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to wound the autumnal fandom,
THE SPANISH INQUISITION #4

Published by Jerry Kaufman and Suzanne Tompkins, 622 W, 11l4th St, 524,
New York, NY 10025, USA, Spanlng appears 3-or 4 times a year and is
available  for 35¢ or 3 issues for a dollar,’'contributions both written
and drawn, letters of comment or burble, other fanzines or a show of
hands. Or even Rune. Spanlng publishes articles and columns on what-
ever interests the publishers, the readers, the regular columnists and
the contributors. Our phoneis 212-666-4174. Try and find us in}

WHO DID WHAT WHERE:
WRITING

Who Did What Where is here on 1.

Jerry Kaufman wrote "Bewitched, Bo-
thered and Bemildred," page 2.

Peter Roberts wrote "The Comfy Chair,"
page 6.

John Curlovich wrote "The Peripate-
tic-Trivialist," page 9.

Rick Bryant wrote "The Saucer's Ap-
prentice M page Tl

Laura Haney wrote "Suzette Haden El-
gin: Feminist, Jester, or Mocker
of Beings of the Opposite Persua-
sion," page 16,

Ginjer Buchanan wrote "A Handful of
Blueberries," page 20,-

Mike Gorra wrote "Rummy!," page 23.

"Sheep in the Wainscotting" is on 28,

Suzanne Tompkins wrote "Suzlecol,"
page 40.

DRAWING

Ross Chamberlain did the front cover,
Jim Young did page 2 and 41,

Jay Kinney did page 5 and 35.

Stu Schiffman did page 1, 6, 7, and 39.
Steve Stiles did page 10, 11, and 30.
Rick Bryant did page 14 and 15.

Harry Bell did page 21.

Jon Singer did the calligraphy for Mike Gorra's article.
1530l siddd ipames 2l

Gary Goldstein did page 29 and the back cover,

Many thanks are due to Ron and Linda Bushyager, Ginjer Buchanan, Brian
McCarthy, Jon Singer and Moshe Feder for helping us obtain supplies,
get electrostencils, run off the cover etec., Thanks also to the self-

less New York friends who collated last issue., (We lost the list of
names. Arrghle,)

A JOHNSTOWN FLOOD PRESS PUBLICATION



Bewitched, Bothered &

This is where I take care
of business.

First, I must apologize.
Before you picture me the
victim of free-floating
guilt and anxiety, lis-
tens I'm not apologizing
for bad repro, bad lay-
out or bad material. We
were pretty good all a-
round last issue, and our
thicker paper this issue
will have ended the show-
through. No, I am quite
narrowly apologizing to
two people, Jodie Offutt
and Betsy Curtis, Your
names will not be mis-
spelled again, Honest.
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The price is up, whether
you buy sugar, oil or pa-
per. We don't use much

oil or sugar in this fan-

ey L zine, but by ghu, this
R b S isn't being prin%ed ON% e
Bl | (he stops in the middle

of the ironic metaphoric
jest, to realize that
there isn't a single sub-

: stance he can think of
which hasn't undergone a price increase, thus killing the joke.] We

are now asking 35¢ a copy, and we'll sell subs at three for a dollar.
Of course, this fanzine is still_available for those old standbys, the
loc, the contribution, the trade or the necessary and sufficient proof
of interest.

John Curlovich, big man of Pittsburgh fandom and budding pro, and Gin-
jer -Buchanan, exotic auburnhaired spy for Locus and keen judge of poe-
try, both regular columnists of ours, are this issue joined by new
people. Peter Roberts, boyish mover and shaker of Britfandom, begins
his column "The Comfy Chair,'" another damned Monty Python reference.
Rick Bryant begins a rambling column on art. Rick is an upandcoming
artist, and has allowed us to use a self-portrait with the column.
Mike Gorra appears with a nostalgic look at his boyhood, and Laura
Haney turns in a pointed look at a promising novelist,

B Bemildred




Our cover Artist, Ross Chamberlain, has been known and loved for his
humorous depictions of New York fans, and we hope this will be only
the first of many covers he!ll do for us. We're also particularly
happy to have material from Steve Stiles and Harry Bell. Steve's been
one of our favorites, and Harry's cartoons have only appear, to the
best of my knewledge, in British fanzines. Our other artists, of
course, represent the cream of fannish talent, Jay Kinney, Stu Schiff-
man, Al Sirois, Jim McLeod, Jim Youlg. And my old friend, nonfan Gary
Goldstein.

