
























































life prevents direct portrayal of
the great battle. Equally,

lizabeth is an artistic muse,
inspiring the actors. Appearing
before her is a high point in many
of the stories, as in Master Skylark,

Trease's Cue for Treason, Sally
Watson's Mistress Malapert, or
Margaret Jowett's A Cry for Players.
In Marchette Chute's The Wonderful
Winter, Robin does not see Elizabeth
but the plot is so arranged that his
chance to go on stage follows
directly after the company's
performing for her; Andrew Talbot,
‘Wwho does not succeed in going on the
stage in Elizabeth Janet Gray's I
Will Adventure, is given hope by the
sight ¢f a barge with Elizabeth in
it even though he cannot see the
Queen herself.

These children are always Elizabethan,
not Jacobean.

Despite the sameness of the plots,
these stories are all enjoyable--even
if read one after the other. Except
for Mistress Malapert, which is
clumsy in its attempt to suggest
period dialect and to evoke period
atmosphere, all are skilifully
researched. The authors' love for
both the plays and the period is
transparent. A series of letters

(in the University of Minnesota's
Kerlan Collection of Children's
literature) to Marchette Chute from
her illustrator, Grace Golden,
documents the care and research they
both put into The Wonderful Winter.
They arqued over such matters as
Robin's age, height, and reasonable
growth rate in the winter of the
story, the geography of his entry into
London, or the shape of St. Paul's.
Cathedral. In one of the letters,
Grace Golden interrupted her
discussion of sources for information
on London of the period to remark
that so much labor is not really
justified because it's the spirit of
the book that matters; she then
reverted to asking about St. Paul's
and Bishopsgate.

* % *

The stories of Shakespeare's life
also make use of a saintly
Shakespeare (with one exception).
As their Shakespeares are major
figures in the stories and none of
the authors has the rare skill of
portraying a convincing saintliness,
the fictionalized biography The
Greenwood Tree by Edward and
Stephani Godwin, Imogene Clark's
Will Shakespeare's Little Lad, and
Sara Hawks SterTing's Shakespeare's
Sweetheart are all unpleasantly
saccharine. The Greenwood Tree,
following fact closely, is the
least syrupy. The other two are
quite dreadful--the Sweetheart is
perhaps the more cloying. It has

Anne Hathaway, jealous of the Dark
Lady, runring off to London
disguised as a boy. There she
rehearses and performs Juliet to her
husband's Romeo, unrecognized by
him, and learns that he never

really loved the Dark Lady.

A more recent story makes an
acceptable use of a saintly
Shakespeare by being cast in a comic
and r-1-realistic mode. Will's Quill,
a picture book by Don Freeman, is a
whimsical story of a goose who is
befriended by Shakespeare and repays
him by giving him feathers to make
reliable pens.

Another recent story, Rosemary Anne
Sisson's Will in Love, abandons
saintliness and attempts a more
human Will Shakespeare and Anne
Hathaway. The characters are made
admirable, on the whole, but
subject to plausible bad tempers,
fits of rashness, and misunder-
standings; the story benefits
accordingly.

* % %

At first glance, the idea of writing
stories about Shakespeare's
characters might seem unfruitful.
Most of the characters in a play are
put in a more or less unchangeable
position at the end--killed or set
to ruling the nation in tragedies,
married and given a position in
society in comedies. The larger
worlds of the history plays, with
their larger casts and larger number
of sub-plots, allow somewhat more
freedom for further adventures, but
even Shakespeare had trouble finding
another plot for Falstaff in The
Merry Wives of Windsor.

This limitation applies to most of
Shakespeare's characters. However,
Joanne S. Williamson managed to
retell the story of Julius Caesar
while telling an original and
interesting story: that of the
pageboy Lucius in The Eagles Have
Flown. Lucjus isonstage enough of
the time in the play to provide a
reasonable viewpoint of the major
events, but he is minor enough to be
undefined, his fate unknown.
Williamson thus had the freedom she
needed to imagine her own Lucius.

More often, the influence of
Shakespeare on such stories is
slight. Richard III and Henry VI

may have influenced the portrayal

of the young Richard in Robert Louis
Stevenson's The Black Arrow, but
Stevenson did his own research and
owed more to histories and chronicles
than to Shakespeare. In John
Bellairs' The Face in the Frost the
hero is & wizard named Prospero but
the opening explains that he is not
the one you're thinking of. "The
fretful porpentine"” mentioned in

Hamlet is expanded into an amusing
and original character in Dan
Wickenden's The Amazing Vacation.

In the "Peter Pan in Kensington
Gardens" section of The Little
White Bird, J.M. Barrie put Mab as
the queen of the fairies into
Kensington Gardens with Peter Pan
as the fairy piper. This Mab is not
much Tike Mercutio's except in
diminutive size. She does not rule
dreams. She seems to be a flower
fairy. The stress laid on ingenious
use of miniature props is found in
Shakespeare's fairies but is more
characteristic of the Mab of
Drayton's "Nimphidia."

The sentimentality of doting on the
prettiness of the little dears gives
a cloying quality to most of the
works using diminutive fairies for
any great length (if that is not a
contradiction in terms). In Barrie,
the sentiment is undercut at most
points by humor. However, the joke
of parodying court etiquette by
showing it on a Lilliputian scale
was already old when Barrie was
writing, and the fairy scenes in
The Little White Bird are not
entirely effective.

In expanding and re-working his

image of Peter for the play Peter
Pan and again for the book Peter and
Wenay, Barrie moved away from the
fairy court. Tinker Bell is a vulgar,
common fairy, named for her work as

a tinker, repairing pots and pans.
The contrast between Tinker Bell's
conventional prettiness and her bad
temper makes her more amusing than
the fairies of The Little White Bird.
Queen Mab disappears from the play
entirely but reappears briefly in

the book as the name of a type of
furniture: Tinker Bell's bed is a
genuine Queen Mab. The implied
displacement of Mab to centuries

past is a decorous way of underscoring
the differences between Barrie's
fairies and those of folklore and
tradition.

* Kk X

Apart from such characters as

these (and Mab is next door to
Titania, anyway), most of the examples
of Shakespearean characters in
children’s literature are from A
Midsummer-Night's Dream.

During much of the nineteenth
century (approximately 1820-1870)
there was a vogue among English
artists for paintings of fairies--
and fairies from the Dream especially.
Fuseli, Thomas Stotland, Francis
Danby, Richard Dadd, Sir Joseph Noel
Paton, R. Huskinson, and John
Simmons were among the artists who
drew versions of Shakespeare's
fairies. There was not immediate
response to their work in fiction.
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In 1874 appeared the first story
about Puck known to me: Juliana
Horatia Ewing's Lob Lie-by-the-Fire.
Unlike the painters, who worked
directly from Shakespeare's
descriptions, Mrs. Ewing took her
Lob chiefly from the folklore of
the helpful brownie. The name she
took for her brownie does not
appear as such in written records.
The creature of that name mentioned
in The Knight of the Burning Pestle
by Beaumont and Fletcher is the child
of a giant. Mrs. Ewing may have
found the same name in local,
unrecorded folklore; or she may have
decided that all lobs must be
related, whether the lob is a Lie-
by-the-fire or Milton's "lubber
Fend" in "L'Allegro" (of the helpful
brownie type), or Puck, called "lob
of spirits.” Unlike most of the
writers who made use of Puck Tater.
Unlike the Victorian painters, she
did not choose to portray a world
where fairyland is "real." Her hero
is Puck only in simile and Lob Lie-
by-the-fire only in disguise. Again
unlike most later writers, her Lob
does not represent the worid of the
imagination but the one of the country
tradition, assumed to include moral
and social stability.

