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GN AND AP

I just finished reading Marion
Zimmer Bradley's Survey Ship,
which had been published about five
years ago.

The initial premise of
the book struck me as incredibly
stupid, but once you got past that
the story itself was excellent.

We have had interstellar travel for
a short time and mankind is in
desperate need of habitable

cclony worlds., Virtuoso explorers,
like virtuoso concert musicians and
ballet dancers, must start training
at the age of five and must devote
virtually every waking moment
to their training. A  special
international academy is established
and every year the best one
hundred children from all over the
world are recruited.

The pressure anc attrition are
very high and only a few of the
hundred survive to graduation at
about the age of 19. And even then
only a fraction of the graduates are
sent out.

Each student picks about three
specialties in which he or she
become# super proficient. Game
theory goes into the selection.
Each bases his or her choices on
aptitudes and trying to guess which
combination, when meshed with
those of the other students, will
buy him or her a billet on the-
survey ship. Specialties include
such fields as geology, navigation,
astrophysics, computer technology,
surgery, and spaceship maintenance.
At least two crew members are
proficient in each specialty.

It is from this point on that I
really guestion the premise of the
story. E£ach survey ship has room
for at most ten crew members, so
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that is the maximum number that can
be selected no matter how good the
class. Those graduates who don't
get to go are qualified for top
administrative jobs on Earth. On
the other hand, a number like four
or five, I forget which, is
considered the minimum to crew a
ship. If not enough survive the
selection process no ship goes out
that year. Classes are not mixed
because only those who studied
together for 15 years can work
together in the tough conditions of
the ship. :

The successful candidates are
selected only the night before
graduation, and learn whether they
made it only at the ceremony itself.

The next day they are bundled off
to their ship in orbit. They have
never visited it, a prototype, or
even 3 mockup before, and have only
book knowledge of the ship. They
are given no guidance on where to
look for possible habitable worlds,
or even told where the last few
crews went to look. They only know
where colony worlds have been found.
Once they leave Earth orbit they are
totally on their own to select a
direction in which to search and to
solve any problems they might
encounter. Two way communication
could well be impossible, but in the
story they do not even send back one
way signals or automated report
capsules, so that Earth would know
why they failed and where they found
no planets. After all, such
negative information would be
valuable by showing future crews
where not to look.

The ship is very poorly desighed
from the human engineering
perspective. The direction of
artificial gravity changes abruptly
as they go from room to room,

causing extreme disorientation. The
ship is not at all designed for safe
maneuvering by the crew, especially
in an emergency situation.

The story begins the night before
graduation. It covers the selection
of a crew of six and their problems
getting started on their trip. It
ends when they successfully leave
the Solar System.

They decide to explore the sector
where colony worlds have already
been found. They find out they are
drastically off course when a meteor
causes ma jor damage to one room of
the ship. As they try to figure out
what is wrong, more and more
equipment malfunctions., Even though
they are still well within the Solar
System, they have no communication
with home Base and can get no help
to solve thelr problem--or warn next
year's crew of the malfunction of
the ship!

The cause of their problem is
plausible. Oue to a design flaw in
the ship computer, or its operating
software, the computer cannot handle
fixed point numbers but treats them
as floating point numbers, Thus it
gives input data totally wrong
values,

When I was doing scientific
programming at the Livermore Lab 20
years ago, I had teo be very careful
to distinguish between the two kinds
of numbers. DBy the time of this
story people normally do not have to
worry about the distinction, but due
to a flaw in the package provided
they suddenly find themselves having
to distinguish. I find it hard to
believe that such a major flaw could
escape detection for so long, but it
is certainly possible, But, as I
said, I was really bothered by the
fact that they couldn't turn to Base
for help or even tell Base of their
problems so as to warn later
flights.

If the book has so many flaws in
logic, why am I bothering to write
about it? It is because the six
characters are fascinating people
and their interactions make the book
very rewarding reading.

And the character Ching is an
interesting precursor of Heinlein's
Friday. Ching is referred to as a
GN, short for Genetically
Engineered. I found this term more
appropriate than Heinlein's AP, for
Artificial Person. Like the AP, the
GN is created by combining several
people's germ plasm, and further
modifying it. The resulting egg is
returned to the host mother rather
than being brought to term in an
artificial womb. The process is



initiated at the mother's request
and begins with her germ plasm.
Also the GNs are not property but
are considered the children of the
mothers who bore them.

They are intellectually superior
to normal human beings and have none
of the minor imperfections that
plague all of us. Thus thelr bodies
operate at peak efficiency and they
are not plagued by any diseases.
They are not, however, the supermen
that the AP's are.

GN's are the products of a new
technology, and Ching is the first
to come through the pipeline of the
academy, Each succeeding class has
more of them, however, and it is
expected that eventually all of the
Academy students will be GN's,

Ching is feared and mistrusted by
the rest of the crew. As a result
she is extremely shy and has never
made any friends. Again, would this
be possible in a closed society of
fewer than one hundred over a period
of fourteen years? It seemed very
plausible while I was reading the
book, but now in retrospect I worry
about this point. It is interesting
to note that Marion wrote this book
several years before Heinlein wrote

Friday.

Another product of genetic
engineering, who proceeded both
Ching and Friday, was Spock. His
parents, coming from two different
species, could not crossbreed but
could have offspring only with the
help of a laboratory.
superior to normal human beings and
is allenated from human society.
Thanks to Anne Braude for pointing
this out to me.

He too is

As in much of Heinlein's and
Bradley's fiction the society is one
in which casual sex of all types is
routine. Strong pair bonding is
discouraged by the Academy, and in
fact normal practice is to accept
only one member of any such pair.
Thus one of the characters is
separated from his male lover and
has to come to terms with the fact
that both other males on the ship
are strongly heterosexual and not
likely to satisfy his sexual needs.
Marion did such a good job of
portraying him that I could almost
understand his attraction for males
and his inability to relate to
females.

One very good touch is the
characterization of Peak, the tall
surgeon. He realised that while he
had excellent training in surgery he
had no real experience and would be
hard pressed to cut up his friends
in a emergency. Moira, who had some
esper talent, also had to come to

terms with that and make use of it
to learn why certain machines, like
the gym's gravity control, were
failing.

Making music together is a major
form of recreation and spiritual
uplift for the crew. But in this
future, computer composition is so
advanced that human composers have
become obsolete. When one of the
characters decides to try composing
a new chamber work, he has grave
doubts about being able to create
something as good as the machine-
composed works in their library.
Even tho I yield to few in my
admiration for the computer, I find
it hard to believe that a machine
could ever surpass a Bach or a
Mozart.

In short, while I find the logic
of this story to be seriously
flawed, the book itself is
definitely worth reading for its
excellent characterization. All six
characters are very likeable and
their interactions are fascinating.
I especially liked Ching. While
Friday is sharp, tough, yet loving
when appropriate, Ching is also
sharp, but is very hesitant and
unsure of herself. I suppose it is
a streak of male chauvinism in me,
but while I find Friday admirable I
find Ching lovable.

/
" F€p g, MORE DISKS, NEw
ToyYsTICKS, DRIVES ~MIEE,
MORE 1ISRE s ”

HUBRIS MORTIFIED

Last ish I bragged that we had our
production problems worked out and
were back on a regular semiannual
schedule. And the ish with that
statement was 7 months late! #sigh%
I will no longer predict frequency
'tho my real goal is three a year.
#34 was avallable at Boskone tho it
was not mailed until the first week
of May. I hope to fix that problem,
too. But watch the Ghods strike me
down again!

I said that I finally made the
decision to go ahead with a
computer. Well, it came to pass
after #34 went to bed but long
before it was distributed.

I first saw a talking computer at
the 1983 National Federation of the

Blind convention. It was an Osborn
modified by Avos Systems of St.

Paul MN. The package included a
specially written talking word
processing program, a screen reading
program which would make most CP/M
software (a large body of commercial
software designed to rum on any
computer which had a CP/M cperating
system, virtually all personal
computers of the generation that
preceeded the IBM PC) talk, a seven-
cassette tutorial to get you up to
speed, and a couple of games you
could play to get practice on the
machine. Avos also sponsored a
users group which was already
generating talking software such as
spelling checker and a checkbook
manager. The cost was $3k and I had
almost enough saved to get it. I
saw it in July and it was going to
be demonstrated again at the NH
state con of the NFB in September.

I planned to take one last look at
that time and probably buy it. Then
a few weeks before the con Osborn
went belly up!

By next July, in Phoenix, when I
saw Avos again, they had transferred
the adaptatlions to something called
the Zorba. They said it was made by
a large corporation which supplied
NASA with many of its computers and
was very sound financially. It was
a good portable machine, several
pounds lighter than the Osborn, and
with G ports built in. They said it
would handle any CP/M software.
Since it was from an unknown company
with little or no software of its
own I was afraid to buy it. B8efore
I could decide whether or not to go
ahead with it, the manufacturer
discontinued the Zorba!

Avos bought up a large quantity of
Zorbas, and meanwhile the Osborn
came back on the market. Their
system was available on the Osborn,
the Zorba, the KayPro and perhaps
another machine but the price had
crept up to $4k.,

I understand that Avos is still
there and they are selling off their
stock, but some key personnel have
thrown in the towel and left. 1
believe that the company is no
longer innovating. I never see it
mentioned in the magazines which
deal with technology for the blind.
It is a shame that the gods were so
against them because they had a very
good system, even if it was a bit
overpriced,

After two years of dithering I was
desperate to get a computer. I
could see what Mike Bastraw was
doing with his and I needed
something to make my work for
NIEKAS, the NFB, and my Lions Club
more efficient. But I had to choose
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which system to buy. There are two
approaches to making a computer
talk. I could either buy a series
of speclal talking programs, such as
a talking word processor, a talking
data base, a talking spreadsheet,
etc., or a "screen reading' program
which would work with most off-the-
shelf software. 1 wanted the
flexibility of the latter so that I
could get into new applications
without waiting for someone to write
special software. Also I heard that
you could buy a laser disk reader,
and then get a complete encyclopedia
on a single disk. You could use
your computer to search for any info
in the encyclopedia. The reader was
expensive but I figured the price
would come down, and other reference
works would come out on laser disks.

A scanner was also too expensive
to buy now but some day I could have
my computer read out loud anything
that could be fed in one sheet at a
time. The scanner would also allow
me to enter submitted manuscripts
directly, read and edit them on the
computer,; and print out them in the
format needed for pasteup.

Several companies had systems to
make the Apple II series talk but
none were the screen reader type and
I didn't want their limitations.

Mike Bastraw bought a Macintosh
and hoped I could get one too, or at
least an Apple II, so that we could
transfer files easily. I bought a
program called 'Smoothtalker!" for
his Mac but it would read only a
complete file, and could not be used
for editing, Also it could only be
controlled by the mouse, which is
useless for me. As far as 1 am
concerned this is a piece of useless
crap, and I am very sorry I wasted
my money on it. And the vendor
never provided the backup copy that
was supposed to come when I
reglstered it.

At the 85 NFB con in Louisville I
searched the huckster room. There
are now at least a half dozen
systems available for IBM
compatibles, all screen readers,
varying from $500 to $4000 plus the
cost of the computer and voice
synthesizer. I studied the machines
and when I got home read magazines
like SENSUS and books from the
National Braille Press surveying the
field. I finally selected the
"Enhanced Talking PC Program' from
Computer Conversations of Columbus
OH,

Next I had to decide between an
IBM and a compatible, and if the
latter, which one. I finally
settled on the Leading Edge Model O,
and the Type N Talk synthesizer.
When Mike got his Mac it came with
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its own printer and Mike no longer
needed the Smith Corona TP 1 printer
which we had used on his TRS Model
1. Since I was part owner, I took
the printer and hooked it into my
machine.

Mr. Hutchinson of Computer
Conversations recommended the "PC-
virite" program from Quicksoft in
Seattle WA. You get the disk, which
includes the manual and tutorial,
for $10. If you like it you can
register for $75 and get the help
and updates. It is not copy
protected and you are even
encouraged to make coples for
friends.

Computer Conversations, wunlike
Avos, provides almost no tutorial
material to get you started. Mike
helped me set up the computer and
start printing out the PC-Write
manual, and Rafe Folch-Pi helped me
make a little more progress. I
slowly struggled with the talking
program and word processor until
David Mohr, a friend who is majoring
in computer science at UNH, took on
helping me get started. I am now
using PC-Write very well and have
only a few tricks left to learn.
Now I need to learn a database so
that I can automate the NIEKAS
mailing list, as well as those for
newsletters I do for the NFB.

Incidentally, the whole package--
computer with 256 kbytes of RAM, 2
disk drives, monitor, speech
synthesizer, talking software, surge
suppressor, cables, and two boxes of
disks--cost me $2.6k. This compares
very favorably with what the Avos
system would have cost me.

Several features of this system
are especially helpful to me. I
have the keyboard echo turned on,
and catch 90% of my typos.
slows down my typing and some day I
will stop using it. Then I have a
function which reads back what I
have written one line at a time so I
can edit what I've written. I can
have it indicate capitalization
and/or punctuation if I want to. I
can have it spell a word one letter
at a8 time and even have it say
"android, baker, charlie'" for abc.
If my son Stanley, the doorbell, or
the phone interrupts me, I can have
the computer read the last line or
two back to me to regain my train of
thought.

The echo

I have now copytyped on my
computer several articles for thish
as well as stuff for the NFB, Lions,
APA-NESFA, and an article for Roger
Waddington. I am very pleased with
the machine and am glad I made the
investment.

Since writing the above 1 received

a free update of the "Enhanced PC
Talking Program'' as well as a
Brallle manual from Computer
Conversations. 1 do not want to
take the time to learn the changes
in commands until after I finish
this NIEKAS, but then I plan to
study this update as well as the one
for my word processor, PC-Write.
Both programs have substantial
improvements. If you are interested
in either I will be glad to send you
more information.

OF NUKES AND FIRESTORMS

I recently finished reading Alfred
Coppel's The Burning Mountain
{Harcourt Brace & Jovanovich, 1983),
a novel of the invasion of Japan
based on the "what if'' of what could
have happened if the atomic bombs
had not been ready in August 1945,
It reminded me of David Westheimer's
Lighter Than a Feather (Little Brown

&Co, 1971, recently relssued in
paperback as Deluge).

Coppel diverged from our timeline
by having a lightning strike during
a thunderstorm destroy our first
test bomb minutes before it was to
be detonated at the Trinity site.
It took about seven months to
reconstruct the bomb and test it.

In our timeline, less than a month
after Trinity, we used two bombs on
Japan, one based on U-235 and the
other on Pu-239. Coppel made the
major point that 99% of the U-235 in
the world had been in the Trinity
device and it toock seven months to
recycle it for re-use. To me, this
does not make sense. Since there
was enough for a bomb used in war
the next month, why couldn't it be
used for an earlier re-test?

Westheimer gave no justification
for the unavalilability of atomic
bombs in his book. It was simply a
Ywhat if'' book. 1 do not think
Vestheimer has ever written any SF.
The only other book of his that I've

read is Von Ryan's Express, a World
War II POW escape thriller.

Both Coppel and Westheimer claim
to have based their books on actual
US plans for the invasion of Japan
and Japanese plans for defensa. It
is over a decade since I've read the
vVestheimer book and no longer can
remember details, so I cannot
compare the battle scenarlios.

Coppel got his title from a line
in the Book of Revelations while
Vlestheimer got his from a Japanese
warrior motto, "Death is lighter

‘than a feather, duty is heavier than

a mountain.!' Coppel also referred

to this motto.






only successful over Hamburg and
Dresden., On the other hand, he said
that the Americans were far more
successful over Japan.

The firestorms wers probably as
horrible and senseless as the atomic
bombs. They destroyed entire
cities, kiiling all the civillans in
a certain radius. The air rushing
to feed the flames reached hurricane
proportions and picked up and
carried people into the flames.
People in underground shelters
suffocated. But little comparison
is made between this deliberate
firestorm and the atomic bombings.
If Kurt Vonnegut had not been a
prisoner near DOresden and written
and spoken of his experience, I
wonder if even that firebombing
would be remembered today. And the
others seem to be completely
forgotten., Ouring or right after
WWII a major book and movie came out
about our firebombing of Tokyo the
night of March 9-10, 1943, Thirty
Seconds Over Tokyo. This portrayed
our act as a major heroic effort.
The British remember the German
bombing of Coventry, but do they
remember our firebonbings of the
enemy?

After I wrote this piece John
Boardman read for me the July-August
1974 issue of STRATEGY AND TACTICS,
#4S, which presented a game on the
Allied invasion of Japan, and which
was accompanied by a long series of
articles about the actual plans for
the invasion and defense. This
confirmed and fleshed out many of
the details presented in the two
novels. I was interested to note
that there were 140,000 casualties
in Hiroshima, 76,000 in Nagasaki,
and 180,000 in the first firebombing
of Tokyo. 1In all, 42 cities were
more than half destroyed by fire
raids, and only 3% of all bombing
casualties were from the atomic
attacks.

The media keep on remembering
Dresden and ignoring the others. On
the 40th anniversary of the Oresden
bombing '"All Things Considered"
devoted a full half hour to it.

They mentioned that many civilians
in Oresden were refugees from the
destruction of Hamburg. The
reporters said that it was still a
mystery, just why Dresden was
selected. It had no military value,
and was a clty through which
refugees were funneling. They
contradicted themselves by saying
that the destruction of the city
threw more refugees into the
countryside, interfering with
operations of the German army.
wondered about some of these
details. Hamburg and Dresden are at

John
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opposite ends of the country, and
the two raids were many months, if
not a full year, apart.

A few days later a British letter
writer commented that attacking
Dresden was sensible retaliation for
the blitz of London and the
destruction of Coventry, including
its cathedral, a British clty of no
military value.

But Hitler blitzed London in
revenge for a bombing of Berlin,
Where does it end?

War is of course terrible and
barbaric, and it seems foolish to
get worked up over just one single
aspect of- its barbarity, whether it
be Hiroshima or Dresden or Coventry.

JACK GAUGHAN

Over the years the late Jack
Gaughan contributed many pieces of
artwork to NIEKAS,
good friend whom I often saw at
cons. The drawing presented here is
the last one that we had left.

He was also a

One of the first special sections
we ran in NIEKAS was on the occasion
of the death of Hannes Bok. Jack
contributed a plece to that section,
for he had been a student or
apprentice of Hannes. (Hannes had,
in turn, been a student of Maxfield
Parrish.)

VWihen Hannes died, Parrish was
still alive and inherited or had the
disposition of most of his work.
Jack inherited Bok's sketchbooks,
perhaps 75 pages of pencil sketches
and studies. Only a few were full

page drawlngs. One page, for
instance, had some 50 sketches of
women's faces showing every
concelvable mood. Terry Carr used a
few of these in his fanzine.

Bjo Trimble, Al Lewis and I came
up with the idea of producing a
memorial publication of the
sketchbook, with Jack's cooperation.
Ray Bradbury was originally to
contribute to the WIEKAS memorial
section but instead we asked him to
do the intro to the folio, I don't
know where the glitch occurred but
the intro was not in the folio as
published. It was published as a
joint venture of the lational
Fantasy Fan Federation and Project
Art Show, a national oruanizatlion
founded bLy {jo which originally
sponsored the Worldcon art shows. I
still have a few of the folios which
I am selling at the price of $5,
plus 75c postage. Ray DBradbury was
asked to particlpate because his
friemdship with Hannes predated
their professional careers. For
instance, in 1939 he had brought a
lot of Bok's artwork to the first
Worldcon and tried to interest
publishers in it.

Jack occasionally did special
assignments for NIEKAS, such as
illustrating an article by Plers
Anthony on the Arabian Nights. But
usually he sent us pages of
preliminary sketches of art done for
professional publications,; or
whimsical sketches done on the spur
of the moment.

Between my move to NH in January,
1966, and my loss of sight in
1971, I freguently went to
New York for weekends or school
vacations. While in NY I would
attend any fan meetings I could
find--ESFA, Lunarians, Fanoclasts,
FISTFA, or the NY City College SF
Club. On one such occasion Mark
Walsted was spending a weekend with
me, and after an ESFA meeting in
Newark on a Sunday afternoon we
stopped in to visit Jack, who lived
in NJ almost in the shadow of the
George Vashington Bridge. Mark
bought the original of a FESF cover
illustrating a story by Avram
Davidson. It showed several dragons
and several men bearing high
banners., I got one of the original
color sketches he had made when
preparing to do the Ace Books cover
for Silverlock. I wonder if there
would be any way to print this in
black and white in our Myers lissue.

November,

Jack was an enthusiastic fan and
pro. He did excellent art for
paperback books and GALAXY magazine,
and contributed to many fanzines.
Thus we all cheered when, in 1969,
he received both the fan and pro art
Hugos.
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By HARRY ANDRUSCHAK
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This is going to be a short column
this time around. It's being typed
on 24 February 1986. I have been
sober exactly two years, for what it
is worth. The main thing I have to
worry about right now is explalining
to NIEKAS readers how the Challenger
disaster will affect the Jet
Propulsion Laboratory.

NASA had planned to launch two
spacecraft towards Jupiter in May
1986. One of these was the European
Space Agency's Ulysses spacecraft,
formerly known as the International
Solar Polar Mission. The other was
NASA/JPL's Galileo Jupiter Orbiter
and Probe Spacecraft. Two of the
Shuttle orbiters had been modified
to use the Centaur upper stage
required to launch the two
spacecraft. One was Atlantis. 'The
other was Challenger.

The launch windows are less than
30 days in length, so with only one
shuttle, Atlantis, currently
avallable to use the Centaur only
one spacecraft could be launched in
any given window. Ulysses or
Galileo? Of course NASA might spend
the money to modify ODiscovery to
carry the Centaur. That way, both
spacecraft could be launched in one
window.

Launch windows to Jupiter are open
svery 13 months so the next windows
are June 1987, July 13988, and August
1989, and so on. There is also the
Hubble space telescope to be
launched.

However, NASA science payloads
have a low priority for Shuttle
launches. The Department of
Defense has first priority. With
only three shuttles left, the DOD
will now become NASA's main
customer.

In an era of budget cuts where is
NASA going to get the money to
raplace the lost launch capacity of
Challenger? Buy one or two new
shuttles at $2 billion apiece? And
with a two to three year delivery
time? Re-open the manufacturing

lines of the expendable rockets like
Titan, Atlas and Delta? That will
take two to three years and monay,
although it is now admitted that the
expendable rockets are actually
cheaper than the shuttle, despite
all the NASA hype.

So JPL is stuck with the Gallleo
spacecraft that has been ready for
launch since January 1982, and no
firm launch date.

Meanwhile, the Voyager 2
spacecraft has just completed its
Uranus encounter. This magnificent
achievement has been ignored by
press and public, since all
attention is on the shuttle
disaster. JPL has checked out the
spacecraft after encounter, adjusted
its trajectory, and the Voyager 2
spacecraft is now on its way to the
planet Neptune to arrive in August
1889. Does anybody care?

We live in interesting times,
folks.

-o00o-

I have some bad news. Last
Wednesday, July 3rd, I was informed
that I'm to be laid off my job at
JPL as of ODctober first. I'm still
trying to recover from the shock,
and if it wasn't for the '"We
Agnostics (AA) Group' I would
probably be back drinking now.

At the moment I have no idea what
I will be doing or how to go job
hunting. I will be working this out
with my alcoholism counselor at JPL.

-

I have no idea how this will
effect my NIEKAS column, tho
probably we will have to shut it
down. No new launches are likely to
happen before January 13831 anyway.
That is why the shop is laying off a
lot of technicians, led by me. No

launches for at least 4 1/2 years !
[

I will try to keep in touch and
let you know how things are golng.
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HOW TO SHARE A WORLD
FOR FUN AND PROFLT

In 1979, Ace Books took a chance on a weird idea of
Robert Asprin's {actually, I'm not sure if he has any
other kind), and published an anthology called
Thieves' Wor/d. Bob himself has given his account of
How It All Began in the essay at the end of that volume,
so [ won't repeat the story. It's not the cause, but the
effects of Thieves' World that interest me, both as a
phenomenon, and because of their impact on my own
career. So far, 1 have been invited into six “shared
world” anthologies, and actually contributed to f[ive
{Thieves' World, Darkover, Witchworld, Elfquest, Hell)
wiich if not sume kind of record, certamnly qualifies me

to discuss the phenomenon!

Given the dictum that "anthologies don't sell” which 1
have heard from so many publishers’ panels at
conventions, it is all the more remarkable that Thieves’
World took off and has been making out like bandits (so
to speak) ever since. I'm now supposed to be working
on my story for Volume 10, and the end is not in sight.
That would be remarkable enough, but as usual,
herd-instinct has seized the publishing world, and these
days no sf publisher's list is complete without its own
shared world anthology series.