& & & & & & & & & & &

When the globe is covered with a net of railroads and telegraph wires,
this net will render services comparable to those of the nervous sy-
stem in the human. body, partly as a means of transport, partly as a
means for the propagation of ideas and sensations with the speed of
lightening. ‘
Wilhelm VWeber, Gauss' assistant in the inventing
of the electric telegraph, 1835

& & & & & & & & & & &

In my last editorial, I tried to share some of the people I met at
Midwescon. I hope I always have something worthwhile to say about
every convention I go to, or I'll feel that I've been wasting my time
with these things. But it isn't always easy., Discon, for instance,
comes to mind as a gray spherical object hanging about six feet in

front of me, rather like Chip Delany's idea of the word "the". I spent-
much of my time behind a huckster table, being a Big Dealer in fanzines,
Scientific Americans, paperbacks and table space. I'm sure I had some
wonderful moments, but I don't remember them so much as read about them
in other people's con reports. A few weeks later I was at Pghlange,

as were Suzle and a motley of New York fans. Ve were doing this fan-
nish musical, see. "The Mimeo Man", Well, the convention was, for us,
either pre~-performance or post-performance. Post-performance consisted
of watching Patia von Sternberg string along some Mundane who'd wandered
into a party looking for Hot Tail, a role which Patia plays well, if
not to the hilt, Ro Nagey added to this game by staging a fake lot-
tery in which the prize was Patia, and the winners were Rusty Hevelin,
Moshe Feder, Jeannine Treese, and myself, Infinitycon, in November,

was simply a disappointment.

But relief was in Sight for this poor man, drowning for lack of an all-
round swell convention. (Ne¢ slight to Pghlange, but I don't feel I

was there most of the time.) Philcon!,..nice people, good parties, and
even programming I liked. I got the chance to meet Ellen Couch, Gary
Deindorfer, Susan Bauer, and to get better acquainted with Jeannine
Treese, Bruce Arthurs, Monolithic Falls Church Fandom (which will pil-
lory me for that crack), Paul Williams, Thai food, salt shakers, the
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difference between amos and Jessica Salmonson, the difference between
Algol and Outworlds, Linda Bushyager's idea of blog, and numerous other
in- and out-jokes too tedious to repeat, I enjoyed the hell out of

the whole weekend, and I'm glad I went., And if Alfred "Alfie" Bester
hadn't been the chief speaker, I doubt that I'd have gone.

Bester spoke on Sunday. He is about sixty, well-dressed, smooth and
debonair. He has a small, trimmed goatee, and was often seen during
the weekend in small, round dark glasses. We weren't sure what to
expect from him. When one o'clock rolled around, he stood up before
us and requested us to move up, come closer. So two hundred people
pulled their chairs up into a semi-circle with Alfie sitting-at the
center. A baby cried out. Alfie had the baby passed to him, started
his "speech, rocked the baby and passed it back,

We were sitting around the edge of the circle, and could neither see
nor hear Bester too well. Dan Steffan poked me , then pointed up to
the nearly empty balcony. I poked Jeannine Treese, and the three of-
us left the ballroom, went up the stairs, and emerged on the balcony,
just in time to see the baby once more passed to Alfie, The baby hung
as limp and submissive as a willing sacrificial victim. Alfie started
his speech in earnest now, stopping every fifteen or twenty minutes

to refer to his sixty-page typewritten speech and announce, "Well, that
is another two pages done."

Bester's speech was a string of anecdotes, observations and autobio-
graphical tidbits. I'm going to try tio reproduce several that made the
biggest impression on me. Please realize that I'm condensing; I have
to. I haven't got the memory or the room to reproduce all the detail,
I'm also not the debonair man Bester is...even though the first story
finds him walking around HManhattan in old jeans over red pajamas, a
paint-spattered shirt and tennis shoes. He does have a New York Times"
under one arm, for the aura of respectability he thinks it'1ll give him.

Bester has a problem, you see. He has a story for television he must
bring to a predetermined ending. He has a scientist who must refuse

to sell his soul to the devil; Satan is offering him a cure for leu-
kemia or somesuch in exchange., Why would this scientist turn down not
only a scientific coup but a boon to mankind? Bester don't know, - so

he wanders Gotham in the small hours, stopping in and out of bars, ask-
ing questions, making mild conversation with intellectuals, police,
Lesbians, prostitutes.

