
ceptance of sex andthe bodily func-
tions that sex involves. {p. 185)

This signifies, | think, not an acceptance
of bodily functions—they'd be accepted
more fully if they let themselves dribble
all over the floor—but an obsession with
the removal of bodily effluvia that is quite
as strong as the mania of the society
they scorn.

One attitude, though, that the hippies
do not share with the Establishment and
which sets this book apart from the bulk
of pornography, is their attitude toward
sex. Most pornographic novels treat
sex between anyone but married couples
{(and sometimes even then) as sordid,
sinful, and sick. Withholding of sex, in-
fidelity, and even the act itself are used
as weapons. People engage in furtive,
guilt-ridden affairs to punish each other
and themselves as well as to find new
thrills. Men beat and rape women, and
occasionally vice versa. They suffer trauma
over homosexual interludes and auto-
eroticism. They lurk in cheap motels,
hoping for and fearing exposure. The
last page of a typical old-line porno-
graphic novel finds most of the char-
acters sunk neck-deep in self-recrimi-
nation.

The Love Tribe scorns this attitude in
various blasts aimed at the Establish-
ment (including a short Socratic dialogue,
led by Zeke, on "Fuck...a four-letter
symptom of the Establishment hang-up."
p.21) and treats sex as a healthy game,
whether homo- hetero- or auto-erotic.
"I don't think anything is wrong as long
as it feels good. | don't believe in "sin"
at all, at least not in sex,'" (p.136)
says Robin. "...while | had been with
the tribe 1 had slowly learned to accept
my sexuality, almost to glory in it, to
let go and express honest lust when |
felt it," (p. 121) says Juli, who has
leapt wholeheartedly into the orgiastic
life of the tribe.

The book contains one allusion to the
other kind of pornography: by threat-
ening to withhold her favors, Juli forces
David to abase himself and perform ac-
tions he dislikes. Realizing with horror
that she is setting foot on the road to
her mother's sort of existence, Juli ex-
periences a moment of self-loathing and
then vows never to act that way again.
David, of course, having been less than

aman for afew minutes, gets bounced;
his type could never be—or want to be
—a hippie. With his love for automobile
front aecats, fastfeels, and lewd sneers,
he belongs back with the old-line por-
nography.

In spite of the lauding of hippie prac-
tices, The Love Tribe contains a strong anti-
LSD bias. Zeke, the father figure of
the tribe, disapproves of all drugs ex-
cept as medication. Owl is shown hav-
ing an acid flare-up and a bad trip.
Juli herself remarks:

1 had taken a trip, and { knew the
territory, and | didn't want to go
back again—ever. The audio-visual-
sensual show was fine, a groove,
but the intensified emotional world—
the eruption of fears and hang-ups
from dark corners and layers of the
mind—was too much of & price. |
didn't want to pay it again. (p. 89)

Although there's a certain amount of
police-dodging involved in having LSD
on the premises, Zeke never forbids
Owl {and Robin) to use it. Blackbird,
however—the male negrc member of
the gang—presents another kind of drug
problem: he pushes apeed (and other
things, apparently). This is a greater
source of trouble than a couple of peo-
ple taking acid cubes once in a while.
Eventually, Blackbird is ostracized, not
just for peddling but because he puts
his own welfare ahead of the tribe's.
From one of his many outside affairs,
he contracts gonorrhea and passes it
to the others. He talks black nationalism
constantly and blames every tribe de-
cision that goes against him on racism.
He rapes Juli—that is, although he has
a "right" to her by tribe rules, he
takes her when she doesn't want him
to. Whatever he may have been before
Juli met him, he is a rotten bastard
now.

Juli's attitude toward Blackbird re-
mains consistent; she doesn't like him
because he's a negro. Practically every
word she says about him drips revul-
son:

His wide negroid lips were a phy-
sical shock—coming down on me—
warm and ugly and hard—and |
closed my eyes to shutout his gloat-
ing eyes, challenging eyes, staring.
(p. 57)

| hoped the Enovids were working.
{p. 59—at no other time does she
worry aboutthe efficacy of her birth
control pills. )

She tries to delude herself that she
hates him because of his personality.
Every time she inadvertantly mentions
his negro-ness as the source of her
attitude, she immediately compensates
with some non-color-oriented justifica-
tion.

| didn't dig the idea of having a
brown baby...Blackbird's child. |
didn’t like him. (p. 80)

It's the broum baby she doesn't dig. Sig-
nificantly, Blackbird is the only mem-
ber of the tribe who does not give Juli
an orgasm. ls this a case of Geia
pandering to a readership that considers

a black man a sexual rival and there-
fore applauds his denigration?

Blackbird is the epitome of all the
worat aspects of black nationalism. He
hates whites violently and wants what
they have desperately—big homes, swim-
ming poola, white women. He's trying
mightily to get plenty of the latter, at
least, which is how he caught gonor-
rhea, and he has an inflated opinion of
the degree to which white women de-
sire his body. Even within the tribe he
continually reminds Sparrow, the negro
woman of the group, that she's black
firast and tribe second, which is quite
the opposite of what Zeke preaches.

Sparrow is atotal contrast to Black-
bird—sweet, gentle, loving, helpful.
The two of them are in constant con-
flict, tossing authentic-sounding lower
class negro dialect back and forth; this
conflict culminates in a beautifully-written
threat scene:

Blackbird: I'm gone cut off you nliilill
tit and stuff it up you nlllll cunt.
Sparrow: You stupid mothah! You touch
me with that blade... (p. 116)

Sparrow and Blackbird sound as real
as any of the people | knew during the
years | worked in a negro slum.

One doesn't expect real people in a
pornographic novel, and, indeed, some
of the characters in The Love Tribe are
very flat. Juli's parents and her boy-
friend are stereotypes, foils for the hip-
pies. Dove and Oriole, the final addi-
tions to the tribe, aren't on-stage long
enough to become three-dimensional.
But Zeke, Robin, Sparrow, Blackbird,
Owl, and Juli herself are all much bet-
ter delineated than is necessary to simply
carry the pornography along. They live.

Juli in particular is amazing. Her
capacity for orgasm is astonishing (as
becomes the heroine of a pornographic
book), even considering the kind and
extent of stimulation she receives. |
can't quite believe, however, that she
can faint from the intensity of one dcli-
max, nor that she is able to feel a dil-
do '"inside" her womb. The former
may be possible, though unlikely, but
the latter is patently absurd. The apen—
ing tothe womb is far too small to ad-
mit anything of that size. Anéther point
concerning the dildo—which mimics the
form of the penis in hard but flexible
rubber—is that Juli thinks it is essen-
tially different in effect from the male
organ. She worries that she'll get can-
cer of the cervix from using ittoo often,
but the corollary of that notion—that she
could as easily get cancer from inter-
course—never occurs to her.

Pornography—there's plenty of it,
well-paced, well-scattered throughout
the book, containing perhaps a few too
many superiatives and exclamation pointa.
This may be s.o.p. for sexy passages,
but the whole book is like that—a trifle
overdone. Thisis evident from the pas-
sages quoted here, particularly the anes
dealing with LSD and Blackbird. Words
like "wild," "beautiful," and "icky" are
overused, and contradictory amalgrama
like 'pleasure-pain" and "jerky-fluid"
appear. Yet, in 192 pages of small
print, the novel does not seem extremely
flawed stylistically; it is quite readable,
even the sections which permit two-
handed perusal. [ ]
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Whatever Aristotle's school declare,

Tobaceo is divine, beyond compare,

And to employ aright an idler's
leisure,

No sport is there that gives so
great a pleasure.

While it's doubtful the French dra-
matist Pierre Corneille dangled a cig-
arette from his mouth as he set Don Juan
to verse, the quote seems to sum up
the tough year-to-year stance of the
American smoker: "Keep your findings,
I'll keep my habit."

Cigarette consumption is shown to
be on the rise, cancer implications
largely on the sly, and the public living
in a divided camp trying to root up the
facts. Television, with its mixed bag of
tricks, hits us squarely on both fronts.
Too-beautiful people in make-believe
situalions welcome the cigarette as a
glamorous companion wherever folks
are relaxing and having fun, while the
dirty-minded American Cancer Society,
in equally unreal situations, attempts to
kick the cigarette's butt. There is even
one middle-of-the-roader who encour-
ages the viewer to send for a free
pamphlet that will help him to make up
his mind on the matter, and then, in-
stead of sounding the death knell, he
simply tells us, "If you must smoke, be
moderate . "

Still, the smoking public as a whole
will not buy the hazard-to-health pro-
clamation, because no amount of fast-
talking seems to change an assumption
into scientific fact. f anything, this
striking paradox becomes evident: smo-
kers who are genuinely concerned with
their health often begin to worry about
smoking, then smoke more to appease
this additional anxiety. And, like the
habitual alcoholic, the 3-pack a day man
is able to pacify himself with the belief
that at some future date he will possess
sufficient will power to kick the habit for
good—certainly before his health is
threatened or impaired.

The nonsmoker is found with a fairly
standard list of reasons for not smoking;
the most popular are: a conflict with re-
ligious conviction, the fear of a hazard
to health (or, inthe case of ex-smokers,
subscribing to a physician's advice),
and in many cases a natural dislike for
tobacco.

The smoker, on the other hand,
mixes his feelings with a bit of home
philosophy before confiding, "I smoke
because | love cigarettes. If 1 quit, | get
s0 nervous my skin crawis. Besides,
if 1 don't smoke, | put on weight. And
what the hell, what's life without a few
simple pleasures? You know, and |
know, we run a risk every day of our
lives—crossing the street for example."