The writers who followed her usually
saw Puck and his fellows as an
embodiment of the powers of
imagination. Two of the most
interesting examples of this use of
the Dream are not really part of the
field of children's literature but
are by authors who were also famous
for their children's books: James
Barrie's play Dear Brutus and Walter
de la Mare's novel Henry Brocken.
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Barrie had used Mab as an incidental
figure to Peter Pan; Peter himself
carries the weight of the symboliism
in his story. In Dear Brutus Barrie
uses Puck--under the name of Lob--
as the main symbolic figure who
casts into the wood of lost chances.
The mock-sentiment of Barrie's

humor aiways threatens to spill

over into sentimentality and
sometimes does in Dear Brutus,
especially in the main story of the
alcoholic artist perhaps redeemed

by the loss of his might-have-been
daughter. Even the more satiric
comedy of the other characters, who
find themselves still the same in
the wood of might-have-been,
sometimes grows tiresome. But the
idea of the wood has a mythic impact
similar to the idea of Neverland.
Lob, a sort of Peter Pan come at
last to old age without ever growing
up, is an effective characterization
of an old and lonely (but still
mischievous) Puck.

Walter de la iMare, in his first
novel Henry Brocken, showed a
youth's journey through the world

of imaginative literature. The book
is a tour de force as Henry Brocken
encounters one farous character
after another, each in some way
trapped forever by the action of the
famous story past. At the same time,
the book is effective (despite its
episodic structure) as a portrait of
Henry Brocken, the dreamer and the
idealist. Two chapters, "V. Nick
Bottom," and “XIII. & XIV. A Doctor
of Physic,”
Bottom is a wistful portrait of a
human bewildered by loveliness more
than he can understand, lonoing for

are based on Shakespeare.

his old, simple life, forgetful of
his own identity, and still
bewitched. He is an emblem of one
side of the condition of a dreamer
like Henry Brocken. The Doctor of
Physic is a sympathetic expansion of
Lady Macbeth's doctor, haunted
second-hand by deeds of blood.

De 1a Mare included two Lobs among
his children's poetry, "Lob Lie By
the Fire" in A Child's Day and
"Lob-lie-by-the-fire™ in %e]ls and
Grass. Both, like Mrs. Ewing's Lob,
are based on the helpful brownie of
folklore rather than on Puck. The
first is part of a series of
undistinguished poems written to
accompany photographs of a little
girl's day. Lob is not part of her
day; after she has gone to sleep he
puts bird-songs in her dream, as
well as doing his more usual
night-time work of guarding household
food and fire. The later "Lob" in
Bells and Grass is similar but more
compact and thus more effective. The
earlier poem is in anapestic dimeter,
the short lines intended (as in so
much fairy verse) to suggest fairy
lightness; but the extra verbiage
allowed by the three-syllable foot
undercuts the tripping quality,
especially in lines further crowded
by extra syllables, such as "Lob
will rouse up and shuffle." The
later poem is in iambic dimeter
{"Keep me a crust/ or starve I
must").[3] The later "Lob" drops
the sentimental attachment to a
child (out of pure good heartedness)
and has Lob stick to his traditional
guarding and blessing of the
household in return for his food.

The most famous--and perhaps the
best of all Pucks in children's
literature is Kipling's in Puck of
Pook's Hill and Rewards and Fairies.
Xipling drew from both Shakespeare
and folklore in creating his Oldest
of the 01d Things. Kipling varied
the theme of fairyland as a world
symbolizing the imagination, such

as de la Mare or Barrie used. The
Otherworld is implied in Puck of
Pook's Hill and Rewards and Fairies,
but Puck cannot bring Dan and Una to
it--the People of the Hills have
gone away. Some of the episodes in
the books deal with the flitting of
the 01d Things, and touch the
Otherworld briefly in showing its
disappearance. But the world which
Puck gives Dan and Una for the most
part is their own world, England,

in the richness of its history.
England itself is part of the
Otherworld, however, for it is
"Merlin's Isle of Gramarye."[4] This
patriotic myth deftly fuses love for
the land and love for the good in
what its people have done and may
do.

Thus, in varying degrees, Barrie,
de la Mare, and Kipling were able to













































Constantinople to Egypt.

The home of the Hobbits, the Shire,
is however, taken from a famous
imaginary map, says Holland--the
one at the beginning of Kenneth
Grahame's Wind in the Willows. A
couple of clues indicate how the
two literary detectives work.

Through the Shire runs the river
Withywindle. The word "withy" means
"willow," "wind" is "wind" and "le"
is "the" in French, explain our
sleuths. Again, on the Willows map
there is a Pan Island. In the Shire
there is Girdley Island and "Girdle"
is a Scottish form of "griddle"
which means a flat pan.

George Allen and Unwin, publishers
of the Rings (eight million copies
sold worldwide in English) are
unimpressed by the Giddings-Holland
thesis. "Great works attract all
sorts of crazy ideas," says Rayner
Unwin. "These two seem to be flying
a bit in the face of the evidence."

Giddings replies: "We're not saying
the Rings is another schoolboy yarn,
we're rescuing it from nebulous
northern mists and putting it
firmly in an Indo-European context.
It doesn't just borrow from English
fiction, it also has a debt to
Hindu and Persian myths, which we
deal with in the book. This is the
first time it has had the serious
critical attention it deserves in
this country."

We sent out copies of this item to
various NIEKAS readers for their
reactions which follow---

My first quick, unstudied reactions:

I thought, first, of The Road to
Xanadu, a fascinating book by John
Livingston Lowes, studying specific
sources of Coleridge's poetry. It's
a remarkable piece of literary
detective work, though I'm not
scholar enough to judge its absolute
accuracy. The same applies to the
Giddings/Holland book. It may be
altogether right, or wrong, or in
between. Only Tolkien himself couid
verify it, and even he might not
have been conscious of his raw
‘material.

My thought is that the intricacies
of a creative mind, in the long run,
are less important than the creation
of that mind. The work is what
counts.

I don't see that the Giddings/Holland
book minimizes Tolkien's masterpiece
in any way; nor do I see any reason
to take heated defense or offense,
but, for Tolkien, only admiration.

Lloyd Alexander

Let me begin my comments with a
caveat: Remember the contorversy

over Bishop Robinson's Honest to

God? The book was widely condemned
for statements that actually appeared
in an article about it and not in the
book itself. Keeping that in mind,
here are my reactions to the article.

If Robert Giddings is correctly
quoted, he shows an astonishing
ignorance of literary terminology
when he speaks of Tolkien turning an
existing plot into an archetype. One
does not create an archetype: it is
there, like one of Plato's Ideas
{from which the notion is derived).
The term was used by Jung to refer to
images and symbols that are part of
the collective unconscious. Take,

for example, Hamlet. If we trace the
story back from Shakespeare through
Kyd's lost play to Saxo Grammaticus
and beyond, we cannot say that
Shakespeare created Hamlet all by
himself. Yet there are aspects of
this treatment of the story that

are original. And--just to make
things more confusing--Hamlet was

not really seen as an archetypal
figure until our own Age of Anxiety
came along and found in the character
the expression of our present-day
ambiguities and conflicts. Or take

an archetype of more recent vintage:
the Western film. Its two most
familiar images are probably the hero
walking down a deserted Main Street
to shoot it out with the villain,
while the townspeople huddle behind
closed doors (HIGH NOON), and the
hero riding off into the sunset after
all the baddies have been disposed of
(SHANE). In fact, I can remember

very 1ittle about those two films
except- those particular scenes. But
they weren't original with those
authors and filmmakers; they derive
much of their power from being
perfectly crafted examples (the 1it-
crit word is ectypes) of scenes
familiar from hundreds of eminently
forgettable Westerns in which the
archetype (Western) was built up in
the imaginations of the moviegoers of
America. Similarly, Tolkien does not
"create" archetypes but draws on the
power of the whole European literary
and mythological tradition, as
embodied perhaps in our collective
unconscious and certainly in our
imaginations.