He asks one of the prostitutes, "If you could have anything in the
world you wanted, what would it be?"

"Five one-hundred dollar johns a day."

"What would make you give that up?"

MThe fuzz."

Bester finds this funny. Then he finds it strange. Five one-hundred
dollar johns a day? Why not one five-hundred dollar john? He goes home

and wakes up his wife, who Understands Things. He explains, She
answers, "That's easy, Alfie, Professional pride."

4



ind Bester has the motivation for his upstanding scientist,

Of course Bester has stories that touch more directly the concerns of
the science fiction. For instance there is the first and only time he
met John VW, Campbell, dJr,

This took place years ago, when the offices of Astounding were in New
Jersey, right at the printing plant., Bester went in and found Campbell
and Kay Tarrant occupying cluttered desks in a cramped office., He was
there to talk about one of his stories that was based in Freudian ideas.,
YOddyy and 1Id . T sthink,

The first thing Campkell said was, "Freud is out, Forget Freud." - He
explained that L. Ron Hubbard, who was going to end war and win the
Nobel Peace Prize with his new system, was the successor to Freud., Camp-
bell gave Bester the galleys for an article on Dianetics that would

soon run in Astounding. Bester couldn't make head or tail of the first
page, but pretended to read the rest. (He claimed that Campbell's

size and prestige intimidated him.) Campbell then said one or two
things incomprehensible to anyone ignorant of Dianetics and suggested
they: both go to,lunch.

The lunchroom was small and windowless. It created both claustrophobia
and majestic echoes, Campbell and Bester sat down to eat, and Campbell
said, "I'm going to clear you." He rose in excitement and towered over
Bester, filling the room. "Go back through your memory, Alfie. Con-
centrate and go back. You're smart, you can do it. Go back all the
way, right into the womb. Before you were born. You remember, back in
the womb. You are back in the womb., You remember how you hate your
mother, God how you hate her, You hate her because she tried to abort
you with a buttonhook!™"

When Bester got back to his i{anhattan apartment, he had four Gibsons.,
With, he emphasized, two onions in each,

& & & & & & & & & & &

These things I'm writing, they're not descriptions of anything. They're
complex names.,

Samuel R. Delany,
Dhalgren, P. 198
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the comfy chair

I've always been fascinated by dreams, but I've
never been able to follow up this fascination with
any worthwhile research, particularly in books on
the subject. The trouble is that most other peo-
ple seem to be interested in the interpretation

of dreams, whereas I'm simply concerned with the
dream itself. Whenever I find a relevant article
it's invariably full of tedious drivel about ba-
nanas and the obscurer symbolism of a certain Aus-
trian doctor and his witless disciples., I don't
think I've ever dreamt about fruit; I believe I
can honestly say that I'm not attracted to it or
frightened by it--I've never been tempted or men-
aced by a greengage in my life. I've never
clutched or sucked grapefruit, Herr Doctor, nor
moreover have I dreamt of doing so.

The subconscious meaning of dreams must always remain doubtful and I
question its usefulness, particularly when such interpretation is used
as a great and magical key to unlock the door to important secrets of
the mind. But this is a sidetrack, because, as I've already said, I'm
not particularly interested in any form of interpretation. I'm fasci-
nated by the dream as fiction, as a sequence of events which may be
bizarre and fantastic.

Here's a dream I had at 6:00am on the third of August:

"T was at the Rhodesian customs having my magazines checked to see
‘whether they should be censored. I was feeling bad because I'd had
to pay 1l5p 'apartheid surcharge' which seemed a wretched thing to
have agreed to. I also felt bad because I'd dropped my cigarette
and someone had stepped on it., He didn't apologize, either. I went
over to a seat in the corner of the room and took a look at a Sunday
Times colour supplement, U !

Inside the magazine were pictures of Estonian postage stamps. I
turned a page and there was a photo of a ship bound for Haiti. I
looked up and found that I was on the ship, watching the island as
we cruised by.

The island scenery became less tropical and more urban. It appeared
that I was in a bus rather than a ship and that we were entering New
York. The bus had a co-driver who was warning the driver about dan-
gerous spots in the road, particularly those places where the street
narrowed and the bus could be hijacked or otherwise halted by
criminals.