Any cigarette company's policy re-
garding the potential smoker is forced
to be realistic: "lIf you are not a smo-
ker, our business ias not intended for
you; if you are a smoker, we would
like to see you use our brands." The
very nanessential nature of tobacco limits
its realm of appeal. The cigarette com-
pany cannot approach the man in the
street with, "Light up a cigarette be-
cause they are good for you and you
need to smoke."

Here, as in other types of adverti-
sing, the cigarette company's confron-
tation must cause the consumer to de-
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cide in his own mind that itis gratifying
for him to smoke cigarettes, and in
particular the company's brands. The
company strives to develop aloyalty and
identification for the smoker with the
brand, and in these labors the cigarette
industry has no equal.

Progressive Grocer lists tobacco products
first in dollar sales for the grocery de-
partment alone (excluding meats, pro-
duce, dairy, frozen foods, and non-food
items), and number one of the top ten
producers of grocery dollar sales per
finear shelf foot. Tobacco products en-
joy the highest brand loyalty over any
grocery product, with B0 percent of the
customers choosing to go elsewhere in
the event their favorite brand is out of
stock .

The grocery store appears to be
capturing most of the tobacco sales, and
in the last ten years sales in tobacco
products showed more rapid growth in
grocery stores than in any other out-
let. Food Topics, Sept. 1967, stated that
"from 1956 through 1966, tobacco sales
in all outlets reflected a 37.1% increase
while sales of tobaceco products in gro-
cery stores increased by 53.4%."

Overall, the report by Surgeon
General Luther H. Terry and the sub-
sequent anti-smoking campaign has done
little to affect cigarette sales. R. J.
Reynolds Company, the industry's lead-
er, saw 1967 as the largest year in the
company's 92-year history, with total
sales just under $2,000,000,000. The
growth trend in nation-wide cigarette
consumption shows an average increase
of 2% to 3% annually, indicating that A_
mericans are smoking more than ever.

Amid its efforts to rebuff the clamor

from anti-smoking forces, the cigarette
industry has come to realize that Et may
not be entirely alone in its desire to
have the issue settled fairly for all.
John C. Maxwell, Jr., in a special is-
sue of Printer’s Ink, speculated, "The Car-
rie Nation syndrome is on another binge
again in the United States. Congress
has decided autos arc unsafc to ride;
the Food & Drug Administration ques-
tions the efficacy of many drugs long on
the market; and various government
departments suggest that cigarettes are
the cause of all the ailments of man."
In  Marketing/Communications, Nov. 1967,
Maxwell, together with Gary Lessner,
attacked the Federal Communications
Commission ruling that television broad-
casters must give time to the opponents
of cigarette smoking. "This, of course,
opens the door to everyone who disa-
grees with any product being advertised.
Thus, if the ruling s upheld it would
not be surprising to see such groups
as the WCTU asking time to offset beer
commercials and Mr. Nader rebutting
General Motors' Monza ads

Sharp criticism has been directed
at the federal government for its failure
to take decisive action against the cigar-
ette industry, and in its efforts toward
a rapid appeasement, mistakes have been
made.

Consider the following turnabout. The
Federal Trade Commission has long
held that an advertising statement of the
tar and nicotine content of cigarettes
would be forbidden, as it might possibly
be misread as ahealth claim. Yet early
in 1967, the FTC began issuing quar-—
terly reports on the tar and nicotine
content of all brands of cigarettes. In a
letter to the cigarette manufacturers,
Dec. 17, 1959, the FTC stated: "We
wish to advise that all representations
of lew or reduced tar or nicotine,
whether by filtration or otherwise, will
be construed as health claims... Qur
purpose is to eliminate from cigaretie
advertising representations which in any
way imply health benefit." Nonetheless,
within the last year the government has
taken upon itself to recommend certain
brands as being "safer” than others.

Ancther factor responsible for the
government's hesitancy to enact forceful
anti-cigarette legislation has been the
evidence itself, or rather the lact of it.
The body of vague assumptions and gen-
eralizations left Congress largely unim-
pressed, while the inconclusive findings
and misrepresented statistics inthe Ad-
ministration's anti-smoking campaign ac-
tually cost it much popular appeal.

A further consideration is the a-
mount of revenue paid by the industry.
Reynolds Company, the largest mem-
ber, pays the required 8¢ per pack
federal tax, and manufactures enough
cigarettes to set the revenue collected
at $2,000,000 each work day. Tobacco
revenue is nearly the largest source of
income open tothe federal government,
being second only to the personal in-
come tax.

Congress found itself with little action
available. A ban on cigarettes would
be asimprobable as another prohibition
on liquor, while a restriction on broad-
cast advertisements, as demonstrated in
England and Italy, would do nothing to
stifle the sale of cigarettes.

Unexpectedly, however, the Admin-




istration sided with the cigarette indus-
try to answer unwarranted attacks in-
volving international trade policies, as
demonstrated by a letter from Defense
Secretary Robert S. McNamara.

Dec. 23, 1966
Gentlemen:

| have your letter of November 14,
1966, reporting that accusations are
still being made by American citizens

to the effect that the importation of small
quantities of oriental tobacco from Yugo-
slavia is supporting Communist aggres-
sion in Vietnam. Together with the
Secretaries of State and Commerce, |
wrote you on October 11, 1965, that
'the importation of Yugoslav tobacco,
which constitutes less than one percent
of all tobacco used in American cigar-
ettes, is entirely consistent with our
national security. "

| stand fully behind this statement
today .

Moreover, the particular accusations
to which you refer are distortions or
at least misconceptions. Yugoslavia has
provided no arms or other military sup-
plies to North Vietnam. It has no trade
relations with North Vietnam, nor do
Yugoslav ships call at North Vietnamese
ports. Our information is that the only
goods which have moved from Yugo-
slavia to North Vietnam have been do-
nations of medicaments and bandages
bought with voluntary contributions of
citizens, and blood from voluntary do-
nations .

The Yugoslav Government has crit-
icized American policies and actions in
Vietnam, but it has also bitterly criti-
cized the Chinese. It has followed a
line differing distinctly from that of the
Soviet U'nion and the other Communist
countries of Eastern Europe. Yugoslavia
has not supported the calls of these
countries for the withdrawal of Ameri-
can troops prior to negotiation, nor has
it called for recognition of the "National
Liberation Front" as the only repre-
sentative of the South Vietnamese peo-
ple.

In summary, peaceful trade between
the United States and Yugoslavia does
not support Communist aggression in
Vietnam or elsewhere. Onthe contrary,
such trade contributes materially to our
national policy of supporting Yugoslavia's
independent position. It would be ironic
indeed if litle groups of Americans, how-
ever, well-intentioned, succeeded in
stopping, or even hindering, the pro-
gress made by Yugoslavia towards in-
ternal liberation and its closer integra-
tion with the trading system of the
Free World.

Sincerely yours,
Robert S. McNamara

The cigarette industry itself has taken
e number of voluntary steps to regu-
late its products. Samples of the brands
are restricted to persons over 21, and
several major television shows lost their
cigarette sponsors when it was learned
that their viewing audiences were fa—
vored heavily with youngsters. Member
companies of the Cigarette Advertising
Code screen their advertisements care-
tully with regard to image and popular
appeal. Consequently, Santa Claus is
never spied opening his flip-top sleigh
full of Winstons, and Humpty Dumpty

need not fear bending his smokes when
falling off the wall.

Each year the cigarette companies
continue to make generous grants avail-
able for scientific and medical research,
a portion of which involves the fight a-
gainst cancer. lt is likely that the very
controversy surrounding smoking today
may one day lcad researchers to dis-
cover the cure for all cancer.

Stanley Frank, exploring the smoking
question for True Magazine, Jan. 1968, dem-
onstrated that the Surgeon General's
report was an open misrepresentation
of the evidence, and at best was highly
biased. Important statistical indications
that did not support Dr. Terry's stand
were dismissed as inconclusive.

Frank cited a number of points that
were curiously omitted from the report;
several of the more important were:

® Ten percent of persons affected with
lung cancer have never smoked, and
95 percent of heavy smokers never con-
tract the disease. "

® [ung cancer remains rare in women,
and though the number of women smo-
kers has increased considerably, their
instances of death from the disease
have remained almost the same.

® Cancer ofthe windpipe is rare, and
yet this area receives the greatest ex-
posure to tobacco smoke.

® Most lung cancer 1s found in the lower
parts of the lung where the smoke ne-
ver reaches.

® Heavy smokers do not contract the
disease any earlier than nonsmokers,
and there is no evidence that giving up
smoking reduces the chances of getting
cancer.

® The male population of Britain smokes
half as many cigarettes per capita as
Americans, but they have twice the in-
stance of lung cancer.

These indications cannot be read as
containing more important or conclusive
evidence than is found in the Surgeon
Genernl's report, however, the fact
remains that they are equally provoca-
tive and worthy of consideration.

Frank further cites that a theory
proposed by England's Sir Ronald
Fisher some 30 years ago is receiving
growing support. !'. . .an individual's pe-
culiar constitution creates acraving for
tobacco and the same chemistry makes
him more susceptible to lung cancer
than a non-smoker. The kicker, though,
is that a heavy smoker is more likely
to get cancer if he is deprived of cigar-
ettes which serve the important function
of relieving his tensions.!

