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FROM THE EDITOR:

From the first apazine I put together I
seemed to have had an idea of what a fanzine
was. "Lan from the House of Isher" had re
views, cartoons, and the usual mailing com
ments. When I saw my first fanzine,! wasn't
sure then if I really wanted to put one out.
However, after getting positive feedback
from LftHoI #4 which I had sent out to vari
ous fans outside of the apa MISHAP, I decid
ed to put together a personalzine. LAN'S
LANTERN #1 was distributed at MINICON in
1976. It was dittoed, with off-set covers,
and contained my first real article — "A
Study in Contrasts: The Short Fiction of
Michael Bishop." Along with conreports and
book reviews, I also had a SF crossword puz
zle, and some letters of comment from the
apazine. The reaction to LL #1 spurred me
to continue with LL #2, and the issues have
continued coming ever since.
LAN'S LANTERN #2 had some articles by
other fans, and lots of letters. The egoboo
was tremendous. A highlight was the intro
ductory speech to the Guests of Honor at AU
TOCLAVE I by Mike Glicksohn. That inspired
me to start taping interviews, speeches and
panels so that I could transcibe them and
print them as articles. The issues of LL
that followed had interviews of people like
Jackie Franke (now Causgrove), Joe Haldeman,
Stanley Schmidt, Bob Tucker, Joan D. Vinge,
Clifford Simak, Katherine Kurtz, Jack Will
iamson and Ben Bova.
Speeches delivered by
C.J. Cherryh,
Stanley Schmidt, Andy Offutt
and others graced the pages. And people
started to send in articles voluntarily.
I tried to publish twice yearly, which
quickly fell to the wayside. Off-set was ex
pensive, ana ditto masters could carry my
copy-count which got up to 800 at one point.
Twice I suspended publication for more than
a year, but encouragement from several peo
ple pushed me to continue.
One of the best brainstorms I had was in
starting special issues.
I noted that Jack
Williamson was going to be celebrating his
50th-anniversary as a SF writer and contact
ed a lot of people about writing tributes to

him.
It was a success. Clifford Simak and
Andre Norton special issues followed,
as
well as a comics issue.
The distribution of this issue marks ap
proximately the tenth anniversary of pub
lishing LAN'S LANTERN. And I plan to contin
ue publishing, hopefully for another ten
years.
IN THIS ISSUE:
I normally don’t publish
fiction (those who remember the all fiction
issues of LL,
#3 and #5, can consider them
flukes!), but I thought the story "A Custo
dial Incident" was good enough to see publi
cation.
Dennis Fischer finishes his evalua
tion of Robert Heinlein in the second of the
two part article.
Michael Kube-McDowell
gives us hope in his article/speech, Maia
informs us of the best of the 1985 magazines
and Mark Schulzinger reports on the conven
tion CONTACT. There are some surprises in
Evelyn Leepers comments on the Science Fic
tion Book Club,
and Gerri Balter’s view of
Clarion West makes me want to sign up for
next year. There are also the usual book and
film reviews.
I almost didn't get any ramblings in this
time. As it is,
I had to cut several things
out to finish this zine in time for CONTRAP
TION, a local con at which Maia and I are
fan Guests of Honor.
And if things go as
planned, I will have a list of the Hugo nom
inees on the inside back cover.
If it's not
there,
then I didn't get the information in
time for CONTRAPTION. '
There is also a slightly new look to the
fanzine; taking to heart the ’comments about
layout, I've tried a few things to "spice"
it up. Let me know your reactions.

IN THE NEXT ISSUE:
Full conreports and
ramblings, a report from Mike Resnick on his
trip to Africa,
a long article on the Golem
in literature by Mark Leeper, and Andy Of
futt's GoH from the last CHAMBANACON top the
list of features for LL #20.
I will also
give my predictions for the Hugo Awards.
So
see you all next ish.
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WHY YOU ARE RECEIVING THIS

Contribution of art or article.
Comments received and/or printed.
_ We are in an apa together.

You wanted a copy.

I would like you to contribute
an article, art, or a loc.

To Maia, of course;

To Tim and Anna Zahn, co-GoHs with us at CONTRAPTION,
and to the ConCommittee of CONTRAPTION.

_ This is your last copy unless
you do something.

c
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One of the things I recall from my seven
years as a middle school science teacher is
how surprised my students were if they ran
into me in a grocery store or a shopping
mall. It was as though their mental image of
what a teacher was didn’t include any of the
mundanities of life. To a certain extent,
writers suffer from the same gap between
perception and reality. There’s a difference
between being a writer and actually writing.
Being a writer — the part that creates
the perception — can be a lot of fun.
I
love walking into a bookstore and finding
myself wedged between Damon Knight and Kath
erine Kurtz.
I finally have the kind of
office I always wanted — with three walls
filled with books and the fourth covered
with NASA photos and SF art.
I have consid
erable freedom, both to follow my own in
stincts and to set my own schedule.
But writing — the reality — is mostly
work, and it comes with its very own set of
indignities and irritants just like any oth
er job. .
Writing means drinking beer from a Smurf
glass because everything else is dirty and
you only meant to leave the keyboard for
five minutes, not the twenty it would take
to load the dishwasher.
Writing means my family has to adapt to
my completely alien sense of time.
I use a
calendar about as much as the average person
uses a sundial. The passage of time is meas
ured by the thickness of the manuscript in
my printout binder.
.
Writing means the arrival of the mail is
one of the high points of the day, because
the mail represents potential novelty in a
life where one day is pretty much like any
other day. I can well understand how David
Brin came to make a folk hero out of a post
man.
At this point in my career, writing means
watching the savings account balance slide
downward toward zero when the time between
significant checks balloons to three months,
or four, or five.
But mostly, writing means spending onethird of your life sitting alone at a key
board, with nothing but your own thoughts
for company.
Luckily,
I’m not condemned to spend my
entire life staring at green phosphor. Per
iodically throughout the year, I get a week
end pass to one of those lovely sabbaticals
known as a science fiction conventions.
I have to confess up front that my cre
dentials as an SF fan are suspect. SF has
made up the majority of my fiction reading
since the Tom Swift, Jr. books began appear
ing in the early 60's. But science fiction
was never anything I shared with anyone be
yond occasionally swapping a book with a
friend. The whole world of SF clubs and
fanzines and writer’s groups was one that I
just never came in contact with.
I didn’t
even know it existed.
Luckily,
I got in the back way — as a
writer. What I found was a community made up
of warm, intelligent, and tolerant people.
Good people.
Interesting people.
In just
three years,
I’ve formed a lot of friend

5
ships which I fully expect will continue
well into my senescence.
A good convention is like a highlights
film of the best parts of college — good
food, good music,
stimulating conversation,
a melting pot of personalities, and as much
serious partying as you can cope with. I now
go to five or six cons a year,
and I don’t
get cheated.
I gape,
admire,
and ogle at
the masquerade.
I stay up late listening to
the filksinging.
I wake up in the morning
bleary-eyed from getting four hours
of
sleep.
.
But you do have to pay your dues — which
for the writers means taking part in panels.
I enjoy doing panels, even though it’s
something of a curiosity to me how telling
lies for profit should give your opinions
any more authority.
I’ve been asked to talk
about alien sex,
nuclear winter, the psych
ology of horror, NASA’s space station,
fu
ture education, female heroes,
creationism,
electronic surveillance — I wish I were as
knowledgable as that list suggests I must
be. As you probably know, a teacher of gen
eral science is equipped to make about two
remarks on any subject. Then he has to go
look it up like anyone else. Of course, two
bright comments is usually enough to get me
through a typical panel.
Every now and then,
though, you get
thrown a curve. At this year’s NASFiC in
Austin,
I was assigned to a panel titled
"Today’s New Writers — the Next New Wave?"
— an appellation which made me more than
vaguely uncomfortable. But we were doing
fine until someone in the audience broke the
most fundamental rule of panels — she asked
a tough question.
"If you’re the next new
wave," she asked,
"then what do you repre
sent? What is it you stand for?"
Naturally,
I ducked the question. But I
did manage to say that if there was going to
be another new wave, I hoped that it would
bring some open-eyed optimism back to a
field that over the last few years has been
more cynical and pessimistic than I care
for. I was both surprised and pleased when
the audience applauded that.
The fact is, it's far too early for me or
anyone else to be talking about the meaning
of my work.
I’m not analytical about what I
do — I find that a hindrance to actually
doing it. However -I do know one particular attitude which
underlies most everything I write, and if
I'd been a little braver with that Austin
audience,
I would have
'fessed up to it.
What I described to them in wishful terms
was the kind of stories I hoped I was writ
ing.
I view this kind of open-eyed optimism as
one of the foundation stones of science fic
tion.
In fact, the most perfect explication
of it that I know was written at the turn of
the century by none other than Herbert
George Wells.
I've carried this particular
quotation in my wallet ever since I first
encountered it, because it expresses far
better than I can what draws me to SF both
as a reader and writer. Wells wrote:
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"It is possible to believe that all
the past is but the beginning of a be
ginning 9 and that all that is and has
been is but the twilight of the dawn.
It is possible to believe that all the
human mind has ever accomplished is
but the dream before the awakening. We
cannot see, there is no need for us to
see, what this world will be like when
the day has fully come. We are crea
tures of the twilight. But it is out
of our race and lineage that minds
will spring,
that will reach back to
us in our littleness to know us better
than we know ourselves, and that will
reach forward fearlessly to comprehend
this future that defeats our eyes. All
this world is heavy with the promise
of greater things, and a day will
come, one day in the unending succes
sion of days, when beings, beings
which are now latent in our thoughts
and hidden in our loins, shall stand
upon this earth as one stands upon a
footstool, and shall laugh and reach
out their hands amidst the stars.”

Notice the words Wells chose — it is
possible to believe in a bright future.
It
is also possible to believe that the world
is going to hell in a hand basket. And if
you’re going to go out proselytizing for one
view or the other, you’ll do yourself a fa
vor if you join the doom-sayers — it's al
ways been easier to marshal evidence to sup
port that view.
But there's no profit in pessimism. All
it does is give you. permission for despair,
and for the kind of indifference to conse
quences that we humans show at our worst.
And it makes us vulnerable to a bad case of
self-fulfilling prophecy.

It’s easy to laugh at an optimist, to
call him a pollyanna and sneeringly invite
him to come live in the real world. But what
Wells was describing, and what I hope my
writing portrays, is not optimism, but meli
orism — the belief that through human ef
fort,
the world can be made better.
It’s a
belief that I think is essential to our long
-term survival.
Recently I came across a greeting card
which showed a young boy, standing naked in
a doorway,
looking out at the seemingly in
finite universe lying just beyond. The cap
tion inside reads, "Hello out there."
I think it’s wonderfully symbolic of
where we are as a species. We're no longer
a helpless infant, tied to the security of
our cradle, the Earth. We've learned how to
stand up and few other parlor tricks. We're
learning not to make messes where we live.
Perhaps the most important thing that we've
learned is that we can learn. We're grow
ing. And we're looking out from where we
stand with curiosity and wonder.
Recent criticism to the contrary,
I be
lieve that the human prospect is still very
bright and the future still very much in our
control. As long as I can sustain that be
lief,
I’ll be .writing stories about chal
lenges and possibilities: those contained
within ourselves, and those allowed by a
Universe the parameters of which we have
only begun to explore.
I can only hope, for
all our sakes,
that there will always be an
audience for the hopeful view of life.
[Condensed from a speech presented November
2, 1985 before the Universal Fantasy Organi
zation of Fort Wayne, Indiana.]

_
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Comments

on

The Science Fiction
Book Club
An Article by Evelyn C. Leeper
©bad io faster’ i^g3

Last summer, Ellen Asher of the Doubleday
Science Fiction Book Club
(SFBC) came to
speak at the New Jersey Science Fiction So
ciety. Some of her comments were farily in
teresting, so I will relay them as I remem
ber them.
The SFBC is one of seven Doubleday book
clubs'
(Asher said she likes to think of it
as one sucker on the book club tentacle of
the Doubleday octopus).
It is the largest
of their specialty clubs
(they also have a
military history club and a Mystery Guild,
for example).
I don’t recall if it’s larger
than their Literary Guild. The seven clubs
have a membership totaling over one million,
and since the mailing list that the SFBC
sells (which includes expired members) is
about 250,000, one can conclude that the
SFBC itself has about 200,000 members.
(The
actual figures are secret, apparently.)
There was a lot of discussion about the
books that are selected. There are several
' considerations. The books are printed "let
ter-press” rather than offset, so that books
relying on strange typographies or compli
cated interior illustrations have little
chance of being chosen (alternate selections
can be printed offset in special cases, but
the. main selections cannot be). Most are is
sued as hardcovers, though they occasionally
issue a trade paperback.
(There is a new
LeGuin, Always Coming Home, that is a trade
paperback, slip-cased with cassette.)
Be
cause of the "negative option" method used
(see below), and because so many of the mem
bers are minors, the main selections usually
do not include "adult"
(sexual)
material.
Doubleday has no desire to get hauled into
court for sending unsolicited sexual materi
al to minors.
Several of us (including me)
decried the
swing from science fiction to fantasy that
• we see the SFBC taking. There appear to be
several reasons for this. One, fantasy sells
(according to Asher, and she should know).
Two, there is a lot more fantasy available
than there used to be. Look in your local
Waldenbooks or B. Dalton if you don’t be
lieve this. Three
(and this is my observa
tion based on an extended conversation),
Asher likes fantasy better than science fic
tion, and Arthurian/high fantasy better than
dark fantasy (including horror, but also
works by such authors as Glen Cook and
Stephen Brust)• While she buys the obliga-

'£ve£yn ■£..

tory science fiction
(no one would dream of
NOT offering the latest Asimov or Niven),
she tends to go for the new fantasy authors
more than the new science fiction authors.
This is,
of course,
somewhat self-fulfill
ing. As more fantasy is offered, people who
prefer fantasy join the SFBC because they
can get more of what they want, while people
who prefer science fiction leave
(or are
dropped)
because they can’t find what they
want.
(If a member hasn’t bought a book in
a year, they are sent a letter asking them
to return an enclosed card if they wish to
remain a member. Tnis way the SFBC doesn’t
keep spending postage on people who never
buy anything.)
Someone asked about how well the book
club editions hold up over time. Asher re
plied that they are printed on acid-free pa
per, so should last reasonably well. This
provoked a stir of surprise, since Gregg
Press and Bluejay Books have been promoting
their books as superior to most because of
the acid-free paper. Why doesn’t the SFBC
mention this in their advertising?
Asher
said that every time this was suggested, the
powers that be at Doubleday insisted that no
one would understand what that meant, so it
didn’t pay to advertise it. If enough people
wrote the SFBC and asked them to switch to
acid-free paper,
they might realize that we
do know what the stuff is!
There has been some discussion about the
"negative option" method that the SFBC uses
(if you don’t reply otherwise, you automat
ically get the main selections). People have
claimed that there is some way to get on a
"positive option" list, where you don’t have
to reply each month. When I asked about
this, the response was that there was such a
list, but it is reserved for people who have
some good reason to be on it.
Most of the
people on the list,
for example, are over
seas, where the cost of postage and handling
is high enough that the SFBC felt that the
default sending of the selections wouldn't
be fair (not to mention the problems of get
ting the cards back to the SFBC in time to
have them not send the selections if the
negative option were in effect).
I suspect
that people who travel a good deal (the mil
itary, etc.) could also be put on the list.
No one talked about the cost of postage
and handling.
Everyone knows it's high;
everyone knows there's net much that can be
done about it.

L&zpM.-
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The Year We Made

CONTACT!
A conreport by Mark Schulzinger

The story begins in Indianapolis, but
what the heck....
Rusty Hevelin was at the desk of the Ev
ansville (Indiana) Sheratin when I walked in
to register Thursday evening.
Rembert Park
er, in suit and tie, goggled at us.
”But,
but, we didn’t expect anybody until Friday.”
Rusty grumbled something;
I grumbled
something. The weather was foul—rain, cold,
flying state troopers.
"Party at seven," Rembert said, undaun
ted.
The Sheratin, ever attentive to the com
fort of its guests, had forgotten that I had
ordered adjoining rooms in October for the
Beams and ourselves. They forgot that we
liked to have coat hangers in our rooms.
They forgot that Rusty likes to bathe regu
larly. About the only thing they didn’t for
get was to try and charge us full price.
Tucker had arrived while I was trying to
get coat hangers and, as time went on, the
Zahns, Jack Cnalker, Dell Harris and a host
of others made their appearances. I ran into
Pete Fergusson, dripping wet from the pool,
and invited him up for a small libation. He
discovered that my bar stock included some
of Mr. Jameson’s special export stock and we
settled down for a chat. During a conversa
tion concerning the breeding of tropical
fish I got up enough courage to ask Pete to
look at a rejection slip Stan Schmidt had
sent me.
"Mark," he said,
"this is great!
Stan’s
asking for a rewrite."
"Uh," I said brightly.
"All I can see is
three lines that say
’it doesn’t quite
gel'."
"Nope." Pete was emphatic.
"He wants a
rewrite."
I admitted that I was only a clinical
psychologist and Pete was kind enough to in
troduce me to elementary Schmidteese. By the
end of the lesson we were tearing stories
apart. Hooray for translators!
The party was at the Heileman brewery
where the RCSFS, not anticipating an early
influx of fen, struggled mightily to keep us
fed. We went at it like a herd of brothersin-law while Pete and Jack Chalker traded
unkind words about their respective word
processing programs.
Pete’s had managed to
freeze his hard disk and eradicate itself
from its master floppy in the process.
Tucker and my wife were deeply engrossed
in private conversation.
Bhob, ever atten

tive to attractive women, had rightly seen
that Sally was the fairest in the room. She,
equally perceptive, returned the interest.
I wound up trying to explain fandom to the
bartender.
Back at the Sheratin we discovered that
the Beams had arrived from Kokomo. We wan
dered down to Tucker’s room where Rusty Hev
elin, Bhob, and Jeff Lockridge
(the very
personable official CONTACT photographer),
were already engaged in conversation and
sipping of the smoooth. Sally, as usual,
took her place at Tucker’s right hand.
The con registration opened officially at
7 AM Friday and I found thrust into my hot
hands a thoroughly
professional program
booklet—slick covers and all. Checking the
program I discovered I had been scheduled to
appear on two panels, both on Sunday. This
was impossible since we had to head back to
Springfield (Missouri) Sunday morning. Rem
bert told me to attend any panel I wished
and tore off to take care of the manifold
duties that had already turned half his hair
white.
I had picked out a likely sounding panel
at 7:30 PM:
"Science, we don't need no
stinking science." Pete Fergusson, Tucker,
and Arlan Andrews had already been empaneled
for it but I figured they wouldn’t mind a
fourth—we could always play poker if no one
showed up.
As it was,
I was the one who almost did
n’t show up.
It’s a long story but'we went
out for supper on a riverboat. It started to
rain again and we were forced to bail. Un
fortunately, we couldn’t make bail and....
I slid into my chair 30 seconds late.
The con opened officially at 8:30 with
Bhob’s pithy remarks. Tim Zahn then put us
into convulsions with the "Star Trek Sugges
tion Box".
I found out that they were going
to show Mike Kube-McDowell’s "Lifebomb" at
10:30 and made a mental note to go and watch
it. Unfortunately I misplaced my mind short
ly thereafter and only found it again about
11 when Mike told us all how he started
writing television scripts.
The con suite was awash with soda pop,
and Tim Zahn was telling me about Back to
the Future.
Mike and Karla Kube-McDowell
showed up and we all tried to help a fan
with a movie trivia quiz. We all decided we
don’t watch enough movies.
The rain stopped on Saturday and we began
to lose the webbing between our toes. I
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helped out on a panel on SF Mystery. Then
disaster struck-- my mother-in-law appeared.
I enlisted the Beams’ help and we all had
lunch together. It was not pleasant; she has
no tolerance for "damyankees".
Fortunately, the "Analog Mafia” panel in
tervened in this traumatic meeting and I
tried to appear reluctant as I took my
leave. I admit I am not part of the Analog
Mafia. Pete and Tim, though,
insist that I
will be soon so I decided to take the bit in
my teeth and participate. Who knows, I might
just learn something.
Among Pete Fergusson, Tim Zahn, Mike
Kube-McDowell, and Arlan Andrews, over 50%
of the authorship of Analog was at the con.
Admittedly Tim is now writing novels, but
that hardly disqualifies him.
I managed to
get a few more insights into Schmidteese and
found out that even the old-timers have to
call him up now and then for clarification.
I also found out he’s in the office on Tues
days. Hooray I Now I can call him, too.
Ray Beam and I retired for martinis and a
bit of skulduggery while Sally and Mary Ann
conferred on their own. The Beams had deci
ded to defer supper until after the masquer
ade but Sally and I opted for food at the
usual time. My mouth cooperated wholeheart
edly with the decision— an inlay popped out
with the first mouthful.
At the masquerade Ray presented Tucker
with his half of the First Fandom Hall of
Fame award—he and Bob Bloch were co-recipients this year.
I then announced that Bhob
is so old
("How old is he?” from the audi
ence) that he and Daniel DeFoe had stories
published simultaneously in the same maga
zine. Check it out:
F&SF, vol. 2, no.l.
I
turned the issue over to Rusty for auction
with the promise that Bhob would autograph
both stories to the purchaser. After all,
everyone knows that "Daniel Defoe" is one of
his earlier pseudonyms. The issue sold for
$27 and the gentleman who purchased it re
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ceived his two autographs and a generous
slug of Beam’s Choice. Bhob, who also writes
submarine stories under the pen name of
Jules Verne, was as pleased to give as the
fan was to receive.
While the auction was underway Pete Fer
gusson ’s youngsters attracted my attention.
I guess the professional in me took over and
I fell oblivious to what was going on Around
me while I explored their unique [world
views. The next thing I knew, the auction
was over, the hall was clear, and Pat Fer
gusson was explaining why they had three
computers, five monitors, and numerous other
gadgets. Pete showed up with a bottle of Mr.
Daniels’ Black Label and offered me a ‘drink.
We finished the bottle at 4:30 the next
morning and went to my room for some more of
Mr. Jameson’s best. About 5:00 Pat 'joined
us. About 5:00:30 I crawled into bed while
Pete, Pat, and someone else continued the
conversation in the hall. They never did get
to bed.
By 10:00 we were on our way back to
Springfield. Sally drove;
I fought my way
back to sobriety. The animals were glad to
see us. My cat promptly relieved his blad
der all over the copy of Analog containing
Pete's story "Gertrude".
Yes, there was lots of witty repartee at
CONTACT but I really can’t recall any of it.
Yes, Mike Kube-McDowell brought his Compaq,
Rusty Hevelin his Kaypro,
someone else his
Commodore 64 and I watched the former and
the latter communicate with one another
through a database in another state just so
they could chat from the first to the second
floor of the hotel. Yes,
I drank more in a
weekend than I manage to do in a month. It
wasn’t an old-fashioned con with lots and
lots of fanac, it was a new-fashioned one
with gamers and costumes and media fen.
Thanks to the RCSFS and all their efforts.
It was lots of fun.
.
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FRIGHT NIGHT
A film review by Mark R. Leeper

CAPSULE REVIEW: When a handsome young vam
pire moves in next door to a teenager, the
horror begins. This just-slightly tongue-in
-cheek horror film does deliver what you pay
for if you give it time. This is the first
true vampire film released to theatres in
quite a while and it is worth seeing.
Film reviewers have been talking about
the return of the Western last summer and
have almost completely overlooked Fright
Wight, the first real vampire film in a good
long time. Usually when a film is written
and directed by the same person and you have
never heard of him, you should not expect
too much from the film. Weird Science was
directed by its relatively unknown screen
writer and he deserves to remain relatively
unknown. Tom Holland, who wore both hats for
Fright Night, is neither as polished a writ
er or director as this film needed, but he
managed to put enough pleasure in this film
that some of its rougher edges can be over
looked.
The story, which could as easily come
from a low-budget 50’s film,
is about Char
ley Brewster, a teenager who discovers his
new neighbor is a vampire. Once the vampire
(played by Chris Sarandon) knows he has been
discovered, it becomes a duel between the
two. Charley enlists the aid of TV horror
show host and horror actor Peter Vincent
(a
cross between Peter Cushing and Vincent
Price?), played a little too broadly by Rod
dy McDowell.
Holland, who previously scripted Psycho
II, seems as willing to plant tongue in
cheek as his vampire plants teeth in neck.
At times, the humor gets away from him and
threatens to destroy the horror, but luckily
there is enough horror in the film so that
it is not overpowered by the humor. Richard
Bdlund
(who was one of the more familiar
names of the army who did the special ef
fects for Star Wars) has created a number of
interesting effects for Fright Night, not
all of which are completely believable.
Don’t be fooled by the title into think
ing that this is a quick,
slapped-together
horror film.
Fright Night delivers a few
chuckles and several gasps and in general
makes it all work. Rate it +1 on the -4 to
*4 scale.