The parallels drawn with The Thirty-
Nine Steps are unconvincing. Richard
Hannay is not a "simple colonial"
but a gentleman adventurer, hero of
a series of Secret Service-type
stories. He resembles James Bond
(without the promiscuity) far more
than Frodo. My recollection of the
book is confused by my having seen
both film versions. but I'm pretty
sure that Hannay did not inherit the
book as Frodo inherited the Ring; it
was entrusted to him, simply

because he happened to be handy, by
a dying agent who had just been shot
by the villains. As for the flight
to Scotland, most of Buchan's heroes
seem to wind up there. He was himself
a Scot (though perhaps better
remembered as Governor-General of
Canada), and his best writing is
usually found in pursuit sequences
set in the Highlands. In fact, the
episode at the beginning of LotR
where the Hobbits are crossing the
Shire at night has far more of a
Buchan-Tike feeling to it than do
the mere plot resemblances cited:
yet it is in no way an imitation of
Buchan. The fact that the bare plot
outlines of parts of the two books
can be made to coincide is rather -
lie saying that a mole and a wolf
are alike because both have spines:
the differences are far more
significant than the resemblances.

I believe that with a Tittle pulling
and hauling I could make The Hound
of the Baskervilles fit into the
same skeletal pattern; but would
anyone in his right mind argue that
the three books are really alike?

The so-called references to The Wind
in the Willows in LotR don't work out
very well, either. It is remotely
possible that Tolkien meant the
River Withywindle to suggest
Grahame's tale, as a sort of tribute,
but the name is more logically
interpreted as meaning "winding
among willows,”" which describes not
only the river in question but a
great number of the English streams
that Tolkien might have seen. If

you want a real resemblance, compare
the Hobbitish coziness of the Shire
with the domesticity of Grahame's
animal characters, especially in

the latter's chapter entitled "Dulce
Domum." Again, this sort of thing is
too common to prove anything.

The suggestion that Girdley Island
in the Shire is a reference to
Grahame's Pan Island shows a real
insensitivity to both tone and
language. Pan Island is so called
because it is where Rat and Mole
meet the god Pan; the chapter in
which this happens, "The Piper at
the Gates of Dawn," is suffused with
numinous awe. Pan in European
literature is often used as an
image of Christ (the parallel
between the shepherds' god and the
Good Shepherd, plus a lot of other
reasons that I won't bore you with
here), and Mole and Rat's encounter
with him is a genuine religious
experience. To suggest that Tolkien,
who called his own work “an exercise
in the linguistic aesthetic," would
try to invoke this episode with a
vulgar and insipid pun on Pan/pan

is not only absurd but offensive.

I mentioned in my comments (#24) on
Jungian archetypes in Tolkien that

NIEKAS 26:35



























his appeal. But the novel itself is
interesting.

Covenant returns to the Land, this
time accompanied by another human,
Pr. Linden Avery. Avery adjusts to
the reality of this other existence
almost instantly, in sharp contrast
to Covenant's first advent. But it is
a Land transformed. Nearly four
thousand years have passed, and Lord
Foul has emerged once more as a

power to be reckoned with. In some
fashion he has perverted the mystical
Earthpower and created the Sunbane,

a transformation of the sun's energy
which causes drastic, erratic
alterations of nature itself., The
inhabitants of the land have either
perished or subsided into a scattering
of isolated, mutually hostile tribes,
requiring bloody sacrifice to
continue to exist.

This is the setting for yet another
immense journey, as Covenant and
friends first travel to Revelstone to
seek the solution to various
mysteries, and then eastward out of
the Land itself, in search of the
One Tree, so that Covenant may
somehow return the world to a
balanced existence. And lurking
offstage throughout all of this is
Lord Foul, aided by the non-
corporeal Ravers, and a scattering
of other menaces.

The story line itself is fairly
good, although it suffers from its
obvious lack of completeness; this
is the first of a second trilogy.

It is also hindered by prose that is
often awkward. Covenant himself
continues to be an exasperating
self-despiser, a device for plot
movement that is now starting to
wear thin. Donaldson has become more
lazy as well, and the pent-up wild
magic of the first three volumes
becomes an easy means now of removing
Covenant from any serious trouble he
falls into. On the balance, this is
still an entertaining novel, but a
sharp drop of quality from what has
gone before.

dd

The Time Bender, Keith Laumer, Ace,
1987, $2.25

As I read most of Laumer's stories,
I can't help but feel that he is a
real champion of the Common (read
inept) Man. So often his characters
are everyday, garden varieties who
schlepp through adventures with the
ease and elan of a dypsomaniac
negotiating a straight line.

The Time Bender is no exception. This
tale, originally written circa 1966,
tells the story of one Lafayette
0'Leary. He is a fellow very familiar
to those of us who resemble him more
than a little bit. He is a dreamer
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who is discontented with our all-too-
real world of mundanity and tedium.
Through the use of mind techniques
discovered in an ancient book he
finds his venue changed to a land
called Artesia. What he mistakes for
a product of his dream-mind is an
actual alternate world which is just
as real as his primary world.
Artesia is a medieval land with
certain anomolies which help lend
much to the humorous aspect of the
yard. {A sort of running gag is a
highwayman by tne name of Red who
speaks a form of “Brooklynese" and
who befriends O'Leary after a
somewhat shakey start.)

0'Leary has the ability to affect
this world by the power of his mind
alone. But this ability is erratic

at best and more than once he is left
in the lurch when one of his wishes
is shaped askew; like the time when
he is lost in a desert and tries to
create an oasis--he gets a Coke
machine.

There isn't a pratentious bone in
the entire body of this book but I
can't guarantee that you won't
choke.

mb

The Shadow Guests, Jcan Aiken,
Delacorte, 1680, $7.95

Joan Aiken belongs to a prominent
and prolific 1iterary family. Her
father, Conrad Aiken, was a
distinguished poet and novelist; and
her sister, Jane Aiken Hodge, has
written a number of excellent
historical romantic thrillers. She
herself is best known for her
mystery/suspense novels for adults,
a number of collections of juvenile
fantasy short stories ranging from
humor to horror, and a series of
juvenile novels set in an alternate
universe in which King James III is
menaced by plots on behalf of the
Hanoverian pretender--The Wolves of
Willoughby Chase and its sequels.
The Aikens, one might say, are the
fortunate possessors of designer
genes.

The Shadow Guests is a ghost story,
more or less. The hero, Cosmos
Curtoys, has returned to England
from Australia after losing his
mother and elder brother to live
with his Cousin Eunice, an Oxford
professor of mathematics. He,is happy
enough at Curtoys Mill with Eunice
but has problems at schoc!, where

he is rejected by his classmates as
a newcomber and outsider. But the
importance of his school problems
dwindles considerably when he learns
of the family curse: the eldest
Curtoys son always dies young, in
battle, and his mother dies of
grief. Cosmos's own mother and
brother, learning of this, had

deliberately chosen to die together
of exposure in the Australian desert
in order to break the pattern and
1ift the curse. The peaceful tenor
of Cosmos's time at the Mill is
interrupted by mysterious threats to
his life and by encounters,
apparently due to time-warping, with
eldest sons from the past: Con, a
Romano-British slave boy destined to
be a gladiator, and Sim, a gentle
and studious kiutz compelled to go
on a crusade, both of whom he tries
to help; and Osmond, a member of the
eighteenth-century Hellfire Club and
the son of a witch, who believes he
can break the curse by killing Cosmo.