The facts are scarce. Though it is
supposed that as many as 150 different
causes of cancer exist, and the disease
1s found in a number of areas within
the body, the ultimate cause is still un—
known.

Even on the basis of increased cigar-
ette consumption and the incidence of
lung cancer, no correlation can be
drawn between the two. Cigarette con-
sumption has increased in the United
States by 200 times in the past 54 years,
while lung cancer has not increased
nearly that figure. The World Health
Organization, reporting on lung cancer
in lsrael, found no statistical association
between smcking and lung cancer. Dr.
John B. Hickman of the Surgeon Gen-
eral's advisory committee told the North
Carolina Heart Association, "The more

we looked at the statistica, the more
difficult it was to understand. The pic-
ture is not at all clear as the numbers
appear at first."” Asthe debate grows,
the reports continue to pile up.

Attacks on cigarette amoking have
come not only from nonsmokers but
from the users of other tobacco pro-
ducta as well.

In Carl Weber's book "The Plea-
sures of Pipe Smoking,"” the author
notes a "world-famous manufacturer of
pipes' as stating, "The pleasure of pipe
smoking comes from the taste and aroma
of the tobacco and the relaxing over-
tones pf pleasure that create an atmos-
phere of enjoyment. This hasa nothing to
do with the inhaling of tobacco into the
lungs."

“"The cigarette smoker's satisfaction
comes from atemporary denial of oxy-
gen while the smoke is inhaled into the
lungs and a feeling of buoyancy which
occurs with the return of oxygen after
the inhalation."

Weber further describes reports
which suggest that pipe smokers have
fewer psychosomatic disorders, and
that "inhaling may be more prevalent
among the more neurotic and emotionally
disturbed.” As an authority on pipes
and pipe lore, Weber rapidly concludes,
It may be argued that modern scientific
evidence tends to confirm the impression
that the pipe smoker is the less hurried,
less worried, and more fully mature
man."

Regardless of the digs, however,
the cigarette industry is mining more
gold than ever before, and despite the
rumor that it is loocking elsewhere to in-
vest capital before the ship goes down,
the truth is that the industry has more
money in reserve than it can comfort—
ably afford to sit on.

With six major companies dividing
up the $8,000,000,000 a year domestic
cigarette market, it is small wonder
that the industry has become the whip-
ping-boy for the frustrated would-be ty-
coons, short-sheeted bureaucrats, and
the ever growing numbers of self-ap-
pointed gangbusters.

Yet the tide may come to favor the
cigarette industry in the long run. Prnt-
er's [nk comments, "The propaganda has
gone beyond the leve! of scientific know-—
ledge. In their zeal to put an end to
smoking, the crusaders are even in-
doctrinating children in the lower levels
of grade school. This may boomerang,
as one recent study indicates. History
may some day record that the crusaders
had more to do with encouraging young
people to smoke than did the cigarette
industry."

At present, both sides of the matter
will have to settle for arguments without
facts. The cause of cancer remains a
mystery, and even the warning on every
package of cigarettes, 'Caution—cigar-
ette smoking may be hazardous to your
health," seems to invite smokers to
"stick around, we'll have something con~
clusive one of these days."

But despite the evidence yet to be
uncovered, despite the campaign to de-
ter and discourage smoking, and inthe
face of ever increasing taxes on cigar-
ettes, as one advertising executive was
heard to say between puffs, "They'll
never take away man's inalienable right
to kill himself if he so chooses." e
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E. E. SMITH

There is a remarkable consensus
among the more enlightened citizens,
taxpayers and property-owners that
Lady Luck isno lady. She has several
aliases, including Dame Fortune, Miss
Chance and perhaps others, and is
widely suspected of doing any number of
exciting, whimsical and mischievous
things. Lady Logic, on the contrary,
enjoys a reputation for perfect purity and
predictability. Recently, I've run across
a most intriguing secret in the life of the
latter lady. My startling discovery just
happened: it was not the result of any
splendid surmise followed by brilliant
detective work. | wish it were; it would
be a belter story that way.

In the course of some routine re-
searches into the law on behalf of clients,
which | made without ever leaving my
book-lined office, | stumbled upon the
astounding, disconcerting fact that L ady
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Logic and Lady Luck are one and the
same in the realm of the law—quite as
much at least as were Dr. Jekyll and
Mr. Hyde!

Now, | don't expect anyone to take
my word for such a strange, shocking
case of double-identity. | have irrefut-
able proofs which 1 shall recite in a
moment. In the meantime, | want to
make it plain that | have no axe to grind;
no proposal, however modest, which |
hope to advance for my profit or fame.
If courthouses are to be re-christened
casinos, the decision rests entirely with
my readers. | am content merely to
state the facts and to leave it to others
to determine what actions should be ta-
ken in light of those peculiar, unfamiliar,
spotty actualities.

My conclusion, like that of Charles
Darwin, rests on a multitude of ex-
amples, a small proportion of which wilt

be sufficient to reveal the common iden-
tity of the haphazard hussy and the
trusted paragon. In June, 1956, the
Supreme Court of the United States de-
cided that Mrs. Dorothy Krueger Smith
should continue to remamn in durance
vile at the Federal Reformatory for
Women in West Virginia. A court-martial
had found her guilty of murdering her
husband, an American Army colonel
stationed in Japan. The conviction of
Mrs. Smith, and her sentence tec life
imprisonment, had been carefully re-
viewed and approved; the Supreme
Court chose not to interfere. The opinion
of the majority of the Court was a mag-
nificently-reasoned document, ten printed
pages in length. The dissenting opinion
filed at the same time was unusually
brief, but the eminence and experience
of those who wrote it were sufficient
guarantee that Lady Logic favored the
minority justices as well as the majority,
the petitioner for freedom equally with
the imprisoning authority.

If the division of opinion by the var-
ious members of the august tribunal sug-
gests that Lady Logic was playing a
duplicitous role in the circumstances,
consider this. A year later the same
Court, in the same case, changed its
mind: Mrs. Smith was freed. The rea-
sons for the new decision are as cogent
and compelling as those given for the
earlier judgment. According to the po-
lite convention prevailing in legal ecircles,
superior reason tipped the scales of
justice so as to liberate Mrs. Smith.
Yet, as will become increasingly evident
as we proceed, staunch reason, in this
as in other cases, actually supports
both sides. That is the thorny truth of
the matter.

If Lady Logic is indeed neutral,
then isn'tit clear that [_ady Luck—Miss
Chance, if you prefer—is the capricious
damse!l whose lightly-tripping, unseen
step inclines the scales of justice to the
one side or the other? If caution urges
a suspension of judgment until I've of-
fered the other examples promised, that's
quite all right. One swallow does not
make the whole of spring, even though
he may herald that season.

In 1951, a federal court of appeals
siting in Chicago, the greatest metro-
polis of my native Middle-West, held that
the Steins, who had designed statuettes
of male and female Balinese dancers for
sale and use as lamp bases, were not
entitled to copyright their utilitarian works
of art and, thus, to prevent others from
copying the designs and selling the ar-
tistic lamp bases in competition with the
nators. A coordinate court on the
Pacific Coast held precisely the oppo-
site two years later with respect to
comparable figurines of Egyptian dan-
cers, likewise designed by the Steins.
Needless to say, these divergent con-
clusions were reached by flawless rea-
soning on the part of each tribunal. At
least the logic of the former decision was
as perfect as that of the latter until, in




1954; the Supreme Court agreed with
the latter ruling in a case which, like
the earlier, involved Balinese dancers.

It is clear that in a legal sense the
nationality of the dancers was but froth;
of no more consequence to the judges
than is beer-foam to athirsty man. The
time differential and the geographic dis-
tance also were insignificant. Until the
highest court spoke with finality in the
third case, Lady Logic favored the
Steins in one case and their opponent
in the other. As in the history of Mrs.
Smith, Lady [Luck pulled one ofthe ca-
pers for which she is justly famous;
the only alternative supposition, that the
wise and solemn judges in the Mid-
Western Capital of Commerce had quite
mistaken the logic of the situation, is
highly unlikely.

For all practical, non-legal pur-
poses, professional football and profes-
sional baseball differ no more fundamen-
tally in their methods of business than the
statuettes of Balinese dancers varied in
essence from those of Egyptian design.
The highest court in the land, however,
has found solid and substantial support
for its holding that the former business
is subject to the federal anti-trust laws
and the latter is not. With sturdy logic
on both sides of contradictory applica-
tions of the law, it is apparent that we
are dealing with the caprices of none
other than Dame Fortune.

In 1935, the Supreme Court of the
United States found itself obliged, for
the most excellent reasons, to declare
that the ""white primary" election held by
the Democratic Party in Texas was
such a purely private, non-governmen-
tal affair that the negro petitioner had
no cause whatever for complaint over
the refusal of the county clerk of Har-
ris County, Texas, to give him a bal-
lot. The Court's decision in favor of the
county clerk was unanimous, although
apparently that worthy official had not
even bothered to brief his side of the
disagreement. Nine years later, the sit-
uation with respect to party primaries
in Texas remaining essentially the same,
there was an inescapable intellectual nec—
essity, in another case from Harris
County, for a completely contrary re-
sult (only one justice dissenting).

Far be it from me to suggest that,
in the stately processes of our courts
and other governmental institutions,
somewhat as in our individual rational-
izations, reason is a servant of name-
less, changing masters. It is even fur—
ther from my intention to claim a gen-
eral equation between Man's marvelous
mind-magic and black magic. That
would be as premature asitis insulting.
| simply say that in the weird world of
law, Lady Luck shares a double-life
with Lady Logic—and is the dominate
personality.