PRIVATEERS
by Ben Bova
Tor, 1985, $15.95

A book review by Lan
The time is the future. Except for some
third-world countries who have orbiting fac
tories, the Soviet Union dominates the world

and space.
It is the Soviets who mine the
Moon with their political prisoners. The So
viets supply raw meterials to ALL the orbit
ing factories. And it is the Soviets who
are hated and feared.
Especially hated by
Dan Randolph.
Randolph was an astronaut, an engineer, a
businessman. When the U.S. knuckled under
to the Soviets and were told to disarm their
weapons and disband their space program,
Randolph fled to Venezuela where he contin
ued to build his business empire, and se
cretly plot to break the strangle-hold that
Russia had placed around the world. However,
the Soviets wouldn’t just let this happen.
Employing sabotage and murder,
the KGB at
tempted to foil Randolph and his plans, only
to create a worse situation from which there
could only be one victor. And depending on
who won, Earth might not survive in one
piece.
There are a few authors I read who will
hook me at the beginning of a story and keep
me enthralled throughout.
Mike'1 Resnick,
David Brin, and Timothy Zahn are three. Ben
Bova is another. On the dustjacket,
Spider
Robinson is quoted:
"Do not start this book
if you anticipate any pressing obligations
— a need to sleep,
say...." He’s right.
Although I did manage to tear myself away to
sleep, go to the bathroom, and to teach
classes,
I went right back to the book when
I had a free moment.
Bova has always had a
good story-telling sense and style, and this
novel does him in good stead.
Privateers is a fun, exciting,
thrilling
adventure novel.
It does not fit in with
the previous series of books involving Kins
man — Kinsman, Millenium, The Weathermak
ers , etc. But it still has that expansive
feeling that those novels do. Whether or
not he will continues any book with Randolph
or this particular "universe”, I don’t know.
As long as he keeps writing and telling top
notch stories, he can write whatever he
wants.

SILVER BULLET
A film review by Mark1 R. Leeper
CAPSULE REVIEW: A generally well-made horror
film that does not quite satisfy the way
some of its recent competition — notably
Fright Night — does.
Plastic effects and a
werewolf that would have been pretty scary
in 1980.

Dino Di Laurentiis-produced films have
had a bad name since King Kong. Dune and Red
Sonja have not helped that reputation. A few
of: his films have been well-done in spite of
the much-feared name. Conan the Barbarian
was a good film and certainly Ragtime was.
And I think Stephen King has no reason to
complain about either The Dead Zone or Fire
starter, two very nicely mounted productions
of Kings' novels. Di Laurentiis has returned
to his formerly profitable fields, producing
Silver Bullet, an adaptation of King's re
cent book Cycle of the Werewolf.
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Silver Bullet is at once the worst of Di
Laurentiis' three King films and a better
adaptation than King deserved. One reason
that it was better is that King wrote the
script himself and was able to add enough to
make a story worthy of a film. The book was
a paperback costing nearly $9, yet the story
was too short to make a film by itself.
It
is little more than twelve vignettes that
form a story of a werewolf who attacks once
a month for a year. As a sort of odd rever
sal , the film gives King a chance to flesh
out some characters who were not very well
developed in the book.
Silver Bullet deals with a series of
werewolf attacks in a small town. The main
character is a boy in a wheelchair—not the
most likely werewolf-hunter, but that is
part of what makes the story. Unfortunately,
King’s fleshing out of this story added some
nonsense for the younger crowd also. One
piece is a special wheel-chair crossed with
a motorcycle so that it can outrace a car.
It is a rather childish idea that Spielberg
would love, but which saps the film of some
needed credibility.
The Amazing Transforming Werewolf is the
creation of Carlo Rambaldi. The effects were
inspired (to say the least) by Rob Bottin's
werewolves in The Howling. The effects seem
a little more plastic than Bottin's and the
resulting creature is not nearly as formid
able. The werewolf from The Howling still
wins hands down as the one I judge most
likely to be picking pieces of me out of its
teeth after it catches me in a dark alley.
The werewolf in Silver Bullet is formidable,
but not really in the same class.
As a werewolf film, Silver Bullet is only
sub-formidable. It tells its story with some
likable characters, but it is no classic.
It's a "see once and throw away" film. Rate
it +1 on the -4 to +4 scale. My recommenda
tion: see the film; don't buy the book.

THE FORTY MINUTE WAR
by Janet and Chris Morris
Baen Books, $13.95, 1985
A book review by Evelyn C. Leeper

Like so many Baen books these days, this
is basically not a science fiction story.
The "40-Minute War" of the title provides
the rationale for some very straightforward
CIA/spy-type stuff, and the ending indicates
that the authors didn't really have an end
ing. Talk about deus ex machinal

12AFTER HOURS
A film review by Mark R. Leeper

CAPSULE REVIEW:
A really good script makes
this film funny and frightening at the same
time. Packed into one night in New York
City's SoHo is a lifetime of weirdos, adven
ture, and horror.
See it and you'll laugh,
but you will also never set foot in New York
after dark. Good Film!
Most horror films deal with the laws of
nature suddenly breaking down.
Suddenly
there are vampires or werewolves. A man
falls asleep on a train and wakes up in a
town where people have no faces. Ghosts in
vade a home in suburbia. Things happen that
breaks the laws as we expect them. You can't
really do a horror story in which the horror
element is "I am going to have a really bad
trigonometry exam next week." That may be a
frightening thought, but it falls too well
into common human experience.
Perhaps the
most convincing kind of horror is that some
thing very abstract like the law of averages
breakes down. The reader or viewer may say,
"This is too darn much coincidence," but it
is tough to get a feel for how much is too
much since people run into odd coincidences
every day.
Falling into a barrage of un
pleasant coincidences can be the basis for a
frightening and convincing sort of horror
story since there is — much more than in a
vampire story — the feeling that this could
happen. People will see After Hours as an
often nightmarish but hilarious black comedy
but it may not register that it is also very
effective as a horror film.
In New York City, a word processor
(Paul
Hackett, played by Griffin Dunne of An Amer
ican Werewolf in London), meets a good-look
ing girl
(Marcie,
played by Rosanna Ar
quette) in a restaurant and arranges a date
with her, but for his date he has to go to
an alien territory called SoHo. Now in real
life there are a lot of eccentric people in
SoHo and director Martin Scorsese has always
had a good eye for making New York City look
even more ominous than it actually is. Here
he combines an extremely well inter-woven
story with very funny portraits of the de
cidedly weird people who you very well might
run into in New York City and gets a film
with adventure, horror, and comedy, and none
at the expense of the others.
It has been
suggested by critics that horror and comedy
are at odds with each other, and a film that
is really funny cannot be really frighten
ing. After Hours manages quite nicely.
I do not want to say much more about the
plot than 1 have for fear of spoiling it,
but I will say that the story is a rich tap
estry of coincidence with events and even
objects tying together at the strangest and
most unexpected times. Joseph Minion has
written a truly amazing script that fits to
gether like a cleverly designed Chinese puz
zle. It is only the chain of coincidence and
the believability of the story that do not
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fit well together, but that is a minor flaw.
It has been suggested that only New Yorkers
will appreciate this film noir comedy and I
suspect that remains to be seen. But I have
n't laughed so hard at a comedy since seeing
A Christmas Story two years ago (perhaps not
even then) .
In some ways this is what Into
the Night wanted to be and didn’t quite make
it. It is also what Neil Simon’s The Out-of
-Towners could have been. This is a +3 com
edy on the -4 to +4 scale. There are very
few comedies I would rate that high. See it,
particularly if you know New York City, but
if not, give it a try anyway.

MELANCHOLY ELEPHANTS
k

by Spider Robinson
Tor paperback, 1985, $2.95.

A book review by David M. Shea

There are at least two reasons why it is
difficult to recommend this book unreserved
ly. Firstly, it reprints several pieces from
the author’s earlier collection Antinomy.
(Robinson professes to feel justified in
this since the earlier book was "remaindered
during publication" by Dell, who was drop
ping its SF line.)
Secondly, the quality of
Robinson's short fiction has always fluctua
ted sharply, and so it proves here. Whether
there is enough new, good material here to
justify the cost of the beck remains an iffy
question.
The title story is a didactic and whiny
lecture cn the injustice of present copy
right law, thinly disguised as fiction;
by
some appalling lapse of taste cn the part of
fandom, it won a Huge Award.
"High Infidel
ity" is medium-core porno which the author
has shoe-horned into the genre by setting it
in some indefinite future; it would have

-------------------------------------------- j3

played just as well
(or, more to the point,
just as badly) set in 1975 or 1945.
"No Re
newal", "Common Sense", "In the Olden Days",
and "Father Paradox" are all lightweight
junk of the sort that would draw a ferm re
jection letter if you or I sent it to any
professional editor; Robinson's name is such
a selling point that even his trash is sala
ble.
Somewhat less bad is "True Minds", which
requires far too many suspensions of disbe
lief to make its clunky, intricate plot
work; it survives mainly cn the basis of its
appealing characters.
"Rubber Soul" is a
story which one is tempted to call manipula
tive, in that it jerks the reader's emotions
by playing cn a tragedy far too personal to
far too many of us;
it escapes that label
solely because Robinson, in this case, feels
the same as we de, and it shows.
(This is
evident not merely from context, but from
his former work.)
"Half an Oaf" and "Chrcnic Offender" are
examples of typical Robinsen humor at work.
Beth are time-travel stories, and both are
wildly funny. The former is strongly remin
iscent of the late Fredric Brown; the latter
is dedicated to Damon Runyon and takes off
clearly on the famous Runyor.esque style.
The two longest works in the bock are
clearly the best. "Antinomy" is a long, sad,
rambling, paradox story which deeply ex
plores its characters' emotions, eschewing
low-grade puns, and easy gimmicky endings
fcr a thoughtful portrait of people caught
in a no-win,
no-fault situation.
"Satan's
Children" is a searing thoughtful study of
the near future with an anchor out to the
direction of hope. Even the title is ironic
rather than merely cutesy, as far toe many
of the author's titles are. This is the
Spider Robinson who gave us Stardance and
Mindkiller.
It's a pity that Rcbinson feels
compelled to cash in on his junk as well as
his good work.
In summation, then, a highly uneven col
lection. The three cr four good pieces are
probably sufficient to justify any regular
Spider Robinson reader to invest in the
book. Someone, less familiar with the au
thor's work might want to explore one of the
two novels mentioned first tc find out if
Robinson's distinctive style is really to
your taste.

THE HUNT FOR RED OCTOBER
by Tom Clancy, Berkley Books, 1985, $4.50.

A book review by Mark R. Leeper
Suppose you want to learn about life on a
whaling vessel a century ago. What is the
best reference book to read?
(And don't you
ask yourself that all the time?)
My sources
tell me that the best reference work is Moby
Dick. Every once in a while a novel comes
along that is so well researched it is an
education to read as well as reading an en
tertaining story. What must be a best-sell
ing novel — based on the number of people I
have seen reading it — is an education in

i
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submarine warfare as well. The book is Tom
Clancy’s The Hunt for Red October.
The story deals with a great Soviet
submarine commander who has had all of his
roots to the USSR destroyed by failings in
the Soviet system. His wife was killed by a
drunken doctor’s malpractice, but the doctor
is the son of a high Party official so noth• ing can be done. She might have been saved
but for the unreliability of Soviet drugs.
So Marko Ramius has had it with the USSR and
decides to use his command of the Soviet
submarine Red October to get revenge. With
a complete plan he turns his submarine west,
north of Scandinavia, and toward the Western
Hemisphere.
The Hunt for Red October combines a good,
though not great, thriller with a good,
though not great, education on modern naval
warfare. I read the book on vacation all the
time wishing I had my copy of The U.S. War
Machine by Ray Bonds to add even more detail
and illustration, but Clancy writes with
complete credibility about matters of de
fense I would not have dreamed were public
knowledge. One never gets the feeling that
Clancy’s technical detail is anything but
flawless.
One does get the feeling, however, that
The Hunt for Red October,
like the film The
Final Countdown,
is as much an ad for the
U.S. Armed Forces as it is a piece of drama
tic narrative. One almost feels sorry for
the Soviets in this book as they are so
thoroughly out-gunned and out-thought by the
Americans that one wonders why they bother
opposing the John-Wayne-like Americans at
all. We see none of the incompetence of the
aborted Iranian hostage rescue. Americans
are killed by mechanical failure, but not
nearly so spectacularly as the Soviets are.
(Hey, in this book when the Soviets have a
mechanical failure, they do it up right.
I
rarely go back to read a scene a second
time. But this one scene is far and away the’
most enthralling in the book.
If you don't
want to read the whole book, have someone
who has read it point out this scene.)
The Hunt for Red October is a good story
and an enjoyable book to read. What makes
it as popular as it is is a little tough to
understand.
It is just a very readable text
on naval warfare wrapped in a moderately
good story. Rate it a +2 on the -4 to +4
scale.
.

cuckoo's

egg

by C. J. Cherryh
Phantasia Press, 1985, $17.00
A book review by Lan
The world is an alien one, a strange mix
ture of a guild system and science advanced
to space travel.
Into the hands of Duun, of
the hatani guild, is placed a human baby.
Where the human came from, why he is being
raised by aliens, is the question answered
by the climax of the bock.
C.J. has once again successfully told a
story from an alien viewpoint. Duun-hatani

is a member of the guild most feared by the
people of this planet, the Shonunin. A hatani can read a person, and give binding
judgement to difficult or supposedly imposs
ible situations.
Raising the human Thorn
was a result of Duun’s hatani decision.
Thorn is raised hatani, and slowly both he
and the reader learn the purpose of his ex
istence.
.
Cuckoo's Egg seems confusing at the be
ginning, as many SF stories are nowadays,
though not as confusing as some. C.J. is
very good at giving you enough hints so that
the confusion isn’t total, and the story and
questions carry the reader through to the
end. And the end is not a straight-shot
through the book. There are many side-roads
and trials that Thorn goes through, protec
ted by Duun,
his master and only friend.
Duun's decision is taking 18 years, and the
political climate is changing and becoming
more complex...and more dangerous to Thorn.
To tell more than this would ruin an ex
cellent novel of discovery.
I rate Cuckoo’s
Egg very high, and am considering it a poss
ible Hugo contender. The novel is also a
vailable new in paperback through DAW books.

CROSS-TIME ENGINEER •
by Leo Frankowski
Del Rey Books, 1986, $2.95
A book review by Evelyn C. Leeper

Conrad Schwartz,
loyal citizen of Commu
nist Poland, goes to sleep in the basement
of an inn and wakes up in 1231 A.D.
In the
best "Connecticut Yankee" tradition, his
knowledge revolutionizes the
society he
falls into. Of course, he does all this in
the spirit of good Marxist dedication. He
doesn't worry about the paradoxes of trying
to change history so that the Mongols are
defeated in their (in our universe, success
ful)
attempt to over-run Poland in 1241.
(There are some time travelers in the future
who are watching him via a viewscreen who do
talk about this,
so the reader doesn't feel
cheated.)
Other than aforementioned similarity to A
Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur's Court,
and a somewhat gratuitous emphasis on nude
saunas,
the only drawback this book has is
that it’s Book 1 of a 4-book series and
leaves, as they say,
"more loose ends than
an explosion in a tinsel factory." Assuming
the last three are the same level as the
first, wait for all four, then read them as
a set.
.
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The VAMPIRE »—1 Jung and Old
VAMPIRE

JUNCTION

by S. P. Somtow (Somtow Sucharitkul),
Berkley, 1985, $2.95
A book review by Evelyn C. Leeper

For years vampires have been drawn in the
Freudian mode—as symbols of repressed sexu
ality in a Victorian era and so on.
(Un
doubtedly Freud would say that the vampire’s
fangs piercing the woman’s body are obvious
ly representative of the penis.)
Now, it
seems, it has become, time for the Jungians
to have their shot at the vampire legend,
and S. P. Somtow
(an admitted pseudonym for
Somtow Suchariktul) has obliged with Vampire
Junction.
Since it is less widely known than Freud
ian psychology, Jungian psychology should
perhaps be briefly explained. The four iden
tifiable aspects that appear in this novel
are the archetypal unconscious,
the animus/
anima dichotomy,
the theory of synchronic
ity, and the goal of individuation. The
archetypal unconscious forms half of a per
son's unconscious, the other half being per
sonal, i.e., composed of the person's indi
vidual experiences. The archtypal, or coll
ective, unconsciousness seems to be not un
like the concept of race memory. Jung’s
theory of animus/anima is another familiar
idea — that of each individual having both
male and female aspects. The theory of
synchronicity postulates the coincidence of
seemingly unrelated events having similar or
identical meaning.
(The same idea shows up
in some of the strangest places — for exam
ple, the child-like character in Repo Man,
who talks about how, after you've been
thinking of a plate of shrimp,
someone will
say "plate" or "shrimp" or "plate of shrip."
But then, that's synchronicity for you.) Fi
nally, individuation (according to Jung) is
the process of uniting the conscious and the
unconscious
within oneself and becoming
whole. End of psychology digression.
Somtow's vampire, Timmy Valentine, seeks
out a therapist to help him. But he needs a
Jungian therapist, because he is the Jungian
'archetype,
formed out of the collective un
* consciousness of the human beings who see
►him. And they see him as they expect to see
►him—some as a cat stalking down the street,
► some as a flickering shadow, some as a rock
►star. He finds Carla Rubens, who tries to
Ideal with the archetype turned flesh.
She,
I in turn, was previously involved with Steph)en Miles, an operatic conductor. Miles,
)while at Cambridge, was drawn into a satanic
)group called "The Gods of Chaos"
(who knew
)of his pyromania and used that as a hold on
(him). During one of their ceremonies many
(years ago
(in which a woman was murdered)

Miles caught a glimpse of Valentine. Now
The Gods of Chaos are reuniting in Thailand
to recover the two halves of an idol that
will give them enormous power.
It may sound
incredibly coincidental, but the word is
synchronistic.
Valentine, in his two-thousand-year exis
tence
(give or take a century), has known
many ages and many men. The usual symbols
that the vampire fears no longer have any
effect on him; with his age comes the wisdom
that they cannot harm him.
In most vampire
stories,
the humans fighting the vampire
must believe in the symbols
(especially the
cross) to have them work;
in this case, the
vampire must believe. Valentine can walk
about during the day, does not fear crosses,
is not repelled by garlic, etc. But those
that he makes vampires still have these
fears — they have not yet outgrown them.
While this book is written from a Jungian
perspective,
the frequent references to
dreams seems distinctly Freudian. But these
are not what we think of as dreams, but
rather expressions of the collective uncon
scious. Valentine's house, with its ever
changing halls and rooms,
is shaped by the
union of its inhabitants* unconsciousnesses.
Whether you find the house, or Valentine, or
the novel, convincing depends in large part
on whether you find Jungian psychology con
vincing.
And there is the real problem. Somtow
can handle the horror scenes fairly well
(though Junction, Idaho, reminds me a lot of
Salem's Lot). The premise of a vampire
living through various horrors of history is
hardly new, but Somtow does manage to put
some twists on it that I hadn't seen before
(and I tend to follow vampire novels). But
the story of Valentine's two millenia search
for individuation,
and its culmination,
fails to convince me even on the level re
quired for a vampire novel.
I mean, one is
willing to accept some mysticism,
but it
seems unlikely to me that even a. dedicated
Jungian would accept this novel. Though Som
tow writes with a certain flair** the inher
ent unfamiliarity of his concept’s
(at least
to most)
will make this book very difficult
to enjoy, which is a pity.
I find the Jung
ian analysis of the vampire interesting, and
it gives a different.interpretation than the
usual Freudian one. But the extent to which
Somtow tries to put all of Jungian psycholo
gy in this novel smothers the originality
that it would otherwise display.
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THINNER

by Stephen King, Signet, 1985, $3.95.
A book review by Mark R. Leeper
Stephen King is undoubtedly the best
selling horror author in the world, yet most
of his novels do not have any horror in
them. Thinner is not so much a horror novel
as an adventure novel with a supernatural
premise. His The Shining and Salem's Lot
were true horror in which a genuine feeling
of growing menace suffused the novels. That
is not the case with Thinner or with recent
King novels like Pet Semetary. Still, take
the horror out of Thinner and you still have
an interesting story. If you take out of Pet
Semetary everything that is borrowed from W.
W. Jacob's story "The Monkey’s Paw," there
is not much left worth reading. At least
King's Thinner would have some interest even
without the horror elements.
Billy Halleck is a heavyweight lawyer. He
weighs in at just about and eighth of a ton.
Then he has an auto accident in which he
kills an old gypsy woman. Another gypsy from
her group taps Billy on the cheek and whis
pers "Thinner." After that the chapters are
"245," "227," "221," etc. What would seem
at first to be a blessing soon becomes obvi
ously a gypsy curse. Once Billy establishes
that he has been cursed, he must find the
gypsies to convince them to remove the
curse. Neither half of this task is easy.
The gypsies move around, well, like gypsies.
Then once the gypsies have been found, there
is the thorny problem of convincing them to
remove the curse. As good a lawyer as Hall
eck is, convincing a lot of gupsies to for
give his killing one of their number is be
yond his powers.
One definite problem with Thinner is its
conflicting goals. On one hand King is try
ing to show the plight of the gypsies, even
in the United States. On the other hand,
this is a horror novel and he needs the gyp
sies to provide the horror.
He is at once
trying to make them more human and also make
them monstrous.
It doesn't really work.
In
the end King has totally justified—at least
in part with fact rather than fantasy—the
intolerance shown toward gypsies. Even with
out references to gypsy magic, these gypsies
do not seem like people anyone would want
coming into their town.
Thinner is one of five novels originally
published under King's penname,
Richard
Bachman. The first four of these novels were
published under the Bachman name early in
King's career. This one has more of the feel
of a later King novel.
I have heard ration
alizations for why King published it under
the Bachman name. My personal
(cynical)
belief is that it was planned to be released
under the Bachman name and then have the ru
mor openly spread that this was "the Stephen
King novel nobody knows is a Stephen King
novel." This was done with the full inten
tion of later publishing it under King's
real name. That way instead of being just

another Stephen King horror novel, it is a
novel of sure notoriety.
In any case, it is an above-average novel
for King. Give it a *1 on the -4 to +4
scale.