At the end of the story Cosmo has
averted the danger to himself at the
Mill and made friends at school, but
whether or not the cruse has truly
been lifted remains ambiguous. I
regard this last as something of a
flaw, but otherwise this is an
excellent story on all points.

ajb

The Dictionary of Imaginary Places,
Alberto Manguel & Gianni

Guadalupi, Macmillan, 1980, 438 pp.,
$24.95, hc

I am not impressed. In most respects
this is a disappointment.

I will say that it contained some
awfully interesting items and must
constitute a pretty thorough survey
of the Utopian and Gulliverian works
of the 15th-19th Centuries. I know
that the text contains at least some
inaccuracies at points. The maps are,
in meny cases with which I am
familiar, awful. Those of Prydain,
Pellucidar, Dreamworid, Akkama &c.
(Zimiamvia, although the name is
never mentioned), and some others
bear no real relation to the "reality".

0z and Middle-earth aren't wonderful.
There are instances of inaccuracies
so dreadful that I can't understand
how they occured. Naturally, such
things make one suspect the integrity
of the work where unfamiliar books
are concerned. Well, at least I've
still not been one-upped in terms of
the book 1 someday hope to do. I

was worried.

I'm also puzzled by some of the works
the authors either chose to omit or
simply weren't aware of. Why, for
instance, did they take references
from THE MIKADO and UTOPIA LTD., but
omit PRINCESS IDA, IOLANTHE,
GONDOLTERS, and THE GRAND DUKE? Why
some of Baum's 0z stories and not
others...or why his Ix novel and not
those set in Mo or Merryland? How did
they miss Graustark, when they

picked up 1ts imitations? And how

the Hell could they have included

The Silmarillion and have no references
to Beleriand, Doriath, Nargothrond,




or Gondolin? And after using all the
operettas set in imaginary places,
they missed the Grandmother of them
all, the Grand Duchess of Geroldstein
(Offenbach)i! ("We are doing away
with the Geroldsteins," Bismarck once
said to Napolean IIl.) There are

many little inexplicable things of
that sort.

rw

The Norse Myths, Kevin Crossley-

Holland, Pantheon, 1980, $14.95

Most of us, when we hear the term
"mythology," think of the Greek
gods; but as William Morris pointed
out, for the English-speaking world--
as for all North Europeans of
Teutonic/Scandanavian descent--the
true cultural heritage has its roots
in Asgard rather than Olympus.
Unlike classical myth, Norse myth is
-teleological: it portrays a world
moving from creation through a
bright heroic age which is gradually
darkened by the corrupting influence
of evil and which ends in Ragnarok,
wherein the nine worlds are consumed
by flames out of which arise a new
heaven arnd a new earth. Although
they are always violent and freqently
cruel, reflecting the harshness of
life in the bleak North, the gods of
-Asgard yet stand for law against the
forces of chaos and evil. The images
‘of heroism they provide--0din self-
crucified on the Worid-Ash Tree to
gain wisdom; the gods riding out to
fight in the final battle in which
they know they will be slain--give
rise to that indefinable but
unmistakable quality of
"Northernness” which gripped the
‘imaginations of Morris and later,

in our own time, of Tolkien and
Lewis.

Kevin Crossiey-Holland, a poet as
well as a scholar and translator of
01d English poetry, has arranged the
myths in order of sequence--creation
to Ragnarok--and provided
translations that reflect the

varying tone and style of his
sources. The Norse Myths combines
very readable {and frequently poetic)
retellings of the myths themselves
with scholariy and concise notes and
critical apparatus providing detailed
information about their historical
background, literary qualities, and
religious and psychological
significance. Although he omits the
Volsungasaga and Nibelungeniied
materials--the tales of Sigurd/
Siegfried--as being legend rather
than myth, this is the most
comprehensive work on the subject I
have yet come across. If you want
your library to include just one
basic work on Norse mythology, this
is it.

ajb
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Golem 100, Alfred Bester, Pocket
Books, 1981, 392 pp., $2.95
(previcusly published in 1980 in
hardcover)

This appears to be a very
controversial novel in some ways;
readers either seem to detest it
from the start to finish, or lavish
praise on it possibly in excess of
its true value. I'11 have to number
myself in the latter, despite the
fact that many people whose opinions
1 value in literary matters have
found this to be disappointing and
trivial. Perhaps the answer lies in
the things the novel implies but is
not expiicit about, rather than in
what it genuinely accomplishes.

In a rather decadent and chaotic
23rd Century America, a small group
of bored women dabble in the occult,
as the result of which they somehow
trigger the release of a hideous
creature from the collective
unconscious mind of humanity. Set
free, this "monster of the id"
proceeds to engage itself in a
series of particularly brutal
murders.

Arrayed against this all too material
apparition are a mystic police
investigator, a parapsychic, and a
brilliant chemist who is himself out
of touch with the "real" worid, and
who lapses periodically into an
alternate persona, Mr. Wish, whose
activities are morbid at best,
downright necrophilic at worst.

From this basis, Bester spins a tale
of investigation, both of the

murders themseives, and of the
subconscious of human existence.
Through extensive use of graphics
{almost a Bester trademark), the
author attempts to convey impressions
and situations that do not lend
themselves easily to straightforward
prose. These attempts are not, as one
might expect, entirely successful.

Nevertheless, and despite an ending
that I found somewhat unsatisfying,
1 =njoyed the novel even upon
re-reading. and have 1ittle doubt
that it will find generally high
acceptance, be an award contender,
and advance its author's reputation.
But I suspect that it will be the
subject of considerable disagreement
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for years to come, and even as fond
of it as I am, I'm not convinced
that it will remain as vivid in my
memory as The Demolished Man or The
Stars My Destination. ___

dd

Glinda of 0z, L. Frank Baum,
BaTTantine, 1981, $2.25

This is it: the Last of the Mohicans.
More accurately, this is the last 0z
book that Baum wrote before, in May
of 1919, "he went away to take his
stories to the little child-souls
who had 1ived here too long ago to
read the 0z storjes themselves."
Whether or not someone will re-
release any of the further adventures
in 0z penned by others, I don't know.

This particular story has fewer side
adventures going in it than most of
the others in the series. It also
contains quite a few SF elements.
Princess Ozma and Dorothy learn of
an impending war between the Flatheads
and the Skeezers who live in a far
corner of the Gilliken Country in
the land of 0z. After consulting
with Glinda the Good, they decide to
make a foray into this little-known
outland and advise the belligerents
to make nice.

On the way to the inevitable Happy
Ending we are treated to giant purple
spiders, Mist Maidens, the Flatheads
with their canned brains, a glass-
domed city which is capable of
sinking below the surface of a lake,
submarines, and even a mention of

the then-little-heard-of-material
radium.

This is one of the more lightweight
offerings in this series but the
artwork by John R, Neill is right up
to snuff. And, after all, you should
buy this last one to keep your set
lucky.

mb
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Specimens, Fred Saberhagen, Ace,
1987, $2.25

I am somewhat reluctant to compare
this to The Amityville Horror as I
know what a Tot of people think about
that particular book/movie. But
Specimens IS pretty much an SF
treatment of that work. As such, it
works much better; I always was a
sucker for rational explanations for
the occult.