I got off, walked past a Communist bookstore, and was stopped by a

| — peter roberts




negro lawman, dressed in Western style - and sitting in a rocking
chair, blocking the pavement., He said, 'Do you want one of these,
boy?! and offered two packs of Schumakers. They looked like fat
cigarettes, but I thought he might be trying to con.me into accep-
ing dope, so I said, 'no, I don't smoke filters,' 'Sure now?' he
asked,then he opened them up. They contained 'Anti Nasal-Consti-
pation Food'; he seemed to think it was excellent stuff and was
eating it till it came out of his nose. I watched in amazement and
then started laughing. He looked rather surprized and then, real-
izing what he was doing, started to laugh too."

That's it, for what it's worth. A peculiar dream, but not as strange
as some. It just happens to be one that I recorded recently which is
short enough to be given in full; the above is, in fact, a transcript
of a tape made on waking up.

Most of my dreams are in the same vein as the one I've just recounted:
they're random, inconsequential, meaningless, and unreal., I've never
been to New York, I have no more than a standard liberal antipathy to
Rhodesia, I £

have never ¥
been in a bus
nijaek’, -non
have I ever
collected Es-
tonian post-
age stamps,

The dream
doesn't ex-
press any
hidden fears
and I believe
it's imper-
vious to any
interpretation
(except for

the conven-
tionally gro-
tesque nonsense
of unconscious
symbolism),

The above is an

exgmple off one type of dream that I experience. I think I can distin-
guish three kinds altogether: random, recurrent and feverish dreams.

The last category, the feverish dream, is interesting since I suspect
that other people experience the same nightmares., I was startled to
read recently of someone who remembered as a child falling ill and
fgellng that '"huge and impossible fractions loomed over him" and that
his nights were spent counting endless strings of figures. Now that's
exactly what I remember of dreams when I've been sick. I exhaust my-
self whilst battling with inanimate numbers and terrible calculations.
at these times I also fall foul of the only genuinely recurrent dream
that I have--in fact this dream is a distinct warning that I'm running
a temperature and am about to face the 'flu or somesuch. It consists



of two "experiences'": in one I'm confronted by thousands of tiny dots
in constant motion, occasionally interupted by a large floating mass;

in the other I see a constant, smooth current juxtaposed with irregular,
jagged objects. Both, in other words, are hardly dreams in the normal
sense, but rather basic visualizations of nausea, of simply feeling ill,

These feverish dreams are genuinely recurrent in that they're exactly
the same each time they occur. However, I've used "recurrent" to refer
to another category, although in these cases the dreams are merely si-
milar and never identical (I'd be surprized if anyone had a genuinely
identical dream, even though the idea keeps cropping up in novels and
so on). In these dreams I find myself in the same situation time after
time. The one I've been plagued with for the last seven years is sim-
ply that I've returned to school. EIEveryone I knew is still there: they
seem somewhat surprized to see me, but say that they expected me back,
since I'd been away for quite some time,

This is a bloody annoying and totally absurd dream, but I'm damned if I
can get rid of it. By now I've become resigned to the inevitable: one
day I shall go back to school. The Christians are right after all--
there is a Hell, and my perscnal one will be set in Clifton College with
a cast of characters whose names and faces are long forgotten except

in my dreams,

The silly thing is that I didn't dislike school that much. Apart from
the rituals of sport, I got on quite well. I never got beaten, rarely
got into any sort of trouble, had no particular conflict with the mas-
ters or the other boys, and did well academically. It wasn't until I
left that I realized that I'd escaped from a prison. That's the reason
for the dreams, I suppose; but quite why they should be so frequent and
long-lasting, I don't understand.

Another recurring situation which bothers me is suitably fannish: the
dream of the disastrous convention-~four or five boring people in a
small room for half an hour and that's the annual con. It's a night-
mare to wake any trufan in a state of nervous shock,

As I said earlier, however, the majority of dreams are simply random and
fantastic. Occasionally they incorporate places I know, frequently they
star people I've met--fans, friends, people at work, schodkids and play-
mates from twenty years ago. They rarely have a coherent plot, though
if they do they're easier to remember. Usually they spin off at a tan-
gent and therefore consist of a conglomeration of scenes with tenuous
links based on a single word or thought which has altered the flow.