THE GALLATIN DIVERGENCE
by L. Neil Smith
Del Rey Books, $2.95, 1985
A book review by Evelyn C. Leeper
This is apparently part of a series of
books by Smith set in the same universe, or
rather a set of alternate universes.
(Other
books in the series include Tom Paine Maru,
The Nagasaki Vector,
and The Probability
Broach.)
This one is set at the time of the
Whiskey Rebellion in a universe in which was
formed the North American Confederacy in
stead of the United States.
I really wish I
liked Smith's writing
style more — he has such interesting ideas,
but I find his books agony to read. The
first-person,
"slangy" style in which he
writes does not flow well
(at least to me)
and attempting to follow the various speak
ing styles of the characters (one of whom is
a dolphin — what is it with dolphins these
days? Every third author seems to feel he
should include intelligent dolphins in his
novels) is not an easy task. If you can take
his style,
I would recommend it, but it's
not for everyone.

R E - A N I M’A TER
A film review by Mark R. Leeper
CAPSULE REVIEW: A sort of a cross between
the Frankenstein and Zombie genres. Re-Ani
mator is horror done for laughs.
It defin
itely works better as comedy than as horror.
Less than 24 hours after admiring how
well Martin Scorese's After Hours combines
comedy and horror at the expense of neither,
I saw Re-Animator, a film which also com
bines comedy and horror,
though much less
successfully. The publicity said that the
film was based on Lovecraft's story "Herbert
West—The Re-Animator." I guess I don't know
Lovecraft very well, because the title rings
no bells with me.
In any case. West is a medical student
who studied under one of the great medical
mad scientists of Europe, a Dr. Gruber, who
had strange ideas about how to bring the
dead back to life. After Gruber's two un
timely deaths, his assistant West has re
turned to the U.S. to be a pain to the fac
ulty at Miskatonic Medical School in Arkham,
Massachusetts.
It isn't long before West is
using his drug—which looks like Mellow Yel
low soda except that it glows in the dark—
to turn corpses into zombies that bang their
heads against walls and drool something that
looks like cream of wheat flavored with Lavoris. Chief among the zombies is a profes-
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sor who hated West. He is killed and re-an
imated.
("Is he dead?" asks a student. ’’Not
any more," West assures him.)
The head and
the body have become separated, but the head
still controls the body through telepathy.
The whole film comes to your standard bar
room brawl scene except that it takes place
in a morgue, most of the brawlers are dead,
and some are missing inconsequential body
parts like heads.
There is, as you might imagine, a fair
amount of gore in this film,
including some
graphic shots of an autopsy. Nothing looks
particularly real, but if just the thought
of what you are supposed to be seeing both
ers you, you may want to keep your distance.
There is a rather interesting musical theme
.used under the credits and ofttimes in the
film itself. The theme, by Richard Band, is
just barely different enough from the title
music of Psycho to avoid a lawsuit...or per
haps not quite.
As for an overall rating, some of the
comedy is worth seeing but as a horror film,
this is pretty much a washout. The comdey
saps any suspense the film might have.
I’d
give Re-Animator a -1 on the -4 to +4 scale.
If it had tried real horror rather than just
gore to make itself frightening,
it could
have done better.

•Herbert West—The Re-Animator"

by H. P. Lovecraft
A book review by Mark R. Leeper

:

Having recently seen the film Re-Anima
tor, I was curious to read the H. P. Love
craft story on which the film claimed to be
based, "Herbert West--The Re-Animator".
I
found it in a British paperback, Dagon and
other Macabre Tales by Lovecraft. Reading
’ it, I got some insight into how the author
must have used his name to get stories pub
lished. At first it would appear to be one
story in six chapters. It quickly becomes
apparent, as each chapter is self-contained
and re-introduces the characters, that this
is not one story in six chapters, but six
stories which must have been published sep
arately. The stories must have been collec
ted without re-editing and called a single
story. However, if one reads still further,
it dawns on the reader that this is not six
stories but one story told six times with
minor variations.
Lovecraft wrote these
stories much the way Kelly Freas did covers
for Laser Books or producers make Friday the
13th films.
Lovecraft churned out these stories by
formula. He introduces the main character
and Herbert West, stating how they met in
medical school. He says that West re-anima
ted the dead and it caused trouble in the
past. Then he explains the new experiment,
and how, by bringing someone or something
back from the dead, West had created a real
ly hideous being, that if you saw it, it
would really scare the Bejesus out of you.

Actually, the closest analogy to this style
of story-telling is that of the Hammer
"Frankenstein" series, in which the scien
tist tries a different experiment in each
film, but they all seem to end in shambling
horror.
Lovecraft told this same story six times
and was probably paid as if each was an ori
ginal. In actual fact, the film was probably
no worse than the story. It did use a number
of ideas from the stories, and molded them
together into a seventh Herbert West story,
somewhat more complex than the first six,
but not all that different.

A
.

MATTER

OF

TIME

by Glen Cook, 1985

A book review by Evelyn C. Leeper
The still warm body of a man who died
fifty years ago is the first clue in this
mystery of agents from the future trying to
preserve the past to insure the continued
existence of their future. While Detective
Cash tries to solve that mystery, his son is
being brain-washed by the Chinese Communists
to carry out a very important mission. If it
'sounds like The Terminator meets The Man
churian Candidate to you, well, you’re not
far off. Nothing great or earth-shaking
here, but a good read, especially for those
who like mysteries of spy adventures.
(I
bought it as an alternate history, which it
isn’t really, but it has the thread of time
paradox running through it, if that’s your
thing.)
.

NIGHT

OF

POWER

by Spider Robinson
Baen Hardcover, $13.95, 287 pages.
A book review by Lan
In 1996,
inventor Russell St. Claire and
his family travel to New York City from Hal
ifax to stay for a few months while Dena St.
Claire dances in a show. This United States
City has deteriorated considerably,
and
their car is nearly trashed before they are
rescued by Michael, a huge black man who
holds power through his own personality, not
through any physical force. Important to the
story is that Russ and his daughter Jenni
fer, age 13, are white, and Dena is black.
During their stay, they become involved in a
civil war, and are drawn deeper into the
power structure that could radically split
the US, or maybe save it.
As is typical of a Robinson story, you
get to know the characters, sometimes more
than you really want. At one point I did get
tired of Russ whining about his non-racism.
Still, the story and characters are power
ful, and some of the action and scenes are
quite violent.
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There is some stretching of the suspen
sion of disbelief. Jennifer taking care of
her potential rapist was gory, though the
reader was prepared quite well for her to be
competent under pressure. Her loss of vir
ginity was taken almost too nonchalantly by
her parents. No matter how good a friend

-teenager is with her parents,
I don't think
one would run and tell her parents that
soon, if at all.
Although I am glad I read it, it was a
bit too violent for me, and probably won't
re-read it. Those who like that sort of
stuff will probably like it a lot more.
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BETWEEN THE STROKES OF NIGHT
’

by Charles Sheffield
Baen Books, 1985, $3.5G

A book review by Lan
Sheffield’s novel tells a story of man
kind’s strange trip to the stars.
It begins
in the near future with experiments in cold
sleep, orbiting habitats called arcologies,
and the destruction of the world as we know
it.
Jump ahead mere than 25,500 years and
mankind is still around, but apparently not
on Earth since the locale is now another
world. The scene is that of the Planetfest
and an arduous contest of physical and men
tal acumen. The winners are taken off-planet
to meet the ’’Immortals".
This time, the
group that wins makes more than a nuisance
_of themselves, and starts an adventure un
folding to larger and larger vistas, and the
secrets of the immortals.
I found Between the Strokes of Night in
triguing, and playing cn my sense-of-wonder
in a way I haven’t felt since last year when
I decided to read an old novel by Edmond
Hamilton.
I immediately considered this one
to be a Hugo contender, but after settling
down and "chewing" on it for a couple of
weeks, I found a few flaws, particularly
with the characters and characterization.
However, it still is a fascinating read, and
a high recommendation.
If Ender’s Game by
Scott Card, The Postmen by David Brin, Blood
Music by Greg Bear, Cuckoo’s Egg by C. J.
Cherryh, Spinneret by Timothy Zahn, and Em
Prise by Michael P. Kube-McDowel1 had not
also been published this year, Between the
Strokes of Night would definitely be on my
Hugo-nominaticns ballot.

REMO WILLIAMS: THE ADVENTURE BEGINS
A film review by Mark R. Leeper

CAPSULE REVIEW: A reasonable variation on
the James Bond formula directed by a James
Bond director. Joel Grey has some fun as the
Korean Martial arts expert Chiun and is the
best part of the film. Without him, this
would be a bland spy film.

One of the many jokes of Woody Allen’s
Sleeper is that we Americans of today have
everything backwards. Tobacco and hot fudge
are the healthiest things for your body and
health foods are poison. The core of Remo
Williams is a Korean martial arts expert
named Chiun, and what makes Chiun interest
ing is that Woody Allen's joke is part of
his character. Everything that Americans
think is good is really bad; everything we
think is bad is really good. You like ham
burgers? They're poison; all fast food is
poison. You think an automatic is a good
weapon? It is uselesss. And what is the par
agon of American culture? The soap opera,
and the more melodrama, the better.

But I am getting ahead of myself. The
main character of Remo Williams
(played by
Fred Ward , who played Gus Grissom in The
Right Stuff)
is, not too surprisingly, Remo
Williams. That's not his real name. He was
a policeman killed in the line of duty, or
so the world thinks.
Instead he was given
plastic surgery to make a new man of him —
literally. To finish the job of making a new
man of him, he is given a mentor—the super
human Chiun. Based on my memories of the two
novels of The Destroyer series—the series
on which the film is based—Chiun has a
greater presence in the film than he does in
the books.
In the books he is the spicing
that gives the dish character, but he is
used sparingly. Of course, part of the dif
ference is that the film concentrates on
Williams' training, so there is more of his
teacher in the film. Chiun is played by Joel
Grey, perhaps best known as the owner/enter
tainer in Cabaret.
The make-up used to
transform Grey into Chiun is somehow not en
tirely convincing. Some of what Chiun can do
in the book — like dodge bullets — sounded
good in the book but was not (and probably
could not be)
realistically translated to
the screen.
Instead, they just show him
ducking out of the way, but not fast enough.
Also in the cast is Wilford Brimley as the
head of the top secret government organiza
tion. Brimley is a very good actor, but only
playing characters who are basically Wilford
Brimley under other names.
Kate Mulgrew's
character is a big disappointment.
She
starts out gutsy and intelligent, but by the
film's end she proves to be a more tradi
tional bubblehead. Charles Cioffi plays the
villain, an unscrupulous defense contractor.
Remo Williams was directed by Guy Hamil
ton, who also directed spy adventures like
Goldfinger, A Funeral in Berlin,
Diamonds
are Forever, Live and Let Die,
and The Man
with the Golden Gun. The screenplay was by
another James Bond veteran,
Christopher
Wood. This new film is certainly better than
the worst of the Bond series, but one sus
pects from the title that the producers want
ot start a new series, and it seems unlikely
that the public will really want more than
two or three films with this set of charact
ers. Rate the film +1 on the -4 to +4 scale.

THE LONG FORGETTING
by Edward A. Byers
Baen Books, $2.95, 1985
A book review by Evelyn C. Leeper

Once more, Baen Books takes an interest
ing premise
(a ’’fugue" in space that causes
the loss of all memory and higher brain
functions)
and throws it away.
Instead of
spending time showing how mankind regained
his former glory,
surely the most interest
ing story, Byers tells us of the discovery
of some religious documents that,
if re
vealed, will completely change the way peo
ple look at their beliefs.
Irving Wallace
did the same thing with The Word and he
didn't need science fiction to do it.
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just sort of peters out. The premise was
good but its treatment was unimaginative.
R E T U R N
H E
The toughest thing for a redux of Twi
light Zone to do is to recapture the feel of
the original stories. That is where the film
T H E
0 F
(Twilight Zone: The Movie)
failed entirely,
At no point did I feel watching the film
A N T H 0 LOGY
that these were really Twilight Zone episodes.
"A Little Peace and Quiet" was the
big surprise of the week. Serling would have
E S
S E R
gone for this story in a big way.
It combines themes that he used in the series wit h
by Mark R. Leeper
a nifty ending. This story could not only #
It used to be that there were several an- have been an episode of the original series
Ethology series on TV. Then the powers on it would have been one of the better ones
I don't know how long it will last
but
3j»high decoded that if you miss one week of an
^anthology series you really haven't missed the spirit of Twilight Zone lives.
IIanything. The way to grab viewers is to have
"Ghost Train”
^continuing characters whom the audience can
Premiere episode of the
Ifidentify with. As television writing has
Amazing Stories series;
generally gone downhill, this piece of wisFirst aired on Sunday, 29 September 1985
^dom has been called into question. Further,
*the popularity of Tales from the Darkside
The real problem with the first episode
*and HBO's The Hitchhiker has convinced netof Amazing Stories is that it isn’t one.
It
’X’works to give anthologies a try again.
*
What is nice about anthologies is that isn't even a surprising story. When a wise
old man says X is going to happen and every
#the stories are short and self-contained.
3J.No continuing characters means that almost body says the old man is senile, the rest of
the story is as unpredictable as the order
^anything can happen to the characters in the
3* stories. I really am pleased to see the that the days will be in next week.
The second problem with the first episode 3&
IIanthology series return.. I think that there
If is much more room for creative story-telling is that the first three ingredients on the 3$»
label are sugar, corn sweeteners and honey.
Ilin the short story on film. And based on the
After
‘
premieres of three new anthology series this The fifth ingredient is molasses.
season—for me the most anxiously awaited TV watching for a half hour, my weight was up a
** season in a decade — we can expect a spotty half a pound and my teeth had three new cavities.
^season with a few gems.
Spielberg has the budget. He directed the
*2^
show himself, He has a score by John Will"Shatterday" and "A Little Peace and Quiet”
iams • The logo for the show is nicely pol*
Premiere episodes of the new
Amazished. There isn't a thing
_ wrong
_ with _____
Twilight Zone series;
fixed
ing
Stories
that
couldn't
be
with
a
Friday,
27
September
1985
aired
on
First
script by Rod Serling. What Spielberg used
Due to the magic of videotape, I saw instead was a script by a relative unknown
If- this is
Alfred Hitchcock Pre- based on Spielberg's own story.
Stories and ______________________
3^Amazing_________
he and NBC
the best script Spielberg has
Ilsents before I saw Twilight Zone. This means
If that of the four stories I saw, each was are in real trouble.
Ifbetter than its predecessor.
"Revenge”
I*
Twilight Zone led off with an adaptation
Premiere episode of the new
j*of a Harlan Ellison story,
"Shatterday.” I
Alfred Hitchcock Presents series;
j*have an irrational dislike for the stories
First aired on Sunday, 29 September 1985
^by Ellison that I have read because I really
^dislike the man and usually also his writing
NBC rounds out the hour of Amazing Sto
style.
I have never read an Ellison story
ries with Alfred Hitchcock Presents.
Hitch
$fthat indicated he had nearly the talent of a
or cock himself is on hand via framing intro
^Richard Matheson, a Charles Beaumont
^•perhaps even a Robert Bloch. His stories ductions taken from the original series and
The lead story was
3£strike me as rich in style but poor in con- colorized by computer
predictable,
in part because one expects a
3^ tent, and I consider content to be by far
little spin on the ball and the surprise
3^ the more important. Of course,
I cannot
claim to have read a whole lot of Ellison ending was by far the most likely, But the
story was slickly produced without the cute
II and these opinions may be based on inadeness of the Amazing Stories premiere.
equate samples.
On what had to have been less than half
*
At any rate, "Shatterday" was a much bet
* ter story than I expected out of Ellison. It the budget of the Amazing Stories premiere,
Z* was a story with an engaging premise and the the Alfred Hitchcock crew turned out a story
” premise was developed.
In spite of myself I with some genuine suspense and even what
* found myself enjoying the TV version of the passes on TV for artistry. Amazing Stories
” story.
I would fault the story only in that is the series with a two-year guarantee from
ending
idea NBC, bur Alfred Hitchcock Presents already
* the
_ ____
, was weak.
____ -It was a promising
w but
DUE it
IL led
ieu to
LU a dead end, ~
■__ ending
____ 3 ---&
a weak
that looks like it might outlast it.

**
*

*

**

*
*
**
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*
*
**
*
*
**
*
**
*
**
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SANDBAGGERS
An endoresment by Mark R. Leeper
Back when I was working for Burroughs in
Detroit, my supervisor once commented to me
that he had seen part of a pretty good war
film on Canadian TV the previous day (Sun
day) .
It had been about prisoners of war
trying to escape from Germany.
He had only
seen part and he wanted to know if I could
tell him something about the film. The first
thing I told him was that it was on every
week. nThe same film?” No, it isn't a thea
trical film at all. It was a British TV ser
ies called Colditz. If it seemed good enough
to be a theatrical film,
it was because
British TV is often very good.
Some series
are good enough that most episodes measure
well against films made in the same genre.
I saw the first episode of a British ser
ies called Sandbaggers, about British intel
ligence. Channel 21 in New York has picked
it up and is showing it. I expected to watch
one episode, but to decide it was not that
good. The first hour has to rank as- one of
the best spy films I have seen. "First Prin
ciples" concerned a request from Norwegian
intelligence to have British intelligence
rescue a Norwegian spy plane that crashed
just inside the Russian border.
British in
telligence refuses so the Norwegians do some
economic arm-twisting. That is the first ten
minutes of the story. I won’t tell you more,
but it gives you the feel that we are not
talking about a James Bond sort of spy
story. If anything it is closer to LeCarre
or Deighton.
In fact,
I would say it moves
a little better than LeCarre does, but with
out sacrificing the feel of authenticity. If
you like spy films, watch for Sandbaggers.

NIGHT

Impending is a
Carolina Screamer, a
fierce storm that comes off the coast and
does considerable damage to the homes of Ha
ven’s End every few years. And the death of
one of the older inhabitants of the island,
Gran D’Grou.
Gran was from one of the
Carribean
islands, a chief, or maybe a witch doctor.
No one knew for sure. He was convinced that
he should have been wealthy, especially com
ing to the US, but things never really
worked out that way. Thus he blamed many of
the island's inhabitants for his own short
comings, and vowed to exact revenge after
death.
Charlie Grant is meticulous in setting
up the whole scenario for this story. The
"night songs" referred to in the title are
the songs that Gran's granddaughter Lilia
sings to restore him to semi-life, and main
tain control over various bodies Gran "re
cruits" for his vengence.
The characters
(and there are a lot of them) do make things
seem like a normal mainstream novel until
the funny things start happening. The ef
fects that come as a result of Gran's at
tempted vengence are well within keeping of
the initial premises.
Some become hysteric
al during the experience, others are con
trolled, all are changed.
I don't read much horror, but if I get
the urge, I can always count on Charlie
Grant to deliver a good story. Night Songs
didn't disappoint me at all.

SONGS

by Charles L. Grant
Pocketbooks, §3.95, 346 pages.
A book review by Lan

Haven's End is a quiet little town on a
small island off the coast of the Carolinas.
Colin Ross went there to escape his romantic
failures, and work on his art as well as
teach school. He meets and falls in love
with Peg Fletcher, whose husband was killed
opposing the establishment of a gambling
casino on the island, though his death was
never actually proved to be murder. Bob
Cameron, the president of the town and
island Board of Governors and local rich
man, wants the casinos, and Colin decided to
oppose him in the coming election. Of course
there are mainland backers who would also
like to see gambling on the island.
So far the setting is much like a typical
small town ripe for scandal and soap opera.
There’s even ther even-tempered town doctor,
the competent chief of police, and the town
drunk.

THE

BOOK

OF

KELLS

by R. A. MacAvoy
Bantam, 1985, $3.50
A book review by Evelyn C. Leeper
John Thornburn,
through Celtic Music and
artwork, opens a portal back to Tenth Cen
tury Ireland. A young woman of that time,
Ailesh,
comes through,
fleeing from Viking
raiders. John and she return, along with
Derval O'Keane, a friend of John's who just
happens to be studying Celtic history,
lit
erature, language, etc. What you start out
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premise (time travel); what you end up with
is basically an historical adventure novel.
After MacAvoy’s first four novels, I was
looking forward to this one. Though it’s
competent,
it doesn’t have the magic touch
that her earlier works did. I can’t say that
I strongly recommend it.

cause of the hypocrisy of calling this film
King Solomon's Mines purely for title value,
without any of the original story present,
rate this one -1.

SHE
A film review by Evelyn C. Leeper

king

Solomon's

mines

A film review by Mark R. Leeper
CAPSULE REVIEW: Weak comedy-action imitation
of Raiders of the Lost Ark.
H. Rider Hag
gard's great adventure novel was completely
ignored in the making of this non-adaptation.