Dan Post and family move into their
new home on ihe outskirts of Chicago.
They start experiencing various
unpleasant manifestations generally
associated with haunted homes:
strange odors, architectural
oddities, and nightmares of a
strangely persistant nature. In this
case there is something in the
basement.

This is a problem story with all the
clues cleverly hidden throughout.
It's one of those deals where you
end up with a concussion--self-
inflicted--when you discover the
punchline.

"Ma cloche est vide!," as Kurt
Reichel would say if he knew any
French, eh?

Though there are not many real
moments of out and out excitement,
Saberhagen does manage to keep up a
certain level of suspense. He also
pays quite a bit of attention to
surface detail though this sometimes
tends to siow the pace.

While no really new ground is broken
in the world of SF with this book, it
is certainly worth a once-through.

mb

Shuttle Down, Lee Corey, Ballantine,
198

1 guess this would be considered
borderline SF extrapolating into the
near future.

A shuttle launched from Vandenburg to
put a Landsat into polar orbit has a
malfunction in its engine and has to
make an emergency landing. At that
point in its trajectory the only
place it can set down is the Isle de
Pasqua: or Easter Island. This is

the story of interaction between the
Americans and a totally alien culture
as strange as that in some SF set on
other worlds. The novel is a gripping
story of the solving of human and
technical difficulties to get the
shuttle off the island and back into
service.

First the Russians claim in the UN
that the shuttle is carrying a
military satellite and try to get
Chite, the colonial power in charge
of Easter Island, to impound it and
by doing so, damage out space
program. (Notice how they complained
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that the shuttle was a military
vehicle during the test flight of
the Columbia?) Then there is the
conflict between the oligarchy
which controls Chile and its way of
doing things and the Americans with
their way of getting things done.
Also there is the tremendous cultural
difference between the Latin
Americans, the natives of Easter
Istand, and the Americans.

The facilities on Isle de Pasqua are
unimaginably primitive and absolutely
everything must be flown in. Other
complications include a Russian agent
who sabotages a C5 cargo plane and a
mob of Latin American radicals who
are underwritten by the Russians to
attack and destroy the shuttle.

There is the mandatory female reporter
who passionately hates the space
program and will do anything she can
to destroy it. (We last saw her in
Alfred Koppel's The Dragon.) The
female member of the shuttie crew

has ambitions of becoming the first
woman to be a full shuttle pilot. She
has an affair with a male crew member
during the long enforced hiatus on
the island and gets pregnant. She is
afraid that this will wreck her
career goals but her problem is
"solved" when she is wounded in an
attack on the shuttle and the fetus
is destroyed. The implication is

that she will eventually marry the
guy and not become pregnant again
until she is fully accepted by NASA
as a shuttle pilot.

There are other romantic entanglements
and interpersonal relationships which
are very well carried off. The story
is very good adventure, very well
extrapolated. Despite minor
reservations I enjoyed this book

very much. It presents and solves an
interesting problem, portrays
interesting people doing interesting
things, and shows a fascinating
contrast of cultures.

erm

Split Infinity, Piers Anthony,
Ballantine, 1980, $2.50

It is a little late in the day to
announce, with an air of blithe
discovery, that Piers Anthony is a
good writer; if pressed, the man
could probably produce a suspenseful
and amusing telephone directory. The
mere announcement that a new fantasy
by Anthony has been pubiished should
be sufficient inducement to go out
and get hold of same. I intend to
review it anyway, if only to justify
the munificent salary we NIEKAS
reviewers are paid. (But why are all
the checks drawn on the Left Bank of
the Mississippi River?)

Split Infinity is actually a literary
centaur, half sf and half fantasy. It

opens on the world of Proton,
populated by a few thousand
immensely wealthy Citizens and a
vast number of serfs, who have
practically no rights but who
willingly remain on Proton for the
large payoff they will receive at
the end of their twenty years'
indenture--and because of their
fascination with the Game, a mixed
bag of competition in everything from
tiddlywinks to marathon running.
Each year the best players may
compete in the Tourney, in which the
prize is Proton Citizenship; the
catch is that losers are exiled
immediately.

Stile, the hero, is not quite five
feet tall and a serf. Despite these
disadvantages, he is fairly well
placed; he is the champion jockey of
Proton (horse racing is the Citizen's
favorite sport) and a master Gamesman.
But his circumstances change
abruptly when a laser shot from
ambush cripples his knees, ending
his racing career. Fearing further
attacks, he goes into hiding, aided
by Sheen, a beautiful humanoid robot
who is in love with him, and her
fellow self-willed machines. While
trying to escape an ambush, he finds
and passes through the "curtain"
which divides Proton from Phaze, its
alternate in a paralliel world where
magic, not science, is the order of
the day, but where someone is still
out to kill him. He meets a unicorn,
Neysa, and after a wild and
incredible ride tames and befriends
her. (When he discovers that she has
the power to transform herself into
a beautiful girl, they become very
good friends indeed.) Stile proves
to be a powerful magician, indicating
that he is the Proton-alternate of
one of the mighty Adepts of Phaze,
who must be dead (otherwise is would
be impossible for Stile himself to
enter Phaze). The rest of the book
is divided between Stile's adventures
on Phaze, where, with Neysa and a
heipful werewolf, he tries to find
out which Adept is dead and who
killed him; and on Proton, where he
is obliged to enter the Tourney and
is still working out his complicated
relationship with Sheen.

I liked Split Infinity even more than
the Xanth books, chiefly because the
characters are much more interesting.
Stile is a particularly attractice
hero, not only because of his
remarkable physical and mental
prowess but because of his qualities
of insight, compassion, integrity,
and humor. His sensitivity about his
size plays an important part in both
his raults and his virtures. (Short
heroes seem to be In these days;

one of the best of recent mystery
stories, Lawrence Sanders' The

Tenth Commandment, features the

ironically named Joshua Bigg, who
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THE SHINING (another look)

To discuss THE SHINING it must first
be established that the book and the
movie are fundamentally different
works and need to be considered
seperately. Another way to say this
js: if you loved (to be terrified by)
the book--1 woulda't go in the
bathroom with the ligats off for two
months--you'll be disappointed in the
movie. A specialized remark is: if
you are a fan of fantasy and were
awaiting the movie to see horrible
horrors and spectacular special
effects, you will be resoundingly
disappointed in the movie.

Let's be clear. None of the following
are in the film: the fire hose; the
topiary animals; the roque mallet;
The Thing in The Playground; the
giant bat-spirit. If you've read the
book, this list will appall you. If
you've only seen the movie, it will
mystify you. Either reaction
underscores gy point. King wrote a
fantasy novel full of inventive,
terrifying apparations. Kubrick
swept away most of those trappings
to make a psychological movie of the
kernel of King's story: a father

and husband going from pretty bad to
A Whole Lot Worse.

The title is drawn from a King-
invented word referring to the boy
Danny's parapsychological talents,
with which the book is much concerned,
but which are minimized in the

movie. A more apt title for Kubrick's
version, suggested within the script,
would be CABIN FEVER. (...TO THE Nth
POWER, to be sure; and with plenty
of apparations left in, but not at
heart and core a fantasy story any
more. Classify it with REPULSION,

for instance.)