Some of these worlds are created by two or more
people expressly for shared use, like Thieves' World,
Ithkar, Hell, and Liavek. Others belong to single authors
who tnvite other writers to come play, including Marion
Limmer Bradley {Darkover), Andre Norton
(Witchworld), the Pinis (World of Two Moons), and CJ.
Cherryh (Merovingen). With the exception of Darkover,
the latter are a more recent phenomenon (at least as
professional publications, although writing amateur
fiction about favorite worlds and- characters is a
time-honored tradition in fandom). [ should probably
include Star Trek here as well, even though it is a media

world and consists of a series of novels rather than

short stories.

The question of why anthologies do or do not sell is
probably connected to the question of why the number
of short story markets has shrunk so dramatically from
the abundance of pulp fiction's Golden Age. Not only
have the number of magazines devoted entirely to short
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fiction decreased, but many of the general magazines
have ceased to take any short stories at all.  The
science fiction short story market is still healthier than
any of the others, but in general, the age of the short
story seems 1o have passed.

Perhaps the need for a kind of entertainment that
can be ingested in small pieces is now filled by TV.
Perhaps our contemporaries find it harder to "get into"
one story after another. General anthologies seem to
have the same problem, and although the magazines are
willing to establish a smali, select, audience and publish
for it, book companies require a larger readership to
consider a book viable. Or maybe the problem is that so
many writers of short fiction have been corrupted by
college writing courses which teach mainstream literary
values, resulting in beautifully written, pointless
exercises. The difficulty may not be that the stories are
short, but that they are modern (if by modern one
means obscure essays in social realism, psychology or
surrealism).

I might digress here by suggesting a similar problem
in the field of poetry, which is in even bigger trouble
than the short story as a popular art form. For millenia
poetry was the preferred form of entertainment. Even
drama was wrilten in the prevailing poetic forms.
Today, there are only a few poetry magazines in the
country, and of these, only one is completely supported
by subscriptions and sales (the others, like most poets,
depend on grants and subsidies from the government or
educational institutions to keep going). A decreasing
number of general magazines buy poelry, and those
that do often look primarily for humor.

During those same centuries, popular entertainment
was mainly oral, and had to depend on the techniques
of oral literature to succeed. These techniques are
certainly more obvious in the discipline of poetry--
poets and critics have spent many pages analysing the
rules and requirements of rhyme, meter, and a host of
poetic effects designed to marry sound and sense. (If
you have trouble appreciating some of the old stuff, try
moving your lips when you read!)

What may be less apparent is that the short story
was also originally an oral art, and still fiourishes in oral
cultures (like the Society for Creative Anachronism) as



the folk tale. As such, it must also fulfill the
requirements of successful oral literature. Many of us
find the novels of Charles Dickens hard to get through,
but in the [9th century they were wildly popular.
Perhaps one reason for both the former success and the
present failure is the fact that they were usually
written for serialization in magazines, and most people
feard, rather than reading them, sitting around the
family fireside doing handwork while the pater
familias read aloud. Dickens succeeded, therefore, by
making the novel imitate the short story, or rather, the
tale.

Of course | may be picking sour grapes here, because
I have never yet succeeded in selling a story 10 F&SF,
but the fact that the closer a magazine comes to the old
pulp zines the more | will probably enjoy it is probably
more indicative. [t is true that if you don't like to read
a particular sort of literature, you're not likely to be
able to write it well. At least I can usually find
somelhing interesting in F&SF, whereas | can't read
the short fiction (I won't dignify them by the name of
“stories”) in the literary magazines at all. This is, I
suppose, why (when my college writing course had
convinced me that | couldn't write, and even if | could,
no one, including myself, would ever want to read the
results) [ ended up as a writer after all.

It is uncertain whether the present dearth of
markets for short fiction is the result or the cause of the
fact that so few authors make their names primarily
through writing it. What is clear, however, is that the
latter part of the 20th century is the age of the novel,
and that publishers (and apparently readers) like short
stories better if they approximate the novel form. 1
think that one reason the shared world anthologies (in
general) are succeeding so much better than (in
general) anthologies or collections of unrelated short
stories is just because they can be read as a kind of a
novel,

Greek tragedy assumed that a drama must observe
the three unities-- of place, character, and action-- in
order to succeed. Long fiction is more flexible, and can
stretch any one of those rules (as when there are
multiple protagonists or a story that wanders ail over a
universe, or even, as in Heinlein's Nvmber of the
Beast through a multitude of universes, if one writer's
perspective unites them) and still succeed, if one or
more of the others is obeyed well enough to give the
story unity. Stories in a shared world anthology have
different protagonists and actions (though in some of
the anthologies characters are shared), but they are
united by a common setting, and in some cases, by
taking place within a predetermined or mutually agreed
on history. The reader probably perceives little
difference between worlds invented by groups or single
authors, so long as all the writers are able to portray
the setting with reasonable consistency, but for the
writer there are certain changes in focus and approach.

Although the rash of anthologies set in an already
created universe appeared on the professional market
slightly later than the jointly created setting, they
represent a venerable literary tradition. The need of
fans to extend their involvement with a world that has
caught the imagination is essentially the same
motivation that fuels children's mimetic games. 1|
imagine that Cro Magnon children replayed their
fathers' hunting tales, and as each culture developed its
heroic cycles, its children must have acted out their
stories ("We'll be the Christians and you be the
Saracens”-- "No, we were the Saracens last time!").
History, folk tales, religious stories, plays, anything that
caught the imagination was grist for the mifl. These
days, children’s dramatic play is more likely to be
inspired by television. When Disney put out a series on
Davy Crockett, | pestered my father to carve me arifle
from a piece of lumber, and led the neighborhood boys
in endless battles and expeditions.

As an alternative to acting out the stories, one could
always put one's dolls through the adventures, a
practice which has been made much easier (though
perhaps less creative) by the toy industry’s explosion of
“action dolls”. These days the toy rights are one of the
most valuable subsidiaries in any media contract. So
are the game rights, which with varying degrees of
structure allow people to interact with a created world.
The practice of participating in a secondary universe
through writing dates from the spread of literacy, and I
suspect arises quite naturally in any child with a good
imagination and facility with words who becomes
enamoured of a particular world.

In fandom, this impulse results in the publication of
fan fiction. Stories set in secondary universes have
usually appeared in fanzines devoted to their creators.
However not all popular writers inspire such a tribute.
Before the compulsion to add to the mythos is aroused
certain criteria have to be met. Usually the work must
be mythopoeic in the sense that the "world” or culture
being portrayed is as important or interesting as the
characters who live there. This usually requires a work
of considerable length, or else a series. When the work
provides the right sort of depth and complexity of
setting, people who enjoyed it [ind themselves
peculiarly frustrated when they have memorized
everything the writer has written on the subject and
still want more. The 60's posters labeled "Visit Middle
Earth” address this feeling directly. The reader is
homesick for an imaginary world.

Someone with more knowledge of fan history than I
may be able to cite earlier examples of fan fiction set in
secondary worlds. My first acquaintance with it was in
connection with Tolkien, whose Middle Earth remains
one of the supreme examples of modern mythmaking.
Tolkien's interest was in his world as much as (or
perhaps more so) than his characters. The world, with
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its history, geography, and above all its languages, came
first, followed by the legends of the people who lived
there. It is therefore no surprise that people who had
worn out their copies The Hobbir and The Lord of
the Rings and were awaiting with diminishing hope

the publication of the Sr/marillion should attempt to

fill their need to reexperience Middle Earth by writing

new stories of their own. These stories were by no

means always the work of people incapable of creating

worlds of their own. Marion Zimmer Bradley's tale,

“The Jewel of Arwen", appeared first in her fanzine,

Astra’s Jower, and was reprinted years later in (I

think) one of Lin Carter's anthologies.

Perhaps because of her own background in fandom,
Marion has always been more sympathetic to fan fiction
than most professionals, and Szarstone, the Darkover
fan fiction magazine, was published with her blessing.
Starstone saw the first appearance of several writers
who are now on the way to becoming pro’'s themselves,
and demonstrates the value of this kind of writing as a
training ground. The Elfquest graphic novel has also
produced a fan magazine which publishes fiction.
Jacqueline Lichtenberg's Sine/Gen series has also
inspired considerable fan participation, which has
reached print in the form of collaborative novels rather
than anthologies. Perhaps the strangest and largest
source of fan fiction is Star Trek, and in this case it is
not so much the world as the two main characters
which have attracted the devotion. The resulting fiction
is referred to as "K/S" (Kirk/Spock) because it focuses
(fixates?) on their relationship as the basis for fantasy
(in the psychological sense).

The danger in writing fan fiction is that a potential
writer will become too dependent on other people's
ideas. The advantage is that it allows an amateur to
take characters and setting as givens and concentrate
on learning his or her craft. Some of the shared world
anthologies have provided an opportunity for talented
fans to break into print, although all of them require a
leavening of known Names in order to sell the
anthology. The good newcomers will evade the trap of
imitation, and go on to sell their own original work as
well. Comparing any of the professional anthologies
with a fan-fiction-zine also demonstrates that more
than name-recognition is required. Big name novelists
sometimes turn in pieces that read more iike chapters
than stories, but they can be depended on for
competent writing.

The particular genius of Robert Asprin, and the
specific source of the current craze for professional
shared world fiction was the intuition that the whole
can be more than the sum of its parts, and that a setting
can in itself be sufficient to win readers’ loyalty without
a single big-name author or a dominant plot and hero.
When this concept is carried out by writers who know
their craft, the result can be very successful indeed.

Whether the world is invented for the purpose of
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the anthology, or exists already in one or more novels, it
must meet certain requirements if it is to be shared
successfully. First, it needs a certain scope-- that is to
say, the back yard has to be big enough for other people
to play in too. This does not necessarily mean physical
area. Sanctuary itself is a small town, and aithough the
Empire of which it is an unwilling part is large, the
surrounding real estate has been exploited only in the
TW spinoff novels. The Ithcar stories are set mainly
within the confines of the Faire. However both
Sanctuary and Ithkar are “high density” environments,
with a wealth of different districts and neighborhoods.
Most of the Thieves' World writers have carved out
their own territories as well as inventing characters,
and tend to work from the power base of their own
“turf”. In my earlier stories, Lalo and Gilla kept for the
most part to their own part of town, and interacted
mainly with characters (like Cappen Varra and Enas
Yori) whose creators appeared to have abandoned them.
However since Lalo painted the Black Unicorn, things
have changed, and lately both Lalo and I have been
forced into a more active role.

In the Darkover anthologies, the geographical
settings include town and countryside, and offer a
series of historical periods to choose from. 1 have
always been leary of using other people's point of view
characters, so in my contributions to Darkover |
attempted to stake out a part of the planet's history
which Marion herself had not covered, and invented my
own characters to live there. A similar situation exists
in the Witchworld anthology. In both cases, the
prospective writer has numerous novels to mine for
This requires less original
invention from the writer, however it does require
more research to maintain authenticity. The problems
in writing for a well-developed world of this kind are
much the same as those encountered in writing a
historical novel. In both it is essential to do your
research, and plot developments must conform to an
already established sequence.

In the Elfquest spin-off, H/oad of the Ten Chiels
each writer took one of the Wolfrider chieftains who
preceded Cutter. Although everything in these stories
must be consistent with what £//guest said about Eif
history, each of us has not only his or her own
characters, but our own historical periods and in some
cases tracts of territory. Aside from the need to
coordinate with the writers whose chieftains preceded
or followed our own, there is very little interaction. The
particular interest in writing Elfquest material is in
trying to make plain prose convey some of the
marvelous visual qualities of the original graphic novel,
while taking advantage of its ability to convey senses
such as sound and smell which in the comic format are
more difficult.
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Heinlein...

Moskowitz...&

ME.

alex

by

In NIEKAS 33, Sam Moskowitz takes
£d Meskys to task for mis-
remembering some fact (or non-fact)
about Robert Heinlein and says that
Heinlein would have reason to be
irritated about this error, I'm not
sure why, since the error casts no
discredit on Heinlein.

Funny thing, though, in his very
next paragraph Sam goes on to say
some discreditable things about me
that don't happen to be true. I
can't help but wonder if he thinks
that's as serious a matter, and
whether he would grant me the same
right he grants Heinlein to be
irked?

One thing that Sam says that isn't
so is that twenty years ago I wrote
him a letter asking him for
everything he had on Heinlein; and
when he didn't answer me, I wrote a
vicious attack on him in the fanzine
YANDRQO.

The fact is that when I first set
out to research Heinlein In
Dimension, I wrote to a lot of
people, not just Sam. I asked
nobody to turn over private
researches in their entirety.
describe the book I'd been
commissioned to write and I did ask
for information, comment and
criticism. Some people answered me,
and some didn't. But I certainly
didn't go out and launch vicious
personal attacks on the ones like
Sam who didn't reply. If I went in
for that sort of thing, I'd be
kicking Sam around today because all
these years later, he still answers
no request I make for information--
not even the page number of the
editorial in the first issue of AIR
WONDER STORIES, and other sacrets
like that,

I dig

What Sam is taking for a perscnal
attack on him was not that st all.
About a year after my letters asking
for halp in dealing with Heinlein

panshin
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and his fiction, I wrote a review in
YANDRO of Sam's book, Seekers Of
Tomorrow--just as I would review
every work of SF bibliography and
criticism that came lnto my hands
for a period of fifteen years or so.
At the outset of the review, I said
that Sam had an abliding love for
sclence fiction and no talent for
communicating it effectively. And I
spent the body of the review
pointing out examples of
carelessness and clumsiness. I
would not do this today, not because
I no longer find Sam's lumpish prose
and petty errors grating, but
because I've come to believe that
Sam's carelessness and clumsiness
are less important than the value of
his piloneering researches. And I've
sald as much in print in the last
year or so when I saw Sam attacked.

But Sam says something else that
isn't true that bothers me. He
says, "In the case of Alexei
Panshin, he was young and
overzealous and pursued information
about Heinlein's personal life like
a bull in a china closet. He
learned about relatives, either
borrowaed or tried to borrow their
personal correspondence from
Heinlein from them. Helnlein was
horrified, After all he was
scarcely dead and fair game for
researchers, '

(I can't help but wonder, by the
way...how do you GET a bull into a
china closet? And once you've got
him there, how do you induce him to
stay? Never mind--but do understand
that it was phrases like that which
wera one of the things that got to
me in reading Sam's book twenty
years ago.)

Sam says one thing that IS true
here. 1 was young. Naive, too.
But I simply wasn't overzealous in
pursuing information about
Heinlein's personal life. [Even if,
as Sam's china closet image seems to

imply, there is something delicate
and breakable in Heinlein's life
that needs special care and
protection.)

When I set out to do my research
twenty years ago, the very first
person to whom I wrote was Robert
Heinlein. In a page and a half
letter, the only thing I asked of a
personal nature was this: "I intend
to include a short biographical
chapter in the book, and I'm
interested in your family
background--for instance, what your
brothers and sisters do--and
anything else that isn't too
personal to talk about and that
doesn't appear in the four or five
biographies of you that I have seen
which all seem substantially to
duplicate each other."

1 learned of no Heinlein
relatives, wrote to no Heinlein
relatives, and sought to borrow no
intimate fFamily correspondence.
Readers of Heinlein In Dimension
will attest that this book of 200
pages has just three pages on
Heinlein the person., That's how
overzealous and poking into
Heinlein's personal life I was.

The fact is that the only
correspondence from Heinlein that
I've ever seen--aside from letters
to me or meant for my eyes--were
letters to a friend of Helnlein's
named Arthur George Smith, the
"Sarge Smith'' to whom Starship
Troopers is dedicated. Avram
Davidson, who was one of the people
to whom I wrote twenty years ago,
recommended that I contact Smith and
gave me his address. I sent him my
standard letter asking for
information, comment and criticism.
I got a letter back from Mrs. Smith
saying that her husband had died
about six months earlier, and
offering me Helnlein's letters to
her husband. In accepting her
offer, I said, "I can see that you
have a great deal of respect for Mr.
Heinlein and if there is any
possibility in your mind that
letting me see his correspondence
might be in any way a disservice to
him, I would prefer that you did not
send me the letters.'" She sent
them. They proved to have no
relevance to a book on Heinlein's
writing, and I said, "Thank you very
much! and sent them back to Mrs.
Smith.

I've never made any secret of the
fact that 1 saw these letters. And
when Heinlein first made his anger
about it known, in a letter to my
publishers accusing me of conning
his best friend's widow out of a
file of letters and threatening to
sue Advent 1f they should publish my
book, I wrote to Heinlein, who had
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Heinlein was playing games like
that 40 and more years ago. I'm
reminded of a story that Isaac
Asimov told me when I was
researching Heinlein In Oimension.

I didn't use i{t, of course, but
Asimov himself has since put it in
print a couple of times. When they
worked together in the Philadelphia
Navy Yard during World War II,
Asimov preferred to carry a brown
bag, and eat and read during lunch
hour at his desk. But Heinlein
wouldn't let him do it. He insisted
that it was Asimov's patriotic duty
to eat at the cafeteria, even though
Asimov found the food revolting.
What is more, he would not let
Asimov complain about the food, and
would fine him a nickel even for
remarks like, "Is there such a thing
as tough fish?'" Heinlein's answer
to that was ""That will be five
cents, Isaac., The implication is
clear.!'" And Asimov says that since
Heinlein was judge, jury and
executioner, that was that. Well,
that is still the way Heinlein will
play things today

when ha can.

But here's the weirdest part--for
ma, at least. A couple of years
ago, I was selling books at a
Philcon. A teenager wearing a badge
with the name Steven Diamond
approached me and told me that
Heinlein was his uncle {or maybe it
was his great uncle). And that
Heinlein had sent a copy of Heinlein
In Oimension for him to read, and
copies to his other nephews, too.
According to him, Heinlein said that
the book made some errors, but that
it was basically sound. The kid
stayed and stayed and talked and
talked., I was restive, because he
was killing business. And I was
never sure whether he was lying with
an effortless facility marvelous in
one so0 young or whether he was
indeed what he claimed to be.
Evantually, he said that he
personally preferred Asimov's
science fiction to Heinlein's.
Seeing my opportunity, I pointed out
Asimov across the room and suggested
that he go tell Asimov that., And he
moved on, leaving me wondering, was
it a message to me of some kind or
just more of the bizarreness
Heinlein's style seems to bring out
in people? I still don't know.

APPENDIX
LESE MAJESTY
reprinted from YANDRO 147, Apr '65

I swear that what follows is true.
If it seems incredible, I can only
answer that it seems incredible to
me, too, and I know only too well
that it is trus, If it matters, I
have documentary evidence to remind
me--more than 75,000 words of it.
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Robert A, Heinlein and I are not
on good terms.

I'm 24, an ex-PFC, a new college
graduate. I've sold half a dozen
stories or so and had one
anthologized, I have a novel almost
finished that I think pretty well of
(as opposad to the 200 pages of not-
much-in-particular that I turned out
when I was 18)., I like to think
that I'm getting someplace. But the
truth is that when they rank people
in order of their importance in this
country, I don't come out very high,
and certainly nowhere near Robert
Heinlein. Why, then, should he
shoot me down? The answer is that
in the course of an innocent
scholarly pursuit I have offended
him.

About a year and a half ago, I got
a note from a Los Angeles fan, Bill
Blackbeard, saying that Robert
Heinlein's novel A Stranger In A
Strange Land was still considered
controversial out there. He asked
me If I would care to do a critical
article on it., Since then, after
making page-by-page notes and doing
a lot of mulling, something I wasn't
prepared to do then, I have written
about A Stranger In A Strange Land,
but at the time I shipped Blackbeard
an article on the subject of sex in
Heinlein's writing. It was hastily
written, not exhaustive, and marred
by at least one snap judgement--but
in spite of this I had what I
thought was a pretty well documented
central point. Blackbeard handed
this article on to Redd Boggs, who
had just taken over the editorship
of SHANGRI L*AFFAIRES, and Boggs put
the title "Heinlein: By His
Jockstrap'" on it and put it in his
first issue, That was my first
offense.

I was at the Midwestcon last June.
Earl Kemp, whom I've known for some
years, walked up to me and salid,
"Alex, how would you like to do a
book on Robert Heinlein for Advent:
Publishers?' Since he had a glass
in his hand, I didn't take him
seriously. However, in August, in
Wabash, Indiana, Earl came up to me
again and sald, '"Alex. I wasn't
kidding. How would you like to do a
book on Robert Heinlein?'" Since he
didn't have a glass in his hand at
the time, I decided to take him
seriously.

What Esrl wanted was a minimum of
40,000 words in a serious critical
study of Heinlein's fiction.
Visions of glory aslde, that is a
lot of work. I thought it over
carefully, and then wrote Earl a
two-page, single-spaced letter
saying 1 would try.

I have written the book, 75,000
words of it, and the existence of
the book alone--not what is in it--
is my second offense.

In December, 1964, I began work,
I knew what I wanted in general, but
I was missing several stories and I
had a number of questions 1 needed
answers to. I sat down and wrote 43
people asking for material,
information, advice, comment,
criticism, and quotable opinion.

The FIRST person that I wrote to
was Robert Heinlein. I assumed he
would be interested. I mentioned
the article in SHAGGY, and salid that
I intended the book to be much
better, that I intended it to be
comprehensive and responsible, and
told him what would be in it. Then
I asked him for help. 1 asked him
for suggestions, comments and
criticism. And I asked him a series
of specific questions on pen names,
non-sclence fiction writing, family
background, movie writing, and so
on, in hopes that he might answer
some of them,

I never heard from him at all. I
was sorry about that because I
wanted the book to be as good as I
could make it, but I pressed on
anyway.

I wrote the book by a schedule.
By the end of January, I had
finished nine out of 31 projected
chapters, and I sent them off to
Advent. They wrote back: "The
manuscript you sent is eminently
satisfactory, and if the rest of it
is as good, we'll have a book both
you and Advent can be proud of."

At about this time, the end of
January, I found out that even
though Heinlein was not
communicating with me he was writing
and talking to other people, and
angrily. It puzzled me a little
that if he didn't like what I was
doing he would not write to me about
it, but he did not.

In December, I sent a letter to
Lurton Blassingame, Heinlein's
agent, and told him what I was
doing, and asked him for information
and advice. He answered and sald
that he thought a critical study of
Heinlein was a fine idea,
particularly now while Heinlein was
around to answer questions and make
rebuttals. He also said, however,
that his cooperation rested on
Heinlein's OK. I assume Heinlein
didn't give it because Blassingame
didn't write again.

Much the same thing happened with
an Annapolis classmate of
Heinlein's. L. Sprague de Camp had
suggested that I write him, and I



not answered my first letter. I
offerad him a look at what I had
written, and also a look at my
caomplete correspondence with Mrs,
Smith, so that he could see that I
hadn't conned her in any way. He
didn't answer that, either.

At the time, Heinlein's threat to
sue did temporarily kill the
publication of my bock. And I laid
out the (to me) bewildering facts in
a fanzine article in YANDRO 147.
Since Sam was apparently getting
YANDRO then, he ought to know the
facts that he is misrepresenting
now. What's more, I said it all a
second time in Richard Geiss' THE
ALIEN CRITIC in 1975 when another
garbled version surfaced.
that Sam has that one, too.

I'm sure

Even today, Heinlein doesn't
communicate directly with me, though
I have sent him a book review, three
essays and one story I've written
concerning his work as a matter of
courtesy. Recently, in fact, I
wrote him a letter of inquiry asking
if it was possible that his story
"Universe'" was inspired by the same
Emerson quote as Asimov's
"Nightfall.'"' A minor point in a
large book Cory and 1 are writing on
the conceptual development of SF.
Heinlein didn't answer that, either.
I never really thought that he was
likely to, but I did feel obligated
to give him the chance to correct
me.

I have heard from Heinlein once
indirectly. 8ack in 1973, I wrote
to a university librarian named Rita
Bottoms, keeper of the Robert
Heinlein Special Collection at the
University of California at Santa
Cruz. 1 asked for access to the
collection, and she wrote back that
permission was denied. I wrote
again to ask why, in view of the
fact that the collection was open to
the public and that I was a
legitimate Heinlein scholar. The
answer that I got back was a long
letter from Heinlein to Rita Bottoms
telling her to ignore his personal
animus towards me, and to do what
was professionally correct, and
asking her to send me a Xerox of his
letter.