H. Rider Haggard’s novels of African ad
venture/ often tinged with fantasy/ have ev
ery now and again been the bases for films.
His novel She had been adapted to the screen
five times before sound films came along,
and there have been three more adaptations
since then. His novels King Solomon's Mines
and Allen Quartermain, both about the adven
tures of his great hunter Quartermain, have
also given rise to films. Perhaps the best
known is the 1950 King Solomon's Mines star
ring Stewart Granger and Deborah Kerr, al
though there was a 1937 version starring
Cedric Hardwick and Paul Robeson. Allan
Quartermain was adapted into the rather lowgrade film King Solomon's Treasure in 1977.
Now, Golan-Globus has made back-toback King
Solomon's Mines and Allan QuarteLikiaxii. I had
been looking forward to these films. They
star Richard Chamberlain as the intrepid
hunter. King Solomon's Mines has just been
released.
I suppose that had I seen the film with
out expecting much I might have enjoyed it
more. The 1950 film was sort of a travesty
on the novel.
It was mostly about how Quar
termain is at first skeptical of, and then
learns to respect, a woman who hires him for
a safari. The novel had no such woman,
so
right there the film was a bad adaptation. I
was hoping, since the new film had some sub
stantial actors and it had to be popular e
nough to justify the concurrently shot Allan
Quartermain, that it would be a faithful ad
aptation. Instead, we got a low-grade imita
tion of Raiders of the Lost Ark with little
relation to the original story. This film
not only throws in the female character,
it
throws out the whole safari of the book. In
stead, it is about a race with German sol
diers to find the treasure
(the film takes
place just prior to the first World War,
though the woman's hair-do is right out of
1985). There is in this film almost no ad
venture at all. There is only action, and
that is done on complete self-parody. The
first priority of the script is humor and
the second is stunts.
Story takes a distant
third place. That is okay in an occasional
film, and had this film been called Congo
Bill and the Lost Treasure it might have
gotten a flat 0 on the -4 to +4 scale. Be

In Mark’s review of King Solomon's Mines
he commented on how little it resembled the
novel by H. Rider Haggard. Well,
if you
want to see a real abomination on a Haggard
novel, see She, an Italian film made in 1983
and starring Sandahi Bergman.
Let me attempt to summarize the plot.
This might be termed a spoiler, but as some
one said,
"Some movies can't be spoiled any
more than they already were.”
It is 23 years after the Cancellation.
(The Cancellation of what? Logic,
to judge
by this film.)
Our hero (Tom) and his side
kick
(Dick)
are wandering through a post
holocaust Renaissance-type fair where people
are bartering for old boxes of Kellog's Rice
Krispies.
(And just how good would they
taste after 23 years?
Well, never mind.)
The bad guys show up and kidnap some women,
including the hero's sister (Hari).
(Get it
— Tom, Dick, and Hari? Well, never mind.)
Tom and Dick attempt to find her. They are
drugged and Tom is brought before "She"
(Sandahi Bergman), who forces him to run a
gauntlet which he barely survives. (All this
to a rock score — with lyrics.)
Left for
dead
(Why isn't he killed outright? Well,
never mind.), he is rescued and recovers to
rescue Dick. She has a fight with some robot
warriors in a warehouse, but defeats them.
Wounded in the fight,
She bathes in a pool
that heals her wounds. Together Tom and Dick
kidnap She and go looking for Hari. They are
captured by mutants and put in a room whose
walls start closing in on them, but they are
rescued by She's Amazon warriors who have a
swordfight with the mutants
(who are armed
with chain saws).
(Oh, by the way, the mu
tants have arms which keep falling off.) She
frees Tom and Dick, who go off and find a
society that engages in intellectual repar
tee and dresses formally for dinner
(where
they play 1960's rock and roll music).
Un
fortunately, at night the people turn into
cannibalistic vampire ghouls.
Tom and Dick
eventually escape
(with the help of She and
Shanda,
one of She's amazons, who have se
cretly followed them).
They ride to the .
village of Godan, the Man-God. Godan has the
power to make his eyes glow green and levi
tate people.
(His name is written with a
hammer through the first letter so as to
form a hammer and sickle.)
Here we get a
chance to see Bergman and Shanda shackled,
whipped, racked, and threatened with burning
irons.
(See? You knew there had to be some
redeeming feature to this movie.)
They are
rescued by Tom and Dick, and in the process,
Godan is killed by a follower jealous of his
interest in She.
However, Godan kills the
follower before he dies, so when all the
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guards come in it looks like She has killed
Godan. His followers now accept She as their
goddess since She killed their god. The four
of them leave and capture a 250-pound man in
a ballerina's tutu and a feather boa. But
they are overcome by poisonous gas, and the
ballerina takes them to a mad scientist (all
except Tom, who gets away) • There, they are
kept in Saran-wrap hanging cages. Shanda is
sent back with the ballerina to get the Uric
crystal, and She and Dick escape by setting
fire to the laboratory. They follow Tom's
trail. Meanwhile, Tom meets a guard at a
river crossing who quotes Marx Brothers
movies and sings the theme song from Green
Acres. Tom fights with him but discovers
that whenever he cuts off a head or an arm,
the two pieces each grow into a full person.
Eventually he escapes the eight of them. She
and Dick get to the Norc city where they
sneak in, disguised in the garments of the
last two members of a group that's entering
(shades of The Wizard of Oz?). They end up
in a free-for-all battle with ten other
applicants for the position of Norc warrior,
from which only two will survive. Just co
incidentally, Hari is brought in as the
leader's slave. She and Dick defeat all but
one other warrior who reveals himself to be
Tom. The three of them escape with Hari
(the leader lets them, for some inexplicable
reason), and there's a big battle at the
bridge with the four of them against the
Norc warriors who want to attack She's king
dom. Just as things look their darkest,
Shanda returns with the Amazon warriors and
they are saved. Dick decides to stay with
Shanda, but Tom and She realize they must go
their separate ways (sob!).
How do I know it's supposed to be based
on She? They say so in the credits at the
end!
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TEEN WOLF
A film review by Mark R. Leeper
CAPSULE REVIEW: This is the third worst film
I have seen released to a theatre this past
summer.
It does even less with the premise
that 1 Was a Teenage Werewolf.
The story
doesn't make sense,
the makeup is poor, the
script is riddled with cliches. This one is
a real howler.

It has been 28 years since Michael Landon
starred in I Was a Teenage Werewolf. Even
at the time it was pretty mediocre fare.
It
would be pretty surprising if in these days
of more and better fantasy films a filmmaker
couldn't improve on the theme with an updat
ing of the concept.
SURPRISE!
Teen Wolf strongly tempted me to walk
out. This is a weak,
stupid and banal
comedy.
It is much less a remake of I Was a
Teenage Werewolf than it is a second sequel
to The Shaggy Dog. Michael J. Fox was quite
enjoyable in Back to the Future, but Fox as
"The Wolf is a dog. Once he gets the power
to transform at will, and it makes him the
superstar of his school,
he becomes insuf
ferably conceited and dull as a character.
Rather than examine how somebody would cope
with this odd fact about himself, the film
makers think what the audience wants to see
is a guy in a hair-suit break-dancing and
doing handstands on the top of a speeding
van.
And how does the world react to the dis
covery that there are real werewolves? Well,
the kids in the local high school think it's
real nifty and the rest of the world seems
totally oblivious to the first werewolf ever
to reveal himself to the public at large.
And such fresh and original questions the
script asks.
He has the choice of getting
the girl next door who has loved him since
he was small or the shallow sexpot he has
been drooling over. Can you guess which one
he picks? His basketball team was a loser
until he started using his
lycanthropic
powers to make them win. Can they get along
without his powers and defeat a nasty oppos
ing team? Can you guess whether they can or
not?
The werewolf makeup is something else
again. Visually there were no clues as to
why anyone associates the transformed boy
with wolves at all. He looks more like Ben
Gunn from Treasure Island than anything even
vaguely lupine. The makeup is also reminis
cent of the
(rejected)
early sketches for
the apes in the production of Planet of the
Apes.
Teen Wolf joins The Heavenly Kid and
Weird Science as the worst of last summer's
major fare. All three get -2 on the -4 to +4
scale and, by the thinnest of margins, this
is the best of the three.
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COBRA

STRIKE

by Timothy Zahn
Baen Books, 1985, $3.50
A book review by Lan

In Cobra Strike, the sequel to Cobra,
Timothy Zahn sets up an apparent no-win sit
uation, but as a master plotter, he makes
things work out, almost too neatly. The
pieces are intricate, and they fit finely
together, and this novel gives one a good
feeling of triumph of brains over brawn. The
humans are clever in their solution, and
far-ranging in their planning.
It has been more than a quarter of a cen
tury since peace had been made with the
Trofts, and fourteen since the Cobra worlds
have been separated from the Dominion of
Man. Although the population of the Cobra
Worlds has not increased to fill the three
planets under their control, they have found
nothing within a 20 light-year radius to
which they could expand in future years.
Then the Trofts came to Aventine and offered
them five worlds in return for the Cobra
force dealing with a world which offered a
potential threat to the Assemblage of Troft
demesnes.
Before accepting this job, Jonny Moreau,
Governor Emeritus of Aventine, and the Coun
cil of Syndics needed more information, both
about the five worlds offered to them, and
about Qasama and the inhabitants of this
planet of potential threat.
What threat could they harbor? The scout
ing team found no heavy industry,
no space
flight or satellite net. The environment was
somewhat hostile, forcing the Qasamans to
build according to the dictates of the wild
fauna of the planet, apparently retarding
technological advances. The more Joshua and
Justin Moreau (Jonny’s twin sons), and other
members of this scouting team, learned, the
greater their uneasiness about the Qasamans
grew.
Inconsistencies cropped up in the in
formation they gathered and eventually mis
takes on both sides aroused even more sus
picion. The contact team returned to Aven
tine a bit worse for wear, but with definite
information about the potential threat of
Qasama. But will the Council and people of
the Cobra Worlds want to fight only because
of a potential threat?
Meanwhile, strange information appeared
from the group sent to investigate the five
worlds offered to them by the Trofts. Still,
the planets seemed inhabitable, and Jonny
Moreau finds the one with the warmest cli
mate soothing to the ailments afflicting his
aging body (many of which are long-range ef
fects from his transformation into a Cobra).
One interesting part of the background is
the society that has sprung up around the
Cobras'.' After the Troft war,
the Dominion
had trouble accepting these soldiers back
into society since removing all of their im
planted weaponry would have killed them. In
stead,
they became protectors on colony

worlds, where the society developed to in
clude these super-soldiers as an integral
part. These events were chronicled in Cobra
and continued here.
Although Tim admits he has trouble with
characterization,
he has done a good job
here with it. There are a number of princi
ple actors in this drama, and it is easy to
tell them apart.
The names and character
traits are easily distinguishable.
But be
cause of the number of players,
not all are
as fully developed as in other stories. In
this case,
the plots and ideas pull the
reader through. The characters are bonuses.
The cover, again, does not portray what a
Cobra really is. There is no display of the
weaponry concealed within the body, nor of
the marvelous powers the Cobras have.
Now, with the developments from Cobra
Strike, I wonder what next will happen.
I
anxiously await the third Cobra novel.

LIFE

PROBE

by Michael McCollum, Del Rey, 1984, $2.95

A book review by Mark R. Leeper
I read a science fiction book for ideas
and entertainment,
and Life Probe has both.
Life Probe is a slick, enjoyable novel by a
relatively new author, Michael McCollum. The
odd thing about Life Probe is that the ideas
are all, or nearly all,
in the first three
pages and the rest of the book is the enter
tainment.
In the prologue, we learn that
the Makers are scouring the galaxy looking
for races that might have FTL
(faster than
light) travel. Why do they need FTL so des
perately? Pretty much for the same reasons
(in my opinion)
that Earth currently needs
space travel. The implication is that when
you start outgrowing your planet you need
space, but without FTL travel,
space only
postpones problems — it does not eliminate
them. Eventually the same species that out-
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grew its planet will outgrow its neighbor
hood of the galaxy. Of course, it will take*
a long time by our standards to do that.
Those first three pages over, McCollum
sets out to tell us the story of what hap
pened in 2065 when the probe came to our so
lar system looking for FTL travel or help in
developing it. And, as has become tradition
al in this sort of story, the aliens are
willing to trade their technical knowledge
for ours. The rest of the novel is a pleas
ant enough story of how Earth reacts to the
coming of the probe and to its offer of
technical exchange. There is a girl-meetsboy subplot with characters fleshed out just
enough so that the reader wants to know that
they get together, or at least wants to see
how it will happen. And the whole story is
set against the background of a new Cold War
in which it is the Americans and Europeans
on the one side and a unified Africa on the
other. That part is not well-hand led since
if we went in with a text editor and re
placed all the African names with Russian
ones, the story would work just as well. We
never see how a Cold War with an African
Bloc is any different from one with the Sov
iet bloc.
I have to give Life Probe my most common
criticism of novels of the 1980’s: there is
enough idea and story here for a really
good, really tightly written short story.
There is occasionally something to be said
for stretching a good short story’s material
out into a leisurely novel, but it is done
too often these days.
If publishers somehow
paid by content rather than by word count,
we would be getting a lot of good short sto
ries and a lot fewer novels. Life Probe is
a +1 book on the -4 to +4 scale.

In any case, the fleet of ships is con
structed, an expedition is sent forth, and
they explore a portion of the galaxy in
hopes of finding The Makers.
It’s a nicely-paced story with intrigue,
twists, and a few interesting ideas, not all
thrown into the first few chapters this
time. The outcome is somewhat predictable,
but the story is well-told and enjoyable.
Good reading for a pleasant afternoon.

. P R0 C Y 0 N ' S

PROMISE

infinity's web
by Sheila Finch
Bantam, $2.95, 1985
A book review by Evelyn C. Leeper
The back blurb says "Each life is the re
sult of an infinity of choices — choices
that separate who we are from who we might
have been....
This is the tale of the many
possible lives of Anastasia Valerie Stein
which come to touch one another through a
twist in the fabric of spacetime..." To this
Finch has added the mysteries of the Tarot
and her interpretation of quantum physics
(apparently Gregory Benford
checked the
physics sections,' so I suppose they have
some validity). The cover is pretty bad too.
Joanna Russ did it better.

THE
PROTEUS
OPERATION
by James P. Hogan
Bantam Spectra, $16.95, 1985

A book review by Evelyn C. Leeper

by Michael McCollum
Del Rey books, $2.95, 346 pages.
A book review by Lan
Procyon’s Promise is a sequel to Life
Probe.
It takes place four centuries after
the expedition left Earth to investigate the
gravity waves sensed around the star-sun
Procyon. Now, the expedition returns, or
rather, the descendants of those who colo
nized the planet circling Procyon.
In the
ftl ship Procyon’s Promise, Captain Robert
Braedon, his daughter Terra, and a complete
crew, confront their home planet with their
discovery, and ask for help in carrying the
knowledge they’ve gained to The Makers, that
ancient race whose original probe started
them on this quest for the ftl drive.
Earth, however, had grown rather comfort
able staying within the solar system,
so it
takes a bit of convincing and prodding to
get the people to help, but fortunately
there was Chryse Haller who was the first
earthperson to meet the Promise, and pledged
her support. And it just happened that her
father owned a spaceship manufacturing com
pany.

Hogan has written an unusually complex
alternate history novel. Unfortunately,
I
can’t explain the complexity without ruining
some of the surprises, but I can say that he
does think through many of the real ques
tions of time travel and alternate history.
The main character,
living in a 1974 in
which Germany has won World War II, travels
back in time to 1939 to try to convince
Winston Churchill to take action to prevent
this from happening.
In addition to all the
usual obstacles they expect,
there are many
surprising twists and turns which make this
a most satisfying novel.
I can’t speak for
the accuracy of all the historical details,
but I found no obvious errors, except for
Hogan’s portraying Isaac Asimov as "somebody
[...] who entertained hopeful notions of
becoming a famous science-fiction writer one
day." Since Asimov himself has said that it
was decades
later that he even considered
making science fiction a career rather than
a mere sideline,
this sort of name-dropping
definitely falls under the heading "gratui
tous ."
This book is a must for alternate history
fans.
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A book review and article by Mark R. Leeper
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To start with,
I am not much of a game
player. Still, these programmed game books
seem to be popping up like mushrooms and
while I have bought only one, I now have
been given, one way or another, more than a
dozen. I will review the ones I have seen by
series, though there are a number of series
I have seen in the bookstores that I have
never been given a copy of, so I know this
guide will neither be complete nor particu
larly well-informed.
Still, here it comes.
The first series of multiple-path books I
ever saw, back in the sixties, was called
Tutortexts. They were not games but courses
in book form that asked you a multiplechoice question at the end of each page.
If
you gave a wrong answer, it explained your
mistake and might even give you a separate
path explaining some topic in detail. They
worked like a teaching machine.
In fact,
that was how I first learned algebra. The
book was called Adventures in Algebra and I
enjoyed it thoroughly. There were also Tu
tortexts in everything from Contract Law to
Contract Bridge. Good series of books.
The first series of games like this I saw
was called "Choose Your Own Adventure" published by Bantam Books. Perhaps inspired by
multiple-path computer adventure games or
role-playing games like Dungeons and Drag
ons, these books allowed the user to have
some control over the events of the book.
Bantam gets all the credit for the idea—the
games themselves are not so hot. There is no
way to decide if a given course is a good
one or not. The reader's decision of what
course of actions sounds best is the only
thing controlling his fate.
The ideal age
would be something like eight to fourteen.
Otherwise, they are still diverting for a
good ten minutes or so.
Because the first
multiple adventure
books that came out were for children, peopie seem to have assumed that the idea is
appropriate
for children's books
only.
Granted, multiple adventure books are hardly
the medium for a modern Tolstoy, but just
like computer games are reasonable on an adult level, it is conceivable that the multipie path book might be the basis of a more
sophisticated game than it usually is. The
same sort of pegging a genre as only appropriate to children happened to the animated
film. Adult level animated films are rare or
non-existent, depending on your opinion of
Ralph Bakshi, but there is no reason a multiple-path game or an animated film cannot
be on a sophisticated level.
Imitating the popularity of this first (I
think)
multiple-path adventure series, a
number of different series came out. Usually
they had names like Zork, taking the name of
a popular computer adventure game. They are

mostly intended for the eight to fourteen}
set.
I have seen a number of them, without}
playing. One of the more unusual series is}
called "Lifechoices" or something like that.}
It is published by Signet and is the same}
sort of format but for love story fans.
It}
follows some woman up the corporate ladder}
or into a blissful marriage.
}
I have played a series designed by Steve}
Jackson, who is apparently a well-known game}
designer. These games—I cannot find a ser-}
ies name, but they are published by Penguin}
Books in England and Dell in this country—}
are probably the best of a bad lot and are a}
reasonable facsimile of a mediocre to good}
computer or role-playing game.
The user has}
to keep track of quantities like his luckv
and his stamina and occasionally roll somei
dice to find the outcome of battles.
Iti
seems to me that logic here helps as much asi
luck does, but I have never played one ofc
these games to victory, so I cannot be sure.q
I can say that this game can remain inter-Z
esting for hours for ages ten to adult.
Z
Signet has a new series called "Dragon-/
tales." Each month an adventure comes out/
for boys and another for girls. Each is at)
least nominally written by one Rhondi Vil- )
ott. The name looks like an anagram and is )
probably a house name.
The "About the
Author" page says she is a writer of science J
fiction who has attended the Clarion Science J
Fiction Writers' Workshop. It is pretty hard!
to believe there really is someone named
Rhondi Vilott who can turn out two of these j
things a month, but it's possible. Dragon-i
tales are very much like the original Bantam
series. The fate of the character is totally^
determined by the path the reader takes (
through the story.
It is a little better (
written than the original Bantam series, but (
not that much. Give this series an age(
range of nine to sixteen.
(
The latest series I have seen is called(
"Wizards, Warriors,
and You."
It is pub-(
published by Avon Books at $2.50 a shot.
It<
is a poor imitation of the Steve Jackson ।
books which are thicker, better designed and (
go for only $1.95 a crack. WW&Y is aimed a(
little lower and doesn't require dice.
It (
does have instructions like "flip a coin ten
times" or "If it is Tuesday morning or
Thursday evening turn to page 17. Otherwise
turn to page 83" or "Quick — pick a number
from one to ten.
If it is even turn to page
..." The player can choose to be either a
wizard with three spells or a warrior with’
three weapons. Not so hot. Make the age *
range ten to eighteen.
<
So what are my recommendations? Obvious-<
ly the Steve Jackson games are the best. Not <
perfect by a long shot, but pretty good as a1
role -pl a
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CLAN OF THE CAVE BEAR
A film review by Mark R. Leeper
CAPSULE REVIEW: Modern feminist issues cre
ate havoc in a society of 35,000 years ago.
Darryl Hannah as a career cavewoman fight
prehistoric prejudice.
Somehow, though, the
film transcends all that and is really en
grossing at times.
A durable genre of fantasy is the prehis
toric man melodrama. Cavemen like Alley Oop
and B.C. hang around in our Sunday funny
papers. Chic magazines like The New Yorker
have cartoons showing how primitive man
first came up with the idea for taxes. On
Saturday mornings, children listen for cave
man calls like "Yabba-dabba-doo’" In films,
the stories go back at least as far as Wil
lis O’Brien’s Dinosaur and the Missing Link,
made for Edison in 1917.
More recently,
there were films like One Million B.C. and a
string of prehistoric films from Hammer.
Most recently we have seen the surprisingly
funny Caveman with Ringo Starr, which could
have ended the genre, but we also saw Quest
for Fire, which claimed to be trying for re
alism. Now, based on the first book of Jean
Auel’s series about prehistoric man
(and
woman) comes Clan of the Cave Bear.
Somehow the film gave me every“reason to
hate it, yet I didn’t.
It is about an un
married woman doctor with a child who has to
decide if she wants to settle down with a
man or continue with her career. Set it in
modern Manhattan, and you would not want to
see this soap opera, but set in 33,000 B.C.
this sorry plot had some novelty. Ayla is a
Cro-Magnon child grudgingly adopted by a
clan of Neanderthals. The clan’s attitude
about the place of women is medieval—which
is progressive by Neanderthal standards,
I
suppose. This is the story of how Ayla grows
up and wanders into the careers of hunter
and medicine woman. Ayla is played by Darryl
Hannah. As a Cro-Magnon she is tall,
thin
and blond. This means that she is not squat
enough nor does she have a thick enough
forehead or nose to attract a Neanderthal
man so she turns instead to healing and se
cretly becomes the first female marksperson.
The story is simple
(but then it is hard
to envision what a complex story about Nean
derthals would be like).
If it seems anach
ronistic to put a feminist in this period,
let me assure you it is far more so to have
a dinosaur. Some of the details did bother
me. The film gets off to a shakey start
(quite literally)
when there is an earth
quake that destroys the clan’s home.
It
seems to be a cliche of prehistoric films
that the Earth was just forming when the ac
tion takes place so they have volcanos or
earthquakes as often as we have hailstorms.
The question I ask is: how did an earthquake
leave them homeless? It is not like they
have skyscrapers to knock over. They live in
huts or caves. Both are pretty earthquake
proof. Any cave you find in earthquake coun
try has to be quake-proof.
If it isn’t, it
wouldn't still be a cave.

27
Auel's books do have pretty paintings on
the cover and the photography does a good
job of creating the same feel.
The story is definitely the weakest part
of this film, but for a soap opera,
it is
still a watchable film.’ Give it a +1 on the
-4 to +4 scale.

BRIDGE

OF

BIRDS

by Barry Hughart
Del Rey Books, 1984, $2.95,

A book review by Evelyn C. Leeper.
Terrific! Wonderful!
Marvelous! Nomin
ate this for a Hugo!
This is the story of Number Ten Ox and
his travels with Li Kao to save the children
of his village from a mysterious plague.
It’s full of the feel of China and the Ori
ent.
It’s full of philosophy and humor and
you should all run out and read it immedi
ately!
(P.S.
I liked it.)

LIFEKEEPER
by Mike McQuay
Bantam, $2.95, 1980
A book review by Evelyn C. Leeper

Mike McQuay got such good reviews else
where,
I thought I'd give him a try.
In
Lifekeeper,
Doral Dulan
(an "Exceptional”)
goes to Milcom Forty-Three and meets Bea
trice Delacorte
(an "Outsider"). They fall
in love, in defiance of the Milcom*s orders,
and... Well, if you've read Brave New World,
you can pretty much substitute "Alpha" for
"Exceptional,"
"Primitive" for "Outsider,"
etc., and know what's going on. The big se
cret at the end is no secret,
and in gener
al, don't waste your time on this one.