Is it a scary movie? As scary as the
book? I have to be subjective. I
wasn't scared. Well, I did have to
close my eyes during the scene in
Room 237. But that was from
gruesomeness, not horror. It was from
something insidious that Kubrick
did, but I'd have to give it away to
discuss it. Nuts--I'm gonna do it
anyway. Do not read the rest of this
paragraph before you have seen the
movie. You have been warned. Kubrick
gets you--he got me--pressed up
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against and sexually involved with
what is then (and not until then)
revealed to be a rotting corpse.
After that point I was unable to
Jook at the further footage of the
corpse because, my attachment having
been seduced away, to look was to be
intimate and--ugh! It was a
masterfully achieved effect, but
fundamentally very different from
King's use of the same material. In
the book, The Thing in Room 237 is
scary not beciuse it is disgusting
but because it comes after you.
(This gets *o be a full-fledged
digression, now.) Things That Come
After You are the ultimate terror.
As an example, run this thought-
experiment (but never actually do
it!): you stare, blankly, at and
through your child; you say in a
dead voice, “I'm not your mommy."
You approach with measured, dragging
steps, reaching out to grasp... Will

‘the kid become hysterical, or what?

Generically: there is something
horrible and dead. It becomes aware
of you. It pursues you; it cannot

be reasoned with or appealed to, it
doesn't care that you are scared, it
just comes after you. This is almost
the entire substance of such
disparate films as NIGHT OF THE
LIVING DEAD (probably the scariest
film ever made) and JAWS. King is
well aware of this effect. Kubrick
fried ather fish. (End digression;
end "warning.")

So, again, is it a scary movie?
Again, subjectively, "no." From
reading the book I knew all the
worst things that could happen and

1 kept waiting for them to. None of
them did. But objectively? My two
friends who had not read the book
professed themselves to be terrified.
A week after the viewing, I

dissociate myself from my expectations,

think about it, and say, "Yes. Very."
Why? Kubrick.

Did you think some footage of a
lovely drive through the fall
Rockies could be brought off as
sinister? See Kubrick's subtle
tamperings with time, shape, and
color, and his choice of music.
(The helicopter photography here is
probably worth the price of your
ticket.) That's for instance.

Why else? Jack Nicholson.

The story of the film is Jack
Torrance's journey toward hell. If
you ask me, Nicholson, in this role,
overacts throughout. But he carries
his character so far beyond reason
that he begins to build a new, ver
frightening, sort of parareason.
may be a curious dramatic tour de
force, I dunno. But it works.

Other matters:

his

The hook is through the engaging
little boy. And Danny Lloyd, as
Danny Torrance, is really very good.
The character is grave, precocious,
walled-up. The actor is completely
unself-conscious.

Shelley Duvall plays Wendy Torrance,
the wife and mother, as a dismayed
rabbity, plastic woman who shows
guts when she becomes desperate
enough. Okay.

The treatment of the fourth
character is another disappointment.
Dick Hallorann, the cook, is the
most likeable, strongest, most
dependable person in King's novel--
wise, resourceful, virile, caring.
He performs great deeds and gives
the reader someone comforting to
lean on. In the movie, his part is
reduced to providing some plot
conveniences and his character is
reduced to that of a man of some
action but no great strength, with
a streak of Uncle Tom. Moreover,
King's Hallorann has a real
emotional bond with Danny; he also
has a real life outside the snowbound
Colorado hotel. Kubrick establishes
neither of these things very well,
and the motivations and actions of
his Hallorann seem contrived.
Weakest part of the film. Competant
portrayal by Scatman Crothers.

Everything has the cinematic quality
you expect from the Kubrick of 2001
and CLOCKWORK ORANGE: images, timing,
textures, music, sets. "Miniatures
that Took iike real 1ife, and real
1ife that looks like animation,"

says my friend. The use of the camera
is superb--and usually unobtrusive,
so that when it occasionally is
startling the effect is twice as
great. The continuity between camera
angles is edited flawlessly. {(One
last, picky point: to what purpose

is the use of titles~--"The Interview"
--"October 16th"--"8 a.m."--between
acts?)

Summation: Wash the book out of
your mind (with regrets). See the
film,

Very good film.
Very good Kubrick.
d d'asaro









The International Wizard of 0z Club
is a very good organization and
publishes some very worthwhile
items. ..

Paul S. Ritz

Lyonesse, Rope Wk.
Mt. Hawke TRURO
Cornwall TR4 3DW
England

[in re: N24]

I don't know if the repetition of
the Burbejimas logo reading "Bun..."
is a subtle in-group joke, a failure
to notice, inevitable because the
perpetrators are programmed to keep
the heading unaltered for tge next
seventeen issues, or what. [it's
evidently an oversight on the part
of someone other than myself. mb] I
must say though, that 1 had never
before realised that N's left margins
viere not justified. Thanks for
pointing it out. {it's evidently an
oversight on the part of someone
other than myself. erm]

I'm left to assume that L-5 is some
sort of organised interplanetary
lobby; however, nobody anywhere I've
seen seems as yet to have explained
what the title means. Presumably it
has a meaning, and is not simply an
arbitrary alpha-numeric monstrosity.
[it is an abbreviation for one of
the Lagrange earth orbital points
and refers to one of the major space
colonization advocacy groups. ed.]

The obvious way to avoid continual
hassling and heart-searching over
definitions, winners, etc. of Hugo
Awards is to abolish said Hugo
Awards. Simple, really. I must admit
to being under the vague impression
that people like to hassle and to
heart-search over these matters,
which presumably is why the Awards
are still permitted to exist, to
take up valuable fanac time, etc.

The odd (to me) thing about Susan
Cooper's “The Dark is Rising" series
is the names of the two main families
- Drew and Stanton. This is, to me,
redolent of a certain megalithic
circle in the Mendips, just south of
Bath - at Stanton Drew. [ was
originally sure that the author

would bring it in somehow before the
end of the series: she didn't, which
seems to imply either that she didn't
realise what she was up to, or that
she wanted it simply to lurk there
for the finding by those who have
heard of the thing. (It's by all
accounts one of southern England's
most notable circles, though since

it was never open on Sundays we

never got to visit it in the days
when we inhabited Bristol.)

"The Barnacle Strikes Back", after
Gilbert, is brilliant, Shame that
Anne never finished the work.

And for the third paraqraph in a row:
se it was Anne whose LoC was foisted
off as part of mine a NIEKAS or two
back, was it? [ didn't actually mind
all that much as it happened, because
what she said was much the sort of
thing that 1 myself might have said
had 1 been consciously aware of the
matter at the time. On the other
hand, if it had been something
controversial with which I had
happened to disagree, I might have
beer distinctly {and, 1 think,
justifiably) anncyed, so I don't
recommend the practice. In this
connection, it occurs to me to
mention that LoCers' names are

better at the beginning than at the
end of their contribution. One can
never get full value from a LoC
without having to skip ahead to see
who's speaking.

[this gives the reader an option; this
way we can possibly trick him into
reading a letter by someone he might
skim over otherwise--not a good reason
granted, but the best I could manage
at the moment. mb]

lt's great to see Felice's name again
- though T'm prompted to wonder why
she gave up reading fantasy for ten
years?

A1l the very best from
Beryl and Archie [Mercer]

2713 - 2nd Ave. So. #307
Minneapolis, MN 55408

[also in re: N24]

...l really like the covers. Steve
Fabian is one of my favorite artists
(and probably the only such I've
never met). This picture reminds me
of the Prydain cycle, which I'd just
completed, though about the only
thing they have in common is the
harp. (That cycle, by the way, is
something I must thank Anne for. It
was simply enthralling.)