Up to now, we have considered
federal decisions in preference to the
equally dignified rulings of the state
courts, but this was for convenience
only. What holds true for one class of
courts, does so for the others. The
illustrations which could be given are al-
most limitless. In 1933, a New York
magistrate held that the publisher of a
book entitled “"God's Litle Acre' had
not violated a statie statute aimed at ob-
scene literature. Over fifteen years la—
ter, when the same novel came to the

attention of the Supreme Judicial Court
of Massachusetts, it was condemned
roundly as obscene. The judgment in
the latter case was unanimous and, un-
doubtedly, based on a critique of pure
reason just as the decision of the New
York court had been.

Some years ago, the Supreme
Court of my home state upheld a state
statute forbidding automobile dealers to
stay open for business on Sundays.
Months before, in the same c¢ase, the
judgment had been the reverse. With
faultless logic and superfine intelligence
supporting diametrically opposed conclu-
siong, what governed the judgment of the
Court? The law? Why certainly; each
time. Is there anything more important
in this and other cases than law, logic,
rationality, wisdom, and factors of com-
parable respectability? Well, by this time
the question should be rhetorical only.
For the hard-to-convince, however,
there is a surplus of evidence waiting
to be used.

State and Federal courts, as well
as English, American, and French
courts, may differ, and though they use
intellectually-entrancing words in reach-
ing divergent rulings, everyone should
recognize that another factor redresses
the frailty of reason—should see that
Miss Chance does play a part; nay,
more, that L.ady Luck and Lady Logic
are one and the same, as | said in the
beginning.

Here are further instances. Fred
Waring, the well-known band-leader,
obtained the help of Pennsylvania's high-
est court in preventing a radio station
from playing, without his consent, pho-
nograph records which he and his Penn-
sylvanians had made. Paul Whiteman's
plea for help in similar circumstances
was turned down by a federal court of
appeals in New York.

The United States inherited the
Common Law from England, whereas
France received its rival system of law,
known as the Civil Law, from ancient
Rome. Both regimes speak with the
voice and accents of Lady Logie, but
this by no means prevents legal disputes
essentially the same from being decided
differently—the hand is that of Lady
Luck. For example, when England's
Poet Laureate, Robert Southey, sued
to prevent the publication of a manu-
script, "Wat Tyler," which he had writ—
ten more than twenty years before, an
English court had good and sufficient
reason for refusing assistance. A French
court, however, found itself bound by
the logic of the situation to yield to an
identical plea which Anatole France made
on the basis of similar facts.

In &ll cases and pairs of cases which
we have examined and in many, many
more, Lady Logic has contrived, with
the skill and finesse of a prestidigitator,
to favor both proponent and ocpponent.
While the esteemed and equitable lady
held the balance even, her frisky, dom-
inant alter-ego, Lady Luck, did tip the
scales now this way, now that, in care—
less abandon. The clever deception, at
last made known, may require some
original thinking and call for highly in-
telligent, well-planned counter-mea-
sures. After all, did not the Founding
Fathers established a government of
laws, not men—and certainly not frolic-
some females? L
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Autobiographica.l pieces are dif-
ficult to write when you pos-
sess neither the narcissism of Padgett's
transparent Joe or the ego of Ander-
son's Nicolas Van Rijn. Each statement
you make seems pompous or false in
some respect. Since the caricature is
said by my friends to be unjust and my
critics flattering, the testimony suggests
it is a good likeness if nothing else.

| am a self-taught artist from the
pulps and the comics. My family was
too poor to afford the slick productions
of the magazines or art books and as a
result my hand and eye became habitu-
ated to more vulgar fare. If nothing
else, it excuses my lack of taste. | do
not recommend this ciriculum for be-
ginners whose palate responds to cham-
pagne and Rembrandt. There is abso-
lutely nothing | can tell anyone about
technique that they do not already know
and | am awed by anyone who can sit
down and whack out something without
going through all kinds of sketches and
abortive results.

In spite of my background and lack
of taste, | am a professional artist if
your criteriam is that a professional
gets money for his work. It is not a
living but it keeps me in pipes, tobacco
and an ancient Triumph. Among the
things which keep in these extras are a
daily editorial cartoon, a more or less
monthly cartoon strip, freelance car-
toons whenever possible, and a small
amount of advertisifig material. | seldom
put in more than an hour a day on any
of this. | have done a few story illus-
trations and | envy guys like Freas and
Gaughan because it seems like a lot of
fun and you get a chance to read novels
and short stories without having to buy
them first.

To be honest, 1 have always felt
ashamed of being a cartoonist just as |
have felt guilty when caught reading
science fiction. My super-ego (or what-
ever is fashionable now) whispers that
| should be reading a worthwhile book
or doing a serious painting. Resorting
to the sophistry of defining a worthwhile
book to include science fiction or art to
include carlooning does not gag the
whisperer. Cartooning and science fic-
tion are thus a private sort of habit,
impossible to break. And like other
habits, be they nose-picking or ass-
scratching, people invariably refer to
me as the cartoonist or the SF nut. |
usually shuffle my feet and mumble
something about psoriasis and that 1 do
it when I'm bored. The truth is that |
enjoy them both immensely. | even miss
those covers with the virgin getting her
miniskirt ripped off her vital areas by
a chartreuse BEM. e
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Several thousand years
went by, and at last there
was born a second time, in
the Southern Appalacians,
a girl-baby named—quite
by accident—Medusa. Her
mother, a loyal member of
a rattlesnakefondling reli-
gious cult, had earler
chanced upon a stray leaf
from an old schoolbook con-
taining a line-drawing of
Medusa I. Admiring the
classical features, and
strangely drawn towards

DBLONGATA

Medusa Mae grew up in
the usual informal way of
remote rural chiildren un-
til the age of nine, when
her parents discovered (or
more strictly speaking,
someone discovered for
them) a rich mineral de-
posit in their mountain to-
bacco-patch. From this
time forward, the family
evoted themselves dili-
gently to a pleasant tran-
sition from rags to riches,
and by the time Medusa
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the serpentine tresses, the
young woman asked some-
one who could read to tell
her what the name was.
“Medusa”—she liked the
sound of it and it stuck in
her mind until several
years afterwards she be-
came pregnant and was de-
livered of one of the most
unusual, not to say un-
canny, children of the
Twentieth Century.

At the time Medusa I was liquidated by Perseus, her
name had already become repugnant enough to be univer-
sally avoided, and the story of her unnatural gift of necro-
petromancy was aflterward so widely known that even
without knowledge of the gods’ decree no mother would
ever have dreamed of naming a daughter Merusa. And so
it happened that Medusa Mae Mummins. eons and multi-
myriameters away from the ancient Aegean, unbeknow-
ingly inherited not just the name but a portion of the occult
ability of her infamous predecessor. For the gods had de-
creed. . ..

Yes, the gods had decreed that when again there should
appear on the earth a young woman named Medusa, she
must possess—to a limited degree—the power of turning
things to stone But at the same time, the latterday Medusa
must not become a curse; Perseus had so resolutely and so
thoroughly removed the original that never again could
her evil magic be turned against mankind: that was agreed
upon in executive session. It was therefore decided and
duly ordained, after debate. that the petrodigitational
powers of Medusa IT should be limited to the single most
absurd. most inconsequential object that she should en-
counter in her lifetime: the one thing most deserving of her
unusual gift. This object remained unspecified. for it was
not clear at the time, even to the Immortals, when the
young lady was to appear or what the absurd and incon-
sequenlial object might be; still. there could be no doubt
that whether she came early or late, and no matter where
she was born, there would be no lack of objects with legiti-
mate claim upon her attention. But at least her appear-
ance this time would be a species of blessing, even though
her involuntary action might generate confusions for a
spell.

by Joseph Jones

Reprinted from THE TEXAS RANGER

Mae was 18, she was ready
for the cutural capstone of
a university education, at
Old Sourmash State. Noth-
ing uncommon had yet
been observed about her;
she was quite the standard-
gauge sorority pledge—
tailored, groomed. men-
tally moulded to resemble
thousands of others like
herself, or so you would
have supposed.

Old Sourmash State, the university of her parents’
choice, was renowed throughout the region for one thing
only: the consistent oxpower of its big chartreuse-and-
raspberry football machine. That was all it had to offer.
but the alumni and the administration and the Board of
Governors were in agreement that as long as it kept it, it
was all it needed. Enormous crowds packed the stadium;
the state legislature smiled financially (although it never
laughed out loud) ; the administration breathed easily; the
faculty starved as genteelly as any south of the Line. That
is. until Medusa Mae matriculated. Then. coincidentally,
all Hades broke loose.

At the first Big Game (all the games of course were Big
Games, but some were Bigger than others) the fell swoop
swooped. Old Sourmash State was to kick off to Hard-
scrabble Tech; the crowd was tense, and no one in the
crowd more so than Medusa Mae, witnessing with her
date her very first intercollegiate Big Game. Paw-Paw
Pickins, the kickoff specialist. advanced on the ball, and the
team with him. As he sank his educated toe into it for a
mighty effort the ball toppled crazily off its tee and Paw-
Paw collapsed in agony, holding his foot and writhing on
the ground and bellowing while one of the Tech players
barely managed to scoop up the heaviest football he had
ever encountered and, amidst complete confusion. stagger
towards Old Sourmash’s goal line. In the melee, as a mat-
ter of fact, he crossed over for a touchdown. For a mo-
ment as he lay panting on the ground from his exertions,
he seemed to be clutching a bag of hardened cement; then
suddenly it was a football again. In his bewilderment, he
did not know that at that instant, up in the stands, a young
sarority pledge was weeping copiously into a handker-
chief. Neither did Paw-Paw, nor Coach Punchy McGuf-
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fey, but even if any of them had known, it would have sig-
nified nothing.