2S
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CONTACT

by Carl Sagan
Simon & Schuster, 1985, $18.95
A book review by Mark R. Leeper
Back when Cosmos was on TV, I read an ar
ticle about how Carl Sagan’s TV series was
being merchandised. There were books, cal
endars, and more esoteric things like star
balls. About this time, as I remember,
it
was announced that Sagan received some sort
of record-breaking monetary advance to write
a science fiction novel about mankind’s
first contact with intelligent aliens.
I
knew of no previous fiction that Sagan had
ever written and frankly I was a little sus
picious that it would be handed off to a
ghost writer and that it would be sold more
on the Sagan name than on the story value.
In the ensuing months Sagan’s fortunes
went downhill. His series did not have the
popularity expected.
In fact, his brand of
popularizing science, and particularly his
repeated use of the word "billions’’, became
a laughing stock.
Sales of "Cosmos" goods
were poor and I heard that Sagan was blaming
the distributors.
In any case,
it became
clear that Sagan as the super-star scientist
was just not going to hack it. I occasional
ly wondered about Sagan’s novel and whether
it would ever see the light of day. Last
autumn Contact was finally published.
Now that I read the book,
I find it much
more believable that it could have been
written by Sagan. To begin with, the basic
story reads like a scenario that might have
appeared in one of Sagan’s books about SETI
(the "Search for Extra-Terrestrial Intelli
gence") . The book is far less about the na
ture of the aliens than it is about the
reaction to the news that a SETI project has
been successful.
Clearly the book was written by someone
who has given thought to how an extra-ter
restrial contact might affect international
politics, how factions would oppose respond
ing to the communication,
and how other
factions would refuse to believe contact had
really been made.
In fact, the humans are
far more believable than the aliens. The
aliens come off as being Sagan’s ideal of
what humans should be. They have intercepted
all of our television signals from the be
ginning of TV broadcasting, a commitment to
their own SETI project that Sagan no doubt
envies.
Another way you can recognize Contact as
Sagan s book is that the book seems to have
a number of axes to grind and they are all
on issues about which Sagan has strong feel
ings. His scientist/main character has to
debate fundamentalists and people who have
phobias of technology.
It gives Sagan a
chance to editorialize on some of his favor
ite topics.
My big complaint about this book is that
it gives far too little information about
the aliens. The actual contact is described

as an almost mystical experience,
but one
It seems
that leaves us little the wiser.
that Sagan had thought out the earthly im
plications of a contact and then only put in
the aliens because the build-up demanded
them.
Contact is not a great piece of science
fiction.
If it had been written by an un
known,
it would not be getting the glossy
Simon and Schuster treatment it is getting.
It wouldn’t have gotten a mammoth cash ad
vance. But it probably would have come out
in a nice Del Rey edition.
It might even
have gotten a better piece of cover art. Not
a great book, but easily a +1 on the -4 to
+4 scale.
I’m glad I finished it. Now I
can wake up in the morning and not see first
thing the apparent message "Contact Carl
Sagan."

THE EMPIRE OF TIME
by Crawford Kilian
Del Rey, 1978, $2.50

A book review by Evelyn C. Leeper

Jerry Pierce, crack agent for the Inter
temporal Agency, goes back in time to find
out why an enormous disaster stuck Earth in
the future.
He meets an African Bushman
named Anita !Kosi
(who has some not very
secret powers).
They mention all sorts of
paradoxes without resolving or explaining
any of them. Like, if someone gives William
Blake a copy of his collected works pub
lished in 1930 before he’s written most of
them, does he actually bother to write them?
If he doesn’t, do they vanish? Kilian farbles around this by having these be either
alternate worlds or our world, only earlier
on time, depending on which suits his need.
Disappointing.

ENEMY

MINE

A film review by Mark R. Leeper*
CAPSULE REVIEW: Film adaptation of Barry
Longyear’s story slams home its message of
racial tolerance.
The matte and model work
are more imaginative but less well-executed
than is expected these days.

Last Christmas season brought two major
science fiction films to grab the holiday
marker. Neither Dune nor 2010 did very well
at the boxoffice, so this year we get only
one. Enemy Mine is an adaptation of the Hu
go-winning novella by Barry Longyear. The
story is a cross between the plots of two
Sixties films, Hell in the Pacific and Rob
inson Crusoe on Mars.
A human and an enemy
alien are stranded together on a planet and
must overcome their instinctive mutual ha
tred if they are to survive. There is more
plot to the story than that, but that is the
core of what Enemy Mine is all about. The
film talks down to its audience as a slight
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inclination when presenting its message of
tolerance for those different than our
selves.
Enemy Mine was directed by Wolfgang Pe
terson, who previously directed Das Boot,
one of the best films ever made about sub
marine warfare, and The Neverending Story,
which rose above the mismatched patchwork of
ideas and images it had only because some of
the ideas were really interesting. Enemy
Mine goes to the other extreme from The Nev
erending Story. Enemy Mine is a little too
pat, a little too simplistic. Peterson took
over the reins from the film's first direc
tor, Richard Loncraine.
(Why Fox threw out
Loncraine and nine million dollars of his
work is unclear. People in production report
that Loncraine*s version of the story was as
good as Peterson’s.)
Peterson had the alien
make-up done over — a number of times,
in
fact. The resulting make-up does not quite
look believable, particularly a tail that
looks borrowed from a stuffed animal.
Dennis Quaid of The Right Stuff, Dream
scape , and Breaking Away stars as the human
and Lou Gossett, Jr.
(An Officer and a Gen
tleman, Sadat)
is quite good as the alien.
Also on hand is Brion James, continuing a
career of belligerent parts like the repli
cant Lean in Bladerunner and a rough redneck
in the "Mummy Daddy” episode of Amazing
Stories.
The special effects of Enemy Mine are fun
rather than believable. Much of the land
scape is provided by unconvincing matte
paintings. Curiously enough, these were done
by Industrial Light and Magic, who usually
have mush higher standards. The spacecraft
models were created by the Bavaria Studios
model unit. They look like something off the
cover of a Sixties science fiction book.
When one crash-lands on a planet,
it is ob
viously model work, but it was fun to watch
much like a similar landing was fun to watch
at the climax of When Worlds Collide.
. In total, there is much to like in Enemy
Mine, but curiously the adaptation of the
prize-winning story it was based on is what
lets it down. Give it a +1 on the -4 to +4
scale. The film is just a bit simplistic in
its Yuletide plea for peace off earth and
good will towards aliens.

NADIR
• -by Mike Resnick
NAL/Signet, 1986, $?.??
A book review by Lan
It has been almost two months since I
read this and new (as I try to write the re
view) , and I am still very impressed by the
novel. Eros at Nadir is the fourth and fi
nal book of the "Tales of the Velvet Comet"
series. The Comet has been decommissioned
as a result of the events in the last book,
Ercs Descending. • James "Bull" del Grado has
bought the "dry-docked" vessel and has com
missioned Nate Page to write a musical come
dy about the hey-day of the Velvet Comet.
That's pretty much the story. So what was
so fascinating that I still find it diffi
cult to review it? The story takes place on
the ship with long conversations between
Nate and Cupid, the Comet's computer. They
talk about rounds (three-dimensional produc
tions) ,
the technical aspects of producing
any theatrical performance, construction of
plots, musical themes, and creative writing,
and all the stuff that goes into,
specific
ally, Eros at Nadir. Although not self-ref
erential,
the book is a novel about how to
write Eros at Nadir.
For anyone who is
thinking about writing, this is a must-read.
(And since I have been writing some fiction,
this was a very helpful guide for me.)
Aside from this,
references are made to
two other works that Mike has written. Nate
Page wrote a piece called "The Ballad of
Billybuck Dancer" which now definitely ties
the four novels from the "Tales of the Ga
lactic Midway" into his future universe, and
at the end,
Nate and his composer-friend,
Kipchoge Kamala,
are to begin a round about
Conrad Bland, a character in Walpurgis III..
Is there more? Yes.
In his research,
Nate learns what life was really like for
the prostitutes.of the Velvet Comet, and in
terviews with some of the survivors after it
closed down reveals much of the nastier side
of that sort of life.
Mike ties up the series very nicely, and
doesn't leave much for continuing it, if
that were to happen
(which I doubt). The
only question I have at the end of Eros at
Nadir is: what about this musical on Conrad
Bland, the "evil incarnate" who has slaugh
tered millions of people? Maybe Mike will
write it.
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Thtb a new coZumn I buggebted to Lan at the.
OCTOCON tn Sandubky, Ohto, Zabt yeaA, and he gave.
me the. go-ahead to wAite a tAtaZ one.. I£ you en
joy tt, tt wi££ appeaA tn each tbbue. I£ you
don't, jubt bay bo and thtb wtZJL be the onty one,.
Foa thobe o£ you who don't know me, I'm an oZd~
ttme £an. I enjoy the. old btoAceb, the. oZd maga
ztneb. I've. puhZtbhed ztneb £oa 36 yeaAb, have,
been gotng to conb btnce the. Zate 1940b, have
been Aeadlng bctence fitcZZon btnce the mtddZe 30b.
I have a ZaAge coZZectton o£ puZp magaztneb $Aom
the venjy btaAt andta ZaAge coZtectton o£ oAtgtnat oaZwoaJz frtom them btnce 1935. In thlb coZumn
I'd Ztke to bhaAe wtth, you many o£ the nobtaZgtc
thtngb
yzbteAday and yebtCAyeoA.
I've toZd Lan that I'm not a gAeat wAtteA, but
when I btaAt taZktng about bomething I Zove, I
have a BIG mouth. Now whtZe LAN'S LANTERN tb an
SF babed ztne, and I'm an SF babed peAbon, I coZZect aZZ. ktndb o£ thtngb. So I might taZk about
aZZ typeb o{ oZd thtngb: caAb, babebaZZ caAdb,
magaztneb, Aadtob, you name tt.

THE WONDERFUL
WUKLB Ur
YESTERDAY
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - The Pulps’ Forgotten People
ARGOSY-ALLSTORY^I
by Lynn A. Hickman

By A. MERRtTT

If you’ve read the old stories, you’ll re
member that many of them were from lost man
uscripts found by an author and passed on
for the readers’ approval. That is what has
happened here....
_

"The Pulps’ Forgotten People" tb AepAtnted friom
WAUSEON WONDER STORIES #3, December, 1985.
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Here at Excelsior High we have always
felt that youthful minds, seeking identity
and relevance, should be unfettered as they
leap, with grasshopper-like spiralings, into
the great Unknown. The recent riots, which
left us without the east wing, and myself
without the textbooks I considered necessary
for teaching my class in ancient history,
made us think seriously of reconsidering
this view. The question even arose in our
minds, as well as the public's,
if out con
cept of modern education might not be due
for an overhaul. But as I pointed out to the
Principal, Benjamin Burdock Jimpson, one af
ternoon when I met him hurrying down the
hall, this nearsighted opinion was held only
by less enlightened teachers and hard-hat
types who could hardly be expected to under
stand the aims of higher education.
"Besides," I added,
"our courageous, de
cisive, and forthright action in instantly
meeting students' demands, undoubtedly aver
ted more serious consequences. As you know,
we are already receiving the dividends;
there hasn’t been a mugging in the hallways
for almost two days, and only a few minor
knifings. And, after all, their demands were
not grievous; turning the school lab into an
LSD plant really affected nothing since they
were already using it for that purpose. And
their plan for converting the steam tables
in the cafeteria into marijuana drying racks
I thought rather ingenious. As for the
privilege of smoking pot in the classroom —
well, I have always felt it better for them
to do it under adult supervision than in the
restrooms. I still remember the highs I used
to get just walking down the hall when all
of the® lit up at once!"
"I know," he sighed.
"I am perfectly
familiar with this thesis from conversations
with their parents who use it as an excuse
for their own indulgences and inadequacies.
Sometimes, McGuhru, I wonder if the aims of
modern education are really furthered by our
school system. But where have we failed,
McGuhru, where have we failed?"
"Perhaps not at all," I said, cheerfully.
"We must remember the end product still re
mains to be seen. We should also bear in
mind that every generation in history, in
cluding our own, at some time been given up
as lost by the preceding one! However, I
must confess that in the present case there
is little that would dispose one to any wild
burst of optimism. But before we pronounce
final judgement it might be well to review
our own era. I recall, for instance, an ep
isode from my own youth when I and some col
leagues, inspired to become industrial chem
ists by the exploits of Monk Mayfair, a
character in a popular pulp fiction magazine
of that time, undertook to increase the vol
atile content of a certain malt beverage
then currently in favor. This endeavor,
while not in conflict with local mores, was
not wholeheartedly endorsed by what we know
today as the fuzz. The results need not be
dwelled upon;
I need only say that our out
standing success was largely responsible for
my later decision to enter the dryer academ
ic field of ancient history rather than to
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go on to become a nuclear psychist as did
one of my colleagues. Which goes to show
that youthful foolishness oftan advances the
cause and paves the way to adult wisdom."
"Yes, I too recall the exploits of Doc
Savage and his five aides," admitted Jimp
son. "And I have often thought that the pulp
heroes of the past might well serve as the
inspiration for our misguided youth of to
day.
In fact I attribute my own forthright
and decisive action in our recent trouble to
the fact that I still slip down to the base
ment at midnight to read my hoard of Frank
Merriwell and Tom Swift."
I beamed at him from behind goldrimmed
spectacles. This was a facet of Jimpson*s
character I had never suspected.
"I fear that neither Frank Merriwell nor
Doc Savage would be considered by them as
being relevant today. However, your remarks
suggest to me a course of action which might
bear fruit. Our case is desperate, Jimpson,
but not hopeless.
I begin to have the first
glimmering of a plan which might throw a few
rays of light down the tunnel far enough to
get us at least around the first bend! With
your permission,
I will put it into effect.
Relevance is the key word, Jimpson; relerelevance and communications."
"Indeed, yes. My own thoughts exactly!
Still, we must not allow our zeal in estab
lishing relevance alienate our already shakey relationship with the school board. Go
ahead, McGuhru, I am giving you full respon
sibility; but, as a recent President might
have put it-- proceed with prudence!"
He glanced at his watch.
"My goodness,
I had no idea it was so
late.
I am on extra latrine duty and must
complete both restrooms before 4 PM.
I must
be off at once.
I am putting you in charge,
McGuhru, but remember: relevance by all
means, but tempered with prudence, tempered
by prudence!"
"You may trust me implicitly,"
I assured
him.
"Your courageous action in giving me
full responsibility is in the best time-hon
ored tradition of Frank Merriwell and the
Bobbsey Twins.
If my plan succeeds I may
have favorable results by tomorrow night.
And, I might add in passing, you were for
tunate in escaping duty on the drying racks.
My hands still retain blisters from the
pitchfork handle."
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The following morning,
as I faced my as
sembled class, any doubts I had about plow
ing in virgin soil were removed after one
glance at the uninspiring visages presented
for my inspection, whose claim to individu
ality lay only in the manner of hirsute ad
ornment. One would have needed a microscope
to discern any traces of relevance there.
Nor, it was clear, did they expect any could
be found in the large cardboard box I placed
on my desk. However, I reflected, relevance,
unlike gold, was net always where you found
it but where you put it.
•
For several long moments I stood, appar
ently lost in thought, my gaze focused just
over the students1
heads on a spot beside
the door at the rear of the room.
"Communi
cations," I murmured, "and relevance."
Two single-action Colt forty-fives leaped
into my hands with blinding speed. B-r-r-rra-a-ng! Eleven lightening shots blended
into one. There was a concerted mass move
ment to the floor. When at last their heads
appeared singly and in groups above and a
round overturned desks and chairs, there was
a long drawn single sigh of relief—and con
tempt. Apparently nothing had happened!
Then I raised my left sixgun and snapped
off the remaining shot. There was an aubible
click as the light-switch fell dangling
against the wall.
It had been perfectly
ringed by the first eleven shots, needing
only the last to knowek it loose.
"The class will now begin," I announced
as I reloaded my smoking sixguns.
"There are many," I continued,
"who hold
the view that pot is harmless to health and
mentality, and indeed may even be beneficial
to both. However, there are others, among
them myself, who hold otherwise.
This being
the case, those of you now smoking have un
til I count three to extinguish your cigar
ettes before I begin shooting them from your
respective hands and/cr mouths."
By the time I reached two the atmosphere
had attained a degree of clarity that raised
the hope that other, possibly more relevant,
ideas might conceivably follow.
"Yesterday," I began,
"I had considered
postponement of this class until the text
books you destroyed in your crusading zeal
could be replaced.
But upon further consid
eration I decided the interval might well be
used in study of the high idealistic princi
ples upon which this nation was founded."
A groan greeted this statement.
Ignoring
it, I opened the box on my desk.
"Some of you unfortunate enough to re
main awake through previous classes may have
vaguely associated the names of George Wash
ington, Thomas Jefferson and Samuel Adams
with these principles. Allow me to assure
you the matter did not end with them.
"I notice many of you have adopted the
hirsute and sartorial styles of not only
these great men, but their successors. Com
mendable as this desire to emulate your bet
ters is,
I fear that any resemblance to
Stevenson, Poe, Wilde, Tennyson, or U.S.
Grant ends abruptly at the hair roots.
In
fact it brings up the relevant question:
just what you really know about the ordinary
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people of the age you are unconsciously car
icaturing?"
’
The class had now regained their usual
sangfroid.
"A buncha squares," offered a
General Grant type in bell bottoms, beads
and sandals.
"Capitalistic creeps crawling in a quag
mire cf corruption and crass commercialism,"
snapped an ascetic-locking youth with a thin
white face and long blond hair flowing to
his shoulders.
I beamed at him fondly.
"Very well put. Your aptitude for allit
erative analysis advances your apothegm ad
mirably. And you?" I inquired of what'l be
lieved to be a girl because of her orange
toenails and silver lipstick.
"A bunch of slobs afraid to get in
volved," was her verdict.
"Besides, who
cares? It’s net relevant."
From the box I began to remove stacks of
pulp fiction magazines dating back to the
turn of the century, a part of my own exten
sive collection.
"I had surmised these would be your opin
ions. That is v/hy today we are net going to
concern ourselves with founding fathers do
ing irrelevant things with quill pens and
flintlock rifles, but rather leapfrog his
tory to see if their methods and beliefs are
still valid. The beginning of this century
offers a perfect vista of past and future
where we can see real people doing real
things and their results.
"It is incredible that despite the most
thorough documentation of all times, we know
less about the early part of our own century
than any other. Even more amazing is the
fact that scholars and
historians have
largely ignored a source of enlightenment
that, had it been discovered in the ruins of
Pompeii, would have been hailed as a histor
ical bonanza.
I refer to the pulp fiction
magazine. And yet these same scholars ad
mittedly owe most of their understanding of
things past to study of the popular litera
ture, even grafitti, of the time!”
"Another example of crass commercialism,"
snapped the ascetic youth. "The pulps of the
past represented merely a mindless movement
among the masses to obviate the oppressive
oblivion of the overfed ..."
Casually I snipped a flowing lock of hair
from above his left eye with a bullet. "Peo
ple in Shakespeare’s time had much the same
opinion about the works of the Bard. And
Homer, we must remember, was not adverse to
mixing bread with theatrics.
In fact, it is
this very commercialism that gives the pulp
magazines a unique value in studying the
times that produced them. Unlike the enter
tainment media of today which caters largely
to a readymade and brainwashed audience, the
pulps were a consumer product from their
inception.
Since editors had no ratings of
varying degrees of phoniness to guide them,
if they wanted to know what the readers wan
ted, they asked them. Therefore a study of
the pulps is a study of what our president
would call the great silent majority, and
which we may think of as the pulps' forgot
ten people-- their readers. And these,
I
might add, far from being the mindless mass-
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es or overfed clods you have pictured them,
represented every strata of society, occupa
tion, financial level, and sex."
"So they had to blow their minds with a
buncha junk to keep from getting involved
with real life,” said the General Grant
type. "We smoke pot.
Kinda leaves us right
back where we started, don’t it?"
"Not at all.- Pulp readers did not do so
to escape from the present but rather to
enjoy the past, present and future...to its
fullest. As to your last remark, a more in
volved generation never lived, a fact which
we will see mirrored in the magazines them
selves. But involved with each other-- not
rhetoric! The spirit of the frontier sur
vived long after the frontier itself had
vanished. An age may be judged by its he
roes; the pulp generation demanded and ex
pected unilateral action from its heroes. If
anyone wished to fly the Atlantic or go to
Mars or Venus, he simply built an aircraft
or spaceship in his backyard at his own ex
pense and went. This same frontier spirit
made, itself manifest in other ways; even as
late as World War II people still made their
own bread, exchanged lemon chiffon pie rec
ipes and quilt patterns,
raised their own
children, and paid the penalty for their own
sins and follies. To the pulp generation in
volvement was a personal thing-- not an ex
cuse to burn down public buildings."
"Sounds groovy," admitted the girl. "But
what did they do for kicks?"
"Occasionally they chased beautiful girls
down public highways in fast motorcars," I
said. "Would you believe this was a preva
lent custom among our ancestors as far back
as 1916?"
"No," said the girl, languidly examining
her fingernails. "Was it really?"
"Indeed yes," I replied.
"I have it on
authority from an Argosy of that vintage
that no red blooded young man of the era
would allow another motorcar to show him its
heels on the open road without immediately
avenging the insult in dust, And especially
not if said car was being driven by a gold
en-haired, clean-cut, wholesome, American
girl of the type abounding in Argosy. For
those of you who care to research the matter
further, the name of the story is "31574,"
the opening installment of which appears in
the February 1916 issue. The somewhat cryp
tic title refers to the young lady’s license
number. I might also add, as a matter of
trifling Americana, that the fine for speed
ing in those days was 25 dollars, according
to the same source.
"I fail to find the factless fallacies of
fashionable fiction a fair factor in fur
thering. .
"I thought you would say something like
that. And now that you have-- shut up! Al
though, as you point out,
the story is fic
tion, the fact that it was printed in a mag
azine as undevoted to the sensational as Ar
gosy indicates such practices were not un
common, and that our ancestors, far from be
ing the four cornered fogies you have pic
tured them, were in reality swingers of no
small ability."