In the course of that letter,
Heinlein informs Mrs. Bottoms that
he is going to establish a file on
me in his collection. Heinlein
says, "My prime reason for disliking
Mr. Panshin is that he obtained and
read without my knowledge or
permission a file of very personal
letters from me to my dearest
friend--all this after my friend's
death. Detalils, with proof, will be
exhibit A," It's strange, too,
bacause this letter itself was FAR
more personally revealing than

anything in the Smith
correspondence., There was to be
more in the file, by the way.
Exhibit B was to be a review of
Heinlein In Oimension documenting my
errors. Heinlein says, '"I shall
avoid the sort of wild conjecture
that he makes in his book. But I
will not be gentle; the facts are
rough," Exhibit C was to be a
similar pull-no-punches review of
Rite Of Passage, which Mrs. Heinlein
and others had told him was a
pastiche of his work.

I sent a copy of the YANDRO
article off to Heinlein, along with
my correspondence with Mrs. Smith,
and asked that for completeness they
be included, too.

But why establish a file like this
at all? My oplnion today is that
Heinlein was raising a warning
signal for other critics and
researchers, letting them know where
the lines are drawn.

I've never been in the collection
myself to this day, though I did
send a researcher in my name to
check out some things for me. Truth
to tell, I don't know whether the
exhibits Heinlein claimed to be
setting up actually exist, or what
is said in them. What did Heinlein
have to say about Rite Of Passage
when he finally got around to
reading it? And, having given
Heinlein more than one opportunity
to correct the errors in Heinlein In
Dimension to which Spider Rotinson
objects, I'd like to know what
errors Heinlein actually found. As
I told Heinlein at the outset, I
desired to be accurate, and even
after 20 years, I'm willing to make
my corrections. Most of all,
though, I'm curious to know how
Heinlein disposed of the relevant
correspondence 1 sent him for
inclusion in my file. For me,
that's the real test of his honesty
and his sincerity.

From time to time, I wonder about
this whole strange flap, especially
when some garbled version like Sam's
gets back to me. One of the things
I wonder about is the apparent
disparity between Heinlein's
reactions at my "offense.' 1 ask
myself, did I actually overstep the
bounds of civilized behavior 20
years ago? Trying to look at the
situation as objectively as I can, I
don't think I did., I was certainly
attempting not to. But I honestly
don't know. I've only written the
one book on the work of another
living writer--and I was young and
naive then, and improving like
crazy. Maybe someone in the
biography-and-criticism business can
tell me., Is it considered a breach
of etiquette or professionally

dubious to read letters from an
author to a friend without the
author's prior knowledge and
permission? 0id I do something I
shouldn't have in agreeing to look
at these letters when Mrs. Smith
informed me of their existence and
shoved them in my direction?

Here's a thought experiment...I
picture myself sitting down right
now to write a book about a SF
writer, say A. E. van Vogt. Along
the way, someone named Mrs. Jones
offers me a look at the
correspondence between van Vogt and
her late husband., Is it OK for me
to look? Is it necessary for me to
ask van Vogt before I look? And if
I do look, would van Vogt have a
reason to start a special file on me
in the university collection of his
papers? And I laugh, because once
you fill in the blank with any other
name but Helnlein, the situation
looks ludicrous and paranoid.

It appears to me that Heinlein
presents himself as a special case,
deserving of special treatment. And
that he has sufficient leverage--the
desire of people like Sam and Spider
to be hls good buddies--that people
play along with him. He sure
snookered Sam with a letter telling
him much, but then denying the right
to use what was told. And look at
the lengths that Sam is willing to
go right now in order to avolid
arousing Helnlein's possible
displeasure. Even I, who no longer
aspire to bs Heinlein's good buddy,
and stand near the top of Helinlein's
official shit list, have done my
best to respect Helnlein's demands
for privacy.

But how very odd it seems to me
that Heinlein will use so many kinds
of manipulation to control what is
said about him or known about him,
Just off the top of my head--
silence, threats to sue, rage for
effect, tricky letters, specisal
files, fences, smoke and
intimidation. And not just with me
and Sam, but with a lot of different
people over a period of many, many
years.

What's it all about? What's it
all for? It really beats me. But I
can see that there is this
consistent, continuing pattern of
pre-emptive growls and flutters.

And whatever the answer is, it is
not what Sam suggests, that Heinlein
f'only wants to give information to
responsible individuals under
civilized conditions.'" That's only
one more game, the. pretense by
Heinleln that he knows a Code that
others have forgotten, and that
anyone who crosses him in any way is

'Out of Line.
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did, asking some very general
questions. He answered by saying
that he would be glad to help me,
but suggested that I send him
specific questions that might each
be answered in a single paragraph.
I sent him the questions--innocuous
ones by my standards--and for all
that he was glad to help me, I
didn't even get a postcard for an
answer .,

There were other people 1 never
heard from in the first place. And
Advent wrote to tell me that they'd
been informed that my letters to
people had angered Heinlein,

That's just hearsay, of course.
Heinlein never wrote to ME to tell
me what might please him, though I
would have been very happy to
listen.

Then I made a mistake that made
Heinlein even madder at me.

Again at someone's recommendation
I had written to Arthur George
"Sarge' Smith, whom I only knew from
the dedication of Starship Troopers.
The answer came back from Mrs.
Smith, saying that her husband had
died in September. She also said
that she had a file of letters from
Heinlein to her husband that might
be of interest to me.

I don't apologize for writing back
that I was interested, but I do
acknowledge that it was a mistake--
for two reasons. One is that the
letters that I wultimately saw
didn't have any bearing on the book
I was writing., The other is that my
looking at them was something that
made Heinlein madder.

I wrote to Mrs. Smith saying
explicitly that some of the
conclusions I would be making in my
book would not be favorable. I
said, "I can see that you have a
great deal of respect for Mr,
Heinlein {she had spoken in daetail
of Helnlein's sincere, kind and
understanding nature) and if there
is any possibility in your mind that
letting me see your correspondence
might be in any way a disservice to
him, I would prefer that you did not
send me the letters.!

I shouldn't have written at all,
I should have taken to my heels the
moment her letter had landed in my
mailbox.,

When Heinlein found that I had
seen the letters--I had made no
secret of it and one of his friends
had told him--he called Advent.
This was early in February. Advent
wrote him a letter that offered not
only to let him see the manuscript
but also the opportunity to change
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any point in which I stepped outside
the bounds of legitimate criticism.
(And they wrote and told me to
return those damned letters. I'd
already done that.)

I sent Advent nine more chapters.

Heinlein sent Advent a registered
letter, the original to Earl Kemp.
Carbons were listed as follows: AGA
(who?); Science Fiction Writers of
America (a newly formed organization
of which Heinlein and I are both
charter members); George Price
(another Advent partner); Harris,
Lorah and Harris (another registered
letter--these, I would guess, are
his lawyers); Lurton Blassingame
(that, if you recall, is his agent);
and three more carbons for his
files., None to me--1 gather polite
society doesn't recognise me.

I have seen a copy of this letter
and it is one of the strongest
letters I have ever seen. It called
into doubt Advent's purposes since
they had chosen me, "an untried
college student,'" to write the book,
instead of an experienced, respected
and qualified ecritic such as
Conklin, Knight, Merrill, Moskowitz,
Boucher, or P, Schuyler Miller
{Heinlein's list).

The letter accused me of having
shown ungentlemanly, unethical, and
in one case, dishonorable and
illegal methods of gathering
material. It said other things,
too: that I had pried into his
affairs (that letter he never
answered, perhaps?), that I hadg
caused him trouble in the past {the
SHAGGY article, or the fan letter I
wrote him when I was a boy?) and
that I had conned his best friend's
widow out of a file of letters
(hah!!).

The letter forbade Advent the
right to quote from any of his
copyrighted works, the use of his
name or plcture, or anything in
which his permission could be
required.

He refused to look at the
manuscript (why???)}. Moreover, he
said that if it were published he
reserved the right to sue, bringing
criminal action or whatever else
seemed appropriste,

Advent sent me $50 and a letter
that sald (a) they still liked my
manuscript, and (b) goodbye and good
luck.,

THAT is what it feels like to be
stepped on.

One thing is clear to me, if not
to Heinlein. Writing a book like
this isn't likely to return much for
the time and effort involved. Ask
Advent's other authors how much they
realized for their work. It is
possible that none of his chosen
critics might be interested in
writing a critical book for Advent:
Publishers on the storlies of Robert
Reinlein.

Why Heinlein never wrote to me so
that he could be assured that I was
writing nothing other than the
critical, responsible study that I
told him I was writing in the first
place, I don't know. Perhaps that
is the way important figures deal
with untried college students.

I wrote three letters: one to
Science Fiction Writers of America,
one to Lurton Blassingame, and one
to Robert Heinlein. I offered to
let any or all of Heinlein's
praeferred critics read my
manuscript. I sald that if any of
them pointed out illegitimate
criticism, I would change it to
satisfy them or delete it. I said
that if any of them thought my
manuscript worthless, I would drop
it entirely. I offered to let my
book and my correspondence,
including that with Mrs. Smith, be

" scrutinized.

Damon Knight, for the SFWA, wrote
that he had sent a letter to
Heinlein asking if there was
anything the SFWA could do to smooth
things. This was more than a month
ago and since I haven't heard
anything from the SFWA since, I
assume that Heinlein didn't think
there was anything the SFWA could
do.

Lurton Blassingame sent a note

‘that said before I wrote a bilography

I should find out the reaction of
the person involved. I replied that
I wasn't writing a biography and

‘that I had tried to communicate with

Mr, Heinlein. That was the last
that I heard from him.

Robert Heinlein never answered.



My book is done--75,000 words on
the writing of Robert Heinlein. I
think {pardon me for saying it) that
it is a fair, perceptive, thorough
plece of work, Before I started
writing the book, I had a meeting
with all the partners at Advent and
we agreed that the book was worth
doing because of the importance of
Heinlein in the field and the
quality of his writing. We also
agreed that the book would only be
published if it were fair and
accurate--we all wanted that.

The thing that makes this whole
mess seem like such a bloody farce
to me is that the book that Heinlein
is so anxious not to see and not to
have published is far more admiring
than not.

And I still haven't heard from
Heinlein. It's funny, too. I know
I put my return address on the
envelope.

Farnham's Freehold, page 88: '"...a
book need never die and should not
be killed; books were the immortal
part of man., Book burners--to rape
a defenseless frliendly book.'
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They are there in order to ask
questions so that he can explain
things to them (and to the viewsrs
Jand they haelp him get into and out
of trouble wheneaver they land. The
original Doctor was more sinister
and ruthless in the early eplsodes;
he seems to have learned some of his
finer virtues from the two ’
schoolteachers.

Each actor who has played The
Doctor has given him a different
characterization, with the later
ones trying to incorporate some bits
of the earlier ones for continuity.
The original was short tempered and
imperious and tended to teach
Socratically, by making the pupil
think things through for him- or
herself. The second was based more
on Charlie Chaplin, and emphasized
the childish qualities of The
Doctor; but beneath the panic and
the sllliness, he was always

unpredictability, with a bizarre
sense of style plcked up from the
fourth and strengthened.

The reasons for the different
characterizations are a mixture of
original concept, actor's
preference, producer's declisions,
and competing pressures--what was
popular in TV and movies at the
time, Some producers lookad at what
popular novels wers about, others at
current moviss; some elements were
copled, others avoided on the theory
that if you can't compete (with a
low budget), you should do something
original instead of being a poor
copy.

And yes, Colin Baker, the sixth
Doctor, did finally repair the
chameleon circuit on the TARDIS, but
the saplent machine 1ls old and
cranky and set in her ways, and
she's out of practice to boot; so

2 ),

thinking, end his most blzarre
behaviour usually had an extremely
loglcal purpose revealed later. The
third was more of a James Bond, but
he retalned the flashes of temper.
The fourth re-smphasized the
childishness--""What's the use of
being grown up if you can't be
childish occasionally?'--but
continued the action-adventure
styla, and the flashes of temper.
The fifth was deliberately less all-
knowing, more likely to get into
trouble from sheer curliosity, and
resorted to more of the apparently
panicky running of the sacond. His
tamper flashes were more childish
than imperious, but he also taught
Socratically; he did some physical
action, sword-fighting and so on,
but more in self-defense and as a
last resort. The sixth appears to
be returning to the originsl

most of the time it still looks like
a police box. When it does change,
it looks like something equally out
of place for where it is.

Send constructive fan mail to:
BBC TV Centre
Doctor Whe
Wood Lane
London W12 7RJ, England UK
-000c-
TOM BAKER'S DOCTOR WHO
or
The Trickster as Hero

by Sherna Comerford

Although I've been a sclence
fiction fan for twenty years, I've

only been a Whovian since I was
suddenly and seversly hooked last
fall, This maskes me somewhat less
than an expert on the subject.
Recently, however, Ed was nice
enough to ask me to put down soma of
my thoughts. A fan with s new
anthusissm is rearely reluctant to
share it, and I thank him for the
opportunity.

I've seasn many of the spisodes
made by the fourth Doctor, Tom
Baker, and vary few of anyone
else's. Also, since I don't (yet)
own a VCR, I've seen these episodes
only once or twice (we have two
stations that broadcast them in the
Washington DC area) so I must rely
on my memory for details. Caveat.
Especially when I quote.

If any one thing hooksd me, it was
Tom Baker. I love the variety of the
human face, and his is marvelously
strange, funny and expressive., He
alsa has a deaep, rescnant volce
that's made all the more pleasant by
his British accent. I understand
that much of the humor of his
performance was spontaneous on his
part, and left in by s wise
director. This certainly helps tseke
my mind off the worst problem of the
program, which is that most stories
are formula and unbelisvable.

His Doctor (I cannot speak of any
of the others) is a very right-
brained and non-linear thinker. He
i{s untidy and unsystematic. He is
portrayed as being brilliant, yet in
ovar flve centuries he hasn't beean
able to fix the staering mechanism
on the TARDIS. There is some

‘question as to whether he's even

gotten around to trylng very hard.

Desplte this, he manages to make
some dreadful problems come out
reasonably well at the end, through
his genius, his genuine courage, and
his utterly unshakable humanism.
He's a good guy who's at least as
much fun as the trickliest villain on
any other progrsasm, and that is a
breath of fresh air. Desplte his
possessing many attributes of the
hero ar‘chetype, I see him as an
example of the archetyplical
trickster.

The trickster, who refuses to be
controlled by the rules -the rest of
us must live by, is popular in human
lagend ag far back as we have
records, and probably as far back as
stories were told around paleolithic
campfires., The classic examples
most often given are Loki and Coyote
Man, but it would be just as
accurate to point out examples in
our own culture, from The Stainless
Steel Rat to Bugs Bunny.

A wonderful visual metaphor for
his whole trickster aspect is his
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most famous prop. Tom Baker is a
tall, lean man. As the Doctor, he
wears an esccentric conglomeration of
clothing, including a brightly
striped scarf that loops very
loocsely around his neack and dangles
all the way to thes floor on both
sldes. As he moves, it threatens to
tangle his legs at each step. It
accentuates both his appearance and
his eccentricity, and for seven
ysars he wore it in most of his
scenas with a skillful lack of

grace that never descended to the
merely slapstick.

Another prop he uses frequently is
8 small paper bag of jelly babies (a
candy not unlike gummy bears in this
country). On tha farthest planet or
in the tensest situation, he is
likely to reach into the bottomless
pockdgs of his long coat, pull out
this utterly mundane object, and
offer the susplicious (fill in the
blank) a jelly baby. Sometimes it
halps defuse things. Most often it
helps entica others to underestimate
him,

Ones delightful moment comes when
he uses it to steal a flying boat he
needs to reach the villain., It had
already bean established that the
paople on this particulsr planet had
never seen psnny candies before, so
the Doctor sneaks out of hiding and
lays a trall of them leading away
from the flier, Then, to get the
guard's attention, he very carefylly
tosses the bag onto the hood of the
flier without revealing his hiding
placs. the guard sees the bag, looks
from it to the candies on the
ground, and goes off following the
trall, leaving the flier unguarded.
Tra-la,

What I didn't mention in setting
this scene is that when Tom Baker
tosses the bag of jelly bables, he
first pulls one out with his teeth,
like John Wayne pulling the pin on a
hand grenade, It's this kind of
throwaway bit that makes it
difficult to take your eyes away
from the screen even briefly.
Sometimes a throwaway is important
to the story line, snd missing it
means you have to walt until things
are revealed to the other characters
before you know what really
happesned,

The Doctor i{s himself aware of tha
quirkiness of his personality, and
there i{s always the underlying
question of whether ha's doing
somathing for fun or as a brilliant
dieguise for a serious purpose. I am
espscially fond of such self-
descriptive lines as "I'm a very
dangerous fellow when I don't know
what I'm doing.!" and "Interfere? Of
course we'll interfers., Always do
what you're best at, I say!'
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It becomes a conscious plot
elemant in the story "Invasion of
Time,'" when the Doctor must keep his
real motives hidden from some mind-
reading aliens with whom he is
pretending to collaborate as they
invade his home planet of Gallifrey.
He explains to a fellow Time-Lord,
Cardinal Barusha, that Barusha will
be in danger if he gets too lnvolved
wlth the invaders because his mind
is too stralghtforward. He can't
keaep up the constant mental and
behavioral stream of misdirection
that the Doctor has been using to
hide his true motives and remain in
the aliens' confidence.

This story is an unusually fine
showcase for the talent of its star.
Maintaining those mental barriers
and having Gallifrey (of all
places!) at risk puts the Doctor
under a great mental strain, which
apparently has been going on for
some time. He doesn't do anything
he dosen't always do in his sudden
fits of temper and quirky
irrelsvancles, but the intensity is
subtly increased, and wa feel
subliminally that this one is
getting to him on a level that most
of his adventures, as serious as
they are, do not.

Tom Baker is a fine actor and a
very talented clown. I'd put him in
the same class as Art Carney, and
they don't come better than that.
Unfortunately, I've heard it said
that his seven years as the Doctor
had typed him in the limited
imaginations of those who are
responsible for casting other roles.
If so, it's very sad. I'd love to
sae what else he can do.

I've racently seen a few of the
eplsodes made by the Fifth Ooctor,
Peter Davison, I understand that
some people don't like him because
he replaced the man who did such a
brilliant job in the role. This is
silly. Each actor brings a
different interpretation to the
part, and there's no nesd for them
to be in competition with each
other. I enjoy Peter Davison's
Doctor (as I enjoyesd the couple of
Jon Pertwee episodes 1 was lucky
enough to see) without worrying
about what Tom Baker did that he
did*'t. Each of the six Doctors (and
I hear rumors that there may soon be
a seventh) should be judgad, for
better or for worse, on his own
merits, because each one has
qualities and quirks that the others
lack. Peter Davison's attributes,
however, do not seem to include the
trickster, and I shall have to wait
to analyse what I like sbout him
until I've seen more of his work.
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SOME BOOKS ABOUT DOCTOR WHO
by Tamar Lindsay

DOCTOR WHO--A CELEBRATION, Peter
Haining, W. H. Allen & Co PLC,
London, hc, 1983, 256 pp., $19.95

DOCTOR WHO--THE KEY TO TIME, Peter
Haining, W. H., Allen & Co. PLC,
London, hc, 1984, 264 pp., $24.95

DOCTOR WHO--THE UNFOLDING TEXT, John
Tulloch and Manuel Alvarado, St.
Martin's, NY, trade pb, 1883, 342
pp., $9.95

THE OOCTOR WHO PROGRAMME GUIDE, VOL.
#1, Jean-Marc Lofficier, Target
Division, W. H. Allen & Co. PLC,
London, pb, 1981, 128 pp., $2.95

I am an adult '"Ooctor Who' fan, or
Whovian. I came to the show as an
adult, around the age of 35 (it
depends on whether you count from
the first show seen or from the
moment I realized that 1 was
hooked). I am female, which is less
important but which may count for
some of my perceptions. And I am
ths holder of a BA in English
literature, which definitely has
something to do with my perceptlons.

The first three books listed above
are all expensive, compared with the
prices of the individual ODoctor Who
paparback novelizations, each of
which presents one complete story
line. (I reserve the term "episode'
for the half hour fragments into
which each story is broken, as they
are shown separately in the format
of a long-term serles, and therefore
have cliffhangers wrltten in.) The
newcomer to thae show may wish to buy
only one, to find out what it's all
about; I would recommend Doctor Who-
-A Celebration for that purpose. It
has descriptions not only of each
Doctor, but of the various
companions, starting with the very
first one, and it also has
statements by the various actors
sbout how they saw the roles., The
various villains are also included,
and the writers and producers. The
descriptions of the major continuing
alements, such s the TARDIS and the
planet (and city) of Gallifrey are
fairly sccurate, differing only in a
few daetalls from the statements made
during the shows 20+ year run.

There are eight full color pages of
photos of Tha Doctors and a few
important villains. The book has a
great many more black and white
pictures. The back of the book
contains capsule descriptions of the
stories through the second year of
the fifth Doctor, Peter Davison,
ending with "Tha King's Demons."

The last pages list the episodes
which the BBC has and the ones which
have been lost as of May 1983, so









Concord from S pm to approximately 1
am. Lured by the promise of
additional benefits, we purchased
ow tickets in advance.

It was easy to spot the festival
by the UNIT officers and men
skulking around outside. The
festival was small, but well dona.
It featured as guest speaker Patrick
Troughton, the second Doctor. He was
both very informative and inter-
esting. He offered great insights
into the program and was very
patient with the autograph session
and the questions asked during the
interviaw.

During the course of the evaning
we discovered that there weren't any
benefits to being an advance ticket
holder. I did, however, manage to
gaet in and out of the three-to-four-
hour autograph line very quickly.

My friend Dorian and I and only two
other people wore celery, (Peter
Davison wore celery as a boutonniere
to ward off unhealthy influences.)
Wa even went to some trouble to Find
an open market during the esvening to
refresh our celery. Our celery was
mat with kind words and
appreciation. Most people had
chosen to dress like Tom Baker with
the hat and the long flowing scarf,
The only disappointment was the
huckster area. It had mostly T-
shirts and a few pins and books.

The restaurant in the Highway Hotal
closes early and Dorian and I had to
leave the festival to grab supper.

In May Channel 2 from Boston also
sponsored a DOCTOR WHO festival.
They too promised additional
banafits for advance ticketholders.
The festival was held on a Sunday
from 10 am to S pm at the Park Plaza
Towers Hotel in downtown Boston. I
went with Scott, a fellow Whovian,
and Peter, new to the show, to what
I thought would be a bigger and
better festival. Only Peter had not
purchased his ticket in advance but
he got in no faster than Scott and I
did. I couldn't complain, for the
staff did keep the lines moving very
quickly.

1 was surprised by how close to
the Concord festival this was in
size and format. They even had two
of the same shows. Both festivals
startad out with the same video, "“K-
9 And Company.'

After a short break we were shown
a Pster Davison splisods of OOCTOR
WHO. Peter Davison was the guest
apeaker, and I found him to be alto-
gather delightful. He teased the
Channal 2 crew without mercy at the
start, and then ignored them while
he gave us, the audience, his full
attention. He not only told us = lot
about what happsnad to him when he

was Filming DOCTOR WHO, but also
shared with us his experiences in
filming ALL CREATURES GREAT AND
SMALL. He has a terrific sense of
humor and though we were the last
stop on an extended tour of the
United States, his energy and
interest never waverad. He handlaed
difficult questions with a great
deal of tact and humor and I was
impressad by his stage presence. He
than disappeared into one of the
back rooms for the first of three
long autograph sesslons. Our
tickets got us into the second
autograph session. Though he had
been signing autographs steadily he
took time to talk with each
individual person. I found him to
be very warm and en joyable.

The costume contest followed.
Once more 1 found it to be
surprisingly like that in Concord,
wlith the same number and varisty of
costumes. In Boston, however, thers
were more annoying people who just
walked on stage without any outflt,
in regular street clothes, and said
that they were the seventh or the
aighth Doctor. After the first one,
they just weren't funny any more.
Scott and I used this tims to come
up with our idea of a costume for
the seventh Doctor, borrowing ideas
from previous Doctors. I would like
to try creating it some day.

The contest featured several
raally wall done costumes, a few
outfits that nobody could figure
out, and some just plain terrible
ones. I was impressed by a twelve
ysar old's building of a K-9 Unit.
Though it wasn't mobile it was
extremely accurate in all details.
Talking with him later, I learned
that he had indeed built it by
himself. He won first place in the

"Companions!" category.

The huckster area was about the
same size as that in Concord with
vary much the same things for sale.
The only addition was a table from
England which had pewter figuras. I
wish I could have afforded more than
onea.

Finding nearby restaurants was not
a problem here, for we were kespt so
busy we never had a chance to search

P?
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for one until the festival was over
around 6. We kept ourselves going
with hot dogs from the concession.
We tried sodes, too, but that was a
mistaks not to be repsated. We had
a choice of Mountain Dew, Coke and
ginger ale, which were so watered
down that we could not idantify the
taste. We passed our cups around
with our eyss closed and could not
ldentify what we were drinking.