Very odd things happened to both teams during the rest
of the first quarter. The ball was unpredictable and uncon-
trollable. It would fall suddenly short of the quarterback’s
outstretched fingers; it would become instantaneously and
inexplicably so heavy that halfbacks sagged in their stride
and were overtaken by tacklers yards behind them; bullet-
pass receivers fell senseless and were carried off the field
on stretchers; punts sailed gloriously by with the wind for
20 yards, then plummeted straight down. Several of the
best kickers on both sides had already lamed themselves
very seriously and the coaches were showing signs of men-
tal collapse. All the officials were nonplussed, and the tales
being carried back to the benches, along with the incredi-
bly bruised and battered players, seemed to make no sense
whatever. “‘Coach, please suh,” said Paw-Paw, solemnly
shaking his helmeted head, ‘‘hit seem like the damn ball
all to wunst tooin into a njjjiih-haid.”

It was certainly the most erratic first quarter in Old
Sourmash history—or in Tech history either, for that
matter. At the end of the quarter, the referee summoned
both coaches to the field for a conference: something, he
said. seemed to be the matter with the ball. The Tech
coach, Gus Gallus, looked inquisitively at McGuffey, who
reddened under the implied question and then began to
stutter. But when the three of them, and the field judge as
well, all gathered around the ball for an inspection, noth-
ing seemed amiss. Still, the referce, in order to be perfectly

within bounds, ordered a new ball from the Tech side and
after looking at it very carefully and passing on its suita-
bility, put it into play for the beginning of the second
quarter.

At this ime the score was 18-0 against Old Sourmash:
three fluke touchdowns had been scored, but no points-
after-touchdown had been kicked. It was suspected already
that the kickers were becoming afraid of the ball. Medusa
meanwhile kept chattering away, watching the game some
of the time, her date some of the time, and the crowd some
of the time, vaguely aware that something wasn't alto-
gether right down there on the field but not inextricably
concerned

Within five minutes, the second quarter was a sham-
bles. Every conceivable bco-boo that could be made had
already been made, and tempers were as short as a pro-
fessor’s bank account. The stands had already begun pour-
ing a torrent of promiscuous abuse upon both teams and
upon each other; the bandsmen were adding their own
comments in clarinet cat-calls, frog-bellows from Lhe
basses, intermittent poundings from the drums. hootings
and tootings from the trombones, trumpets, baritone
horns. Most ominously of all, some hundreds of spectators
—paying customers—had simply walked out, 1o get on
home before the traffic jam. A fair portion of those who
stayed were (as not uncommon cn such occasions) in a
state of alcoholic uncertainty or acute indifference. The
handful of local police on hand for the game—a traffic-de-
tail, mostly—were goggle-eyed and progressively uneasy.

Then, on about the Tech 25-yard line, as Old Sourmash




seemed finally to be firing up its boilers, there was a fum-
ble, a scramble and suddenly, as an old Sourmash end and
a tackle from Tech were “contesting for possession” as the
that the kickers were becoming afraid of the ball. Medusa
racdio-announcers say, the Tech man wrested away the
ball. raised it into the air. and came down with it upon the
helmet of the Old Sourmash man (number 19, Little Wil-
lie Sashburn, the all-American prospect, it was), who fell
like a stunned beefl. In seconds, hoth teams were at each
others’ throats and both benches had swarmed onto the
field. followed closely by angry waves sloshing out of the
stands. The police knew they were powerless to do more
than telephone for reinforcements, and before the after-
noon’s work was over, there were enough broken heads
and other bones and bloody noses and contusions and
abrasions in great abundance, together with several cardiac
seizures and equally serious involvements, to keep the hos-
pitals humming and the telephone and telegraph wires
buzzing through the better part of the night. As a riot it
was a royal flush. complete even to night-sticks and tear-
gas at the end, though no shots were fired. And nobody
could explain, very coherently or at least conclusively,
what in fact had happened.
The Seventeenth Century would have had no hesitation
1 labelling it witchcraft. which in a broad sense it most
assuredly was. but the Twentieth had its own inconclusive
hypothesis to offer after things began shaking down, and
the prime-mover of this donnybrook was finally agreed
to be the behavior of the ball. Several other players besides
Paw-Paw reported that at times it seemed to [eel just like
a big heavy rack. It was decided that some 1ncomprehensi-
ble top-secret manifestation of atomic radiation had been
at work, capriciously enough to be sure, but evidently
quite powerful when engaged. The local state senator
promised he would see to 1t that all atomic installations
within a hundred miles were closed down next football
weekend. The Tech game, in an unprecedented move, was
declared a mutual forfeit. and the conference race, upon
which the fortunes of Old Sourmash so critically de-
pended, was thrown thereby into a statistical tangle that
not even the sports-writers could cope with. Legislative
investigation and appropriate action were openly talked
of. Workouts during the ensuing week were a bit edgy. not
to say heclic.
Salurday came. and with it came Krakawanna Poly for
a regulation 45-0 shellacking at the hands of Old Sour-
mash cleven that clicked like a punched-card machine. A
cordon of 285 special policemen had a lovely time watch-
ing the game, which Medusa Mae Mummins—at home
with a wretched cold—listened to by radio, sneezing and
wheezing and sighing that she could not be on the spot.
She loved [ootball, she had decided, and was determined to
get well and see every single game for the rest of the sea-
son. But this was not to be; her cold, unfortunately, took a
detour through influenza and brought her to the verge of a
bout with double pneumonia, averted only by confining
her in the university infirmary for a long stretch of weeks.
Here she was often visited by her erstwhile date and by
other young men, including a somewhat more mature-
looking and serious-acting one named Ted Smith (born
Orsino Bonine), a ministerial student at a near-by semi-
nary who chanced to be in Medusa's Greck class. (Medusa
had the option of taking either Greek or mathmatics, and

chose Greek: she had tried math already and knew she
didn’t like that, and anyway Greek was supposed to be cul-
tural and the professor was a nice man.)

Ted Smith was nct what he scemed. He was in fact no
ministerial student at all, by several removes; he was one
of the nation’'s rising young executives in the field of pro-
fessional gambling, who had diguised and sequestered
himself, studied enough to pass for a reasonably serious
student (and in fact became rather interested in one or two
of his subjects), and kept his occupational contacts at a
proper distance through only the occasional telephone call
and the less occasional trip out of town. It was Smith who
first began to wonder, quite vaguely and idly, about Me-
dusa and the odd goings-on at the Tech game. She had told
him her version of it one day the following week, before
Professor Baggle came into class.

Smith liked the girl, and when he learned she was pin-
ing away in the infirmary he went to see her and found
her indeed pining away from boredom but rigidly con-
fined to quarters. She was sure Daddy wouldn’t mind if
she had a portable TV she could see the games over; and
could Smith, did he think, be kind enough to get her one
and she would pay him for it and also for his trouble? It,
would be no trouble at all, he assured her; it would be
there the next day, and so it was. He plugged it in and
soon had a football game wiggling back and forth on the
screen. Adjusting with one knob, he finally brought it into
focus and he and Medusa began to watch. She was not
aware, but he was, that the same very odd things that had
happened in the Tech game suddenly began to happen in
this game on the screen.

“You know, Medusa,” he began, impulsively, “this is
the funniest kind of business I ever . ..”” Then in some in-
terior cavern of his brain he saw all at once the word
MEDUsA outlined in flaming red neon. Occurring simul-
taneously, there was something very much like Aurora, if
still a little hazy. But the Greek class had given him ideas.

“What’s funny?” asked Medusa.

“Oh, nothing too important,” replied Smith. “I was
about to say it's funny that you like football so much and
have to be here in the hospital.” Medusa looked hurt. “Not
funny really; I mean odd, or kind of, well, ironical.” Me-
dusa wasn’t sure what “ironical” meant, but she let it pass,
and they returned to the game.

“Let’s try another station,” said Smith, after five min-
utes or so. “We ought to give this thing a tryout to see how
good itis.”” (endeavoring to sound casual.)

“O K.,” said Medusa.

It was the better part of a quarter before they got back
to the original game, and Smith volunteered obligingly
that he thought Medusa oughn’t to overdo by watching too
long, so they cut the set off completely at the end of the
third quarter and Smith left shortly afterwards with a
hurricane in his head that swept him to the telephone to
find out just what had happened in that game. What he
learned he could believe only with difficulty, but it meshed
exactly with his recollections.

When he saw Medusa Mae again, he had heard of some
other games—as who, except Medusa Mae, hadn’t?>—in
which, at intervals, the ball was ‘“‘spooked as the sports
writers were beginning to say, and the coaches and play-
ers most fearfully were beginning to believe. Smith had
his data well in mind when he came to see Medusa Mae
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again, and in as frec and casy a way as he could manage he
checked it out in offhand conversation about what she ha'd
been seeing on TV. It correlated. He almost wished it
hadn’t but the obvious move for the kill was already plot-
ting itself in his gambler’s brain: pick the right game, but
your shirt on it, and control the outcome. It had been done
plenty of times already, but never so beautifully, so effort-
lessly. so absolutely independently, as this.