While talking I had passed around several
copies of various magazines for examination.
"Before beginning our study of what the
pulps might tell us about the era that pro
duced them,
it might be well to say a few
words about the magazines themselves. Of the
countless pulps that appeared in the market
between the turn of the century and World
War II, Argosy is the best suited for our
purpose, not only because it spanned the en
tire period we are discussing, but had the
added virtue of reflecting every facet of A—,
merican life and thinking. Oddly enough, the
magazine that came closest to rivalling it
in longevity was probably Street & Smith’s
Wild West Weekly. Odd because WWW violated
almost every rule that made Argosy success
ful! Its stereotyped characters and literary
style depicted a West that never existed,
even in the authors’ imaginations.
Its sto
ries were not only imitations of the earlier
dime novels but of each other as well, lead
ing one to the belief that most of them were
written by one or two authors under differ
ent nom de plumes. However, the contrast be
tween these two magazines is revealing as it
clearly points out the great diversity of
American beliefs and culture.
The American
prevalence for unilateral action was never
better exemplified than by the characters in
these stories.
There are many people today
who yearn for the glorious past when Kid
Wolf,
Sonny Tabor, Johhny Forty-five, and
the Circle J boys rode the 3W range!"
Here I paused a moment, overcome by nos
talgia.
I was holding in my hand a WWW of
the early 1930s featuring "Kid Wolf and the
Black Sidewinders" as the lead story. The
buckskinned Texan had always been a favorite
of mine and, as a youth,
I had spent many
hours behind the barn with a pair of wooden
guns of my own design trying to better his
lightning draw.
My success was attested to
by the sobriquet of "Kid McGuhru" bestowed
on me by my envious classmates.
I reflected
with satisfaction that even today I had lost
none of my blinding speed.
"And now let us study a few random issues
of Argosy, which I will continue to so des
ignate although it went through a bewilder
ing succession of name changes which left it
back where it started, and see what we can
learn about the times that produced it."
"To begin with,
the format of the maga
zine itself is highly revealing.
At the
turn of the century Argosy was completely
devoid of artwork or frills except in its
advertizing. Even the cover was starkly
utilitarian. When an Argosy reader-sat down
by this kerosene lamp after a hard 12 hours
in the mine, factory, or wherever, he wanted
a good solid dime's worth of reading enter
tainment. He got it. The magazine ran to
some 180 pages with stories beginning and
ending on the same page.
The lead story,
usually complete,
took up 50 or more. How
ever, Argosy readers were unique in that
they preferred serials-- the longer the bet
ter. Argosy obliged them with six, which
later,
in a faster moving age, was reduced
to three-- but only over the outraged pro
test of the older readers. This preference

Lan’ 4 LanteJin 19
for serials is interesting;
it indicates
that Argosy readers as a group may have been
possessed of a higher level of education,
stability, and affluence that the fans of
similar publications. After all, one does
not choose a magazine dedicated to serials
unless he is sure of getting the next in
stallment, from which we may assume that
most of them were family types who owned
their own homes and had steady employment.
The advertizing bears these assumptions out.
Argosy readers in the pre-World War era were
subjected to the newest and best whether
it was Ostermoor mattresses, Edison phono
graphs, or Van Camp's pork and beans. Their
spare time was apparently devoted to self
improvement. When they were not studying law
or telegraphy by mail, possibly to prepare
themselves for one of the high paying-- in
some cases as much as 1200 dollars a year-government jobs available, one might find
them bathing with Pears soap or drinking
Hayners’ Whiskey. Yes, mail order whiskey.
You could buy four full quarts of this 7
year old rye for $3.30,
postage paid, in
1902. Apparently there was no concern about
the age of the buyer-- just the whiskey. But
if the idea of ordering whiskey by mail is
somewhat bemusing in this day and age, the
attitude towards mail order guns would scan
dalize modern proponents of anti-firearms
legislation. H&R, and Smith & Wesson revol
vers could be purchased in price ranges from
$3.50 to $7.00. As with the whiskey, no
questions were asked concerning the age or
intentions of the buyer. The thinking of the
time seemed to be that if you were old e
nough to drink, you were old enough to fight
-- or perhaps the other way around.
"In fact, one is impressed by the high
standard of living Argosy readers enjoyed.
In 1906 they were constantly being exhorted
to buy diamonds now, on credit, before the
price doubled due to the replacement in the
African mines of slave labor by the more
expensive union type. Their cosmopolitan
tastes were also gratified by Russian cigar
ettes, guaranteed to be the best, or, if
preferred, the Cuban product, which, it was
pointed out, could be relied on to contain
no opium, molasses, or tonka, whatever that
is or might have been. Apparently Hayners
whiskey filled this lack satisfactorily."
I now had the full attention of my audi
ence.
I deemed it time to feed them solid
meat.
"If the format of the magazine reflected
the spirit of the times, the stories ampli
fied it in minutest detail. In reading these
stories in retrospect one is astounded at
the accuracy with which they followed and
expressed the vagaries of the times. Changes
in population patterns, speech habits, even
the ups and downs of the stock market, were
reflected in the pages of Argosy before they
became common knowledge to the general pub
lic. This is the reason the pulps have a
unique and often overlooked value to schol
ars and educators; history, even our daily
newspapers, teach us that such and such an
event happened; we might search them in vain
to find out why.
It remains for the common,
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and usually rejected,
literature of the
times to fill this void. Let us see how this
applies to our own century.
.
"I have mentioned that a generation may
be judged by its heroes. Argosy heroes at
the turn of the century were captains of fi- .
nance,
industrial magnates and tycoons, the
poor farm boy or honest clerk aspiring to
better things—often the hand in marriage of
the boss’s daughter! Horatio Alger would
have felt at home in Argosy in 1902 and in
deed some of his stories did appear in the
Junior Munsey at an earlier date.
"A typical story was "The Main Chance" by
Bert Foster in the June 1903 issue. Here we
have all the ingredients of an Alger novel,
including the poor but ambitious clerk sup
porting his widowed mother as he struggles
for fame and fortune against the wiles of
the dishonest store manager.
In true Alger
fashion he dramatically exposes the culprit
before taking over the management of the
firm and marrying the owner’s daughter. A
slight digression was when he smoked a ci
gar, but then it was carefully explained
that he only did this once, and then only as
an excuse to remain unnoticed in a drinking
den to which he had shadowed the crooked
manager.
In fact,
the prevailing attitude of the
pre-World War generation could best be de
scribed as romantically materialistic—often
paradoxically so.
By the mid 1920s they had
in rapid succession scoffed at, or rejected,
the theories of the Wright brothers, Robert
Goddard, Edgar Rice Burroughs, A. Merritt,
and other purveyors of the weird and fantas
tic* Argosy readers could accept without
question the idea of someone building a
spaceship in his backyard and flying off to
Mars or Venus and battling with weird crea— .
tures popularly supposed to inhabit these
two bodies,
but it was not until 1941 that
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lated us from our terrestrial enemies was
finally demolished. This willingness to ac
cept anything but the truth seems to narrow
the generation gap remarkably.
"But what you've just said proves they
were just a bunch of male chauvinist pigs,"
exclaimed the girl.
"All they thought about
was making money, drinking whiskey, and
smoking cigars, the things our generation is
trying to change! And the women-- why they
were mere slaves!
In the stories all they
were good for was to get kidnapped or tied
up so a man could show off by rescuing them;
and in the ads you never see one more than a
few steps away from a cookstove or a bed
room !"
"Apparently they found it a satisfactory
arrangement," I said.
"It might be well to
point out that Argosy did not lean heavily
on stories of romantic love to please an
exclusively all male audience.
Pulp editors
were well aware that a surprisingly high
percentage of their readers were of the fe
male gender. Even such a male-oriented mag
azine as Doc Savage found it expedient to
equip its protagonist with a completely
unnecessary, beautiful female cousin-- and
definitely not to increase its popularity
with its male juvenile readers! Not only did
women read the pulps, they wrote for them.
It would be interesting to learn how many of
the fair sex invaded this supposedly male
domain under chauvinist pig non de plumes.
Two of Argosy * s more notable women writers
were B.M. Bowers whose stories of Montana
ranch life were not only among the more au
thentic westerns, but were favorites with
male and female readers alike, and Isabel
Ostrander, who was a sort of female Max
Brand when it came to pseudonyms.
In fact,
whenever I come across an author who signs
his-- or her---stories with first and middle
initials rather than a given name,
I enter
tain a lurking suspicion this conceals a
ladylike aversion to being associated with
this type of fiction.
"However, your cookstove/bedroom analogy
has a degree of validity. The ladies, both
as readers and authors, seem to have had a
predilection for westerns, perhaps because
of their latent homemaking instincts. Maga
zines devoted almost exclusively to female
interests such as Ladies* Home Journal, Mc
Calls, and the family type magazines of the
period, relied heavily on serials by Zane
Grey, Peter B. Kyne, and Charles Alden Selt
zer as circulation builders.
This feminine
urge for a home in the west is also shown by
the large number of pen-pal departments in
the western pulps. Helen River's "Hollow
Tree" department in Street & Smith's Western
Story Magazine is an excellent example.
Ranch Romance was a magazine devoted almost
entirely to stories with feminine appeal
although in its last days it confined itself
mostly to the rodeo circuit. No,
if it was
a man's world the ladies must assume a fair
share of the blame for making it that way."
"I always thought cowboys were the groov
iest," said the girl.
"I've always said,
•A pad in the west was not as bad as the
rest.•"
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"I believe the correct nomeclature is
saddle blanket," I informed her.
"But to
get back on the subject,
let us study a few
[®ore stories from Argosy. By the end of
®?orld War I, it was quite clear that America
would never be the same.
It had been affec
ted drastically by several natural and man
made disasters following close upon each
other.
I refer to the war itself,
the rise
of organized sports,
prohibition, the Great
Depression and its aftermath,
the discovery
of gold in the 1930s. These events left
their mark in various ways,
by changes in
language and speech habits, changes in so
cial values and priorities,
and not the
least important, vast shifts in population
patterns. Argosy reflected all these faith
fully. By the 1930s its heroes were no long
er captains of finance but Foreign Legion
privates;
and the poor but honest clerk had
long since been replaced by the bum and
drifter. The language was no longer the
slightly stilted, elocution of the past but
was down to earth, slangy, and colorful, re
flecting the prize ring,
the rise of gang
sterism, and a restless nation on the move.
Loggers, deep-sea divers,
soldiers of for
tune, and space travelers now moved in a
steady procession through Argosy * s pages
from the typewriters of such masters as
Frank Richardson Pierce, Gordon McCreagh, W.
Wirt, Loring Brent, Harl Vincent, and Ray
Cummings.
It was also during this period
that A. Merritt came into his own with Burn!
Witch, Burn! and Creep Shadow, which lifted
Saim into the realm of the pure fantastic,
rather than just adventure stories with a
fantastic setting. Thoedore Roscoe, a man
of superlative plotting ability, who thought
and wrote in superlatives,
satisfied the
public's craving for the swashbuckling and
the fantastic.
The astonishing thing is
that in the 1930s, Argosy was pleasing the
same readers that swore by it in 1910, if
the letters in "Argonotes" can be believed.
Argosy readers were unique for their loyalty
as well as the other traits we discussed,
and apparently any reader who admitted to
being a devoted purchaser for less than 20
years was in danger of having his subscrip
tion cancelled. However, they were no longer
the homeowners and romantic idealists of an
earlier time. The number of serials were
reduced to three, a clear indication of a
nation on the march."
At that moment the bald head of B.B.
Jimpson appeared like a rising moon around
the doorframe. "Are you all right, McGuhru?"
quavered Jimpson.
"I thought I heard shots
and..."
'.
"And like the old warhorse you are, at
the first smell of gunpowder you rushed
right down here to investigate," I finished
heartily.
"Yes, everything is quite all
right. Communication and relevance have been
flowing, Jimpson,
and you can take a lion's
share of the credit.
It was your remark
about the pulps that set me on the right
track. Thanks to you we have now learned
that the lessons of the past cannot be ig
nored in assessing the present and the
future. As you pointed out, each generation
needs its heroes,
even fictional ones. A
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nation disillusioned with its heroes, either
real or imagined, is lost indeed.”
"I said that?” Jimpson had edged into the
room and was curiously examining my collec
tion of pulps, now scattered.
A Street &
Smith’s Wild West Weekly,
featuring "Johnny
Forty-five Rides the Skyline Trail", caught
his eye.
"Ah, the rhyming deputy marshall.
I remember him well. However, I have always
believed, and even written to the editor on
several occasions about the matter, that
Johnny should have given more heed to the
mature and valuable advice of his colleague
and superior, Geogre Krumm.
Since they did
not see fit to act on my advice, I was re
gretfully obliged to discontinue reading
their magazine.
I hdve often felt this de
plorable lack of maturity, as exemplified by
Johnny, is the basis of what is wrong with
the generation of today."
"Exactly, Jimpson, exactly,"
I said rev
erently.

I was listening to a record of music from
science fiction films.
They played the ti
tle song from the epic science fiction film
Green Slime (yes, there was a Japanese-Amer
ican co-production called Green Slime). The
lyrics contain the lines:

Man has looked out into space in wonder
For thousands of years,
Sometimes thinking that life cculd be
somewhere
And now...now it’s here!
"What a pity," I thought,
"if after all
that searching we found life and it made you
sick just to look at it."
But that got me thinking about how likely
it was that if we found life in the universe
it would likely be something that would turn
our stomachs. There are, after all, not many
life-forms on this planet that,
if you saw
one scaled up to about six feet tall or 180
pounds, would net make you at least a little
queasy.
I heard someplace that most of the
animal bio-mass of the world is beetles. We
should certainly be used to what a beetle
looks like. Let’s face it — Gregor Samsa
didn’t have any groupies.
Mick Jagger has
groupies, but even that is pushing human
tolerance.

Like so many of these manuscripts that are
published either in the pulps or about the
pulps, they come to us in funny ways.
I
found this floating down the Maumee River
enclosed in a 40 oz. Blatz Beer bottle.
It
was discovered near Napoleon, Ohio, on a
Saturday afternoon while I was out drowning
black cats. The manuscript was signed by a
Dr. Samuel Potts. Whether or not we will
ever meet Dr. Potts, or if he is even still
living,
I do not know.
However,
I feel we
owe Dr. Potts a thank you for showing us how
American life is really lived. Thank you,
Dr. Potts.
oua. next cotumn we.
de.Zve. tnto the.
Z64U&6
VnAttttnq MvzntuA.eA magaztnz
and talk about Aomz o£ the. SF and ^antaAy tizzy
pubttAhzd tn 1932 and 1933.

In

zoaJLu

Not that there isn’t a good reason to in
stinctively be disgusted by relatively alien
life-forms. That’s nature's way of saying
"Do not touch!"
It is similar to the in
stinctive fear some people have of spiders
and snakes.
Somewhere in our past, there
were some pre-humans who hated spiders and
snakes, and some who thought they were pret
ty and grabbed for them. The former group
were our ancestors;
the latter ended as
Caveman McNuggets for jackals or buzzards or
something. Life-forms fall into three class
es: friends, food, and foes. That’s the
safest way for a pre-human to live. Friends
better be close friends.
So most life-forms we find disgusting,
but the converse is even more true. Only a
small part of the matter on earth is connec
ted with life-forms, yet everything disgust
ing is.
I don’t mean virtually everything,
I mean everything. Think about it. What
your cat left on the floor, the disposable
diaper you kicked in the grocery parking
lot, what you stepped in on the sidewalk:
they are all icky because of their connec
tion to living matter.
There’s nothing dis
gusting about rocks on the moon.
People say
space is barren and cold but it isn’t dis
gusting. When you find green slime, then it
will be disgusting.
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MY

Although Clarion officially started on
Monday, July 1, we were asked to arrive the
day before for orientation. When I arrived
in Seattle a former Clarion West graduate I
knew met me at the airport and drove me to
my home for the next six weeks, a dorm
building on the Seattle University campus.
My eighth floor room was long and narrow
with a single bed, desk, closet and drawer
space on each side, enough room for one per
son but crowded for two. I was glad I didn't
have a roommate.
Since the orientation didn't begin until
7:00 pm that evening,
I had plenty of time
to explore. The Seattle University campus
was beautiful with sculptured trees, exqui
site flowers and green grass everywhere.
I
walked to Seattle Community College, eight
blocks away and stood across the street,
staring at the amroon building trying to im
agine what Clarion would be like and what I
would be after six weeks.
I hope the experience would give me the
answer I'd come here looking for.
I thought
I was a good writer as did my friends. But
nothing I wrote came even close to getting
published. Was I fooling myself? I applied
to Clarion, partially, to see if I was good
enough to get accepted.
I equated being ac
cepted to Clarion with having writing talent
until someone wondered out loud if I got in
because only a few people applied, or be
cause I had sufficient funds to pay the
price they asked.
I had no answer for them,
not then, at least.

Those were the thoughts in my mind that
evening when I met the other Clarion stu
dents for the first time. My first impres
sion was one of surprise. The group looked
more diverse than I had imagined, with gray
haired men and women interspersed with those
who didn't look over sixteen.
J. T. Stewart, one of the group's coordi
nators,
started out by introducing herself,
Marilyn Holt, the other coordinator, and Kay
Kinghammer, who was part den mother, part
troubleshooter,
and part gopher.
She was
also a former Clarion graduate.
.
After the introduction J. T. asked us to
tell the group a bit about ourselves. That's
when I found out how diverse the group real
ly was. The age range ,was from early twen
ties to late fifties.
I was the only one in
my forties. The occupations ranged from stu
dent to psychologist.
Most of the Clarionites came from the west coast. There were
three who came from the east coast.
I was
the only midwesterner.
Then we were introduced to our first in
structor. Arthur Byron Cover,
the only au
thor in the program I had never met. I imag
ined him to be a tall, slim man dressed in a
three-piece suit with a British accent.
In
stead he was of medium height, dressed in
jeans and t-shirt,
and spoke with a thick
southern accent.
By the end of the week we
were all saying, "you-all."
Art started out by telling us that we
were going to begin by critiquing the sto
ries we sent in to be considered for Clari-
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on. Everyone groaned, not only because all
the stories were around 26 pages (that was a
requirement) but because we all thought we’d
progressed since then.
I knew I had,
since
I’d misread the directions and sent in my
story in February instead of May.
I had re
vised my story completely since then.
While J. T. and Marilyn were setting out
the stories, we stood around and tried to
converse. Although some of them knew each
other before Clarion, I knew no one.
I felt
self-conscious and uncomfortable. Everyone
else acted so competent talking with assur
ance about everything.
I was sure I was the
only one with doubts. What would happen if
my doubts were justified,
if I found out I
really had no writing talent? My stomach
tightened painfully just thinking about it.
Then some of them came up to me and started
talking about word processing. I’d mentioned
buying a printer and spelling check program
for WordStar. We stood around talking about
how wonderful WordStar was. Once I was able
to find something I could talk about with
assurance,
I began to fell a little bit as
if I belonged.
After we collected a copy of each story,
Art told us which ones to read for the next
day. Kay then suggested we all meet for
breakfast the next morning so that those who
wanted rides would get them as well as giv
ing us time to get better acquainted.
Even though I am a fast reader,
I didn’t
finish my reading until almost 2:00 AM, and
I was up at 7:00 AM.
We met downstairs and all walked over to
the Seattle University cafeteria where I
would eat breakfast and supper for the next
six weeks. Some people brought food and
rented a refrigerator so they didn’t eat
with us after this. Breakfast was a lively
meal, full of conversation about how tough
it was to stay up late, how terrible univer
sity food was, and about our respective
homes•
Art and I found we knew some of the same
people and we started talking about fandom
and science fiction conventions. Art and I
were both surprised when a majority of the
Clarionites didn’t know what we were talking
about. They asked us questions about fandom
and conventions. We gave a brief overview.
Later they met some of the local fans at the
various parties we were invited to.
After breakfast we went to class. The
room was large and air-conditioned with
large tables arranged to form a square. Art
started the critiquing process by calling
one person who would read what he/she wrote
on his/her copy of the story, and then we
would proceed around the room clockwise with
Art always being the last to comment. The
person whose story was being critiqued had
to sit silently until everyone had finished.
Then he or she could rebut.
A pattern soon
formed. Each person had his or her own man
ner of critiquing. One person cracked jokes
about any sentence that had a double mean
ing. Another would tell each person how
terrible his or her story was from between
clenched teeth. Still another would only
comment on ways the story could be improved.

The instructor’s critique would consist
of points he/she agreed or disagreed with
and any additional points no one else had
mentioned. Sometimes they compared something
in one of our stories with what another au
thor did in a science fiction/fantasy novel
or short story. More than half the class
didn’t know either the author or his/her
work although they picked well-known authors
(well-known to me, that is). I never consid
ered myself especially well-read, but I was
compared to most of the Clarionites not
because they didn’t like to read but because
they lived in areas which had few wellstocked bookstores and/or libraries. I re
alized how lucky I was living in the Twin
Cities
(Minneapolis/St. Paul)
with their
wonderful libraries and bookstores.
We all ate lunch together in a private
room at the community college at the begin
ning of Clarion. Lunch topics consisted of
soothing over wounded egos and talking about
things that interested us.
I was very vocal
about my fear of the critiquing process.
I
had a bad experience just before leaving for
Clarion.
My stories were torn to shreds in
a ruthless manner which resembled sharks’
feeding frenzy.
I was worried about having
to go through a similar experience although
I hadn’t seen it happen that morning.
Several people told me I was over-react
ing, that I should just shrug off the ruth
less critiques,
if there were any. These
were the same people who would turn red or
bow their heads, not looking at anyone, dur
ing their critiques or say they weren’t go
ing to submit anything again because we just
didn•t understand.
No one liked being critiqued,
least of
all me. Each instructor said a bit about the
critiquing process, reminding us that they
have to deal with bad reviews and fans who
come up to them and tell them how crummy
their last book was. That helped me some
what. What helped me more was that each in
structor told us that what they said was on
ly their opinion.
Ultimately, we have to do
what we think is best.
After lunch we did more critiquing until
about three when Art dismissed us after
telling us he wanted us to write a descrip
tion of an alien planet, not one that was
familiar to us.
Wouldn't you know he’d pick descrip
tions, the one thing I was worst at doing,
for the first assignment.
I didn't have to
do it. None of us had to do anything we
didn't want to do. But if I didn't do it,
then why did I come here in the first place?
After reading and critiquing the stories
assigned for the next day,
I tried to think
of an alien landscape.
I came up with all
sorts of ideas, none of which worked on pa
per.
In desperation,
I went to Kay's room and
asked her for help. We talked for a while
and she helped me formulate a plan.
I would
write something funny, a planet designed for
writers.
I went back to my room and started
to write it when someone knocked at my door.
I opened it and Art was standing there,
wanting to know if I wanted to join a dinner
expedition to the college cafeteria.
I said
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yes and he told me to come down with the
others to get him.
When it was time to eat, we all gathered
at the elevator to go down and get Art. All
the instructors lived on the fifth floor of
the dorm, while the rest of us lived on the
eighth floor.
We got into the habit of going down to
get all the instructors when it was meal
time. At breakfast, it was whoever got up
first. At supper, someone would knock on
all the doors to ask who was going down and
we’d all go down in a group.
I enjoyed mealtime with the instructors
and other Clarionites. We’d take over one
of the tables and tell all sorts of silly
jokes or tell stories about strange things
that happened to us, quite a relaxing exper
ience .
After supper we’d go back to cur rooms
and work. Art would get lonely in his room
and sometime during the evening he’d come up
and visit us. He’d go into the first room
with an open door and those of us who needed
a break would congregate in that room for
general silliness. After he’d leave, we'd
go back to work.
Writing rarely went uninterrupted. Some
one would get stuck, need to look up a word,
or need a break later in the evening. We'd
congregate in our smaller groups then and
talk about ourselves or about our writing.
I was one whose door was open most of the
time so someone would stop in for a chat at
least once or twice during a long evening,
after asking if I wanted to be bothered.
I am the type of person who needs at
least eight hours of sleep to function. Dur
ing Clarion I averaged four and it didn't
hinder me. I felt a push, coming from me, to
write as much as I could.
After all, this
mught be my only chance for professionals to
look at my work.
My third day at Clarion was when my story
was critiqued. To say I was nervous was
putting it mildly. I was petrified. Yet the
critique wasn't as bad as I thought it would
be. Most of what I heard were things I'd
already corrected. The only shock was when
someone accused me of being anti-strong wom
en because she felt there were no strong
women in my story.
I am a strong woman and
very pro-strong women.
I found it hard to
believe that anyone would think that.
It
was the first time that I realized what it
meant to have a stranger critique my work.
After I had a chance to rebut, she retracted
her statement.
The fact that we were strangers to each
other and,
in some cases,
to each other's
life styles and experiences made the cri
tiquing process very interesting at times.
For instance, the people from the east coast
couldn't seem to understand why it was im
portant to teach a child to hug a tree if
he/she were lost in the forest while the
west coast people couldn't believe that any
one could smoke marijuana in a bus and not
get thrown off. This is something that never
happens in any of the writing groups I be
longed to because we all came from the same
part of the country and had similar life ex-
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periences.
I had never stated in what city
a story takes place,
believing it wasn’t
necessary.
I learned that it is necessary
when I would keep on getting critiques that
started with, "In --- where I come from you
can't do that."
Wednesday evenings were special. Each
instructor would either give a reading or
give an interview which the public paid to
see while we got in free.
Sometimes we
would resent these evening sessions because
it would cut into our writing time, but we
always went, even though it wasn't manda
tory.
I felt it was common courtesy to the
writers who were helping us so much.
Art chose to read a portion of a screen
play he was working on. It was about a giant
snail named Chompa and was wonderfully fun
ny. Because of Chompa's silliness and his
being a relative of Seattle slugs
(which we
heard a great deal about but never saw), we
decided to make him our mascot.
The day after my entrance story was cri
tiqued, my alien description was critiqued.
The biggest complaint about it was that it
couldn't be used in a story. Art, however,
complimented me and one other Clarionite for
daring to be funny. He kept telling us that
this was our chance to experiment.
"Dare to
be stupid," he'd remind us every day. At
the beginning it was difficult to be stupid
in front of a group of strangers. But as we
got to know each other better, especially
the dorm people, we became more daring..
Friday,
the last day of Art's week with
us, Chip Delany,
our next instructor, came
to class. Although we were supposed to start
at 9:00 AM, we rarely did. Art would let us
ramble through our critique. It was a relax
ing week, one that we needed to help us get
over our initial nervousness and help us get
into the habit of critiquing and writing
every day.
,
Chip let us know that things were going
to change. Class was going to begin prompt
ly at 9:00 AM.
Lateness would not be toler
ated. Critiques would start with each person
saying whether he/she liked or disliked the
piece. Then he/she would read exactly what
he/she had written. There would be no repe
tition.
If someone said what you wanted to
say, then you'd pass after saying whether or
not you liked the story. He also gave us an
assignment, to write a short story from fif
teen to twenty-five pages.
Art threw a party in his room on Friday
night, our first time to socialize as a
group. He also invited Clarion graduates and
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local fans.
I’d mentioned to several people
that I didn’t really know anyone in Seattle.
At the party several people came up to me
and said,
"Aren’t you Gerri Balter? I’m
----I’d forgotten about the people I’d
met through apas and at conventions.
I spent the weekend working on my short
story for Chip, while some of the others
went out to relax, because I needed to re
vise more than the others did.
I thought it
was terrible to have to revise so many times
until Chip told me that he revises a great
deal too.
That Sunday one of the dorm people con
fided to us that she felt so depressed she
wanted to go home because she felt inade
quate as a writer. Several of us told her
we’d felt the same way. We decided to band
together to cheer up anyone who felt de
pressed. After that I didn’t feel alone any
more. Here was a group og people who under
stood how I felt and didn’t tell me it was
silly. They empathized. That helped me more
than anything else.*
Chip started out his week by giving us
writing exercises in class. He used them to
illustrate his points. When it came time to
critique our stories,
I was worried. What
would happen if everyone said he/she didn't
like my story? To me that would be the worst
thing that could happen, because writing
stories peopl like is of prime importance to
me. When that didn't happen to me,
it hap
pened to someone else.
I felt so sorry for
him. After that,
I managed to tolerate the
critiquing process without being petrified,
although I was never completely relaxed.
Chip, like Art, would drop up to visit us in
the evenings. His stories were fascinating.
I loved to sit and listen to him. Chip was
great fun. One day he serenaded me with "The
Eggplant that Ate Chicago" on the way to
breakfast.
I told the others what happened
and they wanted to hear the song too. He
sang it again at the party that weekend.
Wednesday night, Chip acted out one of
the Tales of Neveryona, making the • story
come alive for his audience.
Although Marta Randall didn't come in un
til Sunday, she phoned in an assignment. We
were to write a two page story and turn it
in on Friday so we could start critiquing
them on Monday. Most of us, myself included,
had never written a short-short.
The meal
time conversation became filled with ways in
which we could express an idea in two pages.
It was really tough for those who wrote sto
ries which were 30 pages, minimum.
Chip said those of us who wanted to could
make an appointment for a private meeting
with him.
I took advantage of that to ask
him about my writing. He gave me a great
many useful suggestions.
Every weekend during Clarion there was a
party. But I wasn't in a party mood.
I
didn’t want to take any time away from my
writing. Although we did get assignments,
we were also encouraged to write stories
other than those needed to fulfill them.
Instead of going to a party,
I would spend
Saturdays walking around Seattle, letting
plot ideas mull around in my mind.