The final video, after the second
autograsph session, was of a Colin
Baker episoda. 1 had already seen
it in Concord. Scott hadn't seen

‘that one and I enjoyed watching his

reaction to it. The festival ended
with the audience helping take down
the chalrs and store them.

Petar, Scott, and I then went out
in search of food. We ended up in
Durgln Park which is famous for
its cranky and uncooparative
waltresses. When you ars called for
your table, if you do not run up
fast enough you can be sent back
down. It's part of the whola
atmosphere of the restaurant and is
very entertalning, and a proper way
to end the festival. Seating is
family style and you have to fight
others for water pitchers and menus.
Tha food is good, hot, and
plentiful, and the prices ere fair.

We left rather late and had a very
hard time finding an open gas
station and then finding our way out
of the city. We discoved little
parks, dark and rather frightening
back roads, and all sorts of
interesting things. Every time we
thought we found a street on the
map, it would changa its name the
next block. It was a good thing we
finally found an exit in the right
direction. After missing several
well hidden red lights, Scott had
gotten a very stranges look in his
eyes and Peter's hyperactive
behavior was steadlly increasing.

I finally reached home in Laconia
at 3 am, and had to get up at 7:30
to go to work. I am not saying it
was an easy Monday, but I would not
have given up Sunday's sctivities,
including our evening adventures,
for anything. I hope to do it again
with the same friends next year.

~-00o0-

Addresses:

Sherna Comerford

5400 Gallatin St,
Hyattesville MD 20781

Tamar Lindsay

4 Meadowbrook Orive,
(E. Windsor)
Hightstown NJ 08520

Fran Woodard
Box 753
Laconia NH 03247
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FRESHNESS, CONSISTENCY
...AND LOVE

In the July 1984 WRITER'S DIGEST
there was an article by Joel
Rosenberg on writing fantasy,
specifically, on the need for
freshness and consistency of
imagination in creating a fantasy
world.

The advice,by itself, was
excellent, but Rosenberg's examples
(based on his own first novel, The
Sleeping Dragon) seemed to me to
prove rather the difficulty of
following good advice. I thought of
writing a letter to WD on the topic,
but the points involved seemed
rather too long for a letter and too
short for their usual article
length. Besides, with questions of
writing fantasy, it seems more
appropriate to discuss them with an
audience of fantasists.

Rosenberg discussed in the article
the difficulty of creating an
interesting dragon, pointing out
that dragons have been overused in
recent years. ie explained that he
had wanted his heroes (people from
the ordinary world dropped into the
city of their D&D games) to get
information from a dragon. So he
proceeded to ask himself what the
dragon was doing in a city and how
it could talk understandably with
non-human vocal apparatus.

Searching for fresh and consistent
answers, he decided that the dragon
was telepathic (consistent enough,
.but hardly fresh), and that it was
chained in the city as a slave to
act as a garbage and dung
incinerator. He then found that
this answer fitted into the story
thematically: The freedom-loving
heroes pitied the dragon and freed
it.

well, a dragon-Disposall is fresh-
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by Ruth Berman

-but is it consistent? There are at
least three practical problems.

First, would incinerating shit be
a good idea? Wouldn't the process
produce noxious fumes that would be
as unpleasant and unhealthful as the
traditional ancient or medieval dung
heap?

Second, what about security? If
the dragon got loose, wouldn't it be
angry enough to incinerate a major
portion of the city? (Indeed, it
seems odd that it doesn't do just
that when freed by the heroes, but
perhaps the novel includes a
conversation along the lines of "If
we let you go will you promise...?"
although the article doesn't mention
it.)

Third, what about morality--or do
I mean labor relations? The dragon
is intelligent. It is therefore
immoral for the cityfolk to enslave
it, People do, of course,
frequently do immoral things. But
strong motives for morality often
constrain them., As mentioned under
security, chaining a dragon must be
difficult and dangerous. Why didn't

the cityfolk simply hire the

dragon's services? Dragons
notoriously love gold--wage
negotiations should have resulted in
an arrangement beneficial to both

sides,

The dragons of legend are (often--
not always) irredeemably at odds
with humanity, either because they
are beasts, too dangerous to live
around and and not intelligent

enough to negotiate with, or because

they are creatures of Satan with
intelligence and malevolence to turn
any contact into an opportunity to
do harm. A Satanic dragon might

have fitted in with Rosenberg's plot
if he had chosen to use one, but it
would have been difficult in such a
case to make it convincing that the
dragon would give the heroes
reliable information. Besides, the
theological implications of absolute
evil might not fit in with the
overall portrayal of the story's
world. Perhaps the fresher approach
of a dragon not irredeemably at odds
with humans would have worked
better.

But perhaps not.

Another rule of writing is "write
what you like." (Not to be confused
with "write what you know,' which
tends not to apply in fantasy, that
is, not directly.) HKosenberg does
not like dragons. lie doesn't even
like Tolkien's dragons; he commented
in the article that he thought Smaug
a low point in The Hobbit. Probably
few readers of Tolkiea would agree
with this rzaction., That kind of
difference of reaction is probably a
good indication of something to
avoid in one's writing, no matter
how one labors to be fresh and
consistent, because the absence of
love will show through. I!aking
something boring into something
fresh is a challenge, but it is
likely to be a challenge, the boree
should not take.

Instead, it is probably wiser to
put the freshness to work finding a
way to plot in another direction.
After all--why a dragon? The heroes
might have done better to get their
information from a chattering and
bird-brained griffin, or a friendly
unicorn, or an oracle of the gods,
or an entranced clairvoyant, and let
sleeping dragons lie.



The Emperic Rangers (lMainwaring's
Guards)

Late in the April of 2245 the
Emperic colony of New Creotia
decided to declare its independence.
By the end of that April New Creotia
was firnly back in the hands of the
Empire, (see Frelang Gibling's
Guidelines to Independence and
Ghazher's Denmocratic Showcases) but
at a terrible cost to the Emperic
Forces. Landings were made with
total disregard to surprize or or
any form of tactical stealth. In
other words the Marines that were
disembarked from the battle-shuttles
were like sitting snark wornels te
the newly formed but short lived
Independent hew Creotian Army.

After all the political dust had:
settled the chiefs of staff took a
serious look at the state of
military tactics. In short, how do
we take 2 planet with the mininun
loss to Lmperic forces. (see Zork
Snaffnler's dNilitary Equipment and
the Cost to the Taxgaxer). The
answer came in the forn of the
legendary Tobious :ilainwaring.

With the permission of the
military high command he raised a
force of highly trained infantry,
who could scout and skirmish, move
about quickly and quietly and use
individual initiative without
walting for words of command. To
put this into practice he formed the
Emperic Rangers. A small corps of
hand-picked men from various
regiments chosen for their
efficierncy, toughness, and high
standard of intelligence. They were
to be lightly equipped, their dress
modified, and they were to be given
a special course of training based
on the American Rangers. (see
Langeveld's Pre-Emperic Regiments
vol 67) The Regiment receivad its
Colors on June 20, 2246,

Their first chance of action came
during the First Rifian Expansion
attenpt, 2250-2300, Sinpson's
Haven, a recently colonized world,

by Colin

had been occuppied by a large force
of Rifians. Only four of the main
land masses were settled and 25
Rangers had been dropped onto each
of these, as close to the local
military installations as possible.
200 men in all, Three of these
landings proved to be disastrous.
The first landed in the middle of a
locals vs. Rifian Cricket match, the
second had an argument over
industrial-managerial relations,
only two survived, and the third
made planetfall in the gardens of
the Sisters of Benevolent Appraisal.
They were never heard of again. The
fourth, however, was highly
successful and achieved exactly what
it had been trained to do: to
disrupt enemy communications, cause
distraction and general chaos, and
keep the occupying forces busy while
Emperic Marines made planetfall.

The man responsible for this
successful operation was Ranger
Terence Shnurd Tiffer and is worth a
mention in this history. It was he
who blew up the predominant
buildings surrounding the local
interstellar sensor station, a
senior citizens' home, a hospital,
and a Freemasons' Lodge. During
this minor distraction the Rangers
were free to disable the station.

Despite his vital contributions to
the liberation of Simpson's Haven
Shnurd Tiffer was not a popular man.
Adept at the skill of tracking,
subversive warfare, and making fire
by rubbing two sticks together he
soon rose to the rank of Captain.
bDuring scouting operations on Pisce
II, he kept track of a large body of
Pisce's infantry by constantly
examining their wakes, He was to
become an expert in this delicate
form of undercover tactic and he was
eventually to play a major part in

the formation of the Second

Regiment. His entry at the annual
Regimental Ball was greeted with the
inevitable "Here's Shnurd Tiffer,
the turd sniffer.”

There's no clear record of any

LANGEVELD'S CATALOG OF
MILITARY HISTORY,

UNIFORMS AND TRADITION

Langeveld

regulation concerning the Rangers'
dress during the first few years of
their formation, and it would be
reasonable to assume that the
standard dMarine uniform was adopted.
In 2249 bavardy I decided to bestow
honors on various regiments to mark
the opening of the Girian peace
talks and the Rangers were given the
grant for the uniform that has
renmained virtually unchanged to this
day.

The head~dress is a black beret
with three Gromought tail feathers
worn behind the cap band.

Permission to wear the feathers was
granted on the ascension to the
throne of Dainer 1 in 2269Y. The
tunic and breeches are Brunswick
green with black buttons. Piping
the collar and down the breech secans
are white for the first regiment an
yellow for the second. A 'snake
buckle' on the black belt is of
white metal, DBoots, black for the
First and brown for the Second
tegiment in meimory of Shnurd Tifter.
The green cape with black lining is
held to the tunic with nagno-
friction pads. Officers' tunics are
double breasted, the piping is
silver for the First, gold for the
Second. The belt buckle is of
Thrisian silver and the cape is fur
lined. The cap badge worn by all
ranks bears the Rifian hunting horn.

On parade, as on active service, a
20 inch sword~bayonet is worn. The
first ten inches of this formidable
blade is saw edged and when fixed to
the baykhar sporting laser (chosen
for its lightness and accuracy)
becomes an interesting jimplement.
The order to "fix swords" is unique
in the Emperic Service.

The official combat dress is the
chameleon jump suit, but it is well
known that Rangers will adopt local
clothing while on active duty.
Space armor is never issued as is
any form of mini-medic equipment.
To quote their motto, "lightness,
speed, and silence."
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JESSICA AMANDA SALMONSON

Susan Shwartz's letter says Do Not
Quote and it certainly looks quoted
to me. She insults Plers quite
nicely and might not have wanted
this published. Why did you publish
something that says DNQ on it? Are
you a meanie at heart? Will Piers
be angry? I've not read enough of
his work to know whether he's as
sexist a writer as he's famous for
being, I know that I find a number
of profoundly sexist writers
charming and fun to be with, as long
as they don't mind that I poke fun
at them a lot. Bob Adams is a good
example, a jolly chap who can tease
and be teased without threat. The
only time that I bought one of
Piers's books was because a devotee
insisted it was his best book. And
all I remember about it now was that
it was rather childishly done, I
think I was writing The Swordswoman
(Tor Book) at the time and so stuck
in something satiric about that
recommended book. These years later
I've totally forgotten what I was
satirising. The Swordswoman
consclously satirised about a dozen
well known books, but at ths moment
the only ones I remember are the
masochistic insect queen who is a
parody of John Norman's ladies, and
the swordswoman herself who is a
sardonic version of John Carter of
Mars,

THE KABBALAH
LIN CARTER

I found most interesting Diana's
plece on the Hotz Aretz (as the Tree
of Life is named in Hebrew--
incidentally, the Kabbalah itself
the Hebrews call Chokmal Nesethrah,
the "“Secret Wisdom"). I began my
studies in, and experimentation
with, the Kabbalah some years ago,
operating on the viable premise that
a fantasy writer should know at
least as much about magic and like
that as science fiction writers know
about science. I thought her piece
a very decent introduction to an
inconceivably complex subject--the
Tree is, as she says, the ultimate
filing system: everything in the
entire cosmos can be sorted into ten
cubbyholes thereon.

For anyone who would like to get
right into it, I strongly recommend
doing it this way. Begin with the
actual texts of the Kabbalah
themselves; Mather's English
translation of The Kabbalah Unveiled
is in print and accessible, It
contains three of the basic books,
and the footnotes and Mather's intro
themselves are worthy of study.

Then go on to a balanced, overall
picture of the Kabbalah and what it

‘to myself.,

.are asleep.

is to the Jews: I suggest A Kabbalah

for the Modern World, by Migene
Gonzalez-Wippler, which is in
paperback. From there on, you're on

your own.

A few notes superadded to her
plece might not be unwise. She did
not mention that equated with the
ten stations of the Tree are the ten
degrees in the initiation of a
ceremonial magician. He starts in
Malkuth (Earth/the material plane),
and his first degree is

° =18,

This cryptic equation simply means
that beginning in Malkuth is, in a
mystic sense, ending in Kether. Or,
again in a mystic sense, Kether is
present in Malkuth, and Malkuth in
Kether: *"as above, so0 below,'" as
Hermes Trismegistus put it in the
Emerald Tablet.

This last is one of the great
teachings of magic and alchemy and
of all occultism., It has been
repeated over and over and over
again, in a variety of ways, all
adding up to the same truths.
F'rinstance Thomas Vaughan,
apparently quoting Proclus: "The
heaven is in the earth, but after an
unearthly manner; and the earth is
in the heaven, but after a heavenly
manner.' Or, as the slogan of the
Mysterium Magnum Lucis puts it: The
Crown is the Kingdom and the Kingdom
is the Crown. (Kether = Crown,
Malkuth = Kingdom)

Diana might also have remarked
that the second sephira up from
Malkuth, which is where we are,
Yesod, is more popularly known as
the astral plane, There is a reason
for this name, but it took years for
me to find it out so I will keep it
This is the dominion of
dreams; it is where we ‘'go' when we
(We don't go anywhere,
of course, except in a certain
sense., You've heard of '"astral
travel" but the term is a misnomer.
No travel is involved. We already
exist in Yesod in the astral
counterpart of our Malkuthian body.
All that is involved in astral
travel is a transfer of
consclousness from one receptacle to

"another.)

Amusingly, I was in Yesod just
last night and encountered a group
of people talking in an unknown
language; when I asked them what
language, they sald it was their
own: the Language of Dreams. Since
I was aware I was asleep, I asked
them what their word for "sleep"
was. One, a woman, answered me, and
sald AMBERSLAND, I instantly forced

“interesting subject.

myself awake (literally) and
scribbled the word down on the
notepad 1 keep by my bed.
AMBERSLAND...it would be very
interesting to learn if this word
had anything to do with Sleep or
Dreams in any known language....

Regarding magic (or Magick, as
Therion Magister--Aleister Crowley--
liked to spell the word), Crowley
sometimes has this pithy comment to
make on it, with an eye cocked to
the skeptics, 1 suppose:

“Maglc is as mysterious as
mathematics, as empirical as poetry,
as uncertain as golf, and as
dependent on the personal equation
as love, But that is no reason why
we should not study, practice and
enjoy it: for it is a Science in
exactly the same sense as blology;
it 13 no less an Art than sculpture;
and it is no less a Sport than
mountaineering."

To which I will only add: Ascendat
in nobis, Zetetikos, ignem sui
amoris et flammam aeternae
caritatis. Hoping you are the same,

DAVID PALTER

Diana Paxson’'s article on the
Kabballistic Tree of Life 1is highly
informative., Kabbalah is one of
those things which is continually
belng referred to in various places.
Yet I have had extremely little
knowledge of it. And it is an
But still I
would never be as interested in it
as Diana evidently is., Although she
states that it is impossible to be
certain whether Kabbalah pertains to
internal or external reality, she
also tells us that an unexpected
consequence of her study of the
Yesod sphere was that her waterbed
flooded. I assume that she did not
perform a ritual which involves
stabbing her waterbed with with a
ceremonial dagger, since the
flooding was unexpected. So Diana
must believe that some intangible
mystical force breached the
integrity of her bed. And
incidentally, I must wonder if she
will give birth to a mermaid nine
months later. This degree of
mysticism is beyond my current level
of acceptance, However, as a work
of fantasy the Kabbalah is still
fascinating in conception.

Thomas Egan's comments that the
moral principles of Catholicism are
universal, absolutely true and
eternal, that Americans cannot
understand the concept of truth,
and that the Bible is history and
not myth, are actually far more
unbelievable than the mild mysticism
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Letter to a Christian Mother, " it
is hard to avoid the suspicion that
many people automatically attack as
evil anything that teen-agers happen
to enjoy--because if they enjoy it,
it must be bad for them, what you
might call the medicine theory of
Sound Value, comic books, sf,
pinball machines, computer games, J
D Salinger, d&d games, television
shows, Shirley Jackson, and so on.

JOE RICO

Joe Christopher's "Letter' was

a pleasure to read. His answers to
Christian objections to D&D were
straightforward in addressing what
many consider valid points. I might
make some observations on his
analysis of the Cleric's character.
It seems clear to me that the
prohibition of the use by Clerics of
swords and other edged weapons has
its roots in the Europeam Middle
Ages, In that era Cathollic clergy
who were also overlords, on
occassion would lead their vassels
into battle wellding hammers,
morningstars, and maces on the
grounds that they would not shed
blood by using these weapons. This
justification was based on the
numerous references in the Bible to
the equation of wrongful killing
with the spilling of blood. See
numerous references, eg, Genesis
9106 "Whoever sheds the blood of man
by man shall his blood be shed."
Such reasoning was considered
hypocritical, even during the Middle
Ages, and did not trouble in the
least orders of fighting monks such
as the Templers, who used edged
weapons. Perhaps after reading
Jeremiah 48310, A reluctance on the
part of clerical doctors of this age
to perform surgery seems not to be
based on this moral point but rather
as an effort to keep surgeons in
their place as second class members
of the health care community of
Medieval Europe.

J. R. MADDEN

Out of all the fine writing in
NIEKAS 34 I would say my favorite
was "Letter to a Christian Mother"
by Joe Christopher. His reasoning
and explanation of the Dungeons And
Dragons game from a religlous
perspective can well serve anyone
who has had to deal with questions
from concerned parents about the
nature of the game. I would like to
commend the mother referred to in
the article, as well, because she,
unlike some knee-jerk reactionaries,
took the time to solicit an educated
opinion before acting in the matter
of the game.,

Several years ago one of my fellow
workers expressed concern about his
son being heavily involved in

Dungeons And Dragons. The fellow
worker objected to the game for its
use of Christian myths, angels,
archangels, devils, etc., as part of
the game. Of course he had no
objection to other people's myths
being used. To his credit he did
not attempt to ban his son from
playing the game. Instead he let
the fever burn out of its own

accord, as it seems to have done for
the bulk of the U,S. population with
the exception of the occassional
Bible-thumper who serves up the
demon of D&D at one of his hot air
rallies. D&D was originally
something of a cult among its
players. Advertising was within a
small specialized group or by word
of mouth. Games were only available
through the mail or specialty shops
in major cities, Most grownups had
little knowledge about the game.
Then the spate of publicity hit the
big time and a new fad swept the
nation. The makers of the game
vere, of course, very happy with the
increased sales though the negative
publicity had to be dealt with.
Today the mania has subsided with
the game, more or less, being played
by the original, or those similar in
outlook to the original, fans.
ANNE J. BRAUDE

I particularly enjoyed Joa
Christopher's piece on Christian
qualms about Dungeons & Dragons,
which has an intelligent and
compassionate perspective avoiding
both fashionable disdain for the
genuine spiritual sufferings of
fundamentalists and the recent media
hype that has linked D&D to an

increase in juvinile sulcide (60
MINUTES) and to Satanism (20/20 and
a recent DUONAHUE), Joe did not
actually mention either of these;
but as he implied in his sixth
point, when a person becomes
obsessed or driven off balance by a
role-playing game, it is probably
due to the flawed or damaged
personality which he brings to the
game rather than the game itself,

In that same section, he is in
error when he equates Law with Good
and Chaos with Evil: the Law/Chaos
and Good/Evil axes are perpendicular
to each other. The Law/Chaos axls
is akin to the Light/Darkness
polarity understood in terms of the
Apollonian and the Dionysian; see my
discussion of Dixie Tenny's Call the
Darkness Down (NIEKAS 34152).
Someone might be Lawful but Evil,
like the efficient, scientific Dr.
Josef Mengele; someone else might be
Chaotic but Good, like the
benevolant but unsociable Johnny
Appleseed,

In point 8, Joe deals with the
fact that the rolling of dice in the
game suggests a world ruled by
Chance rather than Providence. But
the game world does have a Creator,
who rules it, judges it, and
sustains ita existence from moment
to moment--the Dungeon Master. His
relation to the game and the players
(for the duration of the game only!)
is that of a surrogate God, which
opens up a whole new can of
theological worms.

As for clerics (point 10), the
prohibition against their using
edged weapons is medieval Christian
(which is why Charlemagne's
Archbishop Turpin went around
bashing people with a mace), but
otherwise the role of the cleric in
D&D seems inspired less by the real
religion of the present-day world
than by fantasy tales in which the
priests of benevolent deities ald
the hero against evil magiclans and
malignant supernatural beings (as in
the stories of Robert Howard, Fritz
Leiber, and occasionally Andre
Norton), or by ancient more or less
benign cults such as Druidism and
Mithraism. I have been told by
friends more familiar with role-
gaming than I am that there are
Christian fantasy roll-playing
games; they couldn't give me any
specifics except that they thought
that at least one involved the Quest
for the Holy Grail. I know Diana
Paxson years ago designed a board
game based on the Grall romances;
perhaps she could now find a
lucrative market for it. And even
Joe Christopher might like to try
his hand at, for instance, a Narnia
adventure?
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be construed as homophobic (unless
one has read other of Duras' work
and knows she's not homophobic) as
DEATH on one level is symbolic of
homosexuality. I think it is a
supernatural story but others
probably wouldn't think so; it's too
vague and mystic on that score, The
strength of the story is in its
empathy for the pain and confusion
of life; that an extended attempt at
sexual comfort is her means to
express this empathy for pain might
be hard for the prudish or the
conservatively minded to accept. As
for me, though, I'm in awe of Duras
to a degree no writer of fantasy and
science fiction has ever come close
to inspiring in me. I have a love
for tacky old horrer stories and
heroic fantasy, but somethirng in me
is convinced it would be possible to
blend the artistry of writers like
Duras with purely fantastical
fiction. In fact, I think Gabriel
Marquez has achieved exactly that
blend in his fiction, and American
writers should be aining more for
that kind of combination instead of
lionizing the awful stuff of the
Campbell years.

How many have noticed that the
lebula Award has become primarily a
pulp award? Authors whose books
have appeared only in hardcover
routinely withdraw them from
consideration so that the cheap
mass-market edition can be
considered instead. If it isn'tfa
cheap edition, it has less and less
a chance of sufficient nominations
to end up on the ballot. The short
story nominations are chiefly from
the crummy pulps. Vhen a magazine
like ANTAEUS runs a fantastic tale,
as it often does, f/sf professionals
never read it. The Nebula does not
encourage quality publishing plans
but awards only the throw-away or
quick-disintegration kind of
product., The Nebula, as a peer
award, inescapably has a weight of
meaning to it. In its present
state, the meaning is that sci-fi is
gobbledygook and should be published
in as junky a manner as possible.
Anything else is not part of the
peer group at all,

The PKD reminiscence was
interesting and so was Piers
Anthony's article.