There had been recurrent rumors and occasional news-
paper stories through the years to the effect that the gam-
bling interests had their hooks into intercollegiate football
through sporadic or possibly even systematic efforts at
bribery. Smith knew how much of it was true and how
much wasn’t; he also knew, better than nearly anybody in
or out of the racket, how deeply football had its hooks into
gambling. As he saw it, the lwo lived in symbiosis, func-
tioning in turn as hosts to hordes of parasitic journalists
living off the rah-rah circuit and extruding large quanti-
ties of 1rrelevant and immaterial ejecta.

The pro teams. recruiting from the colleges, existed be-
cause the gamblers needed them; the big-time college
teams existed because the colleges thought they needed
them and the pro teams knew t/ey needed them; the high-
school teams existed because the college teams needed
them: and by and by. if all went according to plan, the
small-fry would be suiting up and bashing each other in
kindergarten

But Smith was afraid at the same time of what ltamper-
ing with the game. even lo win bets, might finally lead to:
the whole wacky system depended upon the very delicate
balance maintained not only between the gambler-domi-
nated pros and the supposedly lily-white intercollegiates,
but between the carefully heated and tempered alumni,
the troubled but timorous and, in effect, immobilized ad-
ministrators, the infantile-fringe public who loved to pre-
tend they were Joe College again (beginning to diminish
of late—a bad sign), the students (also not nearly so reli-
able as they once were), the players (poor dopes—but
some of them did hit the professional jackpot now and
then), and the coaches (poor dopes for sure, if they didn’t
win and win and win)_ It was a real house of cards, and he
had the premonition it wouldn’t last forever and he’d bet-
ter get into the picking while there was still plenty of down
on the old goose.

That was the main reason Smith decided to use Medusa
Mae as a most convenient cage for the bird, so to speak. He
had better pick soon, and he had better have a dandy alibi
with Medusa Mae herself if he wanted to keep her under
wraps. She didn’t like him well enough for him to make
love to her, and besides. . .

Smith looked the field over carefully, selected his game
—Windy Knob State against the Bluegrass Bullfrogs, a
nice fat slab of boola-boola, an even match, anybody’s
game, national TV and all that jazz—and wired into the
occasion with some phenomenal bets, all on the Bullfrogs.

So far as Medusa Mae was concerned, he could handle
her all right; he had thought of a trick to entertain her and
render her selectively available at the same time, as she
niust be. He would bring in another TV set and arrange
cardboard shutlters he could raise and lower to cover either
screen. and would tell her he was doing a little experiment
for his psychology class on the focus of attention: all she
had 10 do was to watch whichever game he chose to show

her at a given moment, then he would quiz her on both
when they were finished and write up the results. Was
this agreeable? Medusa was intrigued at the idea of being
made a psychological guinea pig, and two football games
for the price of one, so to speak, were something she just
couldn’t lose on. She agreed enthusiastically. The day
came—a wild one, as it turned out, with rain and sug-
gestions of sleet and a good bit of wind. Still, the infirmary
was snug enough, and Medusa Mae was well enough so
that the the nurses wouldn’t be interfering. The plan
worked like shooting fish in a barrel: Smith manipulated
the first part so adroitly that the Bullfrogs led by 137 at
half-time and Windy Knob was beginning to wilt. All the
same, he would be a much relieved divinity student and
gambler when these games were over, and he had no great
hankering after a repeat performance. Bribery might have
its risks, but the wires were tied directly to the puppets:
you weren’t working with a dangling magnet on a string,
as it were.

Then in the middle of the third quarter the unforeseen
emergency arose: a tree next to the infirmary, its roots
weakened by successive gusts and made topheavy by accu-
mulating sleet-particles, crashed down and in falling
snapped the lead-in cable. There were no lights, no air-
conditioning, and—rmost of all to the point—no TV. Smith
had recourse to his transistor radio for the rest of a a har-
rowing half hour, with Medusa listening too but wonder-
ing vaguely why a prospective preacher would take a
football game quite so seriously. The Bullfrogs, as things
turned out, were able to hang onto the lead that Medusa
had staked them to, and the game ended 20—-14. Smith was
a rich man, but he was still a worried man, with a worried
song, and might well have been. The song was in fact the
beginning of a national dirge for intercollegiate football,
which was far too tender a vine to survive the buffeting
that Medusa’s endowment had brought it.

The rioters at Old Sourmash had actually precipitated
the beginning of the end, had they but known., It was then
that the public took the first toddling step in revealing to
itself its already subliminal disillusion with rah-rah. Next
season was financially catastrophic; a few of the sports
writers, parasites though they were, intimated that the
ticket-buyers (or rather ticket-non-buyers) seemed at last
to have discovered what a phoney, a real phoney, can be.
Some of the faculty even took courage and said what they
had been thinking. And it did not help in the least that on
sporadic occasions at the most unpredictable times the un-
earthly “atomic disturbances” (now assigned to outer
space) would devastate the best-laid plans of razzle-dazzle
coaches, Worst of all, it happened most often on televised
games, right in front of Jehovah and everybody. Jehovah
and an ex-divinity student named Bonine were the only
ones who knew why it happened, but practically every-
body soon got tired of having it happen and quietly turned
the little knob to the left or flipped to another channel for
some good old reliable soap-opera.

Medusa Mae never suspected herself of her hidden pow-
ers, and when the poor child went down in a jet crash just
short of Birmingham, the Immortals somewhat sadly
closed their books. Meanwhile, several million college
students, in unwitting tribute to her memory. at long last
had opened theirs.
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e Ghost of Christmas Past

BLACK
Z00

BLACK ZOO. An Allied Artists Pic-
ture. Produced by Herman Cohen.
Directed by Robert Gordon. Screen-
play by Aben Kandel and Herman Co-
hen. Photography: Floyd Crosby. Art
Direction: William Glasgow. Edited by
Michael lLuciano. Music by Paul Dun-
lap. Eastman Color and Panavision.
88 minutes. Released May 1963.
Michael Conrad..Michael Gough

FEdna Conrad... Jeanne Cooper
©e5o o daaco o o Rod Lauren
Jenny...... .. Virginia Grey
Stengel . ....... Jerome Cowan
JS@z - 566 0 0006 ANOOH Elisha Cook
Mary Hogan Warene Ott
Audrey .......... Marianna Hill
IR6GK 600646 a0a6000 Oren Curtis
Bride .... Eilene Janssen
(SroompRR e Ll | .Eric Stone
Art Student ........ Dani Lynn

Art Student .
Det.

Susan Slavin
Rivers...... Edward Platt

Michael Gough (rhymes with cough)
is giving Vincent Price a run for his
money in the portrayal of egocentric
maniacs. He hasn't yet the self-assur-
ance or temerity to be as smoked and
sugar-cured as Price but the day can't
be far away. Gough's characters are
always so beautifully oozing evil, his
smiles so utterly insincere, and his
kindnesses so thinly disguised base in-
tentions, one wonders how the other
characters in the film can be so taken
in.

BLACK ZOO has Gough doing his
worst. He is the megalomaniac
owner of a private zoo and a member
worshipers. The

e-vil

of a cult of animal
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animal cult seems to be only a bunch of
harmless crackpots, but not Gough.
He brings the big cats into the living
room each night and plays the organ for
them. When someone annoys him—which
isn't difficult to do at all—he takes one
of the animals out in his panel truck and
the annoyance becomes a headline in
the next morning's paper.

The film opens with the first victim,
a young woman, who is identified only
as a snooper. The second is a realtor
who wants to buy the property on which
the zoo i1s located. When Gough refuses,
he threatens to have the property re-
zoned forcing the zoo out of business.
Gough is sufficiently annoyed. The third
is an animal trainer who kills one of
the prize tigers after the animal attacks
him. The fourth is Virginia Grey, a

film

very talented actress, in a rather small
role as a theatrical agent who tries to
convince Gough's wife to take her chimp
act and get out.

Jeanne Cooper is excellent as the
wife. While Gough is most of the time
only surly, Miss Cooper is alternately

drunkenly coy, enraged, terrified, sad
and blissful. She completely steals the
picture. The other member of Gough's
household is Rod Lauren, an extremely
pretty young man, who 1s mute (one
having nothing to do with the other]).
He putters around the 2zoo, trimming
hedges and cleaning cages with a woe-
begone expression on his face. Gough

treats him like a slave and he accepts
the treatment. Lauren is an ex rock &
roll singer who never quite made it.
As an actor he doesn't quite make it



with this film ecither though he has done
some excellent television work. But
then, a mute is a pretty tough role for
anyone. To be able to put over a char-
acter, and a pretty one-dimensional
character at that, without once using
dialogue, would stump many more ex-
perienced actors.

As itis, he manages to be proper-
ly pitiful and pathetic, the only things
required of him. He does his best bit
in one brief scene with Marianna Hill,
a promising young morsel herself. It's
a love scene, or as much of a love
scene as it could be without actually
touching. Miss Hill is at the zoo sketch-
ing one of the tigers when the sight of
Lauren causes her to forget all about
animals. She makes some pretty blatant
passes and is amused at his shyness.
She s.ays she would like to sketch him
sometime as her eyes make a frank
tour of his body. When she discovers
that he is mute, her interest doesn't
decrease but she drops the brassy
banter and Lauren's future appears
quite pleasant. But Gough appears and
orders him to quit annoying the custo-
mers and Miss Hill is unfortunately ne-
ver seen again

After the murder of Virginia Grey,
Gough's wife begins to suspect that
there is dirty work at the crossroads.
She forces Lauren to admit that he
drove the panel truck (containing Mr.
Gough and an equally ill-tempered gor-
illal to Miss Grey's home. She then
tells L auren to pack his things while
she rounds up the chimps and the lot of
them will head for the hills. You see,
Miss Cooper's interest in Lauren hasn't
been completely step-maternal. She s
talented enough as an actress to show
sexual interest in him and at the same
time show that she would never do any-
thing about it. She worries about him
throughout the film; his education—he's
apparently never been to school. She
worries because Gough will not let the
boy eat atthetable with them—and gets
a bawling out for her trouble. She wor-
ries because he has no friends. She
worries so much about Gough's eccen-—
tricities that one wonders how she can
possibly love him as she does.