Marta arrived with her husband and lovely
eight week old baby. Because she was nurs
ing, we only had morning sessions during her
week. She talked a great deal about how im
portant language was to our writing. She
brought us samples of poor writing which
came from Isaac Asimov's Science Fiction
Magazine, coutesy of Shawna McCarthy, and
copies of "The Eye of Argon", a piece of fan
fiction no one would admit to writing.
After hearing Marta try to read parts of
"The Eye of Argon" and fail because of hys
terical laughter, we decided to write our
own group masterpiece called "The Eye of
Clarion." Each one of us wrote one page,
filling it full of all the things we were
told not to do in our stories.
Marta did something that no other in
structor did.
She wrote a story while she
was in Seattle and let us critique it.
I
thought she was brave.
On her Wednesday, she read a trio of
short stories,
all different, yet each one
special in its own way. Each writer had a
question and answer session after his/her
reading or interview.
Most of the time, the
questions were about their fiction.
In Mar
ta's case, people were more interested in
her experiences as SFWA president.
Marta couldn't come up to see us because
of her baby,
but she'd invited us to come
down to visit her.
She also scheduled meet
ings with us.
She gave me even more encour
agement than Chip did.
By this time tempers were beginning to
flare. Part of it was due to the weather. It
was hot during the day and the dorm rooms
which either faced east or west had no air
conditioning.
The people whose rooms faced
east woke with the sun at 4:30 AM. By class
time their rooms were unbearably hot. After
class, however,
their rooms began to cool
off as those rooms which faced west heated
up. The heat didn't bother me, but many
others complained about it especially once
we were told how cool and rainy Seattle was
and the majority of us didn't bring the
clothes needed to withstand the heat.
Then some people suffered from writer's
block, which is difficult to deal with under
normal circumstances, but even worse when
under their own and peer pressure to pro
duce.
Others were upset because they weren't
getting the encouragement they thought they
should get. Still others were upset with the
critiques they were receiving. That's when
Octavia showed up. She'd just come from Peru
and was full of stories about roughing it,
helping us see that things weren't that bad
in Seattle. She encouraged us to write about
our feelings.
Her assignment was for us to
pick an emotion and write about it without
mentioning it.
I’d been writing about my emotions since
I arrived and felt drained by then.
I could
not seem to express any emotion on paper,
but I kept trying,
ideas crowding around my
head begging to be put on paper.
Octavia chose to be interviewed Wednesday
night instead of giving a reading. She con
fided to us that she'd had one bad experi-
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ence when someone who was supposed to inter
view her was completely unprepared. She
hoped it wouldn't happen again. But it did.
Luckily, she took charge of the situation
and entertained the audience with her trip
experiences•
I didn't have a formal meeting with
Octavia because I had gone down and talked
with her several times during the week.
Chelsea Quinn Yarbro, our next teacher,
didn't give us an assignment. She let us
work on whatever we wanted. She knew how
burned out we were feeling and kept telling
us to pamper ourselves because no one else
would. She also gave us writing exercises in
class. She did not critique them, but would
tell each of us that he/she did a good job.
The one I remember was when she asked us to
describe how our clothes felt. All the women
complained about tight bra straps and the
men complained about tight jockey shorts.
Quinn was also interviewed on Wednesday
night, but her interviewer knew what she was
doing and the interview went well.
Chelsea's week was the highlight of Clar
ion for me because she said in class that
she thought I was a very good writer.
I was
so shocked I thought she meant someone else
at first. That was the first time a profes
sional had said anything like that. When I
met with her, she told me I only needed to
work on a few minor items and pointed them
out. Chip and Marta told me much the same
using different words, but I didn't see it
until then.
*
Norman Spinrad was our last instructor
and the one who told us we needed to write a
good novel. He had us do outlines, the basis
on which novels were sold, and then talked
about the differences between short stories
and novels. He also told us about the pub
lishing houses.
It was time to go home, a sad time for
us, almost like saying goodbye to your best
friends•

KT-- M NOTICE K.
The third annual Clarion West Science
Fiction Writing Workshop will be held June
23 through-August 1, 1986, at the Seattle
Central Community College.
To apply, submit a 20 to 30 page
(typed,
double-spaced)
manuscript of original fic
tion. The manuscripts may be one or two
short stories or a portion of a novel (in
clude an outline of the novel). Also include
a short statement about yourself and why you
want to participate. A $50 refundable de
posit, applicable to tuition, must accompany
entries. Manuscripts must be submitted by
May 15, 1986.
Approximately 20 students will be selec
ted to attend. Send manuscripts to:

CLARION WEST
Seattle Central Community College
Continuing Education Office
Room BE4180
1901 Broadway, Seattle, WA 98122.

Make checks payable to Clarion West/SCCC.
Faculty members are: Edward Bryant, Suzy
McKee Charnas, Joan Vinge, Patricia McKillip, David Hartwell and Norman Spinrad.

AFTERWARD

We were told that we would all suffer
some sort of writer's block when we got
home. Mine consisted of spending several
weeks sleeping late and writing almost noth
ing. I did do a great deal of reading during
this time and found my reading tastes had
changed. Authors I had previously enjoyed I
no longer liked.
I could’no longer tolerate
poor writing. When I started writing,
I
found that I didn't have to do as many re
writes.
Many times during the six weeks at Clari
on we all wondered if we were masochistic
spending money to work harder than we ever
had and had to suffer through the critiquing
process. And yet, knowing what I know now,
I'd do it again because I
learned more at
Clarion than I learned in all the writing
courses and writing groups I'd been in. Most
of all,
I now have confidence in my ability
as a writer.

CRAZY
JANE
IMPROVED
(A££e/i WZZtcam BoZZca. Yeats)

by Sourdough JackAon

I
I
I
I
I
I
I

I care not what the ops-smofs say:
All that dreadful planning-churn,
All those crises, night and day,
Cannot slow the music-quern;
Daft the fan is, hopes in air,
Who swaps sweet music for a Chair.
FzzuvoZ, FZowoZ.
To sing with verve of seas that boil,
To beller out with ’’Hearts of Oak”,
To wail while burning midnight oil
Makes the hotel windows crack:
So follow well, if fun’s your plan,
A scribbling, noisy filking fan.
FZatvoZ, FZrucoZ.

Copyright (c) 1985 by Sourdough Jackson

= GeziAZ BaZZe/i S SouAdough. Jackson -=
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<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>
If it’s good writing you want, brave
writers and wonderful ideas, you’re missing
too much if you don’t read the magazines.
Magazine editors can take bigger risks in
(some of) what they publish, so that’s where
much of the really creative work appears.
That’s also where many of the most creative
writers get their start.
Trying to describe every worthwhile story
in all the major SF magazines would drive
the page count of this LL to truly incred
ible heights. What follows, therefore, is a
summary of what I consider to be the best
magazine stories of 1985. If they sound good
to you, then by all means go read the rest
of them, too.
I wasn’t looking for specific features
when I originally rated the stories, but af
terwards I realized that tnose 1 considered
"the best” do have common qualities. They
deal with important issues, as well as tell
ing a story — and the story has a direction
and a reason why things happen. The charac
ters are real people with unique quirks and
qualities. The storylines may not be origin
al, but they take an inventive approach and
involve some unusual idea or a new approach
to an old idea. The backgrounds are vivid
and detailed, bringing the readers into the
story, not just telling us about it.
Emotional impact was one factor I tried
unsuccessfully to discount. The more I could
empathize with the characters, the more in
tensely I felt the situation,
the harder it
was to judge the other factors, and the more
likely I’d think it Great Stuff.
I think
that the pleasure one gets from reading a
story is an important aspect of its quality
—but it’s strictly a matter of personal
taste.
So keep in mind that these ratings re
flect both objective qualities, like ability
to choose words effectively and keep track
of the plot, and subjective preferences in
characterization and theme.
The stories
won’t necessarily be everyone’s favorite,
and they're not necessarily "typical” of
what appears in magazines these days. But
they’re still good reasons to renew your
subscriptions.
(And if you don’t subscribe,
it’s time you started!)

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>

"The Man of Peace," by Stephen L. Burns.
Analog, Mid-December
"A Touch Beyond," by Stephen L. Burns.
Analog, January
"Top of the Charts," by Bradley Denton.
F&SF, March
"Deathglass," by Lee Killough. IASFM, April
1985
"How My Heart Breaks When I Sing This
Song," by Lucius Shepard. IASFM, December

"The Man of Peace" describes the trial of
Albert Francis Martin, an industrialist who
arranged the sale of a nuclear weapon to
each side of the Iran-Iraq war, with unsur
prising but horrifying results.
Is he the
worst genocide the world has ever known, or
the world’s savior? The story has no clear
answer. Let’s just hope it’s only science
fiction.
"A Touch Beyond" proposes that "phantom
limbs" experienced by amputees can actually
affect the physical world, and that some
surgeons will deliberately have their arms
amputated in order to work medical miracles
with the phantoms. The focus of the story is
the reaction of the amputee-surgeons, the
ordinary people who encounter them —and the
people who love them.
In contrast to Burns'
stories,
"Top of
the Charts" is lighthearted satire.’ Crusta
ceans from outer space may be preparing the
Earth to be invaded.
It's up to a record
store manager and her assistant, who speaks
only in Springsteen quotes, to stop them.
And is the anti-rock crusader really their
ally?
"Deathglass" brings us back to serious
subjects. The son of a famous sculptor,
fearing that he will go mad and die like his
father, falls under the influence of a woman
who calls herself Aletheia: Truth. She seems
to change his glass sculptures in subtle
ways,
so that they reflect the buyer’s fu
ture. The artist ultimately finds his own
truth in his artworks.
"How My Heart Breaks When I Sing This
Song" creates a detailed picture of an
isolated post-Holocaust community and within
that an effective story of one boy’s recog
nition of life’s ambiguities.
I normally
don’t like this type of story, but Shepard
makes this one less nihilistic than usual.
And he puts the words together so well it
deserves special recognition.
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"The Fringe," by Orson Scott Card. F&SF,
October
"The Embezzled Blessing," by Robert M.
Greene. F&SF June
"The Cajamarca Project," by Charles L.
Harness. Analog, February
"Portraits of His Children^® by George R. R.
Martin. IASFM, November
.’"When the High Lord Arrives," by Eric
Vinicoff. Analog,. April

"George Washington Slept Here," by Charles
L. Harness. Analog, July
"When Winter Ends," by Michael P. KubeMcDowell. F&SF, July
"Green Mars," by Kim Stanley Robinson.
IASFM, September
"The Gorgon Field," by Kate Wilhelm. IASFM,
August
"24 Views of Mt. Fuji, by Hokusai," by Roger
Zelazny. IASFM, July

In "The Fringe," Great Salt Lake has be
come the Mormon Sea, with farmland painstak
ingly reclaimed and nurtured from the sur
rounding desert. The hero of this story, a
teacher with cerebral palsy, is portrayed
with vivid empathy. The story tells of his
struggle not only against his students' ig
norance, but against the community's defi
ance of the long-term demands of survival in
a wasteland.
"The Embezzled Blessing"
retells the
story of Jacob and Esau. (For the non JudeoChristians among us, Esau was the older twin
son of Isaac, son of Abraham, and so the
rightful heir. But Jacob, with his mother's
connivance and apparently Jehovah's approv
al, conned him into giving away his rights;
then tricked their father into giving him
the eldest’s blessing.)
With a narrative
flavor of the Old West and a strange super
natural being on hand to guide the father,
"Blessing" has an eldritch grace.
It's a
good reminder that myths are indeed time
less.
"The Cajamarca Project® blends history
and science fiction to good effect. Maria
Antis, an Incan, hires biochemist James Ru
iz, descendant of the conquistadors, to
develop a nitrogen-fixing bacterium which
would be drastically more effective than
natural strains. The project is somehow re
lated to her obsession with the centuriesgone conquest of Peru. The project's purpose
and the story’s outcome may not be entirely
surprising, but they are effective.
The main character — he could hardly be
called a hero — of "Portraits of His Child
ren" has driven away his wife and daughter
by his absorption in his writing. The daugh
ter sends him disturbing (to say the least!)
paintings of his novels’
characters, his
"children." This story is the best I read
the entire year, of any length.
The people
are real, the story is engrossing, the de
velopment and style are flawless.
I liked "When the High Lord Arrives"
partly because of the development of its
world-setting, a Japanese orbital habitat.
It is very plausible that the Japanese, with
a society already adapted to close quarters
and a tradition of harmony and discipline,
would most effectively adapt to space dwell
ings. The style of this story, too, fits the
subject matter. The background is woven
seamlessly into the storyline.
Honorable Mention:
"Gaby," by Andrew M.
Greeley (Amazing, January)• An Irish-Ameri
can Nobel laureate and his guardian angel. I
can’t point to any one thing that makes this
story great, but I became very fond of the
characters.

In "George
Washington
Slept
Here,"
Charles Harness gives us the unlikely char
acter Oliver Potts, a lawyer who's never won
a case.
His
"losses," however, usually in
volve an unlikely turn of events, and none
so much as this story involving a woman who
claims,
among other things,
to have been
George Washington’s lover.
"When Winter Ends"
is yet another post
Holocaust story.
It begins before The End
and proceeds to several centuries afterward,
with the linkage between the two developed
toward the end.
There seem to be a prepon
derance of post-disaster stories published
in 1985.
This,
like others mentioned here,
is saved from redundancy by strength of
characterization and a story that moves be
yond its setting.
"Green Mars" brings together an odd mix
of people to climb the Martian Olympus Mons,
among them an opponent of the Red Planet's
terraforming. The journey up the mountain is
also a journey into the planet’s past and
future, and his own involvement with them.
"The Gorgon Field" is, I believe, one of
a series of stories about Constance and
Charlie Meiklejohn; it has the feeling of
more background than what’s stated, and the
characters seem familiar. Whatever, in this
story they investigate an alleged shaman’s
hold on a wealthy Western rancher, and the
eerie fascination of the ranch itself. Mys
tery and magic impeccably written.
"24 Views of Mt. Fuji, by Hokusai" offers
what Zelazny does best, a science fiction
story woven around ancient themes.
Instead
of using myth, here he follows the "path" of
a set of ancient Japanese prints. The ending
gets a bit muddled in another of Zelazny's
favorite ploys,
the melding of human and
artificial intelligence, but the story moves
toward it so inexorably that the outcome
does work.

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>
I have no doubt that some people will be
moved to write disagreeing with my assess
ment of the stories, or wanting to know why
I didn't include their favorite among the
best.
In fact, I'm hoping they will. The
more we admit in public that we read the
magazines,
the more other people may be in
spired to read them, too.

<><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><><>
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Part Two : EXPANDING

INTO NEW FIELDS AND MEW DIRECTIONS (1947-1959)

The War was over, and Heinlein felt the
writing bug biting at him again. However,
this time instead of submitting to John
Campbell's Astounding, he decided to try a
new tactic — submit to the better-paying
slicks, which with their larger circulation
and broader-based readership, as well as a
larger word rate, brought respectability to
those writers which appeared in their pages.
For his "slick" science fiction, Heinlein
scaled down the science content of his sto
ries much as Larry Niven and Jerry Pournelle
reduced the science in their best-selling
novels that they have written together.
‘
The first of these stories was "The Green
Hills of Earth", which introduced the char
acter of Rhysling, the Blind Singer of the
Spaceways. Despite the fact that a science
fiction poetry award has been named after
him, Rhysling's doggerel as written by Hein
lein is far from admirable. The poem this
story is titled after has turned up at many
science fiction conventions,
sometimes set
to decent original tunes, but often to the
tune of the theme song from "Gilligan's Is
land" or "It's the Real Thing" Coke theme,
and has unfortunately plagued filksingers
and con-goers for years.
"The Green Hills of Earth" appeared in
The Saturday Evening Post in 1947 and was
followed shortly by "Space Jockey",
"The
Black Pits of Luna", and "It's Great To Be
Back". Of these, only "It's Great To Be
Back" is notable for its carefully thought
out depiction of what kind of adjustments a
couple who had been living on the moon would
have to make if they returned to Earth. As
science fiction,
it's simple but well done.

/*/*/,/*/»/*/*/*/»/*/*/*/*/

Heinlein mined the idea of comparing the
lifestyles of Earth- and moon-dwellers for
even richer ore in his novel The Moon is a
Harsh Mistress.
After achieving some success in The Sat
urday Evening Post, Heinlein tried some oth
er slicks with equal success, but the sto
ries were all minor with nothing more going
for them than a simple idea presented in sf
terms and packaged for the general audience
unused to thinking in terms of rocket ships
and space travel. In "Water Is for Washing,"
he let part of California fall into the
ocean while in "Gentlemen, Be Seated" the
importance of air-tight seals in vacuums is
stressed. From the title, one can easily de
tect the solution of the story's central
problem.
In "Ordeal in Space," saving a
kitten helps a spaceman overcome his fear of
falling while "Delilah and the Space Rigger"
presents a view of women in space. Heinlein
was never one to degrade the competency of
any human being,
male or female, and his
stories are full of extremely competent fe
males who are often better leaders or better
organized than their male
counterparts.
Heinlein's wife, Virginia,
is indeed such a
woman, or should I say, a "Renaissance Per
son"? It is Heinlein's opinion that "women
are more practical than men.
Biology forces
it on them....
Until a female bears a child
her socio-economic function is male, no mat
ter how orthodox her sexual preference."
Feminists have never quibbled with this
aspect of Heinlein's thinking. What typic
ally bothers them is that when married, all
of Heinlein's femals become domesticated —
totally dedicated homemakers,
supportive of

I
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their husbands and families, with no thought
of anything else. In addition, Heinlein’s
female characters are never believable— for
example Podkayne of Podkayne of Mars is por
trayed as an intelligent female with lots of
annoying "feminine" traits and vanity.
I
have yet to meet anyone who thought Hein
lein's women remotely resembled real life.
For a good contrast read Alexei Panshin’s
Rite of Passage, a novel based on Heinlein’s
Tunnel in the Sky with a strong female char
acter, Mia Havero.
In recent years, things have grown worse.
The male-female dialogues in I Will Fear No
Evil are almost unreadable, the male charac
ters goggle the female character’s breasts
throughout Number of the Beast (not that
this doesn’t happen in real life, but Hein
lein continually is calling attention to
these breast fetishists), and in Friday the
lead character is once again female, compe
tent, and unbelievable.
However, I’m getting ahead of myself. The
most important thing about Heinlein’s break
ing into the slicks was that it opened the
opportunity to other SF writers, and led
other slick publications like Collier1s, Es
quire, and Playboy to also accept an occa
sional science fiction story.
After a very brief and unsuccessful at
tempt at breaking into the mystery market,
Heinlein determined to branch out by writing
a book. As it turned out, a boy’s book was
solicited from him by a major publisher.
Heinlein’s friends, Cleve Cartmill and Fritz
Lang (director of Frau im Mond (Woman in the
Koon) the first film to attempt a realistic
depiction of space travel, as well as the
origin of the countdown), both urged Hein
lein to give it a try.
As a result, Heinlein wrote Rocket Ship
Galileo and submitted it only to have it re
jected on the grounds that a trip to the
Eoon was "preposterous" and the very idea of
space travel was "silly." Heinlein himself
describes what happened next:

■
.