I mentioned a tape-recorder earlier and that's what I'm trying to use
to capture dreams before they fade. Usually only a vivid nightmare
makes enough impact to remain in the memory and that's only the result
of waking up suddenly and thinking straightaway about it. So I've
bought myself a cheap dream machine--a basic, battery-driven tape-re-
corder which I keep by my bed. It's not a great success, actually,
since I'm usually too tired to bother using it. Even when I do make
the attempt, I find that most dreams are too ephemeral to be remembered
at all on waking; there are only the fading images of the last scene
left. Others are too complex and leave behind a tangle of unconnented
images. Only occasionally can I work backwards from the last rememicered

lgpntinued on page 13 |
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The Peripatetic Trivialist

It is not easy to think of David Gerrold without thinking of Star Trek.
His insistent self-promotion at Torcon, his aggressive huckstering of
tribbles and similar rubbish, and his tacit approval of block-voting
campaigns in two Hugo races have all served to make him the one figure
most exactly typical of that annoying unsophistication which character-
izes Trek fandom. Yet rumours abound which say he is not happy with
his lot. Having conquered, so to speak, the world of Star Trek, he now
aims higher, rather like Mae VWest longing to play Shakespeare. Among
other things, he is said badly to want a Hugo, and to have reached the
not unrealistic conclusion that his Trekkish associations may be more a-
liability than an asset in his continuing bid for one. 1If nothing else,
he desires a more '"respectable" image, and it is hard to do anything
but applaud this; it is long overdue,

One of the first presents to arrive, then, from the new Gerrold, is an
anthology of new-wavish sf called Emphasis, The book seems rather care-
fully calculated to have limited appeal to Trekdom. Most of the stor-
ies are moody things, nicely if not precisely written, and hardly like-
ly to please an audience that craves feeble-minded space opera. Yet
reports indicate that the book's sales have been poor, and Gerrold

seems doomed to take his place in the long line of American authors

who have failed to understand their readerships, f

To be fair, Gerrold should be given a gold star for doing the book at
all, on whatever motivation., Its concept--to provide a showcase for
beginning writers--is basically a good one. But for the concept to
work well, the editor must be in close touch with the ranks of young
writers, and must have some insight into the interesting things they
are trying to do. Gerrold seems unaware of trends of major importance,
such as the large number of women now writing sf. All eight of "tomor-
row's stars" are men, despite the fact that such fine writers as Vonda
McIntyre and Lisa Tuttle were doing very good work in the time when
Emphasis was in preparation. In fact, it is impossible to guess what
specifically Gerrold hoped to accomplish with the book. Beyond the
fact of its new-wavishness, the anthology seems to have virtually no
standards of style, form, content, or even intelligence. His intro-
duction, which might at the least have explained his critical or edit-
orial point of view, is nothing but a string of cliches ("That's what
we in the trade call 'sense of wonder.'"), and characteristically glib.
This is no surprise; he has always had trouble sustaining paragraphs to
more than three sentences, But the net result is that the stories them-
selves, some of them quite good, are delivered in a wrapper of muddle
and confusion,

Gore Vidal has written that a work of fiction is a fragment of the
author's personal vision, "a substance as elusive and amorphous as life
itself." This is true. Even in a cold and off-standing work like Last
and First Men, one can feel the intensity of the author's worldview
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pulling ideas and emotions,
welding the novel into a coher-
ent whole. It is perhaps this
that distinguishes the work of
merit from mere hackwork. It
is certainly the thing that
separates the good from the bad
in EMPHASIS.
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Tomorrow's Stars, because of
their youth and because they
are for better or for worse
new wavicles, have certain
things in common among them.
Nearly all of them write about
loneliness, in some cases des-
perate isolation. And most of
them display a sexual preoccu-
pation which is perhaps the
single theme they handle most maturely. There is also a tendency to

keep the action low-keyed; to concentrate on mood and .character; to
 keep the wonders sensibly minimal, and often wholly in the background.
But there is also a distressing failure to grasp the essentials of good
English prose -- a tribute no doubt to modern American education. The
writers have only the most nebulous relationship with English syntax.
Words are used imprecisely, often wholly inaccurately; number and case
are confused; redundancies abound. In the better stories, this is. only
a minor annoyance; in the poor ones it takes on alarming proportions.