A Christian writer no one seens to
read anymore, and whom I greatly
adnmire, was Laurence Housman. He
was also a feminist and a socialist
§0 maybe that's why I like him so
ruch more than standard bozo
Christian bullshit fantasy morons
such as the lionized (pun!) C. S,
Lewls. Housman's "The Catch of the
Cherub" is about a charvoman for a
cathedral, whose cat gets hold of a
cherub on the cathedral roof and
brings it home. The charwoman

NIEKAS 35:38

nurses it to health, then has to
deal with the awful necessity of
letting it fly back to heaven. It's
also a story about wife-battering
and women's independence., There are
many of his stories like that one.
lle also wrote a good many fairy
tales that are a bit more difficult
(surprising, since they are
ostensibly suitable for children and
should be easier). They are quite
surreal and satiric and nothing like
other falry tzles of the time. Lut
his short stories are superb and
it's a wonder to me that he is so
forgotten (or, if remembered, he is
remenbered as a faious poet's
brother). Dover Books brought out
cne of his fairy tale books somec
while back, and that was by no neans
the best book te rcawaken interest
in hin. I renember that the Dover
edition mentioned Clemence liousian,
the illustrator, as the artist's
wife. She was of course his sister
and she wrote that classic novella
The Werewolf. Her wood engravings
are reminiscent of the Pre-
Raphaelites. The Housman family is
good evidence that you dou't have to
be a moron to be a devout Christian,
though nmost do seem to be dupes and
asses. Here in the Northwest a
rowdy Christian organization is
trying to get a people's initiative
on the ballot outlawing
homosexuality and making it a
criminal offense to employ gays and
lesbians, This is what Christians
seem to spend most of their tinme
doing as public service. Why does

one rarely hear about Jewish
organizations for the suppression of

human rights in America? (There IS
a fucked right wing Buddhist sect,
however, the Nichiren sect, nmostly
Japanese nationalists, not to be
confused with white Americans who
chant the Lotus Sutra to have their
wishes come true. They are totally
divorced from the Japanese
Nichirens. St. Nichiren, howcver,
was a fascinating historical
character, a fanatic of course but
rather appealing. Sect members go
door to door trying to get converts,
much as Jehovah's Witnesses do, and
have none of the political
influences of Christian ripght
wingers.) [Laurence Housman also
wrote Victoria Regina, in which
Helen llayes attained stardos: of the
first magnitude. ajb]

FANTASY REVIEW recently reviewed
Beautiful liad Woman. It was mostly
praise and it was rather perceptive.
Sometimes a good review is so
inperceptive that it hardly sezams
like flattery. UOther times a
negative review is so silly it
cannot be taken seriously. Beard
Searls, or whatever his name is,
trashed Tomoe Gozen because he
claimed heroic fantasy has to have a
Western setting to be viable. Now I
sheuld take him seriously? Iy next
book will be a short story
collection from Berkley, A Silver
Thread Of iladness. I hope it'll be
reviewed, tany books of short
stories don't get nmuch attention.
I've sold another short story
collection to specialty publisher I.
Paul Ganley. It'll catch the
majority of my horror stories from
1970 te present, whatever didn't go
into Silver Threads.

Joris Bell

Rt #2 Box 181

Wendell NC 30591

I am writing to express the

opinion that the two stars of NIEKAS
are Robert N Knox and A J Braude. I
an glad that Bob has persuaded the
publisher crew to use only the best
artwork subnmitted to you.
Previously I felt tempted tc enquire
as to whether you would ever publish
writing which is as bad as some of
the drawings used prior to #32., #33
is almost conpletsly of professicnal
quality and I could only wish to
have scen more of lLobert'c serious
work in it, But then a good editor
will always yield to the presence of
the work of others. tr. Knox is one
of the rare artists who perforis in
several different styles. One of
his is masterful, and the others are
at least interesting. John Farwell
is another such artist,



NIEKAS #33 looks so good that the
only thing between it and the
appearance of a professional
magazine is the inconsistent and
consistantly unreproduceable
typography. It would only be a tiny
step forward requiring only a little
nore effort to type the complete
text in one style, something other
than Letter Gothic and more closely
resembling the standard typefaces of
books and magazines. It seens to me
that you use Letter Gothic because
it is legible when it is reduced to
the tiny size you seem to prefer in
order to get as nwuch text into each
issue as you possibly can. But why
do you consider this desirable? You
could come out the three times a
year which you say you would prefer,
or even four if you wculd enlarge
the type to the size that nost
sighted people are accustomed to
reading...or just slightly smaller.
Thus you could spread your available
material into an annual three or
four issues that would be
considerably more attractive than
your present product. Just add
justified margins throughout and you
have arrived.

Anne Janet is comparable to Bob in
her diversity. It is a rare
combination of qualities in a writer
to be able to shift effortlessly
between an erudite examination of
the lMysteries, and a vividly witty
devastation of whatever she may be
observing, including herself. This
is a humorous writer at least equal
to Irma Bombeck. Would I buy a new
nole from this woman? You bet ycur
Bumbe jimas I would.

Ediaund, having seen what you look
like in #33, and having viewed
Robert's depiction of himself in the
Lovecraft Portfolio, my curiosity
about Anne remains ungratified. She
couldn't possibly look as funny as
she writes. She couldn't possibly
look as serious as she writes., If
she does either of the above, or
both, so much the better. Let's
have a picture over one of her
columns., Fearfully, Joris Bell.
{later, to Anne Braude] On my last
brief foray into the parallel
universe I had just enough time to
pay a visit to the local parallel
public library. While there I was
able to research that metalinguistic
problem encountered in a letter of
yours which appeared in NIEKAS #33.
After paying the library admission
fee of $3.75 I headed straight for
Brewster's Unabridged Lexicon.

There I found, to my surprise, that
this most respected authority lists
no such word in parallel English as
"airplane,” “turbulence,'" or even
"stomach." But I was gratified to
locate, instead, the following
encry:

BAF.FEK.A.BUK.U.TY (noun) A small
circular container, made usually of

aluminious, with a long handle, used
only in the task of collecting and
removing droppings of the Bald Eagle
in areas where its population has
been permitted to proliferate
unchecked.

Send the prize monies to Joris
Bell, Rt 2 box 18lA, Wendell NC
30591 (this universe).

Ruth Berman

2809 Drew Ave S

Minneapolis MN 55416

Thank you for the copy of NIEKAS.

I realised later that in my letter
quoting Jereny Bernstein, when I
described who he was, the
biographical bit was wrong--1
confused him with another Bernstein.
Jereny Bernstein is a physicist who
writes for the New Yorker, but he
isn't the brether of composer
Leonard Bernstein who writes for the
New Yorker. The sald brother is

Burton Bernstein, who mostly writes
on literary topics.

Your description of visits with
Philip K Dick was interesting. I
remnember going with you on one of
them. I think we talked some about
opera at that time, but I can't
remember if it was Wagner, GandS, or
yet something else.

I read Ursula K leGuin's Always
Coming Home recently (and listened
to the cassette of the people's
poems and songs that goes with it),
and thought it was splendid. It's a
wonderfully quirky example of what
seens to be appendices gone mad, and
all to the good. One longish story,
which probably adds up to about
short novel length, ls scattered
through it, about a woman whose
mother belongs to this ecology-
loving, very Ameriadian-like people
occupying a future California (after
your standard Terrible Disaster gets
rid of the previous culture) and
vhose father belongs to a war-like
group trying to move in, and her
conflicts as she tries to adjust
first to one, and then the other,
and then to integrate what she
values in both, even though she
nostly condemns the latter set of
values. Going in and around that
story are short stories, folk tales
of their peoples, poems, essays
(rather like Tolkien's appendices)
on language, and so on. And I liked
the nmusic composed for the cassette,
too. )

Joe Rico

193 School St, Al

Taunton MA 02780

Congratulations on yet another

wonderful issue of NIEKAS., I must
especially compliment Anne Braude's
article on ethical teaching in the
public schools. It came just as APA
NESFA, for which I write, was

discussing the same topic. Braude's
overview of this issue and
particularly her discussions of
Richard Mitchel's work, cuts through
a lot of rhetoric, and offers a
solution that would appeal to any

but the most committed ideologue.

John Brunner's speech was amusing,
as I read it in the sincere belief
that at the Worldcon in 2025 we will
hear ecxplanations from Brunner and
other prophets of doom, of what went
wrong with their predictions, or
more likely, they will still be
trying to convince us that the end
is around the corner.

iloger Waddington

4 Commercial St

Norton, lialton

North Yorkshire YOl7 9ES UK

Well, must admit it was the little

things that caught my attention, the
throwaway lines rather than the set
pieces, as in John Brunner's plece
wvhere he mentioned the
apprenticeship the nagazines
provided. In these days of
dwindling titles it's a thought that
has exercised my mind quite often.
What hope is there for young writers
who want to try their skills with
anything else than a full length
novel? I know we've got a handful
of megazines left, and some of them
are still quite healthy as far as
circulation figures go, but are
there enough for those who want to
enter the field? You could say that
with a maxinum of new writers
subnitting to a mininum of
ragazines, it insures that only the
best find print, and the rest are
veeded out. But I'd like to see a
plethora of magazines, everyone
given his/her chance, or at least a
greater number than at present. The
readers would have the final say.
That is why, even in recduced
circumstances, the SF I buy is in
the magazine form.

Thus the book reviews are really
of only academic interest to me.
lind you, once I'm back at work and
earning again I'll want to be seeing
who's published what and which new
authors are worth noting. But leave
out the word counts as per PM's
conment? No way! It may happen
that they're all coning out the same
way at a penny a page, riore or less,
but it's the "more" side that I look
for. Don't know whether it's only
been since my unemployment with all
this time to fill, or the
traditional Yorkshire insistence on
value for roney, but my literary
criticism has gone by the board, and
a good book to me is scmething that
is long and interesting and able to
be used as 2 doorstop when finished.
I do have some standards left,
though, for Dhalgren only made it on
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This ring, no other, is made by the
elves,

Who'd pawn their own nother to grab
it themselves,

Ruler of creeper, mortal, and
scallop,

This is a sleeper that packs quite
a wallop.
Yo% %

If found, send to Sorhed (the
postage is prepaid).

Brian Brown

11675 Beaconsfield

Detroit MI 48224

The Macintosh typefaces all look

hideous. The Mac may be great for
graphics work but it's a total
failure as a word processor. A word
processor is only as good as its
printer and the !ac's sucks.

I've long been convinced that
religious fundamentalism is the
greatest evil on the face of the
Earth today, whether it be Islamic,
Jewish, or Christian. Religlous
fundamentalism has been a headlong
flight away from reality and modern
life. These people refuse to deal
with what is, which to ny mind is a
classic sign of insanity.

The logo for Piers Anthony's
colunn is badly desipgned since it
doesn't look like a column heading.
It doesn't look like much of
anything, really. The artwork is
very bad. Piers himself seems
unchanged from the days when he bas
feuding with Ted White and Dean
Koontz in the pages of OUTWORLDS,
mid 70's. He was, cantankerous (to
put it politely) there, and he still
is today. Anthony's response to
Platt's depiction of him convinces
me that Platt had hin dead to
rights.

Wayne Fordhanm
9415 Beck, ila7
Dallas TX 75228
There's no question NIEKAS is a
good and important zine. You have
every reason to be proud of it,.

In many ways the PKD reminiscences
were my favorite part of the zine,
because the human elements in it
(recollections of naked speakers
scattered over the living room rug
connected to the amplifier, the
black-and~-white kitten named John W
Campbell eating donuts off the

kitchen table, etc.) allowed for
immediate identification whether

you've ever read Dick or not.

The varying type styles are
reduced just to the edge of the size
I call acceptable, and yet are big
enough to read.

Mike Resnick's book reviews are
witty, biased, informative,

opinioniated, and interesting
without ruining the plots of the
books. In other words, he has all
the qualities of an excellent book
reviewer, Most of the others spent
too much time on plot which, after
all, is the author's realm.

Anne Braude

6721 E McDowell #309A

Scotsdale AZ 85257

Mathoms corrections: page 11,

column 1, paragraph 1, line 6 should
read, "...the political and social
agenda of the Moral Majority and
others of the funnymentalist ilk,
with particular attention to the
separation of church and state and
to censorship.” and on page 12,
column 2, paragraph 1, lines 25-26
should read "(It is interesting that
‘appreciation,' which comes from a
Latin verb meaning to be able to
tell what something is worth, in
educationistic jargon is synonymous
with approval or acceptance." And on
the same page, in the last paragraph
in column 3 I perhaps did not make
it clear that Lewis was supporting
the position that the ethics we call
“Christian" are in fact subscribed
to by many different cultures and
religions, The error here is the
ambiguity of my own phrasing.

I don't mind having NIEKAS readers
disagree with me (well, actually I
do mind quite a lot, but what can I
do about it?), but I do wish they
would be more careful to argue
against what I really said rather
than what they think I said., Tom
Egan twice misstates positions I
took in my LoC in NIEKAS 31. I did
not condemn fundamentalists and
authoritarian Catholics per se, but
only those--and anyone else of any
persuasion--who would declare any
area of thought or behavior off
limits to examination by human
reason (i.e., not those who believe
abortion is a sin, but those who
believe that this belief should not
be questioned or challenged by the
faithful, or in extreme cases, not
even by those who do not subscribe
to their beliefs). I believe that
any principle which is, as Tom says,
"universal, absolute in truth-value,
and eternal,' will triumphantly
survive any honest rational
challenge.

I can't find any statement in that
letter in which I "relegate’
Biblical history (to what?) as "full
of myth," though I do remark that
literal interpretation of the Bible
has been questioned since Dante; but
in any case I almost always use
“myth' in Northrop Frye's sense of a
story told to account for something
rather than in the sense of an
untrue tale, so for me it is not
pejorative to call something a myth.
Myth is a form of metaphor, of which

Tom speaks approvingly in the same
paragraph. [Concern about literal
truth goes much further back than
that. In the second century St.
Augustine knew that the world was
spherical and was disturbed by its
description as flat in Genesis and
at least one of the Psalms. There
the world is described as flat with
a dome over it, the firmament, with
solid water above the dome
(separated from the waters under the
dome on an early day of creation),
and with gates in the dome which God
opened when he wanted it to rain.
God's abode was a mansion sitting on
top of this dome., If I remember
correctly it is8 in his Confessions
that I tead his resolution of the
problem by deciding that the Bible
was not meant to be a treatise on
the physical nature of the world but
Wag written in terms understandable
to the authors' contemporaries.

This is how modern Christians
resolve the problems of the Earth's
motion (Galileo vs Joshua) and
evolution. ERM]

Mark Blackman says I blew it by
calling the Book of Job a tragedy;
what I did was to cite John Milton's
view that it should be the model for
Christian tragedy. I should have
made it clearer that Milton was
primarily referring to its dramatic
structure, which he followed in his
own Samson Agonistes. As to whether
it can be properly called a comedy,
it's debatable. At the most
fundamental technical level, the
genres of comedy and tragedy did not
exist in Hebrew literature, so it
would seem inappropriate to apply
such labels. In the second place,
comedy traditionally begins in
unhappiness and ends in happiness
(tragedy performing the reverse
movement); Job begins in happiness,
descends into unhappiness, and
returns to happiness, so the
structural pattern does not fit
properly. There is a real argument
over whether a Christian tragedy is
possible, since Christian faith
postulates an ultimately comic
universe in which redemption and
eternal union with Divine Love
(comedy conventionally ends with a
marriage) is available to everyone
willing to accept it (hence Dante's
Divine Comedy). Since a tragic hero
must have nobility, can one refuse
freely offered grace and reject
Heaven and the Beatific Vision
without looking merely petulant,
like a spiteful child who won't kiss
and make up? The best writer I can
think of offhand who has dealt
directly with this question is,
perhaps surprisingly, not C. S.
Lewis or Charles Williams but G. K.
Chesterton, in The Man Who Was
Thursday, which perhaps inspired
them both. It starts out as pure E.
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Phillips Oppenheim--Scotland Yard
undercover agent pursuing anarchist
gangs--but turns into pure
mythopoeia at the end. The
paperback has been recently
reissued--look for it on the mystery
shelf at your bookstore.

Since writing the above I have
seen the appalling (to me) decision
in the Tennessee textbook case,
often called by the media Scopes II,
in which a federal judge ruled that
a local school district did indeed
infringe on the First Amendment
rights of some extremist-
fundamentalist parents by requiring
their children to study such texts
as The Wizard of 0z and The Diary of
Anne Frank, not to mention & science
fiction story and a classical myth.
(The objection to Wizard of 0z was
that it contained a good witch, and
their religion teaches that
witchcraft is evil., I never did
figure out their objection to Anne
Frank's book: perhaps their religion
teaches that it is OK to put young
girls in concentration camps or gas
ovens as long as they're Jewish.)

In a post-verdict discussion on
McNeil/Lehrer, the lawyer for the
plaintiff parents asked
(plaintively) why the public schools
were always willing to put material
from other religions into textbooks
but were so hostile to input from
extremist-fundamentalists, I can
easily answer that. Material frgm
other religions is included so
children can learn more about the
distant parts of the world they live
in; something about Christianity--
say, the Sermon on the Mount or sonme
of Jesus' parables--should be
included on the same basis. But the
purpose of the public school is to
prepare the young to be good
citizens of a democratic republic:
that is, to be informed, to ask
questions, and to evaluate the
answers critically. Probably no one
is entirely satisfied with the
schools' job performance in these
areas, but that is what Mr.
Jefferson had in mind when he
contemplated educating the
electorate, Extremist-
fundamentalists, on the other hand,
believe not only that the Bible is
literally true but that it contains
all the answers to all the questions
that really matter; if a question
cannot be answered by resorting to
Scripture (such as "What do we do to

prevent the further destruction of
the ozone layer?"), then they
believe it cannot be a genuinely
significant question. Since they
believe that revelation has already
given all the answers, they wish to
teach their children to accept and
obey the received authority--that of
their parents and their church--
which is not only incompatible with
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the purpose of the schools, but
quite antithetical to it. It seems
to me that granting them First
Amendment privileges in this case is
a threat to those privileges for
everyone else (one parent testified
under oath that she objected to
anything that taught that her own
religion wasn't necessarily better
than all others), but inimical to
society's interest in religlious
tolerance, an educated electorate,
and the pursuit of truth by inquiry
and research.

[ —
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State and local school authorities
have traditionally bent over
backward to accommodate non-
mainstreanm religious communities
such as the Amish by letting them
run their own schools and provide
their own teachers as long as they
met minimum state certification
requirements, This is the first
instance where a court has held that
a school system must so accommodate
a segment of a pluralistic community
rather than a self-contained group.
I have long had qualms about whether
such accommodation has not in fact
discriminated against the children
of such groups as the Amish by
allowing them to.receive an
education inferior to that of other
students and in effect violating
their First Amendment rights by
denying them, at their parents'
wish, the ability to choose freely,
because fully informed, between
their parents' traditional faith and
other religious options. Imagine a
hypothetical case in which an entire
community was made up of members of
the International Flat Earth

Soctety, including all members of
the school board, and state
authorities allowed them to teach
the flat-earth theory in their
science classes. Subsequently a
graduate of the school system sued
the state and/or local school boards
because he had been unfairly
deprived of sufficient knowledge of
science to allow him to meet the
entrance requirements of Harvard.
Would he have a case? Courts have
frequently ruled against parents who
wished to deny their children blood
transfusions on religlious grounds,
though normally only in life-
threatening emergency situations.
The First Amendment is the most
cherished of our constitutional
rights, but it is not an absolute
right: the law does not, for
example, allow a devout Jewish
soldier to lay down his arms in the
middle of a battle just because the
Sabbath has begun. (This is true
even in Israel, by the way; but
fortunately they usually manage to
win their wars in six days.) The
rights and interests of the
individual are balanced against the
rights and interests of the state
(meaning society as a whole, not the
government in power); and it is
certainly not in the interest of
American society that children
should be able to opt out of
segments of thelir education at will
becausa of parental objections. The
extremist-fundamentalist plaintiffs
also objected to the feminist
viewpoint being taught in social
studies; what if someone objected on
religious grounds to the schools'
teaching that blacks were not
inherently inferior to whites? Or
that Jews did not make matzoh from
the blood of Christian babies? Or
that Gandhi was a more admirable
human being than Ian Paisley?

Turning to the recurring theme of
there being no remedy for swinehood
(am I really changing the subject?),
the actual quotation may come from
Sidney Lanier, as Piers Anthony
says, but I think the image comes
from Book II of Spenser's Faerie
Queene, where Sir Guyon, the knight
of Temperance, overthrows the
enchantress Acrasia and destroys her
Bower of Bliss. Acrasia, like Circe
from whom she is derived, turns men
into beasts; when Guyon's faithful
guide the Palmer, rTepresenting
Reason, disenchants them with a
touch of his staff:

But one aboue the rest in
speclall,

That had an hog beene late,
hight Grille by name,

Repined greatly, and did him
miscall,

That had from hoggish forme him

brought to naturall.



Said Guyon, See the mind of
beastly man,
That hath so soone forgot the
excellence
0f his creation, when he life
began,
That now he chooseth, with vile
difference,
To be a beast, and lacke
intelligence.
To whom the Palmer thus, The
donghill kind
Delights in filth and foule
incontinence:
Let Grill be Grill, and haue
his hoggish mind....
(F.Q.II.x11.86:6-87:8)
When I was studying Spenser at
Berkeley in the sixties, the Puritan
virtue of Temperance was rather
looked down upon; today, when drunk
driving, drug abuse, and AIDS have
assumed crisis proportions, Guyon,
prig that he is, seems more
acceptable, and even heroic.

Neil A, Frankowski

Reluctant Publishing Ltd.

7732 Auburn Rd

Utica MI 48087

[After explaining how his company

acquired STAR DATE magazine and is
reviving it in its original format,
he went on to explain how he wanted
to fulfill old subscriptions but the
previous owner considered the
mailing list not a liability but an
asset for which he wanted $8000.]

We were shocked to find out that
the previous publisher counts his
subscription list as an asset and
insists that we should pay them for
the privilege of picking up their
bad debt. We can think of no words
foul enough for such people. I
would appreciate it if you would see
fit to let your readers know that if
they have subscribed to STAR DATE
they can reinstate their
subscription by sending Reluctant
Publishing any reasonable proof of
purchase such as a cancelled check.

Sandra Miesel

8744 N, Pennsylvania

Indianapolis IN 46240

Mention was made in the previous

NIEKAS of the legends of St.
Anthony (St. Anthony of the Desert,
not St. Anthony of Padua). St.
Anthony of the Desert, who was
called the Father of Hermits, lived
in the second century A.D. He was a
rural kid who decided to become a
hermit in the desert and lived to a
great old age and attracted many
followers.,

Now his symbol in art is the pig
because he was subject to many
temptations of the flesh for which
the pig was the natural symbol in
its grossness. The temptations of
St. Anthony are a favorite subject
of art down to Renaissance and

Baroque times. But in the Middle
Ages the ldentification of the pig
as the symbol of St. Anthony's
problems with sensuality was blurred
and they began to think, because he
was a desert father, the plg was his
pet. Then the pig became this cute
little animal that followed him
around and wore a bell around its
neck, Originally the bell had been
used to drive away the demons that
were tempting the saint. The pig
now wore a bell on a collar. I've
seen one minlature where the pig is
wearing the bell as an earring in
his little piggy ear.

During the High Middle Ages there
was an institution in France and
England called the Hospitals of St.
Anthony; and these were maintained,
not for the care of the sick, but
for the care of the indigent and
travelers. They were hostels rather
than hospitals. These were
maintained by the sale of pigs which
were allowed to run freely in the
cities such as London and Bordeaux,
where these Hostels of St. Anthony
were located.

When you hear about pigs rooting
in the garbage in the medieval
street, this is not necessarily just

‘anybody's pigs. In some of these
cities, such as London and Bordeaux
they were the special pigs of St.
Anthony. The herd was maintained by
donations, by pigs that were
confiscated from robbers, pigs that
had been condemned in the market as
unfit for human consumption and
eventually were restored to health;
and they were identified by special
collars and bells.

Now the temptation was to run your
own private pigs, which normally by
law in London, for instance, were
required to be raised in your back
yard in a pigsty and not allowed to
run in the street. A sharpy in
London in the l4th century made

counterfeit collars and bells and
ran his own pigs in with St.
Anthony's pigs. He was caught and
hauled up before the London City
Council and made to sign & warrant
that he would never again do this
and he would never put about the
necks of pigs nor cause to be put
about the necks of pigs, such
collars and such bells, and he would
keep his own stock at home. I found
this in Riley's Memorials of London
and London Life, a fascinating book
of primary source material drawn
from the public records of the City
of London.

Another aspect of St. Anthony's
pigs in medieval clties--it was
forbidden by law to molest them, and
the pigs figured this out and became
extremely arrogant and loved to
knock people in the mud and tromp on
them, etc. You could not discipline
them or drive them off. Anyway,
thus St. Anthony's plgs.

This started when Piers Anthony
commented on the idiom "follow like
a tantony pig" or "follow like an
Anthony pig."” This idiom existed
from the middle ages down into the
Regency (because I once saw it in a
Georgette Heyer novel) and it again
refers to these St, Anthony's pigs
where the runt of the litter might
be donated to the St. Anthony
herd. It would follow people aroune
and make a nuisance of itself. That
is the origin of the idiom and if
Piers wants to identify with the St.
Anthony's pigs he is welcome to do
S0,

{Robert Graves retells the story
of an Italian workman repairing a
church tower who fell off. Half way
down he cried out, 'St. Anthony,
save me!" and in mid-air he was
arrested by an enormous invisible
hand and a voice said, "Which St.
Anthony?" Ile thought quickly and
said, "St. Anthony of Padua."