The escape is naturally foiled. He
is inthe process of putting Miss Cooper
inthe lion's cage when he tells her that
Lauren is his son. A stunned expres-
sion appears on Lauren's face—just as
he was about to help put her in the
cage, by the way. We then see a flash-
back of Lauren, at about four, watching
Gough beat up his wife and feed her to
the lions. | suppose this is sufficiently
traumatic to the kid that he loses his
voice and his memory. Though why he
obeys Gough like & robot is never ap-
parent. Anyway, the admission of par-
entage is Gough's fatal mistake as Lau-
ren leaps upon him in a frenzy and kills
him. Then he and Miss Cooper get in
the car and leave Gough lying in the
rain.

It's really a tremendous scene. The
film employs the same principle usedin
professional wrestling. The bad-guy
wrestler hands out abuse after dirty-
trick until, finally, the good guy quits
taking it and beats the living hell out of
him. The audience always goes wild.
Because, no matter what the moralists
say, revenge is very sweet.

ELISHA COOK, MICHAEL GOUGH

JEANNE COOPER

Cther than a general slowness,
BLACK ZOO emerges as a very good
film. Color has been used to an advan-
tage (one room of Gough's house has
purple walls and a red carpet; other
than looking something like a theater
lobby, I have no quarrel with it but
Jeanne Cooper should never have been
allowed to walk through it wearing a
vivid orange blouse). But most of the
credit goes to the actors with Miss
Cooper leading by a mile.




JACQUES BERGERAC

JACQUES BERGERAC, JOE PATRIDGE

e HYPNOTIC
EYE

THE HYPNOTIC EYE. An Allied
Artists Picture. Executive Producer:
Ben Schwalb. Produced by Charles B.
Bloch. Directed by George Blair.
Screenplay by Gitta and William Read
Woodfield. Photography: Archie Dalzell.
Edited by William Austin. Makeup: Emile
[La Vigne and Tony Lloyd. Music by
Marlin Skiles. Art Direction: David
Milton. Hypnomagic. 77 minutes. Re-
leased February 1960.

Desmond. ... Jacques Bergerac
Justine........ Allison Hayes
Marcia...... Marcia Henderson
Dave Kennedy Joe Patridge
Dodie Wilson ....Merry Anders
Dr. Hecht.......Guy Prescott
Emergency Dr. ..James Lydon
Mrs. McNear .....Phyllis Colo
Doris Scott ....Carol Thurston
Mrs. Stevens .... Holly Harris
June Mayes ....... Mary Foran

William Castle had nothing to do
with THE HYPNOTIC EYE but his
influence is very strong. Castle started
the mercifully brief spasm of "audience
participation’” films with HOUSE ON
HAUNTED HILL and THE TINGLER
ahd other film-makers were quick to
pick it up

The Great Desmond is a stage ma-
gician played by the ultra-suave Jacques
Bergerac. Mr. Bergerac's suavity is
not assumed. ltis so ingrained he once
played a French peasant with all the
aplomb of Lord D'Arcy. He is well cast
this time.

Joe Patridge is not suave at all as
the averagely stupid movie policeman
hero. There is aton of evidence linking
Desmond with a number of self-mutila-
tion cases involving only beautiful young
giris. Our hero won't even accept the
fact that Desmond is a real hypnotist.
Naturally, he comes around in the nick
of time to save gir! friend Marcia from
Desmond's clutches.

Underneath all this trivial surface
gloss there is some real maggoty meat.
The gloss is pretty thick to protect the
kiddies and fairly well ruins an adult
story of abnormal psychology. In the
hands of Alfred Hitchcock, THE HYP-
NOTIC EYE could have been as gutsy
as PSYCHO and the kiddies could have
stayed home and watched television.

Desmond's wife/assistant/mistress/
or what-ever, Justine, has a terribly
scarred face that has caused her to go
completely psychotic. She wears a
flesh-mask so the audience, of course,
knows nothing of all this until the climax.
She selects beautiful girls from the aud-
ience to participate in Desmond's act.
Desmond gives them post-hypnotic com-
mands to come to his dressing room
after the show.

He then takes them out onthe town
for an evening of dining and dancing.
The girls are in a trance all the while
80 it must really be a thrill. He then




winds up the evening with a little forni-
cation at the girl's apartment. After-
ward, as they say, Justine arrives so
she can watch while he commands the
girl to mutilate herself. One of them
washes her hair over the stove thinking
it the sink. Another washes her face
with acid thinking it lotion. Another
thinks a straight razor is alipstick brush;
another that acid is mouthwash. Des-
mond isn't terribly thrilled with the mu-
tilations but, you see, it was his fault
that Justine 1s scarred and he feels he
owes her something. Butthen, he man-
ages to get his kicks too.

Marcia is saved from both fates by
the blundering Kennedy. At the first
attempt he arrives at her apartment just
as Cesmond is getting warmed up on

the couch. She compulsively goas back
to the theater the next night and all pro-
ceedings come to a halt while we have
the "audience participation" part of the
film. The movie audience is substituted
for Desmond's audience and he demon-
strates a few mass-hypnotism stunts.
It's an unfortunate episode because the
audience generally becomes unruly.

Marcia is saved once more by
Kennedy as Justine is about to put her
in the shower with only the hot water
running. At the next performance, Ken-
nedy attempts to arrest Desmond-—on
stage, of all things—but Justine drags
Marcia, still under hypnosis, up onto
the catwalks and threatens to push her
off. All ends well, naturally. Kennedy
grabs Marcia as Justine jumps.

There's a good story buried in all
the claptrap but it is glimpsed only oc-
casionally. There are a number of
lapses inthe script. Why do all the vic-
tims just happen tolive alone? Desmond
and Justine seemingly cease to exist
between performances; as does the rest
of the cast, actually. All the action takes
place during a performance and immed-
iately afterward. One wonders just ex-
actly what these strange folk do all the
rest of the time.

Fred (THE GREAT IMPOSTER)
Demara makes a brief and superfluous
appearance as a doctor. it's interesting
to note that he looks more like Victor
Buono than Tony Curtis. But then Ca-
lamity Jane bore a stronger resemblance
to Marjorie Main than to Doris Day.

YNTAMED
WOMEN

UNTAMED WOMEN. A Jewell Enter-
prises Production. Released by United
Artists. Produced by Richard Kay.
Directed by W. Merle Connel. Assoc-
iate Producer: Henry L. Rybnick. Mu-
sic by Raocul Kraushaar. 70 minutes.
Released Secptember 1952.

Steve............ Mikel Conrad
Sandra ..... .. .Doris Merrick
[E6 cavaonaocsoooa Mark Lowell
Andy ........... Morgan Jones
Benny Richard Monahan
Dr. Loring ....... Lyle Talbot

This is onec of those '"lost island"
things. Steve is found floating on a life
raft. He is delirious. In a military hos-
pital, a doctor gives him sodium penta-
thol for the true story of what happened.
Does that seem a little irregular? Any-
way, he tells a whopper of a tale.

He was a bomber pilot—now you
discover that it takes place during WWI
—who was shot down over the sea.
Only he and three other crew-members
managed to survive on a raft. They
drift for eight days until finally washed
ashore on an uncharted island. They are
captured by a group of anonymous Hal-
lywood starlets with 1952 hairdos—all
with fresh permanent waves. You'd
think a few wigs would have been in
order. The plane crash is extremely
well done but then, it was clipped from
another film. There are also five men
on the raft 1n the clipped scenes and
only four in the new ones.

The girls are frightened because the
men are unshaven. They think our boys
may be more of the "hairy men'" who
came from the sea four years earlier
and killed all their people except these
few girls who were ina mountain tem-
ple at the time. The girls speak Eng-
lish with phony sounding thee's, thy's,
ye's, yea's and nay's. "They are def-
initely of another period," wisely pro-
nounces Steve.

In case you haven't guessed, the
four men are the following types: Steve:
stalwart, wise, tolerant, handsome;




Andy: a "country" boy, shy. naive,
homey, handsome; Ed: surley, a cyn-
ical mamma's boy—but handsome; Ben-
ny: alas Benny is from, guess where,
Brooklyn! His dialogue consists entirely
of wise-cracks and Brooklynese cliches.
He's the comic relief but if you find
anything to laugh about you just hate
Brookiyn.

The men are released by Sandra

{pronounced SAWNdra), the high
pricstess. She tells them which path to
take (for wherever it is they think they
are going) and it leads them into an
orgy of film clips from ONE MILLION
B.C. The film clips are rcally quite
effectively integrated. Usually the four
men are matted in over the animal shots
and you would think they were [ilmed
especially for UNTAMED WOMEN if
you hadn't seen them twenty times al-
ready.
They make their way back to the
girls where Sandra marvels that they
have escaped from the Valley of the
Monsters. The fact that they escaped
suddenly makes them socially acceptable.
Sandra then tells them the island's his-
tory: the girls are Druids, exiled from
England hundreds of years ago. They
came to the island where they lived
peacefully and contentedly until the hairy
men came from the sea and killed most
of the tribe.