First, the good: "Willowisp" by Joe Pumilia is an alien contact story,
written in a rich, descrptive style, and with a remarkably good visual
sense. The story is hurt only by an occasional falseness of tone in
the dialog. The characters are convincingly handled, most notably in
the love scenes. It is quite a good story, very well worth reading.
Next is"Shards of Divinity" by Michael Toman, the only author in the
book with a sense of humor. Toman dips into the popular culture to
explore some unexpected ramifications of the Christ myth. The tone is
both profane and elegant, and is very funny. Robert Borski's "In the
Crowded Part of Heaven" is a well-textured study of an alien half-breed
trying to find a place in human society. This is an impetuous story,

a bit superficial; Borski never probes quite as deeply as one might
like. Yet it is sensitively written and stands above much that has
appeared in the field lately.

And then there is "Gate-O" by Don Picard. It is a variation on an arch-
etypal theme, the loss of childhood innocence. The plot is slender:

A boy -- an American living in a ghetto in Mexico City in a post-holo-
caust world -- sets out to swive a prostitute; violence erupts,-‘the
boy's family is killed by a vicious mob of Mexican bigots, and the boy
escapes to sea. But the stecry is surrounded by Picard's incisive ob-
servations of the pain and loneliness of childhood, of the pain and
fearsomeness of sex, and of the ferocity that lurks beneath the skin of
civilization. Picard understands us, and he has written of the human
condition with a degree of feeling and sensitivity unseen since "Flowers



for Algernon" appeared in the Sixties. "Gate-O" is an excellent story.

And now for the bad: There could be no more effective way to demon-
strate the abstruse inferiority of Felix Gottschalk's "Bonus Baby"
than to quote from it., Describing a pair of lovers, he says:

They had a robust relationship and reinforced each other's
autoworth parameters well, but had never formalized any
co-actional pacts with the Synod Conjugational Matrix.

"The Rubaiyat of Ambrose Bagley" by W. MacFarlane, who, parenthetically,
has been writing for nearly two decades, is an underwritten fantasy,
uninteresting of plot and awkward in the telling. MacFarlane can be

a good story-teller, but his use of language here is distractingly
eccentric. Then comes Ronald Cain's "Telepathos," a slow, uneventful
narrative populated with bland characters and damaged severely by the
author's tendency to explain and explain and explain. He seems to be
trying to tell us something about art but, through the foggy, dense
miasma of his prose, fails to bring it off.

The anthology's promotional showpiece, and the most aggresively bad
story to appear in quite some time, is Michael Bishop's "brilliant
novella" "Cn the Street of the Serpents." To begin with, Bishop has
carried the distressing trend of self-indulgence among sf writers to
its ungraceful conclusion; he has made himself the hero of a story.
He is an Air Force man (so he tells us), an instructor at the Academy
in Colorado; and the story is a hymn to the military ideal, which is
to say killing, without any consideration for moral or ethical con-
cerns. He perceives us as having no importance in ourselves; we are-
merely pawns in a far greater game, that game being world domination,
an elusive goal that has intrigued the simple since the beginning of
civilization. In an embarrassing passage of self-confession, Bishop
explains that not even the love of his family means more to him than
this; that indeed it is because he loves his woman and child that he
must kill, This is twaddle of course, though the conservatives and
libertarians among us will doubtless rejoice the appearance of this
new, young Heinlein, '

The plot ‘and. ‘structure of the

work are as soporifically easy //EE::MN\\\
as its theme. It falls into ( wﬂgggﬁg &
three parts, the first two of WISEGHY P

which are totally irrelevant,
net ‘to say poimtless., In Part
One we find out about Michael
Bishop as a boy, living in Se-
ville and doing nothing instruc-
tive. Part Two is set in the
present and tells about Bishop's
baby son, who sounds completely
disagreeable; his wife, who could
not conceivably be as dull as

he makes her to appear; and the
"forward-looking young men" of
the Air Force. The final sec-
tion finds us in 1992, as Bi-
shop returns to Seville to




satisfy his "archetypical" urge to assassinate Mao Tse-Tung. The first
person is used through-out, and although a great deal of personal detail
is forced in, none of it is terribly enlightening or pertinent. Through
seventy pages, we learn nothing about the author but that he wants to
shoot the Chairman. Now there is nothing basically wrong with the lit-
erature of self-confession, but it is risky to write. Among other
things, it presupposes that the author finds himself genuinely inter-
est%ng, which Bishop seems not to do (we are nothing in ourselves, after
all).