SPLAT! It was St, Anthony of the
Desert and all of those temptations
had left him rather irritable., ajbl

[N.B., the extreme colloquality of
Sandra Miesal's diction here is due
to the latter's being transcribed
from a taped conversation. Ben
Indick's letter, below, was also
taken from a tape. ERM]®

Ben Indick

428 Sagamore Ave

Teneck NJ 07666

I was most moved and impressed by

your article about Philip Dick.
Like yourself I haven't ever read
very much Dick. I, for some reason,
did not care for his famous Hugo
winner, The Man in the High Castle
but I did like his Flow My Tears the
Policeman Said. On the other hand
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Child Of Fortune ls not a bad book. In fact, except
for its lmngth, it is mbout as good B book as it can
ba. But it isn't remotely in the sams class as its
predecessor, and no one 1s sorrlier about that than me.
MIKE RESHICK

THE ODYSSEUS SOLUTION, Michael Banks and Dean R.
Lambe, Baen

This 1s & nlce, actlion-packed novel in the
Campbellian tradition: the bird-like Cewom-jik invade
our solar system, looking for a planet to colonlze,
and hit upon Earth. They manage to introduce matter
duplicators into humen soclety, and the ecomony 1s
soon 1n & shambles. They destroy all technologlical
knowledge, thsy hunt down rebels, they esncourage F1fth
Columnists.

All this is preliminary to tha maln thrust of the
book, which takes place & generations leter; when our
hero Brent E£rlanger, stumbles onto a human underground
and jolns the battle to oust the Cweom-jik from thelir
primacy.

This is an archtypical ASTOUNDING/AHALOG story. It
won't win s Hugo, but it dellivers sxactly what it
promises, and shows rather fewer first-novel faults
than one might axpect, especlally considering that 1t
is the first novel for elthaer of 1lts collsborators.
All in mll, m nlce, workmnnlike job, and one which I
hope will snncourage Banks and Lambe to write works of
incrensing ambition in the years to come.. It may
seem preasumptuus, based on a single flrst novel thet I
em told was somewhat butcherad by a copy editor, but I
can forsea them coming up with something to rivel The
Mote In God's Eye s few books up the road. MIKE
RESNICK

WHITE MARE, RED STALLION, Dlana L. Paxson, Barkley
Books, 1986, 242 pp., $2.95

Diona Paxson's latest book is well written and quite
intaresting. I will admit, however, that I was first
attractad to the book by its cover, which depicts
white and red horses resring to each other and a
ravan, rimmed in red, descending batwaan them. Upon
reading the book I discovered just how symbolic this
cover is, and I commend the ertist.

Miss Paxson taokes the reader back 1n British history
to thn tima of the Romans. As in previous hooks, Miss
Paxson begins her story simply enough. Malra, the
main character, ls the daughter of Conmer and Brulth--
he is the lesder of the peopls and Drulth 1s very
strong in the ways of tha anclant maglc. Soon Mairs
ond Carric become lovers., This is still not the real
problsm even though Malra's p~opla, the NHovantee clan,
snd Corric's people, the Selgovoe clan, are not
exactly friendly. Thore is no real animosity between
the clans, just some occasional cattle stealing.
Howevar, during a mock battle between the clans,
Maira's brother Eoc accidentally kills Carric's “sword
brother'" Conon. This inltlates real revenge and
hetred betwesan the two clans and the story embarks on
what is to be a serles of great plot twists.

As I have notlced in Paxson's book Brisingsmen, her
women are thm strongsar of the two sexes, usually found
in the dominating position--almost Amazonian in thelr
mental and physlcal strength. When Malira's father
forfelts hls 1life to pay for the death of Conon, Maira
bids for the position of leader of of the Clan of the
White Horss, over her brother who should have
rightfully assumad the position. Eoc had been
seriously injuraed in tha battle end it is doubtful
that ha cen claim tha positlion, let alons hold {t., 1t
waa not surprising to me that Maire won her bid for

leadership for thet 1s in keeplng with the fn.son
format., I found the ritual of har initiotion to be
very difficult to takn. I am surme thnt it did
probably occur in this manner for 1t was very much in
keaping with the ara.

As Maira bocomes the leadar, her experiencra wlith
the enclent maglc and dealings with thea Goddons are
usually ones of bittarness and paln. Her mood ns thn
leader Is onms of angnr, sorrow, and loss. We qgrow
with Halra as she struggles to do what is best for her
pnople, ond sorrow with her at the loss of
relationships, frisnds, and family, and always the
longlng for her lover, Carric.

White Mars, Rad Stallion is rich in history,
Intrigus, Bnd ndventure. As in Brisingamon, Paxson
keaps her readers guassing as her plots twist oround
ench other and romance whispors smong the hatred.
Paxson seems to bring successfully the old "will the
man gat the woman,' or actually in her caonn "'will the
woman get the man'" intrigue vibraontly slive, which
make her endings anjoyable to rench aven if only for
the relief of ending the suspense of it nll. There s
1ittln question thnt ns & good writmr, shea hns
carefully snd painstakingly resenrched hnr books. The
result 1s materiol that fenls as If it wnre simply
l1iftsd from history and not the product of Paxson's
imagination. FRANCES WOOOARD

-o0o-A DIFFCAENT VICWPOINT

One of the most gretifying asprcts of Ulnno Paxson's
White Mare Red Stallion is her skill at weaving
togather matarlisals from many different schelorly
sources to creats & well roundsd and convinclng
picture of snclent Celtic life., Her Fairly
conventional romantic plot is glven freshness and
povear by & vivid sanse of locole nnd culturm. In
portraying the material sidas of the life of a Coltic
village she has mades good usa of the findings of the
Butser Iron Ags Farm projoct, which has taught us so
much in recent yanors. Since religlous obsorvencas
held such an important place in thr consclousnnss of
the Calts (vird religlosissimi, Jullus Caesar called
them). Some of thm most striklng and succrssful
pasaagms Ln thes book have to do with ritunl.
Rafrnashingly Poxson has agona to "hord! scurces for her
deplction of Celtlc roaliclon, instend of relylng (ns
so many writars of "Celtic' fiction do) on foamillar
but spurlous sourcns like Wicca and Nobert Graves
(though thera a faw traces of thosn In her boel | ton),
Two of the great Coaltic feasts--the August fanst of
Lughnasa and the Novembrr (new year) fanst of Somhaln-
-are shown: for the flrst, Paxson has drown very
craatively on Maire Hactinlll's clesnic Tha Feast of
Lughnasa, and for the2 srcond sha haa usnd the Hard
Lwyd caremoniss still found todny In south VWalaa, The
overall result has n very authentic feeml to Lt} only
in one scene--tha by-now notorlous onn in which Holra
gains the chieftainship--does Paxson tread on
controversial ground. The ritunl she usns s thn
revarsal of the ona dascribad by Gernld of Wnles for
the investiture of an Irish King. This pos~a nn
idnological problem: in Coltlc socliaty, although wommn
could and did become politicnl leaders, the ceremorial
office of kingship is reserved for malns, bacnuae the
king reprasented the (male) god married to the
(female) land. The concept of a femnle "king'' comea
across ns highly implnusible--but not impossible, as
the Celts were great L wators.

I understand that this novel was planned os the
First of a serics that would follow a Celtlc community
near OQumfries (in the Scottlsh borcdar country) through
the centurles. IF tha somr lavel of finn recearch and
creative inslght can bas brought to the rest of the
sories, it will be something to look forward to.
ALEXEI XONDRATIEV
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ARIEL, Jack Blckham, St. Martin's Press, 1334, 316
pp., $15.95

Arlel has nll the elemants nooded to delight most
randers, It has unhoppy love affalrs snd unhappy
lovers; tha gallant struggle to kemp a company,
Drummer Boy Labs, ellive; budding love affalrs;
espionags; arson; and who could forget the nacessary
ingredient of murdar?

The charactars axist In an {ntriguing tangle of
relationships that would delight any socap opara fan.
Janice, who s extremely beautlful and intelligent,
and yet appears so cold and unfesling, falls in love
with Victor, whom the readers know to be the Japanese
spy sent to steal the living program, Ariel, from
Drummar Boy Labs. Victor uses Jonice to goin
information. He does not love her, or any woman for
that matter. Linda, who is golng through & very
difficult divorce, goss to work for John Harrington,
the owner of Drummer Boy Labs and har old flemno.
Joss, the old man, is loved by everyons; Les loves all
the women, end Ted doesn't know who or what he loves.
This completes the cast of charactors.

I usually avold all prologues and forewords for I

have found them to be quite dry and uninformative, and

having nothing much to do with the book at all.

Ariel, howaver, bmgins in the prologues, which gulckly
sats tha pace of the book. As the prologue begins,
the speclial tachnlclens essigned to Arlal (Artificial
Intelligance Establishing projact[I know the acronym
doesn't fit but that's the way the book gives 1t!])
are putting her on line for the first time. There is
an elactrical fire and the entire system starts
shorting out. In order to salvage somes of their work,
the computer is shut down before its memory units can
be pullad. The rasult is a massive dump of memory
unita and Ariel is returned to Step One in a matter of
minutes., Jack Blckham writes realistically and
strongly and the readar fraels the deep angar and
dismay as thess techniclens hoelplessly watch ysars of
work go down the tubes.

Rusty, John's son, provides most of tha comic relief
in Ariel. tla is &8 frackle-faced whiz kid ond it is
extromely obvious that he prefers hlis computers to
friends and sports. The comedy comes from Rusty's
quick one-1liners in response to his father's inquirias
about his baseball practice end gomes. Thare are a
couple of paragraphs where a friend of Rusty learns
the difficulties of using words with double mranings
while playing a computerized Dungrons And Dragons
gama. As a former Oungzon Master, I enjoyed thess
parsgrophs immensely.

The future of Drummer 8oy tabs, Lf the Arlel project
falls, depends on their marketing thelir newly designed
layered chip. This 1s a super-chip that is made by
combining intngrated circulits 1n layers to form a
spaclal chip that will make a computer more
Intelligent and faster and will allow for more complex
programming.

Conway Industries, & strong competltor whose owner
has & personal grudge egainst John Harrington, ssets
out to stmnl the super-chip and markst it first. Much
to the remadmr's dismany, he succeeds, snd the plot
continues to bulld. Re-enter Rusty, who has been
talking to Arlel lata at night through hils home
computer. UOescause he doesn't want his father to know,
ha storms this Iln a file ha names ""Sourca B" in the
computer~-which the computer renamaes '"The Rusty

Source.'' The techniclians, in the meentime, have
loadrd into memory & program that Linda has designed,
called '"Infant." An accldent, ceusad by another
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hacker, combinas these saparatn sourcns and comblnnas
them into one program, and Ariel suddenly coina to
life.

Jock Blckham hos.wriltten o book that 15 both
renlistic ond highly entertaining. You don't have to
ba a computer expert or a hocker to uncdarstand oand
enjoy his book. Thm computer, Ariecl, brcomrs real to
the readrr. You find yourself corlng for her ond
wondering what is to hoppen to hnr.  The diffrrent
plots parallel each other axtremely well, meching
tognther from time to timn to bulld the susprnse ond
make this book very difflicult to put down. As the
story draws to its conclusion, the different plots
blend smoothly together into one main story lin=. The
conclusion is somewhat amusing end very sotisfying.

I have only one very strong criticlism regarding this
book. Jack Dickham felt it necessary to write very
detalled and expliclt bedroom scenms. 1 falt that
thesme scenes wrra In mxcasdingly poor taste bechuse
they wers so deatallad ond irrolavant. (hile sex is
part of everydny l1ife, ond it would be renlistic to
includa it in books asuch ns Ariel, tho drtnil wnn
damaging to the book. It is in chenp hooks that ore
bodly written that one would nxpect to find nxplicit
scenos like those in Ariel. Ariel is too good a book
to lower itsalf to this. It stands very wall on its
own merits.

A book can ba good for a singles reading, or it con
earn a place on my very limltad librory shelvas, Hot
only do I recommend Ariel qulte favorably but such a
spnce has been reserved for this book os part of my
permanent llbrery. FRANCES P, WOODARD

LYONESSE, Jack Vance, Derkley books, April 1983, 43G
pp., $6.95

Jeck Vance snld his first short story to o minor
pulp magazine whern 1t wos published in 194%.  This
and subsequent stories left thelr mark on fandem.
Where did this new writer coma from? Ha wos too oood
to be lnexprrienced. Honry Kuttner hod bern using
many pan names for several ysors and many suzpnctod
this was only o new ona. It took some time for fan to
be assured of his real exlstancn.

In 1950 8 minor publishn~r, Hillmon Dooks, brought
out his The DOylng Earth exploring the glory nnd
tragndy of the last days of old future Larth s»on in
the mythic glow of anciant mnolc ond human frollty,
This marvelous book oot very limited circulntion ond
is now a8 rere collector's lt~m. Aftnr nll his books
of sclence-fantesy since that tim~ ho hos returnnd to
his original themn--but this time hn situntns his
dying world in the Eldrr Isles of the Atlontic neor
Europn. The enclent Grenks nand Nomang speke of them,
and medinval chroniclers ldeontifiesd them with '"Hy-
Brasill." All spoke of a civilizatiecn of vast wnolth
and strange folkways. Legrndary bensts ond magle lay
here., According to the g~nnoloalns in tha book, it
takns place a couple of gnnerntikons beforo IKing
Arthur. Vanca takes this as hils basis to moke o
strangaly beautiful tala of medi~vnl romance and
chivalry--and perenninl human wraknnas in character
and dead.

"Lyonessa!! 1s one of the kingdoms madinvol
chroniclers spokme of in this group of lands nnd stntes
(supposndly lost in the greot upheavals of the Ocnon),
and Vance carefully s~ts out his situntion of wor and
intrigue in a flne prosa of rich lmdhgery and wit., In
Vance's viaew this lond coverad an orea largnr than
that of modern France. Cynlcism 1s hers omonyg oll
characters, high and low, but nothing can corrode the



imnglnation of Lyonesse as it celebrates the sorrows
of 1li1fe and the potential of the human spirit. Horoes
ore not muscleman fllled wlth the ''macho' imaga of the
sword and sorcery barbarlon., Courage and common sense
move as partners, sven when tested by failure and
death.

Vance permesates his novel with a substratum of
Caeltic myth and folklors; the ancient gods of Nature
have not bean oustad by Christianity (although
misaionaries have come over the centurles, and
maintoln & modast presence In the novel). Trolls and
elves and falr folk work thelr mischief smong nach
other and the human population. But magic is not
allowed to overwhelm the humon character., There is
the supreme question of embltion here--what are our
highest goals of life and how for will we go to gein
them?

Tha King of filarce Lyonmassn wants to unify all the
Elder Isles under his own Throne. Whrn force folls he
tries for dynastlc marrisges. His daughter, Ssuldrun,
refuses to cooporate., Exile is her raeword but in turn
i3 the key to the saving of another protagonist,
Prince Aillas of a nearby kingdom. Love is
bittersvent here, s the author brings in betrayal and
murder--and a child who will turn the tables on a
world of gorgeous lagend.

flavanga and humor nre balancod to create readnr
intarest in the varlety of characters. Some of the
best scenes are small end spare, such as the wanderer
Glynnis nnd her comrada Dhrun (Alllas's son) mosting
the madicine show of Dr. Flelius. Then there is the
duel of wits with the falr folk. Vance knows when not
to say too much here, and how to prod ocur souls with
the cruslty and joy that maglc-people can give to
others, Above all, in hls exploratlons of varied
charactears, he respects the course of logic and
situntions. His plot is compliceted but roasonable in
its interjoining situntions end testings of character.
Dielogus is Iimitation madinval but n2ver tedious, and
the suthor makes his backgrounds cdncrete in dstall
and culture,

vihile this book is long it 1s incomplete. It is
only the thme first half of a double decker, not a
complete novel in ltself., The author even ands it
with o number of gquestions to ba rosolved in the next
volume,

Several story lines intertwine following individuals
over n long time. Thero ls heorolsm in the face of
advrrsity and cruelty. The story ralses questions
mbout human naturea which will linger in the readar's
henart, He will return to this book ageln and again.
THOMAS M, EGAN

THE ROBOTS OF DAWN, Ismac Asimov, Ooubleday & Co., 419
pp., $15.95

Asimov is a basic optimist about man the individual.
The humin specles is ''saved'" always by the vitality
snd baslic decency of individuals who ultimately test
their humanity abova the sheer power of technology,
applied sclence--aspecially as embodled in the supreme
creation of SF, the robot.

The concnpt of thn robot is preflgured in the Golem
lagends and Frankensteln and took its modern form in
Czack satirist Karel Copek's 1921 play R.U.R.. There,
and in writings up to Asimov, it was the central
symbol for the conflict of the use and sbuse of human
ideas and power over nature. Would ths robot enslave
man vy his supsrior functions, take away his work
incentive, his ultimate inventiveness? Asimov

explored all thesa questlons:, and more, in hls
writings. E£ditor Campboll bhelp2d him, in 1942, ont up
his Fomous three laws of robotlcs, nnd mony of hias
subsequent storles were oxplerstions to sen how

they could be stratched or violated.

Robots of Dawn is tha third book in a corlins crrated
in thme 1950s. Ha had start~d writing it then but
abandoned 1t when he turnnd to non-flction 2axclunively
es a rasult of the educational crisis relatrd to the

Sputnik shock. He slowly returnad to flction but in
1968 admitted in a lettter to them MIT Scienca Flctlon
Soclety that ho hod lost the mnnuscript. 11s only

novel befora the 1880s wos Tha Gods Thamsnlvas, which
was expandnd from a novella as told by Asimov in
NIEKAS 22 (reprinted from TALKING DOOK TOPICS). |ia
rasumed writing sbout onm novel a year in thn 1900's
and 1s exploring thn romiflcations of his two major
sarles, tha Nobot Series and tha Foundation Sarles,
end is bridging them into o single timelinn., This ia
an old idea of his, for his flrst published  novel
Pebble in the Sky (1950) hinted nt the bridge.

Like the other robot novels (lﬂﬂ Cavra of Strnl ond
The Naked Sun) 1t is a datrctiva mystery srt in thn
far future. The central character is a middling gnod
famlly man, a police detactive momed Lijs Doley, |in
1s no super hero, but knows that gond police work on
Eorth centers on onr's common senas of the humnn
situntlion of qgood and evil., v ia fnnt to work now on
a for distant world callad Aurorn, the most advancad
of tha technocratic Spacer plan=ts. Thns problem is
murder--who killed one particular "humaniform! robot?
The pace of the novel is slow and delibrratn,
respectful of leglc and consistaont in backoround and
dialogue. Asimov knows when not te sny too much, and
glvas tha rendar the srnan of & concreta clo-ed
sltuntion, and yet implies much for our sense of tha
human.

tiis old frinnd, the robot Danmnl Olivow, 1a ra-
introduced from the previous novnls, and us~d to
contrast with with his humon partner in tha Aart of
detection., The filnal answer fnvolvad tha rravival of
Earth itself--thn basis for n naw "down,!" drspltn {ta
blgotry, overcrowding, nnd crime-riddon grubbinaca,
Humor and romance are here, and the story works well
inde=d.

There is, now, on=2 more robat noveal, which was
reviawod last lssus by Mike Rrsnick.

The orlgin and and working history of Asimov's
Galactic Civilizatlon of millrria henca s sat up in
threa enrly adventure novels: Tha Stars, Like Dust;
Tha Currents of Spacn; ond Pebble In the Sky. They
trace the risa of feudnl-like kingdoms on theo planots.

Aslmov's classics, though, are his Foundation novels
creatnd in the pagns of ASTOUIDING in tho 1940's ond
put into book form In the 1950's.  lHaw ravicions
eppenred from Unllnntine in 1993, Tha origlinnl
trilogy describos the drcline and fall of a2 wondarous
futura intergalactic empira of human civilizaotions,
wlth no rotots presant, mand modaled on thoe historicnl
Roman Empire. Herl Seldon's fomous plan tring to
reduce the dark ages bsfore tha ra-establishment of
civillzatlon., Asimov's 1983 foundation's Edgt brings
the resolution of tha "S~ldon lan" and psychobistory.
More will undoubtedly follow,

The vast dimenslons involird mioht score soms readers
of f, but are tha glory of this enormouas, both in
number of valumes ond in scope, sorles, lHost of ho
books aore avallable from Ballontina,  THOUAS N, CGAN
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CASTLEDOWN, Joyce Dsllou Gregorian, Ace Fantasy Books,
1983, 331 pp., illus. by the author, %$2.95

This {s a saquel to the author's first novel, The
Broken Citadel whereln the baslic situation of this
"outer world" cought in a dimonsien linkad to Earth is
sat forth. A young girl and her shifting idantity in
both worlds is the basic key, the catolyst, for both
novels. In this tale of sorcery and high adventure
there is an underlying themn of the interrslotionship
of fate ond humon free will; chance and skill come
togather herns both as portners and as opponents. And
8ll is sat forth in the structure of a unique role-
playlng gome.

'"Castladown" refers to the basic parlor game of this
world '"'maxt door! to ours. Tha structure is a
philosophy of power and its consaquences. 1t becomes
too ofton a part of renl life as Joyce Gragorisn
portrays 1t. Thus, the novrl has flve chapters, each
baing ona of tha parts of thn gama's progress.
Basicnlly, thero sre two armies of 18 men each,
engaged on an 81 square chass-1like board. To win, or
make '"Castlecown,'!" each player follows e centurles old
order. first, "ettock," In which each sets out his
men {places) as best he can for tactlical advantage of
surprising his foe, Then, "capture," by skill and
subtle moves, men ere overturncd and advanced in the
gomea, ''Wide gamn' follows, o time of paril controlled
by the roll of the dice (casting a Fotr) which seea
mony ® man lost on the Out=r Board (feoding the
Nagra). If you survive, there is ''selge!'" with lts
many trimls--till, finally, you reoch tho exciting
disastrous climax of victory/defsat of "castladown."

In this world picturad as a mixture of Mediaval
feudalism, Celtic tribalism, and middle-eastern Arab
typa cultures, Castladown becomes real life. The
haroinm, Sibyl Barron, ls caught by her fate to be
cast back and forth brtween two worlds--ours and the
"othear." Shn is an American collegs girl of beauty
and good family hers, but born of a goddess and a
fmudal prince in the world of Castledown. She has
strange powars that can be manipulated by maglc when
the conditions are right. Thne moon if full, the
rituals srs right, and then--"pouf''--pway she's pulled
into a kaleidoscope of intrigues, kidnoppings, stranges
romantic triangles, brutal wars and murders, and a
world's future at stake,

Hrre we learn of the deadly rivalry betwasn true
kings and usurpers, gods and goddnssns, monsteors and
heross. The forcnes of ovil seem real enough but not
in the world-shaking apocalyptic veln. There is the
bracing down-to-Earth wisdom of tha exiled prince,
Leron, no muscle-bound hero ho, but one who knows tho
perils strong decislions can make for the innccent., He
faces the cunning brilllance of thz2 usurper Ddiskesrd
who rules falr Tredona. There is the strangs
embiguity of the Robin Hood cheracter, Clerowan the
Outlow. Prinsts and prophets work from anclent
temples ns gods (i.m,, sorcerous belngs) struggle for
thoir hold over worshippers and worlds.

The tribel cultures sre really well-drawn and their
intrigues rosembla our own world's history of Islam.
The religious fanaticlsm of Dzil Dz4l, the 'holy
reader,! envelopes the whole notion of the nomadic
Karebdu., 1It's one mors pince in the game of tha evil
Vezdz, most powerful of the gods--but never (wisely)
seen by the reader. The locals of desert and palace,
island paradise and hell alikn are well drawn, Tha
use of monsters such as the Moraganos (winond demons)
end the fish-monster, the Naqra, is restrained but
enticing to our lmagination of wond~rs. Reallism in
politics is sccepted while wa ara chaormed by tha very
bsliavable entics of Sibyl as heroinam., Sho 1s never
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the voluptuous show-pincn~ of so mony fantnsy toles,
but one vory shraowd, compassionatn, and intolligant
actor in ths grest game.

For gome this novel is, a set of octors nnd acts in
the goal of winning Castledown. Deathe occur to the
good '""pinces' ns well as the bnd, and tha role of
logic i3 never weakenad in the ploy sota. Tha gwn
raespects tha small detoils of 14ifr nnd culture, Joyca
Grngorian includes planty of good exomplnas of folk
plays and verse and songs of her world--thry orn full
of vitality, whethor joyous or snd, The heroina tesrs
a child, reallstically, ond comforts har hustond in
the normoley of renl moarri-aga,  Victory hans its price
even in a fantasy world and tha author shows Lt wall,
The roader may be disappointsd in tho ending, but
his/her imagination has beoen exercicsed to o degran
thot wnits for gwmas of 1lts own to crente and wonder
for. THOMAS M. EGAN

EDITORIAL NOTE: At Confrd-ratlon I held on nditorinl
confrrmnca of ns many of the propla Llnvolved with
NIEKAS mns I could sssemble., One opinion thot wos
strongly mxpressnd 1s thot HIEKAS 1s a magozlinn of
rocord and should br ng int~rosting to read five ymars
after it Is published os it 1s lumediataly on
publication. Book reviews hove no ploco in such a
publication.