Don't know that I would call myself

a purist, Ed, though I do look
askance at most tampering with the
"Titerate arts." Updating can be

done very well or very badly. The
first is a marvelous device for
relating a play (or a book) to its
audience. The second is a disaster to
be part of.

Your writings about the problems and
potentialities of the blind are
fascinating. It does strike me as
only comnon sense that one who guides
should be in front of one who is
guided. You, also, make a very good
point relative to fencina and yoga.
If it's fun to do, the student will
learn faster and better than if it
isn't. {This, of course, is true of
all areas of learning, and one of
the most difficult things about
teaching.)

What bothered many people (I assume)
about the letest LOCUS Hugo was that
a large number of fans at Iguanacon
heard Charlie say that with the
acceptance of that year's award, he
was withdrawing LOCUS from future
consideration. The impression given
(and, yes, I was there) was that this
was a firm decision which would not
change. Two years isn't exactly a
long time for such a decision to
stand.

Fascinating, informative articles
from Anne Braude, Sherwood Frazier,
and Hal Clement. The first and last
want to make me go out and buy those
books, which is bad since I can't
afford them and the library is

closed right now. (Speaking of books,
the review section is again somewhat
overwhelming. 1 find your reviewers
an excellent bunch. They are concise,
complete, and enjoyable in themselves.)

[dlefueN] .A yenraB

350 Dolores St.
San Francisco, CA 94110

[encore, in re: N24]

...It is indeed a pretty slick
production. I confess to preferring
the mimeography of yore to offset
reproduction; maybe because there is
a certain inherent modesty about
mimeo, that I find attractive.
However, so what?

[believe it or not, it is a matter of
economics: we can do it cheaper
offset. ed.]

Haven't been fans for many years now,
and don't think in terms of
conventional fantasies very much,

but it is possible something
sufficiently nasty will bob to the
surface. Which reminds me of my
senryu - Cynthia tells e they are
Tike haiku, except not treating an
aspect of nature - which goes:

One turd bobbing up,
Though I flush the toilet repeatedly
. Nixon.

We just seem to find nothing
interesting in this field anymore;
it is all so conventional and dull
and narrow-minded. I should say that
the last two science-fiction type
books I read, seemed like the best,
qualitatively, 1'd ever read (Patrick
Tilley's Fadeout and lan Watson's
The Embedding) and I think they are
actually far superior to anything
science-fiction specialists have
authored. Still, it's all rather
trivial, slick escapism as opposed
to less sophisticated escapism.

Very best wishes,
Lou Goldstone

(5krwood)F:H +hig space w/ som’H\i\)
KRe
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1 don't particularly want to stamp
out interaction between New Yorkers
and Vermonters, or even to eliminate
New Yorkers. What I would like to
stamp out is the notion that a term-
inal illness is really a manifesta-
tion of good health, and that anyone
who is healthy is in fact not alive
at all.

One reason for belligerent pro-
ruralism is impatience with urban
dwellers who maintain that the
country is no fit place to live
because it doesn't share the prob-
lems of the city. If a city

achieves greatness, it does so in
spite of its problems, not because
of them. 1 would be delighted to

see our large cities become pleasant
and beautiful places in which to
Tive. But I don't think it will hap-
pen--not because of any moral inferi-
ority of city folk, but because of
human nature under adverse circum-
stances.

The feasibility of human survival in
large cities is surely a fit subject
for speculation--as is any aspect of
the human response to technology.
I'd love to see a rebuttal to my
essay, or a discussion of ways of
solving the problems inherent to
large-scale urban settlements. Or
if time doesn't permit that, perhaps
at some convention we can devote a
bit of interaction to the topic;
I'11 buy the first round of drinks.

--Fred Lerner

Inverness, FL

...1 am just now reading McKillip's
Riddlemaster trilogy, so Anne
Braude's review is timely for me. I
Tike the first book, was
disappointed in the second, and
think the third, as of page 55, is
improved--which seems to correlate
with Anne's verdict. Actually I do
not read such things for pleasure,
but to keep up with the competition;
as nearly as I can tell, McKillip's
series has a slice of the same
market as my Xanth series, with
very similar sales, so I read her
to see how similar the material is.
Not very, I tentatively conclude.

In your articles on religion in SF
you cover just about everything
except my favorites, which are
Boucher's The Quest for St. Acquin
and my own Tarot and the relevant
works of Farmer. Your columnists
need to catch up with the past
decade, I think.

Other items: your silk screen cover
is nice. [see Gincas for the rest.]

I see there are a couple of
references to me [in the letter
column]. I think Terry Jeeves is

commenting on my Cluster series, not
my Tarot, as it is the former that
has the anthropomorphic aliens with
sex. | had fun writing what would
have been termed pornography, had it
been in human guise. In Tarot even
that mask is off, with even Jesus
Christ having an erection. I am
mystified by Anne Braude's response
to my humorous answer to her query
about my unread books. Surely she
realizes that Swift's modest
proposal was for the cooking and
eating of surplus Irish babies, to
relieve both hunger and populations
pressure. Then she suggests an
article on how I do my sins would be
interesting. In that context, this
could be pretty serious. I plead
not-guilty to baby-eating, as I am

a vegetarian. If she wants me to do
an expose on my sins, she'll have to
be more specific what sins she means.

Piers Anthony Jacob

250 Coligni Ave.

New Rochelle, NY 10801

Ed's statement that the New York
University Science Fiction Society
has a few outside members is almost
precisely backwards. Actually, there
is a small minority of us who are
NYU students. Unfortunately, NYU
noticed this state of affairs 2
years ago and threw us out. The club
survives, meeting in Washington
Square Park when the weather is
acceptable. I'm not quite sure where
we're meeting when the weather is
nasty, as we have just suffered the
ultimate indignity of being thrown
our of MacDonald's. This expulsion
was caused less by our behavior than
by the fact that most of us had
enough regard for our digestive
systems to sit around under the sign
of the Fallen Arches for a couple of
hours and then go out someplace to
eat.

1've heard of a version of "“Nuke the
Whales" sung to the tune of "Duke of
Earl," but all I know of it is the
repetitious chorus. Incidentally,
Buzz Dixon has decided that slogan

is insufficiently offensive, and has
expanded it to "Nuke the Gay Whales."

Hail Eris,
Arthur D. Hlavaty

Santa Ana, CA

I Joved NIEKAS (25). It is probably
the only magazine devoted to a study
of God & Gilbert & Sullivan in
existence.

There are some cats living here in
this conapt with me, but I haven't
caught their names. I won this
condo/conapt outright, having paid
cash. Huge sums of money float

majestically down from Hollywood to
me, these days, especially from
Ridley Scott for his use of my novel
Do Androids Dream of Electric Sheep?
which is the basis for his new 20
million dollar film BLADE RUNNER
which goes into production tomorrow
early in the morning (I'11 still be
sleeping). (I miss out on everything.)

The highpoint of my life since I
last saw you [Ed] was my trip to
France in 1977 where [ found myself
to be famous, resulting in my
meeting the prettiest French girl
who ever lived. I'd go back there
tomorrow, but, well, there is this
work I've taken on, called writing
novels & stories; I am into my
writing to an obsessive extent & in
an obsessive manner...but it does
pay off.