The tone of Bishop's prose is numb, rather as if he wrote each separate
paragraph after exhausting himself with military sit-ups. He uses odd
words -- medusoid, diaspora, mephitic, lambency -- sometimes correctly.
Not since Mervyn Peake has there been such a lover of words. But while
Peake wrote as if drunk upon the English language, poor Michael Bishop
seems merely narcotized. And considering his view of the world, this
seems only apt.
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Desolation is everywhere, say the doomwatchers, and desperate boredom a
fact of life. The machine has robbed of us our essense; man is no
longer as he was. Where once our lot was glorious, now we are a mean
race, bereft of courage and fortitude, bereft even of faith. -Yet there
dwells among us a figure possessed of as much dash and daring, as much
impetuous joie de vivre as any epic hero; a figur as large as life and
legend, who has touched the very stars on his road to fame and wealth,

" That figure is, of course, Scrooge McDuck, the richest duck in the
world.

No more fascinating figure than McDuck has lived in our century. He
has done the things other ducks merely dream of: he has panned for gold
in the Yukon, and found it; he has fought with pirates and thieves and
come out winner; he has accumulated three cubic acres of money, which
he keeps in a vault built by the Oso Safe Co.; he has excavated the
tomb of King Nutmost the Rash, and found the Flying Dutchman; and he
has even flown into space and explored other worlds. And all of this

he has done in pursuit of the one great force that rules us all: the
dollar.

McDuck's Boswell was Mr. Carl Barks. Though others have had the pre-
sumption to write of Scrooge, only Barks ever displayed a true insight
into what makes him our age's greatest duck. Barks' dialog is without
peer; his panels are poems; he knows the old myths and fables and he
understands why we need them. He and he alone has captured in his work
the larger-than-life, yes! the legendary facets of McDuck's expansive
character and colossal wealth; there is magic in his writing., Barks
possessed a penchant for the odd, the disreputable, the absurd which
made McDuck's adventures the natural province of his work. So unidue

are his talents, one might almost assert that had a Scroo e McDu
: ck
existed, Barks would have had to invent one ; Ry

qu Jack Chalker, thrpugh his Mirage Press, has given us An Informal
Biography of Scrgoge_McDuck. While the book fails in large measure as
biography--many intriguing details are omitted, for instance--it suc-
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ceeds in being a fascinating concordance to Barks' work which, as Chal-
ker himself admits, must remain the main canon of Scroogeana. VWhat
Chalker has given us is a brief overview of McDuck's life and career,
from the early days in Cheapside, 3cotland, to the bustling present in
Duckburg, a city built largely by Scrooge himself. All the figures
important to the ilcDuck legend-~the Beagle Boys, Gyro Gearloose, Flint-
heart Glomgold, and of course the Junior Woodchucks--are mentioned,
though none is treated in any great depth. Indeed, this lack of depth
is the only significant flaw to the book; it is much too short to do
full justice to its subject. This can be easily overlooked, though, for
the life of Scrooge McDuck never fails to enchant. Chalker has done a
fine job of arranging material from the Barks canon chronologically.
Moreover, he has found a prose style ideally suited to convey the tone
of Barks' work. This is a rare book. Its delights are both linguistic
and nostalgic, and it is not lightly to be passed over by anyone with
an interest in the great ducks of our time. Nor, indeed, by any
serious trivialist.

sleslesls  wesizale  sleslesls  sientayts Lo ats Meabeads  w ale
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It has come to light that certain persons have doubts about the efficacy
of certain assertions about "The Nine Billion Names of God" made in

this department last issue. Though the validity of the facts propounded
is not disputed, the logical conclusion drawn from them is dogmatically,
emphatically denied: some people can not admit that there might be
anyone more clever than themselves. To deny the thesis put forth is to
deny Clarke's ability intelligently and carefully to structure a story;
which is in turn to deny his quality as a writer. Who would be that
foolish? Moreover, had these querulous doubting-Thomases bothered to

do some simple research, they would have discovered that Clarke plays

a similar name game in nearly all of his more cosmic-minded stories.

Let suffice one example, from Childhood's End: the central mundane fig-
ure through most of the novel is name George Greggson. His son, who is
first to mutate into the "Overmind," is named Jeffrey. George means

"of the earth," and Jeffrey means "of the gods."

continued from page 8:

incident and piece together a dream, or at least the last part of it.
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