Also, even should we nchlave our gonl of thricn-n-
yrar publication, thn reviewa would be tno dnted to
Influence book purcheses, We should discuss books,
for that is what wo ore herne for, but not run routine
ravinws of routlno books. Especinlly usnaful orn the
survey articles, like Annas Draude looking at the books
about Tolkien, or Fred nt the books nbout Hninlain,
Comparisons, such as the first and third s~ctions of
"Bumbe jimas,' have their plocs. Finally there is thn
review polnting out a bonk othrrs might naver think of
reading, llke Annn Droudo's raview of The Whltn-Honed
Damon in 34. Wa will still hove RATC but 1t will be
shorter, emphaslzing long reviswus of outstonding
books, either spectaculsrly good or bad.

As for what mnkas o gond review, 1ot ma quote from a
recent letter from Anne Draud-:

""People generally want to know whnt kind of beok 1t
is. 'Is 1t the kind of book I 1like?' This is whot I
try to convey. I try to compare it to oth~r bnoks and
writera. (thrn I was reviawling The White-Doncd Demon I
cempared it te Grnn Wolf~'s Book of the Hlew Sun, ond I
comporad tha hrrolna to Anne NHeCnffray's heroinen,  In
other words, 1f you likn this sort of thing, this is
tha sort of thing you lika, And I try to tall
somrthing about the story: Is 1t a quanst? Is it
clenrly plotted or is thn plot muddl~d?  Are the
charncters convincing? Are th-ry torribly
conventlonal? Ara they quirky and individunl? Is it
gnnerally o mythlc story? A comle story? Uors it
move you profoundly? Oons something nbout 1t nnnoy
you?!"

thile Tom Egan's revirws of Vance and Aslmov lnck
thnse aspects of a good revi~w ~nch had som~thing I
found of value., I had read Lyonsssa, but did not know
of its folklore origins, about Hy-birosill, ote. Tha
Asimov review tied together threoe sats of hils novels
in an intsresting way. This review will not convin.e
anyone whethar or not to reod a thren-year-old book
whose saquel was ravieowed last lsh, but doas convay
soma useful knowlndga,

The mr2ting polnt~d out thot short revinws by
miscnllanrous parsons, even If timely, ara 10T A
usaful raading guide for the rerder doas not know thn
predilections of the raviawer., Cnlumns by individunln



MAGIC LANTERN REVIEWS
MOUSE ,REVIEW

THE GREAT MQUSE DETECTIVE,
Studlos Cartoon Feature.

a Oisney

Short form: good. so see 1t.

Obviously, a Great Detective is a
Sherlock Holmes parody. The mouse
ig named Basil of Boker Stroet, and
ha lives downstairs from Sherlock
Holmes. We sca Sherlock's shadow
pgainst the windowshadn end hear his
violin, we see hls shadow and
Wmtson's ps they go off to the
opera, ond hear tholr volces then,
Baslil Rathbone's shadow end voics,
of course, rapresant Shorlock, as he
is the most Famous movie Holmns,
desplte Jesremy Brett's definitive
performances of the original stories
on public television.

Howsver, the story has nothing
further to do with the humans. It is
the story of Basil of Baker Street,
his new Frlend, Dr. Dawson (just
back from Aghanistan), eand the child
Olivin Flavershom, whosa father the
toymaker has been mousanappad by the
evil Professor Ratigen. Vincent
Price performs the volce of Ratigan,
which should tell you something
sbout tha chesracterization.
Ratlgan's character is full of
peculisritlies; besides the somewhat
bizerra fact that he owns a cat, he
{s embarrassad about being B rat; if
snyons mentions it, the cot gnts
lunch. The cat's counterpart 1is
Toby, the bloodhound Holmas usses
occaslonally and that Basll borrows
for the casa, Both the dog and cat
pre shown in proportionate sizo,
that ia, much blgger than the mice.

The charncters of Basil and Dawson
sre not precisely thosea of
Rathbone's Holmes and his Watson.

Basil is more the Conan Doyle
Holmes: erretic, moody, prone to
depreasion. Dawson is consliderably
brighter than most versiona of
Watson, aven Doyle's. He frequently
finds cluses Basil overlooks, and
koepa Basil from giving up. Tha
child is & fairly typicel cartoon
child, getting into everything and

annoyingly helpful.

Tha background paintings are
magnificent. The sbducted Hr,
Flaversham's toyshop is, of coursa,
in the wall of a humen toyshop. The
scenes in the human toyshop ore
particularly eerie when the toys are
shown from the shelf's-eys-view of a
mouse, and the toys are idaalized
versions of Victorion windups. The
fact thet most of them sre clockwork
ralatns to the plot and to the
climax of the story, inside Big Ben.

The movio la accompanied by an
opening certoon, Clock Cleoners,
with Mickey, Oonsld, and Goofy
washing a largs tower clock. It haa

clockworka, which relotea
thematically to tha movim, and the
figurinas which come out to ring the
bell are a figure of Saturn and a
figure of the Stotue of Liberty,
which tells you the other reason it
has been re-relessed at thls time,

The Grent House Detectlive wos way
over the head of the four-year-old I
tock, and much of the adult lavel of
subtle parody was over the head of
the nine-year-old I took, but they
both enjoyed the simpler comedy
elements. Thore were, for them,
long dull stretchas. I enjoyed it
immansaly, though I did occasionally
get impatlent with Rotigan's long
speeches. V¥indy Victorian villains,
while in period, take en awfully
long time to gnt to the point.
Ratigan has a lot in common with

Captaln Hook, and just a touch of
Rube Goldberrg. His trop-droth for
Bosil is purn pulp advanture,
parodied. I don't think even the
wamkday tv certoons have quits that
much overkill in tha villains'
mechanisms., TAMAR LINDSAY

-ol0o-~-

A REVIEW OF THE MOVIE: LABYRINTH

SHORT FORM: Good! Go sen it!
LONG FORI: LADYRINTH ia & falry
tnln, One reviewsr I h=ord of

comploined thont that tenn-agn oirl
"didn't learn from the experliencse.”
I think h® must have watch~d somn
other movir, He's nlso missing the
point. Ths raviewnr, mspparantly,
was looklng for a morality pley.
The producers weran't moking thnt
kind of movie, LABYRINTH is so
completaly a fairy tale thot even
the fraome story is e classlc faliry
tale in modarn drass. The girl,
Sarnh, is n fiftesn yror-old
Amaricon Princena, rich, opparently
coddled, show~rnd with poareasions
(look at her room}, and incid-ntally
mxpncted to babyslt For her bnby
brothar, Toby. Har strp-mother
comploins of balng considerad a
"wicked step- mothert'--but sh~ is,
in fact, bndly bahaved., She hns
just clelmed that she and thn fother
"go out very rarely''--to which the
girl protesta, "Cvrry aingla wnek!t
Assuming thot the protest is trun,
since the stap-mother does not deny
it, thme step-mothor'’s stotemnnt is
thus proven false by ordinary
standarda, True, the girl ia &n
hour lntr--but &t is Soturday, she
has apologized, ond the ensulng
fight mokas it poinfully clenr that
tha stap-moth~r does not aven ask
whother the qirl might posaibly have
a daote hearsalf; she snyn, "I assume
thot 1f you hemd onn, you'd toll mo,"
Shn then sdds insult to injury by
claiming she wishes the girl did
hove a date somntimns, no on
indication nf normnl bahaviour--
first, o bodly-timad criticism on
sonsitive toplc, end socondly, =&
1in, since shs would then have to
hiro 8 baby sitter,

The girl flees upstalrs to her
room, Shortly thereafter, we see
that her father settleas for the
tokan gasturae instond of real
communicntion. And then we find
that thm step-mothar has glven the
baby one of Sareh's old favorite
stuffmd animmsls--"again." Thay ore
obviously rich; the beby could hava
his own toys (of which wn seo
obsolutely neone!)--but no, the strp-
mother tnkes Snrah's toys without
permission to glve them to th~ baby.
The girl has n legitimatn complnint
here. Her other compleint, ths
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The song Jareth sings to distract
the baby while he decides whet magic
to use includea a repeated line,
"glap thaet baby, make him free.'" At
fFirst I thought that might bs merely
an indicstion of the ganeral low
leval of Goblin child care, but my
movim-going friend, Lynn Mims, came
up with sn historical source for it.
In Romes, part of the ceremony for
manumitting (freeing) a sliave was to
slap him, Part of the intanded fate
of the baby was to be turned into a
Goblin. Slepping the baby, as &
suggested magle spell, might, from a
Gaoblin's point of view, be
equivalaent to satting him free by
turning him into & Goblin end thus
freaing him of human sessoclation.
Also, tha military sleng for
stealing somathing is "liberating”
it. Other lines from the song have
Jorath saying to s Goblin, '"you
remind ma of thas baba''--porhaps most
of the Goblins were once stolen
human infants., This relates to
Sarah's marly complaint of being
treated like & sleve. She wes
complaining of the fmirly ordinary
human obligationa of belonging to a
family. (Jareth seys, "I can live
within you" and offers to be Sarah's
‘'slave' if sho willl fear end obey
him--s truly peranoid situation end
further avidence of tha strength of
the psychological interprestation.)

LABYRINTH is PG-13 which I fully
sngree with. Although I saw hordes
of under-ten kids going into the
thaater, I also hasrd one kld
acreaming in tarror at one point
(the Bog of Stench scena), end
thera's no telling how many werse
baing silently terrified. Hy
original objaction to a younger
audience was the presencea of 2 scene
with Fireys (fire doncing Muppets
representing the perty -nimaol type
of Goblin) in which ons of tham
plucks out his own eyss and replaces
them. Yos, it's a falrly obviously
non-human puppet, characterized as a
Goblin--but there sre a lot of
really dumb kids, end I'd hate to
have eny attempts made to imitate
that scenas,

For thoss who worry sebout such
things, three times in the movie a
character swears, Twice, Sarah sBays
"Demn'' rather quietly. Once a
frinndly Goblin says '"Damn you,
Jereth, and damn me too,'" for good
reason.

Most fantastic scene: the final
confrontation in the hesrt of the
castlm, The estate of M. C. Escher
1s given tharks in the cradlts.

An alternative hypothesis for
Jareth's orlgin may bs in the muslc
vidao ad for the movim; ha is
apparently an unsuccessful singer 1n

a seedy lounge, walks out, and is
lad by » Goblin into the
Underground, That is & slightly
less sad concept than ths one that
he 1s e stolen child who menaged to
survive long enough to take over,
but who is terribly lonely and has
no knowledge of how to bs othsrwise
("Lost and lonely, that's
Underground'). Howaver, the vidso
is also showlng Sarah's parancid
state of mind, TAMAR LINDSAY

-o0o-
LEGEND VERSUS LABYRINTH

An obvious comperison to make,
Both are feiry tales. Both hove en
underlylng message that is really
very modern,

LEGEND was entirely European-made.
There is & story that certein
expository sectlons werae cut for the
American release on the thaory that
Americens only want action, not
understandable plot. LABYRINTH was
®3 Americen-made es most modern

movies with technical effects done
in labs that could be anywhere, but
happened to be in several countries,

LEGEND tells of 8 princess, or et
lesst nobly born girl, who causes an
imbalance between the forces of
Light and Darkness by touching a
creature of Light, the unicorn.
soon as shes realizms the
consaquenceas of what she has done
she knows sha must rastore the
status quo, and beglns her quest.
In the course of it, she must aleo
touch Darkness, at lamst brlefly, to
get the chance to restore the
balance. She is sid=d by her
peasant boyfrisnd and by his Elfin
friends who con be sa=n as
reapresenting the lesser forces of
the universe. Along the way, they
galn the ald of ® Dark elf, a gray-
area bsing allied with Darknass,
However, though the boyfriend snd
tha foery folk sra halpful in the
finel confrontation, the herolne
must do certaln things entirely
alone and unsupported, winning
solely because she is detarmined.
She does successfully rescus the
unlcorn, which wes the object of her
quest. The boy end his frisnds have
done the work that then mekes it
possible for them all to escape.

The hero and hearolns are openly
described as knowing nothing of
evil. They learn rather a lot about
it In the course of the story, and
bscome someawhat mors adult by the
end of the movie. They end with =a
betrothal, & caremony of adulthood,
and arae last seen in a group with
thelr E€1fin friends.

As

LADYRINTH tells of a modern girl,
an American princess' which hna
comm to mean someone who was not
given & correct amotionnl
upbringing, and then wos given far
too meny matmrial posmssions--
"spoiled'--as a poor sort of
compmnsation. Sha has an
inconaldarate stop-mother nnd on
ineffectual father, like most felry
tale children. Having no boyfriand,
she has a fantasy of the Goblin
King's having fallen in love with
her., Frustrated by an unpleasant
family scenms and & crying bsby, shan
hos a tempar tentrum end mankes &
foolish wish, which comes true.
s00n as she reelises what sha hng
done, she knowa she must restore the
status quo, and beglina har quest to
rescue her baby brother, She bagins
slone, but mnkes frimnds along the
way. Thias la m somewhat purer form
of the fniry tole, though sommtimes
falry tale heroes bagin with o
companion. She wins her companions
among tha Goblins thamsalves end
some other creotures who live in
thet renlity without owing complets
sllagiance to the rulnr--groy-nraa
crmaturns. She vltimntely must
defeat the ruler by herself--her
companions can only help hear gt
thore, tHeving won, tha heroline is
Immadiately transported home with
the baby. At tha and, she has
laarnad the relative velum of paople
and ob jects, and has wlllingly glven
up her attachmants to childhoad
posesaions for ths snke of the boby,
in reslity as wnll os in the other
realm. Although there is no
betrothal ceremcny to smphasiss
adulthood, she communicates with the
frisnds she hos made and thay join
her for a party 1n her ronm; hoving
a party ls a modern Americsn ritunl
of adolmscence,; and sha is leost seen
in & group with hor non-humsn
friends,

As

Nelther opponent ia defeatnad.
Both of the opponents are cast out;
Doerkness gons spinning into thae
dnrknnnsa batwarn the stora, ond the
Goblin King is outsidn the house ot
night, looking in tha window
briefly, bsfore returning to his
realm,

Tha heroinne in anch cosa must
triumph esssmntinlly mlone, having
gone into tha center of the
opponent's realm, They win by
lnarning the rules end using them,

and by exsrting self-control. Each
has a momant of glving in, From
which each recovers. In LEGEHD, the

herolne is tempted by tha false (and
blzarre) glemour of Darkness (ond
tha hero is also tompted by a foery
glamour}. In LABYRINTH, thn
Sleeping Oeauty method is used--the
heroine eats & moalcnl fruit ond
folls into o halluclinotory dre- . of
® bizorre mosked ball--ngnin, foloe

NIEKAS 35151



glemour and fine clothes, with the
""maak over reality'' symbolism made
more obvious.

In each coss, the protesgonist must
go into the center, meet and defest
(without destroying) an opponent who
i3 attrscted by the protegonist and
glves har the chance to win becauss
he is trying to win her. Both ore
risking having to stay in the other
renlm for sternity ms playthings of
the ruler.

The psychology of the form is
assentislly the same--the adolescent
maturing by learning to take
rasponseibility., In this
psychological interpretation, the
method I use is that of modern dream
work: everything in the story,
including the physical surroundings,
1s & part of the mind and innar
charecter of the protagonist. Ffor’
the ganeral nudiance instead of one
pearson's dream, they sre avalilable
to ba interpretmd mas a sort of group
mesisage or teoching for the intended
audiencas--the tesnagers who go to
movies.

Though ths mmssagas soem very
similear, thers are somas
differesnces,

In LEGEND, the surfece is
Manicharan duallsm, beneath which
the imagery is of an Aristotelian
universs, with equal and opposed
forces, beneath which is e Modern
Taolst universe in which the baslance
must be malnteined, but it is not
Good versus Evil but Light versus
Derkneags. After the heroins happaens
to be captured snd is already in hia
realm, Derkness decldes ha wants to
win her and tries relative subtlety
instead of bruta powar. It is cleor
from the bmeginning that thms most the
heroine con try to do is rescun the
unlcorn; Darkness is indestructibla,
Darkness even tries to win her over
by offering her his version of lova.
Beneath ell that, one con find the
psycholagical message of thn
hasdless adolescent who does not
contmemplate consoquences, who must
go within, conquer her own self-
indulgsnt Id tendencles and be
willing to loses ell in the procsss,

in order to mature.

In LABYRINTH, the surface is @
European Fairy Tele of a
confrontation with Goblins. The
imagery involves a universe with
opposad forces, of Human versus
Feery, in which, hownver, the forces
of faery do grant wishes that humans
make. This places it in the !
universe of Conaclousness, rathar
then Teoism. The opponent
apporently tries to buy her off
before she enters his realm and the
game is more overt from the start,
but the opponsnt's most overt
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attempt to win har over begins
nearar the climeax than it domsa in
LEGEND, and 1t is then that we aee
the real meaning of his earller
offer. The question of personal
destruction never comes up--it is
clear that she can retrieve the
child if she can perform the task,
and thm Goblins will remein Goblins,
The opponent ls less obviously
powerful, but he is correspondingly
more dengarously seductive., He
stops just short of the word ''love,"
but he says he has dons evarything
for har. Tha psychological message
is that of the mdolescent who did
not realize that wishes comm true,
and who must go within, conquer har
impulsiveness, and be willlng to
glve up her jealous selfishness,
materisl sttachments, and unreal
romance, to rescue her inner child,
in order to mature.

The philosophicel differonces are
potentially greater than the
psychological similarities of
message,

The European movia, LEGEND, has an
essentially imparsonal universs with
balancad forces. Dserkness is
looking for sny chance he can gat to
try to take over, even though he
knows it 1sn't possible. 1Ill-
considrred humen actions can upset
tha balance, give him his chance,
and cause disaster. Hs has
considarable powar over humans.
universa requires balance, and
individuals meay bs sacrificed to
restore 1t. Human love {s seen as
valuable, almost excusing the
behaviour that upsets the balsnca;
however, when it sesms that loss ot
love may be nacessery to restore the
balance, the forces (elves) sere
quite ready to sacrifice the
heroina. In LEGEND she wins
ultimotely by lying, by sppnrently
being won by Darkness in order to
get close enocugh to the unicorn to
save it. It is this deception that
makes it seem as though she may have
to ba sacrificed.

The

The American movie, LABYRINTH, has
a rather personal universe; the
opponent's side has rather more
apparent porsonal freadom for the
individuals in it. The Goblin King
1s not epparently trying to teke
over the universe, he only wonts new
sub jeacts. He doesn't steal by
force, but by listening for and
granting 1ll-consldered wishes.
Both Darkness end the Goblin King
wantad the respective heroines to
acknowledge them as ruler, with a
promise (implied, in Darknass's
case) of belng glven anything the
herolna then msks for, except
indopondanca. The Goblin King makes
the offer quite specifically:
"Evarything I have done, I have done
for you. Fear me, do what 1 tesll

. take over her univerasn,

you, and I will be your slove.' If
the heroline had nccapted, nhim would
hove been in o purm parenolid
situation., A classic porancid
schizophrenic is, st once, the King
and the Lowest Slave of his
universe., On this level, tha Goblin
King, as the innor onimus and Id of
the herolns, is octunlly trying to
Az o port
of growing up, tha heroinns of both
movins must leorn of thelir own inner
potential. In LAOYRINTH sha wins
with & truth, that the Goblin King,
in fact, has no power over her that
sha has not given him,

The Europenn hrrolne must save hor
bmliaf in innocence, represanted by
the unicorn, or brcome avil; the
Amarican heroine must save her inner
child, har innocence, or go mad.

I supposn it is possibla that the
Europman production's attituda is
partly shaped by thelr history of
wars set off by rash individuml
mcts. Tha Amnrican production would
then be affmcted by our still Firm
bm=lief theat things really happan
more on an individuasl leval thon on
a global lovel. The European story
roquirss rescue of a unlcorn, on
almost ongalic bming; th~ Amoricen
story glves a baby the positlion of
primary importaonce, and it lsn't
going to bn dnliberatnly
slaughterad, it's "merely' going to
ba mada non-human. The Amaricen
astory values human potentinl itsolf
(reprasentad by an infant, which ls
a bundle of undavelopsd potnantial),
enough to make it the subject of
rescue.

SUMMARY: I liked LEGEND at the timn,
I like LABYRINTH evan battar. Gilven
the cholce, I'd toke LADYRINTH,
TAHAR

But then, I'm Amoricen.

LINDSAY
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THREE FACES OF TREK

STAR TREK, THE MOVIE,

What con you say about » seontlent
intelligence that is nigh unto
omniscient and next best thing to
omnipotent but has Pever manegsd to
wipe off its namaplate?

Oh
it}
as a8

boy! HNow I'vs put my foot in
Wrota & LoC describling myself
madia fon, thot's what I did.
Naxt dny comas the fanzine HOLIER
THAN THOU #17 in tha malil., I read
the lattercol and discover that the
printed word is no longar consldered
a mndium, and that I've in fect
announcad to the world that I run
about the halls of cons brenthing
sturterously through a black hnlmet,
Corpo da Bocco! What will become of
my credibility?

Honnst, folks, I lova sclencs
fiction movies, but gond onns.

FOROIDDEN PLANET, 2001. GODZILLA
VERSUS THE THING,...nop=!
Goddammit, I'm serious. I've

nominated this for & Dalrog twice.
You hava to think of it ms m fantasy
movie or a falry tale, and you have

to sre it in color, and in a
theater. I think STARS TREK end
WARS are very onnoying, and 1've
sa=n the five movies a total of
eight times,

I nnrver go to cons brcause my
mother thinks it will bs a bad
influance,..er, because I'm an
entertalnar ond work weskends. The
only light ssbers I carry coma in a
papsr roll and as recently as 1968
still cost only Sc.

Sigh! Mo onm belleves ma. The
last good hope for my reputntion is
th= following, and may it ba
scathing enough, review of STAR TREK
2.

This wns not ® bad show--for the
matinea price, About llke one of
the few decent TV episodes. Oouble
length, fencler production, and the
characters gat 8 blt more depth.
They've dared to meke Kirk almost
human. He dnals with aging, wrors
spactacles to read, and, by God!,
turns up an illegitimate son
resultant from e long ago ST
rpisodn.. Spock is pratty tama,
this timn, but ms Leonard Nimoy gats
oldor and apparantly uglier, Spock
looks mora and more slirn. I say
some character is creeping into tho
show.

But then, thers was the plot.
Look, since this is going to go on

in thea new madium (thay've let us
know that by 8 chang» in the intro,

which 1s now the axtro, "These ore
the continuing voyages....'} that I
think it is time for STAR TREK to
grow up. The production valurs are
finn Lf you don't go in for nit-
picking the way I do. Then thera's
this cast of characters we'vo becomo
comfortable with, and who even show
signs at this lotn dote, or new
evolution, of b2coming interesting.
So there's o vehicle for some
sclance flction, nnd all
Roddnnberry, or wheover is
respansible for thls one, con find
to do is, ""A megolomaniac supermon
gets hold of a terrible wsopon but
Kirk ego-traps him into dnstruction
and the crew jury rig thn domognd
Enterprisn just in time to wscope
the nxplosion." Yark! There must
be fifty of thase bock in the video
cans from ths 60s, end filfty more of
"A mystarious force In the form of
(chack ona): a glant hand, an
emorphous cloud, & bald mllen in a
toga, & beautiful woman, a
disnmbodind voice with o
Shakaspearaan accnnt, takes over the
Entrarprisae...." Why woste any more
tima with this tripe?

I'1l trll you something, I naver
llked STAR TREK. It was that it was
thn only game in this quadrant. I
mean, LOST IN SPACE? It was almost
always dull, like I'va just bean
tolking sbout, but 1t doesn't have
to stay that way now.

The movias work., The money's
there, and I haven't haard anything
about the second's belng Bn
overpricad finsco as I did about the
first. So thny'rn gntting ahold of
tho production and the form, end
thay could do anything they wont to.
Are you listening, Mr. Roddenbarry?

Twenty yrars mngo I reaad an

axplmnation of why writt=n SF was so
much batter than filmed SF.