In 1974 I had a religious experience
that much amuses all my friends and
is now amusing readers as well,

since it is the basis of my new

novel Valis. Gilbert & Sullivan were
not discussed. I consider myself a
Gottesfreund now, a friend of God.
Make of that what you will. Ursula
lLe Guin thinks I'm slowly going
crazy. I wonder. She is very nice
about it, however; very civil and
polite. I get the impression that she
holds Southern California

responsible (the Los Angeles area,
1ike masturbation, makes you go mad;
I should have moved to Cleveland when
I left the Bay Area & not down here).

There is more substance to NIEKAS
(25) than I find in virtually all

the bigtime magazines I subscribe to.
My favorite among the articles: Anne
Braude's "Drawing Forth Leviathan"--
although the others are also
excellent.

with affection,
Phil Dick

6721 E. McDowell, #309-A
Scottsdale, AZ 85257

NIEKAS 25 is certainly a handsome
piece of production, and the contents
are for the most part equally
distinguished. I don't usually
comment on art, since [ don't
consider myself a competent judge
(Bt I Kgw vindt I Tike); there does,
however, seem to be an unusually
amount of really good stuff here. I
think my favorite (apart from the
illos to “Leviathan") has to be the
Eddie Jones drawing on p. 44, which

I keep wanting to title

"Afghanistan 1980," although [
realize that the level of technology
is too high on the one hand and too
low on the other.

As a sidenote to your comments on
sticks, dogs, etc., I recently
heard that a deaf person can get a
trained cat to notify him of

NIEKAS 26:57



significant sounds like doorbells
(I'm not sure how; presumably--if it
is anything like cats I have known--
by ramming all its claws into his
leg).'The cost of a hearing-ear cat
is deductable on one's tax return as
a medical expense. [does that include
Band-Aids? mike]

You pretty well summarized my
remarks on the parallels between
feminism and the Blind Panthers;
all I would add is that
discrimination against the
handicapped, as against women,
traditionally takes the form of
killing-with-kindness paternalism--
"let us Took after poor little you."
One example: many states have so-
called protective labor legislation
which forbids employers to ask
women to 1ift heavy weights--but
the limit is usually less than the
weight of a four-year-old child,
which many mothers 1ift routinely.
And the 1ifting of heavier weights
is often a job requirement for the
higher-paying positions, so that
women are effectively cut off from
advancement in blue-collar jobs.
Discrimination against blacks and
gays, on the other hand, is

usually expressed with hostility
and contempt, not even making a
pretense of benevolence. Of course,
when women get uppity and start
demonstrating and demanding equal
treatment, a full measure of that
same hostility and contempt is
usually evoked. I can't say that
the handicapped have ever drawn
that reaction, unless one wants to
include the treatment of the
mentally i11 for most of recorded
history.

Diana's column is really splendid,
and I shall probably find myself
quoting it freguently in all sorts
of contexts. I can't exactly comment
on it, though--there's nothing left
to say!

I guess my poem stands as proof
positive that the typos in NIEKAS
are getting verse. (I gave Bastraw
every opportunity to make that pun;
he must be slipping.)

[rapier sharp riposte: "Oh, yea?"]

I wish I could disagree with Mike's
comments on the dubious prospects
for the survival of our species. I
find Konrad Lorenz's thesis
persuasive: that it is a built-in
biological problem. In his Nobel-
winning studies in ethology (the
science of social relations among
members of a species), he has
concentrated on aggression, which
he regards as a fundamental instinct
like hunger and the sex drive. He
finds that most species have
managed to 1imit their conflicts
over territory and dominance, etc.,
by evolving forms of threat and
display that resolve said conflicts
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short of actual combat--e.g., an
animal defending its own territory
is always more confident than an
intruder. The problem is more acute
among social animals than among
those which lead mostiy solitary
lives. Lorenz points out that the
really formidably-weaponed social
animals have developed strong
inhibitions against violence. For
example, if two wolves are facing
off against one another, snarling
and even attacking, one wolf may
decide to submit to the other's
dominance in the middle of the
fight. It does so by making the
species' submission gesture--
lTowering its head to expose the
vulnerable spinal cord to the other's
Jjaws. When this happens, the
victorious wolf literally cannot
take that bite, no matter how angry
it is: Lorenz has seen wolves in
this position actually howling with
frustration. Since our species
evolved from a form of ape, which
did not have natural weapons which
could kill easily and which tended
to resolve conflict situations by
flight rather than fight, we never
acquired natural, inbred inhibitions
against aggression, or techniques of
displacing it successfully. All
those heavy-weapon displays in May
Day parades in Moscow and in NATO
and Warsaw Pact military maneuvers
are really just threat-displays,
designed to make the other side

back down, or at least back off;
unfortunately, our biological makeup
doesn't(te]] us when to call it
quits. (See Lorenz, On Aggression
and King Solomon's Ring.i

[I now have cause for hope, Anne. I
have seen the future in an unlikely
place: a movie called ROLLERBALL. In
it, Bigbusiness decided that nuclear
warfare would jeopardize all their
holdings. They formed Corporations
and gave da pipple bread, circuses,

and national, excuse me, corporational

mayhem to satisfy unchanneled
aggression. And they called it
Rollerball. mike]

Mike and Donna Core have outsmarted
themselves: they argue so
convincingly that Santa Claus is an
extraterrestrial that one can no
longer think of him as a human with
saintly powers, thereby disqualifying
him for consideration as a patron
saint of sf. About the "Santa" bit:
Clement Clarke Moore was at the time
(1823) Professor of Oriental.and
Greek Literature at the Episcopal
General Theological Seminary in NYC.
At the time there was a lot of
ethnic consciousness going around,
and one of Moore's colleagues on the
faculty was very much into the Dutch
influence on New York's cultural
heritage. It was he who suggested
the topic to Moore. Now the Dutch
name for St. Nicholas is

"Sinterklaas," which got Englished
as "Santa Claus."

While I am in Dutch so to speak, I
can tell you that the mermaid story
you mention in your review of the
Yolen book is indeed a real Dutch
foilktale--from Edam, according to
Tales Told in Holland, where I found
it.

Anne Braude

Replies from Anne Braude that shouild
have gone elsewhere if the paste-up
person had been on the ball.

To Arthur Hlavaty on page 40:

[I tried to distinguish between my
review of Inferno, in which I
judged it as a Titerary work, and
my theological evaluation of it, in
which I compared its ideas to
Christian orthodoxy. The grey city
in The Great Divorce is Hell only
for those ghosts who choose to
remain in it; for those who choose
to stay in Heaven and travel toward
the mountains, it becomes
retroactively a purgatorial
experience.

Lewis has elsewhere, particularly in
The Pilgrim's Regress, compared Hell
to a tourniquet. The idea is that
neither salvation nor damnation is
static: the saved continue to grow in
grace; and without Hell, the God-
rejecting damned would progressively
deteriorate even further. The end
point of such a degeneration would
presumably be non-existence, since
existence itself is the most
fundamental good, and therefore the
last to go. One might argue that a
merciful God would permit the
suffering soul to cease to exist;
but that might be a metaphysical
impossibility, like reaching the
speed of Tight, in which case
arresting the process would be a
mercy. I am unfamiliar with the
theological doctrine (if any) on
this point. The essential thing to
remember is that Christians believe
that damnation is not something God
does to those He designates as
sinners, but the end result of sin
itself and therefore something that
we do to ourselves.

anne. ]

To Piers Anthony on page 57:

[I had thought it self-evident that
my use of the term "modest proposal"
was facetious and not meant to
invoke a serious comparison with
Swift's, as [ suagested that your
sins would be in the RUDDIGORE
tradition. I had in mind not
cannibalism but something more of
the order of magnitude of mailing
Tetters with insufficient postage.
anne. ]
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