Now, does that seem like logical
behavior for a group of savages? They
might kill the men, but the women? |
doubt it. Sure enough, the hairy men
attack once more during the telling of
the tale and lo, they start killing the
girls instead of capturing them for afate
worse than death. In the battle Ed gets
killed. Most of the girls manage to es-
cape to the temple but not before San-
dra gives her medallion to Steve in case
she doesn't make it. He will then be the
leader of the pack.

Then, guess what. The volcano
erupts! The temple is destroyed and all
the girls but one get killed. The men
flee with the remaining girl trying to
reach the raft. Benny is caught in the
flying rocks and he gets killed. Andy
tries to rescue him and he gets killed.
The dinosaurs all get killed. More rocks
fly around and the girl gets killed. Steve
is conked on the head but manages to
stagger to the raft and escape. The is-
land sinks into the sea and all the hairy
men get killed.

Now this seems a rather severe
ending for such atrivial little story. You
don't expect such carnage as this except
in high tragedy like Hamlet or something.
You might imagine that the Druid women
and the hairy men wouldn't make it be-
cause that's the way the movies always
handle 'things that don't belong in our
society." I'm sure you've noticed that a
person from another time, either an
actual one or an environmental one, as
in this case, are never, never allowed
to adapt to our modern world. They
are either killed or mercifully returned.
There's something very deep here if
we could only puzzle it out.

The doctors naturally don't believe
a word of Steve's story (not even with
sodium pentathol?). Then one of them
says, "But, what about this, Coctor?
We found it still clutched in his hand."
He holds up THE MEDALLION. Crash
of music. The end.




ASSIGNMENT-OUTER SPACE

ASSIGNMENT—OUTER SPACE. A
Four Crown Picture. Relecased by A-
merican International . Executive Pro-
ducer: Hugo Grimaldi. Narration by
Jack Wallace. Musiec Supervision: Gor-
don Zahler. Sound Effects Editor: Jo-
seph von Stroheim Technicolor. 79
minutes. Released April 1962.
Ray Peterson...Rik von Nutter

_ucy ..Gaby Farinon
Gino .Dave Montressor
Al .. . Archie Savage
Commander Alain Dijon

This is a very strange one. Its pur-
pose is the best inthe world because it
a‘ccepts science fiction on its own terms
and proceeds from there. Technically,
it is very uneven. The spaceship in-
teriors are superb but most of the ex-
terior miniatures look justthat. The sta—
tion on Venus is particularly bad.

The dialogue ranges from banal to
excellent with an emphasis onthe form-
er. The actors are speaking English,
but, as is the custom in continental
studios, everything is dubbed anyway.
This makes the lip synchronization a lit
tle better but doesn't heip the pathetically
stilted voices of the dubbing actors.

Ray Peterson is reporter forIn-
terplanctary News of New York. He is
assigned to write a story (no one thinks
to mention on what) which requires his
presence at the space station. There
he is given a number: 1Z41 or "India-
Zulu-Four-One" if you wish to use it
in conversation. All members of the
space service are addressed by number
and are regarded with about the same
concern as any other inventoried item.

Peterson is regarded as a fifth
wheel onthe space station and the com-
mander is not noted for his tact. Inter-
planetary News of New York, however,
has a great deal of influence with the
"High Command" and Peterson gets just
about everything he wants much to the
Commander's increasing ire. We never
get to know a great deal about the civil-
ization of the 2Ist Century but there are
lines tossed off occasionally which give
clues. But the clues are contradictory.
Apparently there is a world govern-
ment and, from the way the space sta-
tion is run, you would think it a little
like 1984. Though from Peterson's ac-
tions he would seem to have all the
freedom anyone could want. (A later
film, BATTLE OF THE WORLDS,
with Claude Rains, takes place against
the same sociclogical background). Per-
haps something was lost in the dubbing
as occasionally the lip synch is com-
pletely off-—as if we are hearing other
than what was intended. American In-
ternational is one ofthe worst meddlers
with foreign films in the world.

Peterson saves the life of Y13
_(Yankee-One—Three), an action result-
ing in the loss of 500 gallons of fuel.
The Commander feels the fuel to be far
less expendable than Y13 and tells him
S0. Y13 turns out to be a pretty young
girl who immediately falls in love with
Peterson and vice-versa, though Peter-

son seems to feel that it is his due.
Now an emergency arrives. Alpha
Two has re-entered the solar system
and is out of control. No one bothers
to inform the audience just exactly what
Alpha Two is, but whatever, it is ra-
diating enough heat to destroy the earth.
They try to shoot it down but the tre-
mendous heat prematurely detonates all

missiles 5000 miles away. However,
one missile gets within 2000 miles be-
fore it explodes. This seems to prove
that Alpha Two's two photon generators
(that's what they said) are creating not
one spherical field around the ship but
two, with a channel between them. |
don't know; would heat be that direc-
tional ? {next page)

RIK VON NUTTER and Alpha Two's dead pilat
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Anyway, Peterson, hero to the bit-
ter end, makes the trip down the chan-
nel in a two-man work-craft, throwing
things from the repair kit to either side.
The point at which they vaporize indi-
cates the edge of the heat-field. He en-
ters Alpha Two but, being a hero by
profession and not an engineer, doesn't
know how to turn off the photon gen-
erators. He decides to cut the cables;
& fine idea but he doesn't know which
cables are which. So, he cuts them
all. 1t shuts off the photon generator
all right but gets the airlock too. Now
he can't get out. Never fear, the others
cut him out before the ship is vapor-
ized in the earth's atmosphere.

For some reason all the shots in
space are black and white. It's a strik-
ing effect but hardly accurate. The ship
{Bravo-Zulu-Eight-Eight) is well de-
signed and photographed but the stupid
thing lands flat on its exhausts! | don't
know from spaceships but, according
to Woody Woodpecker in DESTINA-
TION MOON, they work on the same
principle as a gun. Jam the muzzle of
a gun into the ground getting it clogged
and it will be more likely to explode than
fire. But BZ88 keeps doing it.

There's a lot tolike in the film and
a lot to dislike. Your overall opinion
will depend on which predominates. e

DON'T TOUGKH
THAT

DIALY IS

TIME FOR THE
LA, LATTE
ROGER ZELAZNY

by Gary N. Hubbard
Reprinted from BEABOHEMA #1

Algis Budryas once said something
ta the effect that if Roger Zelazny had
been around in 1939 he wouldn't have
been able to make a sale to any of the
pulps because he would have been too
far ahead of his time; his writing style
would have been much too literary in an
age of purple prose and gadgeteers.
But would this have been the case?

Not really.

Zelazny would probably have never
made the pages of Astounding or even
Thrilling Wonder Stories, but he prob-
ably would have achieved a moderate
success writing fillers in Startling and
would be doing all right in Weird Tales
and Dime Detective. However, 1| think
Zelazny would have been wasting his
time writing for the pulps in 1939 (that
is if he could even write his name in
1939). His real place would have been
at Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer.

Budrys and that crowd exto! Roger's
ability as a writer without, | think, ac-
tuaily reading him. They stress the
style and ignore the plot. In truth the
only difference between Zelazny's writing

and that found in the pulps is simply:
Zelazny's is purpler. His plots are
basically the same thing you'll find on
the late, late show. Roger Zeclazny
writes old movies with science fictional
trimmings.

For example: "The Lamps of his
Eyes, the Doors of his Mouth." Here
we have the big-game hunter who has
lost his nerve, his fortune and his bitch
of a wife. After alot of running around
and excitement, he gets his nerve back
and assaults his former wife inthe con-
trol room. It's a good story. It's Clark
Gable and Jean Harlow. The story of
the big-game hunter/detective/test pilot/
circus star/movie star who loses his
nerve or winds up onthe skids for one
reason or another, was one of the really
old stand-bys in Hollywood. It was
THE plot in just about every movie
Richard Widmark made before he joined
the Navy.

In "And Call Me Conrad” we have
Tyrone Power in a combination of the
White Hunter and Lost World flicks.
You really expect to see Tarzan swing
down from the trees at any moment.
And that vampire 1s Tor Johnson.

"The Graveyard Heart" is a Doris
Day movie (any Doris Day movie) in
black. Just read in, for the character
names, Doris, Rock, and Tony and
you'll see what | mean.

Zelazny could have written some
great old movies. He knows all the
plots, the situations, the characteriza-
tions, and how to mix them. He also
has a fine sense of the melodramatic.
In "The Furies" James Cagney is
gunned down by the cops just as he da-
cides to go straight.

But Zelazny's real forte would have
been the horror movie. A fine example
of this is "Damnation Alley.”" Here we
have a mish-mosh of every creepy pic-
ture American-International ever made.
Giant gila monsters, huge bats, and a
maladroit on a motorcycle cavort around
in a mysterious atomic wind and, once
in a while, you can see the zippersa on
the costumes.

So there you have Roger Zelazny.
A misplaced movie writer working in a
field that will nowadays do anything to
lock respectable...even call pastiches
of old movies, "literature." Of course,
it logically follows that if Zelazny could
have done it in 1939, he could still do
it today. Not movies, maybe, but cer-
tainly television. And he probably will.
That's the REAL New Wave. [ ]
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