"yriters can freely drscriba
galactic emplres, spacae wers,
plenatory vistas, hyperspace, but

that stuff just con't be done on the
scraan..'" ' Trus then, Hot trun any
mora. Effects go up by o magnitudne
avery six months, it semms. You can
get it onto the screen now, you can.
I think Roddenbrrry ought to comb
through the literature from back
when the paprrbacks cost 35c, and
find some embitious sdventures for
the Enterprise crew,

Meanwhlle, of coursn, how could I
ba so unfolr? Of course tha story
was different from nll the rest.

" They killed of f Spock.

Well, sorry folks. I just wasn't
emotionelly convinced by hls demiss,
ond nnither should you ba. then
thay run a serins as long as th-y
have this, and ant out of mndless
mangine room failures and varled

Cfour minutes,

scrapes, through onn bit of tim-ly
scripting...er, I m~an ing~nuity or
anothrr, and rstablish2d thot na one
crntrol aver buys the farm, and then
they wont to knock of f onn of those
cnntral charnct~rs, I say thay hove
to work hard for it. I mnin, tho
circumstnoncns hava to bn
unprocadented, the herolces
magniflcent. Look at El Cld, for
rxompla.  Hia grentast feat wos
prrformed by hia enrps~ and his
lagend after his droth.

Spock's dnmise here 1s, what you
could call, weokly ~nglnnorad.  Hn
go~s into thr irradiat~d ~ngin~ room
ond dona somnthlng to supply power
o th~ Ent~rprise con g~t owoy from
en oxplosolon schodulerd to hoppen An
Have we h~ard this
dramatic davice somewhern? tin's got
to do it becnuss & human couldn't
withstond the rodiation long ~nough,
sea? Right! VWe're in tha 23rd
century, with FTL, matter
transmission, hardware up the
wazuan, softwarn down th~ bnzongn,
and we don't hove a sult of
radiation ormer at tha angina room,
or llaldos, or o robot, for Christ's
sake, No. Spock hans gnt to go in
thern and rench into soma blozing
renctor whntsit with his
bzre,, ,.excusa mn, gloved honds and
diddla th~ wires personnlly. Whnt n
guy. Pfooy.

Sincr thr script connot suppert
Spock's denth we munt ocgsunn other
circumstoancas, such os Mimoy's being
sick and tired of thn role. But
don't you balirve 1t nnywny., At thn
rnd of tha flick th= coffin lies in
a gorgeoun Edren awniting ST 3,
currently in production with Himay
directing on o clos~d s»t nond mum
the word ond the title THE SEANCIH
FOR SMOCK. If vinwer d-omand do~an't
resurrerct him, Poremount bucke will,

Finnl snip~s. Thny us~d o
different Vulean dislact this time,
folks. 1 cculd tell b-cezus~ Lt
rrnoy~d m~ in ST 1 thnt n simpl~
syllabl~ for syllnble substitutinon
wng ermploy~d, "Whadoyoknow?'' com=s
out "vidnlnbopT! including
int~rrogative Inflacticn. This timn
it rrolly sound~d like Russinn,

As usunl, this ~pisod~ was filled
with horrible ngtronomy but nebody
corea. And dld you evar wand-r what
prople dy o vhil~s thay'ra in bheom? 1
can't onswer dafinitively but ot onn
polnt whot'rh~rpnome~ an~rog-d with her

lipstick netic~ably froshen~d.  Any
time you want tno hire me feor o
continuity editor, Gen~..,.

-=--=STAR TRE¥ 3, TIE

SEARCH FOR SI'0OCK

Let's g=t inm g frw words nbhout #3
for symmrntry or complotism or
somnthing.
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I likad iIt. It's & pretty movie.
The film making saamm of higher
qunllty than bofore. 1t wos a
plamsure just to watch the dramaetic
lighting in the two-shots. Perhaps
they should keep having Nimoy
diroct.

Speoking of which, one reslizaes
that they plannad Spock's death and
resurrectlon long sgo. It is
polntad out to us in fleshback that
Spock parked his personality in
McCoy's mind bock thare in STAR TREK
2. Under our very noses, had we but
known Vulcans could do that.

The Nimoy dirmctorship was part of
the plan, giving sway as it did
nothing at all by having him on the
snt sach doy. Sneaky sons o'guna,
Vi=all, they successfully raised a
furor.

Of courss, the actors in tha afore
touted two-shots wars still talking
about the seme old stuff, This one
is just anothar story about the
crow's interreletionships, paced
with m coupla more spece bottlns,
and yst another hand-to-hand Kirk to
Kilngon duke it out.

Loat mm meke this ons thing
perfectly, er, let me make this
clear. STAR TREK is stlll being
written and produced on the leval of
tnlevislon where, unfortunntsly, a
little hokod up emotlonalism, Or.
HcCoy's balng moved snough to camll
the cnptain by his first name, and a
plastic monster or & mad soclologist
or 8 mortinet space captain arae
sufficlent to hold thm kids from one
commercinl to the next. It 1s not
being produced up to tha potentlal
of the movie medium. Tho crew and
ship and Star Flest and all thnt
background mnkms & good framawork,
but by now that is all they cen
make. They hava been milked,
skimmed, condensed, powdered,
saparoted, homoganized, ultra-
prpoteurized, and made into chesss.
And STAR TREK 3 with the wholn
entirm mind boggling unthinkabla
universe nt {ts disposel, con only
tell us for the 31st time thset
Spock's friends care about him, It
shows us no gremnt wonders, or fate-
rottling monsters, nor boundary
stretching sdventures. And bellsve
you me, as Sheriff John usad to say,
in this 1t is running behind STAR
WARS and RAIDERS OF THE LOST ARK and
ALIEN and so help me, ET, and in
some sanse sven DOCTOR WHO. And it
i3 positively in mortal danger of
being lapped by FORDIDDEN PLANET.

Genn! Are you listening, Gone?
Send the Enterprise on sn adventure.
I'll lend you my copy of Voyage of

ths Space Beaglo.
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. naw ship,

Do I froth at the mouth? Sorry.
I mtill enjoyad the plcture.
They're cresping up on highar
quality content in thelir TV sized
pond. Kirk sctuemlly did the Klingon
in at the and of the hand-to-hand.
Didn't strictly have to, either.
Wanted to. Thank God!

The powers in chargn have got
nhold of the truth, that to make
resal drema, people eventusally must
ba mortel. All the Klingons cen't
be given querter, nor Bll the good
guys ride into the sunset,

They jolly well can't knock off
eny of the maln chearacters., I
wouldn't want them to. But they
Introduced Kirk's son last time out
and killed him this time, and that
was meaningful enough.

And, Roddenberry con't send the
Entorprise on an adventure naxt
time. Nor anywhere. Kirk--thias ia
not masy to say--1n onm last tricky
desperata escaps in reaverse, Kirk
and Scotty, mnd was 1t Sulu, spask =a
naver bafore heard saquance into the
computer, beam out of thers es
Klingons beam aboard, and ectusally
end irrsvocably blow the good and
faithful old lady up.

Tha flnast moment in tha flick s
the starship's stetely flery
dascent, inducad by no known law of

_ physics, out of orblit into the

pastel upper atmosphers of the
Genasis Planet whilm Kirk lemmsnts
bslow. This and the death of Kirk's
son era suspension of disbmlief
trade-offs for the mnkers hoving
pulled & live Spock out of their,
er, ear,

Tha sdventura will contlnue in o
just ma soon os Mr, Scott
unscrambles the wirlng he had to
sabotagn in thla episode, She hes
supar duper warp drive or something.
I think she is called the Excelsior.
They're sura to send hnr packing
right out of the golexy in ST 4,
away and basyond, into some raal

adventur=s, Perhops Kirk and Spock
wlll have an argument. DENHNIS
D' ASARO

-00o-

THE FLIGHT OF THE NAVIGATOR, from
tho Disney studlos, is o grnuina
Good Movie For Kids. The 11 yeer
old girl and the 9 ynar old girl
snjoyad 1lt. The 4 yenr old boy only
had to go out for & drink of water

.~ four times, mostly from boredom when

things were over his hend, The
story s very strelghtforward, with
no subplots at all. The action that
1s shown tekes plece entirely on and
sround the Earth, slthough the story
includes the off-screan fact that

ths boy hes lnft tho rlivest, The
plot combinna thn mtory of "tha b,
who cams hoia  ond his parenta wer -
gone'' with the story of '"th~ boy who
found n space=hip vl got to fly
1€, Ther~ fo o vestiglal subplot,
poctunlly ) In tha gtory of 'MHAGA
found a st bl rodd dfdn' e ot to
fFly 1t, but thoy did 14
whorme the 14 wnash, It 314
scinnce Flction, bogsd on e
dilntlicn effmcta of fantor than
1ight spacn trovel., Thot brling a
falrly heravy concept for an
audionce of American childron,

P

14~

Thirs

decinion not to includn any
confusing subplot was Justifinad,
The pctunl action of tha movie
combines & certoln type of childhood
foor with a certain type of
chilcdhood dream: the faor that your
parenta will move awny whon your
bnck is turnnd, end thy flying
drenom, Thers is e hook for o
potantinl sequel, but nonn is
required. It 1s not & sticky-swaet
movie. Adults should not ba boread.
(An edult who ia bornd will be
required to watch FRIOAY THE 13TH,
poart N to the 1000th, with on avid
13 year old.) TAMAR LINOSAY

-olo-
BIG TROUODLE IN LITTLE CHINA fs n

comedy adventurs fentnsy with mnolec,
No, not Jedi-styln paychic trolning-

" -moglc.

The boslc plot ia Trucker tnetg
Girl, Girl Is Kidnapped, Trucker
Rescues Girl. It's faintly
Lnuncelot-1ika fn thnt ha do~as not
marry tha glrl nt the end, but therse
the resemblonce ends.

It {9 retad PG-13 for violmncn
ond the ldra of white alnvery, nnd
thn brinf sldn nrmi-nudity of ono
femals minor charpctar.,

Thn comedy elemant 1s very strong,
The producer porodiecn truckor
movins, Kung Fu movies, ndventure
movina, ghont movinn, Ydnuntlann
girl reporter/lowyrr! movies, buddy
movies, and yellow peril movies.

Tha nmction i1 non-stop nnd I only
brgan to g~t borsad whon como of the
martinl arta got too long. (I don't
considrr martial orts nctlon unless
1t dirnctly advances the plot. ULike
most songs nnd romance, too much
slows the movie down.) Thrrn in
planty of flghting and k1lllno, but
s0 nearly bloodlaess (visually) thot
1t didn't rrally bother ma,
esprcipnlly since the PG-13 rnting
should worn pareants to ka~p tha
l1ittle onns nwoy. Tho onssorted
trops and mummified corpsas could
cause a faw nightmares.

Yes, thores is & dauntleans fomole



lawyer, and » dauntless female
roportnr, ond a dountless female
Chinnae bride, ond a buddy, and a
truckar, and e whole lot of mortial
orts stunt mon, soms of whom are
fenmale. On the whole, exceopt for
the cat housa scena, the female rols
modals are pratty good.

It's a typical 90 minute length.
I had to sme the 7:30 pm show,
bacause the only clnomo that is
showlng it only shows 1t then.
sudlence was quite amall, though
thet 1ls understasndable on =a
Wednasday night.

The

I comm out, got in the car, and
atartnd laughing like VWoody
Woodpecker with a touch of Renfleld.
This went on for sbout ten minutes,
while I drove to the gos stotion.
Bursts of uncontrollable laughter
continued for another flve minutas,
This doesn't normally happen to me.

I didn't like the end, really.
The haro has an option on the girl,
but he says he'll have to thin
ebout 1t. Thot might have been OK,
if only brcause it leaves rcom for =m
sequel with 8 differsnt female lend,
but they did the old disaster movie
number of heving one last klck.
Yas, it's something that wasn't
token care of, but {t could hava
baen tnken care of vary easily had
the producer sa chosan., I still
don't like 1t,
Nevertheless, I loved the movie.
The and credlts hove o song on the
goundtrock for the obllgntory music
vidno madvertisement, The movie has
no songs in it all.

The credits epperently have a typo
mlso. Unlass therae's a record
company celled Engima, the album is
from Enigma records. TAMAR
LINDSAY

-o0o-
THE SWORD AND THE SORCERER

Thia movi=s is gory. The acting
is bad. The sorcerer is ugly. The
plot is stupid. 7The princess is a

twolva,

u-1t? A fFew detealls? OK., Mostly,
this is a waoste of your timn., The
plot is so stupld and the ascting so
bnd--hove you ever sessn o movie
whare the pcting was ell bad? I
maan 400%7? 1 moan, everybody?

Vell, watll glve Grorga Hoharls,
ong o the villalong 8 6...00, a 5.
fitt 1mbody elsa gats even a 2.
Honeo b,

Most of the movie 1s comprised of
idiotic running sround ond
skirmishing. H8adly choreaographad
skirmishing, at that. Whore is Aun
Run Show when you nesed him? Thias s
s rotten movie,

But, does it havea any redeeming
grossouts, mr, graceas? Yes,
nctunlly, about throa, not even
counting the princess, For one, it
opens with s By God! horrendous
scene, Torches in the spooky cave,
bleeding faces in the stone, and the
scuzzlest sorcerer you'll ever
cross, reised fraom the dead to
perform & telekinetic disambowelment
of the wltch who waked him. But if
you llke thet sort of thing, and I
rather do, you can go out for a hot
doyg, 8 cup of coffes, a newspaper, a
phone call, and ® shoe shine before
it heppens ogaln. How a flick cen
go from people wavling handfuls of
actual liver or whatevar, to 1951
Crusades movle coy off-screen
violence (sword descends, cut to
face of horrifled onlooker, as
soundtrack goas ''wachunk,!' long shot
of body on ground) is bayond me,

And then back again for one
humungous shaps changlng scene at
the and. Oy veh! That final scene
is the hair ralsing third saving
grace . The second, well you must
see what you think.

I mysalf was sitting in the
theater feallng obnoxed and borwed
when, sometime in thm middle of the
show, the hero, Talln, leads his
band of mercenarios through the
sewers to the dungmon to rescus the
prince. The mercenoriss camp by ths
antronce where they ere immediately
apprehended by the paleces guserds.

Telin has gone on mlona. He
sncountars s guerd with e sword end
punches him. He encounters a guard
with a knife and punchas him. He
encounters a gunrd with an ax ond
punches him.He encounters...you get
the idea. OK, OK, he hes & ste=al
geuntlet, but {f you want to ses =
sword fight In this movin, don't
hold your breath. You'll turn blun.
Somahow, 8 scena comns to mind from
SAHNDERKAN THE GREAT, Stave Reevaes,
with all his muscless vhich he is
putting to no good use, runnlng back
and forth carrylng & ridliculously
small rmsvolver, which he naver
fires.

Talln makes it to the dungeon door
and knocks., Knocks? When the guard
aticks his haad out--the guard
sticlka his heaad out?--Tolin grabs
him by the throat and forces an
entrance. Than, with one punch he
knocks out ell throe gusords.

Renlly. Ha finds his nen, who have
durling their incarceration (30

minutes) learnnd several important
pleceas of information. Talin lets

out that little mouse, well o
lollypop 1f you can $uantify thnt
nllusion. Ho 1ata out nll the
prisoncrs, They kneal at hiag frot
but ho cays somnthing democrotic and
thoy got up naain, Then up comsa
thn mldest pricsoner, who just
heppans to bm the palace orchitect
an-d knowa whore oll tha secrot
passogns ara, Telin goos and
reascues thna prince, who 13 olrnrady
baing rescusd snywny by tha king's
concublina, They pock thn prince off
by way of the snu~rs, but Telln ond
hls men set off to flight thelr way
out of the palace. Why? Tallnr
finally drows & sword but it is
knocked out of his hand directly, so
he gozs beck to punching guardsmen,
They're coming ot him with most of
the adged wrapons known to the
medieval world. They don't loy o
ona on him., He keaps ducking. They
never adjust. Thm fight roces down
the corridors snd into the horem.
Onto the harem, actuolly. Liver and
bedroom slepstick all in the some
movir? Oh yns! A few mors punchos,
now how cen you not bs anjoying
this, and who should Talin sne but
tho princess. And boy, is he

flabbergasted, I told you sho was o
12. This glives threa guords, con it
be tha threa from the dungeon, timae

to grt in one tripla blow, but nona

of these guords haos the sword, ses,

and knock Telln out a window.

Yaananonnh'' he soya for & count
of ebout four. H=1/2gt
squorad = 256 fFt, lie Falls through
a roof, and lands on a sack of
graln, runs out a door, down a pnth,
ond into S0 of the king's qguardo,

Wupa! B8ack up the path, 50 more
guards. Talin halts, Guards cloase
in. 1Is this 1t?

Telin nsaesses his chancra, looks
dotermined, ond, you gunssed it,
bngins to put up his dukes. Dut,
out of the crowd steps the olly old
king who, thinking Tallin is tha
resurrected sorcerer in disgulse,
ond with profligotn dlsrngord for
bis ovwn liver, challnngns the hero
to a sword flght. This, howover, is
not the sword fight I promisnd
earlier, for nfter axoctly two
parries Tolin's sword la knocked
avwoy, ngain. This hoppong twice
more during the picture.

Ha runa for tha upper poth wheras
the fifty gusrds heve somehow become
five. Ha punches thres, stabs tvo
with » snntchnd sword, and finolly
geta away, re-encounters tha king,
flghts him in ® wading pool for
nbout thres minutes, and is knocked
unconscioun by the king's henchman,
who might as wnll have stuck him
with a sword, but this is only tha
middle of thao third reel,
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Well, frinmnds, by this time in the
flickar I wasn't bored any mora.
Incrodulous, perhaps, but not borad,
Vins lonsannd up, had cut free with a
fow snickers, wns ready for better
things 1f only ths scr=en would
serve thom up.  And sure enough,
after just the right few snconds to
breathe, wa cut to the mercenaries.

Remrmber the mercencoring?
they get out of tha palecn? Who
knows. Who car~s? HNow thay're in a
brothal. One of them kemps trylng
to poy attantion to his whore, but
enothrr of the soldiers (remember W.
C. Flelds and tha thraa foot long
Franch bread? That's what they're
trylng to do.) karps int=arruptling
brcause hils consclance i{s bothering
him, Tolin is due to b» executed at
the banquat/wndding/assnsination
tonight, and shouldn't thay really
go save him, instead of having a
good time?

How did

And folks, I got to say that tha
next six or night minutes involving
the in2pt mercenarins, thae

. politically consclous whoras, a
handy bond of corsairs, their chief,
tha roughest, toughnst sun of =
bltch on the savean seas, howlingly
and not probebly according to
script, delivering ell his lines
with the fFlittiest demeanor to hit
the scrnen since the dance ensemble
sequonce from BLAZING SANDLES, and
tha ominous dungzan keaper, pitched
mn into such flts of giggles that I
smborrassod my dote.

Yes, boys and girls, eithar I have
soms tremendously esotarlc sense of
thn absurd, or elss wa might have
here & spacimen of that rare ond
wondarful phylum, the moviae thet is
50 bad thet it is grod. Tell you
what. Don't plen your evening
around it, but if you can cetch this
buzzard on the rebound for 99c, or
ot the drive-in on a double bill
with DRAGONSLAYER, or on BHT or BTU
er BMOC or whatevar 1t's called,

thera might be & lough fn 1t., Or a
liver, And thrre's going to be =
s3qus=l. DENNIS D'ASARO

-00o0-

BLOOD SUCKERS FROM QUTER SPACE

I wasn't expecting much from this
Texas mode low budget film. Wes I
surprizrd, If this movie ever gets
markatod properly it could ba thn
AIRPLANE of horror spoof comedies.
Looking back on the pathatlic
attempts at such films in the past,
one almost got the impression thesn
types of films just wemren't supposed
to bm good. After people are what
can be done with no monay but lots
of talont their standards will nevar
be lowered agaln.
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The film opens with o farmer golng
through his deoily routine. As
darkness approachns a sudden qust of
wind blaws in, and thn next thing
you know the farmer ls spltting wp
blood likm & gushing oil wall. He
collapses end {s transformed into a
makeoup reject from DAWN OF THE DEAOD.

Cut to o country road whern police
officers survay the scons of o
gruesom= murder, VWhan an onlooker
asks whet killed them on officer
replies '"They have baen sucknd.,'
With that he tossas a few greasy
ribs onto the corpse as he drives
off.

\le 8re slowly introduced to Joff,
tha nominal hero, end his new lady
friend, Julle. J4=fF is having
troubla with his foster parents.
They want him to stay on the farm
but Jaff has his sights on being a
photographer, Before long Jaff's
parantas beocome blood suckers and
attack the young couple.
Fortunataly thay escop= and baglin a
trek to find Jeff's brother, who
just happens to bes a sclentist at
the local reseerch center,

At tha contar tha scinntists have
Jrff's brother tled down and arn
. studying him becausm he's bncome one
,of the blood suckers. By this time
the army has gotten wind (bad pun, I
know) of the situation and
dispatched Grneral Sandrrs to deal
with tha problem. His simple
solution is to '"nuka '‘am!? He
obtains parmission from tha
president (Pat Paulsen) and
,accidentally nukes a Methodlist
retreat.

Meanwhile Jeff discovers that ths
only way to dofeat ths invisible
creatures during sn attnck is
through the intaks of nitrous oxid~
(Julle always corrles a tank in her
car). Unfortunately tha blood
suckers ara rapidly brcomming a
ma jority es the fllm comes to en
end.

0K, that donrsn't sound too
hilaerious but as in AIRPLANE there
is a8 lot going on in the bockgreund.
Thera are omple amounts of nudity
and sevaral gory murders for the R
rated crowd. When Jaff's father
becomrs a zomble and is about to
attack Jaff thay go intns a hilorious
kung-fu battle. Later on, wvhn Jeff
is battling a zombia cop, onother
kung-fu fight bogins. By this tima
Julie has had enough and remarks,
""0h, not another gratultous kung-fu
scona,!"  Where elss would you find a
zombie remark "You cut my fucking
arm of f'' right after th~ gru-~some
action takes place? Also nm group of
zombles ara run over by a cor and
thelr reactlion to the culprit, as ha
spends aff, is to, in unison, shoot
him the fingsr. Finally there 1s

the scone at the resenrch crnter
whore the scilontints nre trylng to
get & zombla to telk and nll 1t's
doirg ia grunting ond grooning. So
ora of the scientists remorks, "I
think it's ti-~ to glve it & barium
enana.”  Instontly the rombia
brenmna rotlonal and begins to talk
qulte coherantly.

All in all, this i3 & Funny, wall
mady Film, CHRALG LEODETILR
-00o-
EQITON'S NOTE:  Goe niat-~ o b ~nd of
Mty w1 Comtomnt! -~0s with Lok
raviaown, o nlso with film reviovn,

ook A dekdekde ok gk kk ek k kA kA h kA A kA A A kK
REVIEW & COMMENT, continued:

are much more valuable, as are

reviews by regular contributors to

NIEKAS (like Anne Braude) whose

views are already known. And has

anyone published a better review

than Anne's of Heinlein's ¢Job¢ a few

issues back? ED MEsKYS
kkhhhhkhhhhkhhhkhdhhhhrihihhhkkhkkihhi

LAISKAL, continued: )
there are stories by him where I
could never get past the first few
pages. I seem to recall his short
stories in FANTASY & SCIENCE FICTION
years apo and that I di ~njoy
nearly all of them. I guess that as
the years went by and his life style
took him over he seems to have
hecome totally self indulgent in a
writerly sense, and one elither likes
it or one doesn't, luch of the tinme
1 just didn't care for it. But he
was an interesting man and it is
sad that he should have died so
young.

I wish a lot of luck to your
assoclate Fred Lerner who is
achieving some of his ambitions, and
I certainly wish all the best to
Harry Andruschak, [ hadn't realized
that he had had an alcahol problem.
lle certainly isn't alone, even in
the fantasy field, and certainly he
should be encouraped by the success
of some of our others. Harry has
alvays been an exemplary writer in
the scientific aspect of fandom and
I hope he continues free of the
demon rum.

WE ALSO HEARD FROM: MAXIHM
JAKUBOWSKI (I particularly enjoyed
the material on P K bick), KENUETH
JERNIGAN (With the publication of
NIEKAS you have, in my opinion, made
a real contribution to the field),
NAN C. SCUTT (I've enjoyed what 1've
read of the neu NIEKAS so far), VERA
CHAPHMAN (I am always glad to Teccive
NIEVAS. By the way, I am also very
glad to know the neaning of the
name. tlay all the Gods of the
British race give you their spectal
protection), ALEXANDER YUDENIISCH,
WAYNE FORDHAM, NICK & AUDREY SHEARS.
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