"Instead I sold it to Scribner's
and thereby started a sequence: one
boys’ book each year timed for the
Christmas trade.
This lasted four
years and was a very strange relation
ship, as my editor disliked science
fiction, disliked me
(a sentiment I
learned to reciprocate), and kept me
on for the sole reason that my books
sold so well that they kept her de
partment out of the red—her words."

Heinlein would be the first to acknow
ledge Rocket Ship Galileo's shortcomings. In
fact, the book is the worst of Heinlein's
juveniles and contains some of the most lu
dicrous depictions of teenagers imaginable.
Heinlein's heroes are gee-whizzing, darn
tootin' boy scouts who build and travel in a
rocketship that goes to the moon. They dis
cover that the Nazis have beaten them there
and our heroic group decides that they must
put a stop to the Nazi's nefarious plans.
Despite the flaws, the book has proved to be
extremely successful, has almost never been

out of print, and has been translated into
several languages. Luckily for science fic
tion readers, Heinlein's other juveniles
proved to be a great improvement over this
initial attempt.
.
Apart from inspiring the production of
other SF juveniles,
Rocket Ship Galileo
proved to be the jumping-off point for the
film Destination Moon, which in turn in
spired a wave of science fiction films in
the fifties. The road to making Destination
Moon started when Heinlein collaborated with
screenwriter Alford van Ronkel on a screen
play and was fortunate enough to arouse the
intertest of George Pal. Finally some finan
cing was found for the film, but the story
was judged too "cold." A musical comedy
writer was brought in to introduce a love
interest and by the time the revamping was
done there was a version of the script
"which included dude ranches, cowboys, gui
tars and hillbilly songs on the Moon, a trio
of female hepsters singing into a mike,
in
teriors of cocktail lounges, and more of the
like, combined with pseudo-scientific gim
micks which would have puzzled even Flash
Gordon."
Heinlein credits the film's director, Ir
ving Pichel, for insisting that the film be
scientifically accurate. He depended for
his information in both Heinlein, who became
the film's scientific advisor, and Chesley
Bonestell, who designed the outer space vis
tas that were used. Apart from the "cracked
mud" look of the Moon's surface,
these vis
tas were amazingly accurate, with care being
given so that when the rocketship had trav
eled x miles at y speed for z minutes, the
view presented would be accurate in all re
spects. Additionally, copies of Willy Ley's
Rockets and Space and Bonestell's and Ley's
Conquest of Space were distributed in an ef
fort to make the crew aware of what was sci
entifically acceptable and maintain the in
tegrity of the production. George Pal ended
up optioning the latter book, as well as von
Braub's Mars Project,
to make his film The
Conquest of Space, an unfortunately inferior
production.
Heinlein ended up working eighteen months
on Destination Moon,
but the final script
went through so many hands that it is un
likely that any of the writing that remained
was Heinlein's, but there can be no doubt
that he was instrumental in shaping the at
titude and direction of the film.
Unfortun
ately, Destination Moon does not hold up
very well today, mostly because it bogs the
viewer down in the scientific minutiae of
space travel
(some of which has since been
disproved,
though this production was amaz
ingly accurate in many respects)
instead of
telling a good solid story. (For more infor
mation on the film Destination Moon,
see
Gail Hickman's The Films of George Pa 1, Bill
Warren’s Keep Watching the Skies, and Hein
lein’s essay on the making of the film which
has appeared in the July 1950 Astounding,
Starlog #6,
and in the collection Focus on
the Science Fiction Film.
Despite the interest of a number of pro
ducers in Heinlein's Stranger in a Strange

/»/*/*/*/«/*/*/*/*/*/*/*/*/./*/*/ DennZs FZiche/t /*/*/*/*/«/*/*/*/*/’/*/*/’=/*/*/’/*/

Lan'a LanZe/tn 19
Land
(including Gene Roddenberry and David
Gerrold who wrote a screenplay based on
Heinlein’s book), Heinlein’s only other film
projects have been Project Moonbase, a tele
vision pilot that was released to the thea
tres in 1953, and The Brain Eaters which
ripped off its plot from Heinlein's The Pup
pet Masters,
(I'm told that Heinlein has a
successful lawsuit against the film's produ
cers.)
Project Moonbase has a female commander,
played by Donna Martelli, and two subordi
nates who travel in a three man rocket to
establish the feasibility of putting an Am
erican base on the Moon. One of. the three
turns out to be a spy,
is killed, and the
other two fall in love, but are temporarily
stranded on the surface of the Moon. Hein
lein's and Jack Seamen's script is talky
without much action or impetus and the film
is deservedly obscure. The Brain Eaters
isn't much better as producer Ed Nelson
tries to convince the thick-headed military
that hairy, crab-like aliens are taking over
the bodies of local townspeople. Perhaps the
most notable thing about this production is
the presence of Leonard Nimoy (whose name is
misspelled as Nemoy in the credits) as a
bearded man leading the alien invaders.
Heinlein's involvement
in a SF film
proved to be no guarantee of quality, but it
is unfortunate that thus far no one has at
tempted filming any of his works which have
real cinematic potential.
I think Door into
Summer could be made into a terrific film
without involving the vast expenditure of
funds typical of effects-laden super-produc
tions.
Space Cadet was Heinlein's second juven
ile, and a vast improvement over the first.
This book may well be Heinlein's most influ
ential. Television programs from Tom Corbet
to Star Trek contain elements of this story,
not to mention countless other science fic
tion novels. The book's hero is young Mat
thew Dodson whose best friend is one "Tex”
Jarman. The book's antagonist, Burke, is
another cadet who has taken a dislike to
Matt. The book is divided into two sections.
In the first, we follow Matt through basic
training and all that entails — Heinlein
feeding the reader tidbits on what it will
be like to live in space and what a space
faring person would have to know.
In the
second part, Matt and Tex have been reas
signed to the P.R.S. Aes Triplex and are
sent down to scout around the surface of
Venus where they find the remains of a ship
from another expedition and come into con
tact with the local Venusians, a strange
race, of frog-like aliens with their own pe
culiar customs.
Heinlein uses this section
to present the particular problems in diplo
macy should humans ever come into contact
with an alien race. The book doesn't have
much of a plot, but as Matt progresses from
cadet to patrolman, Heinlein keeps the book
lively with incidents, debates, discussions,
and local color. The basic configuration of
a main character, his best friend and their
friends, an antagonist of the same age, and
various authority figures, has been used
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time and again to good effect in various ju
venile novels since then.
This book doesn't condescend towards its
adolescent characters the way Rocketship
Galileo did.
Heinlein discovered early on
that to write a good juvenile, all he had to
do was write a good adult novel and make the
hero an adolescent.
He carefully explains
his science as he goes along and makes it
interesting. Most particularly, his heroes
are filled with enthusiasm spiced with a
hint of anxiety that is quite catching to
the reader. Thus the reader can get caught
up in "the wonder of it all" and still worry
whether everything will come out all right
for the characters. This dramatic tension
is necessary, otherwise the book becomes a
guided tour through an outer space utopia
and would be,
like most utopian novels,
about as interesting as a trip to the water
works.
Heinlein showed up in the pages of As
tounding again with "Gulf" in the November
1949 issue. This was the remarkable "trick"
issue that John W. Campbell concocted when a
reader,
Richard A. Hoen, had written a let
ter which appeared in the November 1948 As
tounding praising the November 1949 issue.
"Gulf" by Anson MacDonald was among the sto
ries Hoen raved about, which he described as
not as good as Beyond This Horizon, but
darned good. Without much to go on, Campbell
contacted the authors described and request
ed that they write the stories needed to
make Hoen's fantasy issue a reality. "Gulf"
was Heinlein's first story in Astounding
since "Waldo" appeared in August, 1942.
Many regard "Gulf" as one of the most
fantastic stories Heinlein ever concocted,
and with good reason.
It is set in a post
World War II world where a group of super
men, who have the ability to think better
than ordinary men, use any means within
their power,
including political assassina
tion,
to keep back the forces of evil and
insinuate themselves into positions of pow
er. The crux of the story is the search for
a microfilm record of the "Nova Effect" by
which means a planetary mass can become fis
sionable. Like Raskolnikov in Dostoevsky’s
Crime and Punishment,
the supermen do not
feel bound by the morals of ordinary men.
Unfortunately, Heinlein is no Dostoevsky and
does not handle the implications of his
themes well. His yarn is entertaining, full
of action, but it disturbingly glosses over
the atrocities committed by the smugly su
perior supermen.
Red Planet (note no "The") was Heinlein’s
third juvenile and showed continued signs of
improvement. Most of the book is concerned
with the problems that colonizers of Mars
would face with some Martians and interest
ing flora and fauna added for good measure.
Bits and pieces of what we learn about the
Martians seem to have later been incorporat
ed into Stranger in a Strange Land. Farmer
in the Sky, which followed, was also a book
about colonizing another world — this time
Ganymede.
In this book there is not as much
local color,
but the hero is made a boy
scout.
In Between Planets, Don, the hero of
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the book, was born in space with his mother
being from Venus and his father being from
Earth. The question of what exactly is Don’s
citizenship becomes more acute when a rebel
lion against the Federation begins on Venus.
The book includes a spaceship called The
Glory Road, later the title of Heinlein’s
fantasy novel of the sixties. These books
are good, competently written, but while en
joyable there is nothing extraordinary about
them. They are neither as innovative as
Heinlein’s early work, nor as didactic as
his later work, which makes them pleasant
reads but little else.
During this time, Heinlein also wrote a
couple of adult novels. The first, The Man
Who Sold the Moon, was a short novel written
especially for a collection of that title.
The story is a prequel to "Requiem" and de
tails the trials and tribulations D. D. Har
riman went through to finance and launch the
first moon rocket.
The book is a romantic’s view of how a
private financier with enough determination
could see anything,
including space travel,
through. Harriman is a prime example of one
of Heinlein’s stock characters, ’’The Man Who
Knows How."
According to Heinlein, there are only
three main plot lines which all writers use:
boy-meets-girl, The Brave Little Tailor, and
the-man-who-learns-better. Boy-meets-girl is
obvious and the infinite possible combina
tions of character types and outcomes keep
this kind of story interesting.
The-Man-Who
Learned-Better is just as it sounds — "the
story of a man who has one opinion, point of
view, or evaluation at the beginning of the
story, then acquires a new opinion or evalu
ation as a result of having his nose rubbed
in some harsh facts." This kind of charac
ter change is the soul of what we mean by
the word "plot". Without such a change, you
may have a story (this happened,
then that
happened) but you don’t have a plot.
A plot
is a story which has been carefully con
structed to show how incidents bring about a
character change.
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However,
to disprove Heinlein’s theory
that there are only three basic plots, one
can point to the stories of Heinlein himself
and his "Man Who Knows How." This character
is wise in the ways of the world. When pre
sented with a problem, he simply solves it
like a detective in a mystery. The interest
of the story centers around the complexity
of the problem and the cleverness of its
eventual solution.
In Heinlein’s stories,
Waldo, Harriman, and Mr. Kiku
(of The Star
Beast)
are such characters. Though Waldo
undergoes some changes in his character by
the end of his story,
most of these charac
ters are the same at the end of the story as
they were at the beginning except that the
basic problem is now solved. A good many
modern science fiction stories fit into this
mold.
(E.g., An engineer is faced with a
whatsit, builds a phlange using leftover
thingamabobs, turns it on, the phlange takes
care of whatsit, end of story.)
Heinlein had finally begun to appear in
hardcover.
Fantasy Press published Beyond
This Horizon in 1948, and Gnome Press fol
lowed with Sixth Column in 1949. At this
time, hardcover science fiction was extreme
ly rare and specialty houses were almost the
only ones publishing any. Considering his
popularity,
it is not surprising that Hein
lein was one of the first authors to have
his works so published. Shasta requested
that the Future History stories be collected
together, and the first volume, The Man Who
Sold the Moon, was published in 1950 to be
followed by The Green Hills of Earth and Re
volt in 2100.
As the fifties began, Campbell stopped
dominating the field as two strong competi
tors emerged. One was The Magazine of Fan
tasy and Science Fiction, or F&SF as it is
commonly known. The editors stressed stories
of literary merit over the engineer problem
stories that usually appeared in Astounding
at the time. Galaxy, edited by Horace Gold,
was the other major competitor. Galaxy pre
ferred stories that were satires or social
commentaries. Galaxy published the original
stories that became Fahrenheit 451 and More
Than Human as well as serializing such SF
classics as The Demolished Man and The Space
Merchants (under the title Gravy Planet).
Ray Bradbury, who had never found popularity
under Campbell's regime and was therefore
consigned to the pages of Planet Stories,
suddenly found new outlets for his work.
Some of the Astounding writers like Asimov
and Simak wanted to try out the new market.
Gold scored a science fiction coup in secur
ing the rights to Heinlein's The Puppet Mas
ters .
The Puppet Masters is a simple novel of
alien take-over. While not first-rate Hein
lein, it is exciting and the concept of ali
ens from Saturn taking over the minds and
bodies of earthlings is unnervingly present
ed.
(The "aliens taking over human minds"
concept proved quite popular in fifties SF
films including Invasion of the Body Snatch
ers , Invaders from Mars, and the awfully ti
tled I Married a Monster from Outer Space.)
It is also the first of what might be termed
Heinlein’s Freudian novels.
The book has an
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old father-figure, a young and fetching fe
male, and the youthful protagonist. In fact,
the authority figure is known simply as "the
Old Man." Mary, the love interest, is first
referred to as the hero’s mock "sister." Her
voice is described as deep contralto, almost
a man’s voice, and this upsets the hero,
Sam. In the early part of the novel, Mary
is presented as an equal, almost male.
(For
•example:
"She had that quality, rare in
babes, of not talking when she had nothing
to say.")
Sam has never known his mother
and asks his father, the Old Man, about her.
His father tells him that she was "much like
Mary. Yes sir, a great deal like her."
There is an undercurrent of sex throughout
the novel.
(E.g., the hero turns on the ra
dio and the only programs he gets are a lec
ture by a PhD. on "Why Husbands Grow Bored"
presented by the Uth-a-gen Hormone Company,
a trio of girls singing "If You Mean What I
Think You Mean, What Are We Waiting For?"
and an episode of "Lucretia Learns about
Life.")
In the course of the novel, Sam marries
Mary, a mother figure, who in turn becomes
nurturing and submissive. When Sam disagrees
with his father and tries a plan which
proves to be right, the Old Man names him as
the new boss and dies with the knowledge
that he has a proper successor. By the end
of the book, Sam has figuratively killed his
father and married a woman who is mother,
sister and wife to him.
•
. In Door into Summer, another Freudian
novel, the hero conspires to use a time ma
chine to marry a girl young enough to be his

daughter and given the male appellation of
Ricky.
In "All You Zombies...", another
time-travel tale, a man becomes his own fa
ther, mother and son.
In Time Enough for
Love, Lazarus Long marries his mother and is
actively pursued by his female relatives for
the purpose of producing progeny. Suffice
to say that Heinlein doesn’t give a damn
about sexual taboos and there is a Freudian
trend throughout his work. Stranger in a
Strange Land, for example, not only contains
the same young man, young woman, and old au
thority figure that The Puppet Masters has,
but also goes much further in exploring the
possibilities of sex without guilt with any
one who is willing.
However, Heinlein’s juvenile novels con
tinued to steer clear of sex. The Rolling
Stones is an. episodic novel of the adven
tures of an extraordinary family full of ca
pable individuals who have met their poten
tial. There is Hazel Stone, matriarch of the
clan, who is a top-flight engineer, one of
the people who helped pioneer the Moon, and
a champion chess player;
her son, Roger, is
also a first-rate engineer and a writer of
TV space opera shows;
a pair of twins who
are mechanical geniuses,
and four-year-old
Lowell who may be able to read minds and al
ready plays chess' better than Hazel. The
book is fun,
full of lively problems and
scientific solutions. Heinlein manages the
complicated task of handling a large cast of
characters well and effectively so that each
personality is heard from and is distinct
from the others. The basic theme of the book
seems to be man’s manifest destiny to one
day conquer the stars.
In the company of
such lively and intelligent people as the
Stones, such a mission would be the dream of
almost any SF fan.
(Star Trek fans may note that the Martian
flat cats behave suspiciously like Tribbles
for which screenwriter David Gerrold defends
himself on the grounds of unconscious pla
giarism.
Heinlein was given a copy of the
"Trouble with Tribbles" script and gave the
show his blessing.
Since then, Heinlein has
been very charitable with Star Trek fans as
they have been among the number one contrib
utors to one of his favorite charities —
blood donations for the Red Cross.)
Starman Jones, Heinlein’s next juvenile,
is one of his best.
In some ways it echoes
Heinlein’s story "Misfit", but in every way
it is superior to it. Max Jones dreams of
going into space but a strict hereditary
guild system keeps him trapped on an over
populated earth. Jones manages to get aboard
a ship anyway and when the ship’s pilot dies
and his charts are destroyed, it’s Jones who
saves the day. The book illustrates Hein
lein’s philosophy that if you are put into a
situation where no matter what you do is go
ing to be "wrong", then you might as well do
as you please and accept whatever consequen
ces come your way. Not caring for the term
"space warp", Heinlein creates "space anomo
lies" which serve the same function, and
then makes the differences between the two
very important. As is typical of Heinlein,
everything has been carefully worked out and
made to seem as exciting as possible.
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Also very good is The Star Beast where an
alien pet called Lummox innocently sets off
a chain of events that could end in Earth’s
annihilation. Unlike Heinlein’s other juven
iles, the adolescent characters of the story
aren’t the heroes. That honor falls to Mr.
Kiku, the Permanent Under Secretary for Spa
tial Affairs, who knows just the things to
do to unravel the mess. While it may have
been published as a juvenile, the book was
considered adult enough to run serially in
The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction,
and the story holds up well on rereading.
By comparison, Heinlein’s next two juven
iles read like potboilers. Next to Rocket
ship Galileo, Tunnel in the Sky manages to
be the worst of the Heinlein juveniles.
Its
hero Rod Walker has,
in the words of the
Panshins, a large “kick me” sign on his
back. As part of a maturity rite, Rod is
sent to another planet with little equipment
and is expected to survive. The story ends
when he is picked up and will now lead a
group of pioneers to a new planet. The
characters are all cardboard and the story
starts and stops without going anywhere. To
make matters more annoying, the same premise
received a far better handling in Alexei
Panshin’s Rite of Passage, a Heinlein pas
tiche that won the Nebula Award.
Time for the Stars is better, but it too
has its share of faults. The most intriguing
idea it presents is a pair of telepathic
twins who are used for interstellar communi
cations. The hero, Thomas Pain Leonardo da
Vinci Bartlett has always been jealous of
his "luckier” twin brother Patrick Henry
Michaelangelo Bartlett. Nonetheless,
it is
Tom who goes to outer space while his broth
er is left with the boring job of staying
home and growing old.
(Heinlein takes into
consideration the Einstein time
paradox
where, as an object approaches the speed of
light, time slows down for it in comparison
to objects traveling at a slower rate. By
the time Tom returns, his brother Pat has
aged considerably.)
In a touch out of Van
Vogt’s "Far Centaurus" and since used by
Larry Niven among others, the original group
is overtaken because the technology on Earth
has advanced far past them while they were
away. Tom returns to Earth and ends up mar
rying his great-grandniece, another curious
incident of paedophilia on Heinlein’s part.
Again, the story does not end so much as
simply stops, though the same is true of The
Rolling Stones and a number of other Hein
lein works.
Meanwhile, Heinlein was writing two of
his most popular adult novels — Double Star
and The Door into Summer. With the possible
exception of Orphans of the Sky, Double Star
may be Heinlein’s most accomplished novel.
Its hero, Lorenzo the Great, a ham actor
drafted to double for an important missing
leader, is Heinlein’s greatest creation. His
is a personality unlike that in any other
Heinlein novel and he remains one of the
strongest, most memorable characters ever
created in an SF novel. The book doesn't
waste a single word in telling its tale.
In
fact my only complaints regarding the book
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are that Heinlein does not show you what
goes on during a secret Martian ceremony,
which after a certain amount of build-up is
very disappointing, and we never find out
whether or not Bonforte, the missing leader,
approved or disapproved of the way Lorenzo
handled the masquerade. Though Bonforte is
found and is recovering from his treatment
at the hands of his captors, he dies on the
eve of a forced election which leaves Loren
zo stuck with having to carry on the mas
querade indefinitely.
(Kurosama's film, Kagemusha — The Shadow Warrior, has a similar
plot.)
This book won Heinlein a Hugo Award,
and is required reading for any science fic
tion fan.
One quality that really distinguishes the
adult Heinlein novels of this period is the
fact that they are written in first person
singular.
In doing so, Heinlein gives these
stories a unified point of view and manages
to avoid the most obvious trap of writing in
first person, that of writing pseudo-autobi
ography. However, the most difficult thing
ti do while writing in first person is to
create a character,
that of the narrator,
which is clearly distinguishable from the
author.
In Double Star,
Heinlein succeeded
admirably, but The Door into Summer is hurt
by the fact that we know very little about
its central character,
Dan Davis. We know
that Davis is a "cat person," a brilliant
engineer,
a person who has been screwed by
his associates and temporarily sulks around
feeling sorry for himself, but apart from
giving David plenty of motivation, Heinlein
fails to invest the character with any per
sonality of his own. This is not to say that
The Door into Summer isn’t a rollicking good
tale.
It is, but the book stumbles and does
not represent the kind of improvement that
might have been hoped for after a triumph
like its predecessor.
As a story,
like most of Heinlein’s time
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well constructed and is full of clever
asides. Heinlein believably outlines how
Dan could become a millionaire by manufac
turing slavish machines that would make the
owners feel superior, and would take care of
all their drudgery. There is also an amusing
attack on the parity system
(e.g., paying
farmers not to produce things)
as well as
sketchy looks at the world of 2000 A.D. To
give the impression of world-wide change,
Heinlein has his hero look at a newspaper,
take in some of the new lingo, observe
changes in styles of buildings and clothing,
and viola’ —a useable portrait of the world
of the future. All this is done in a rela
tively short amount of space so that Hein
lein can get on with his story. He knows
when lengthy explanations are needed and
when it's better to leave things to the
readers' imaginations.
To go into the plot would spoil it, so
I’ll let the readers who haven't read the
book discover it for themselves.
It is an
enjoyable read, and as I've written earlier,
In some ways,
would make a wondeful movie.
it is a combination of the hard-boiled Hein
lein and the sentimental Heinlein. One of
the things that makes the early<; Heinlein
works so interesting is this dichotomy. Many
Heinlein stories reveal him to be a man ob
sessed with practicalities and who doesn't
believe in anything that can't be measured
with tools that are readily available. Other
stories show the metaphysical side of him, a
mystic that keeps his mind open regarding
things beyond the realm of the senses.
("Waldo" is a good example of a story that

from
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demonstrates both sides of Heinlein's per
sonality clearly.)
Like his divergent views
on society — Heinlein has written stories
where he sides with either the individual or
with society and maintains a "Randian" sense
of conflict between the two — much of Hein
lein's work is powered by the conflict and
uneasy blending between these two impulses.
In The Alien Critic, May 1974,- the Pan
shins got themselves into a dither about the
contradictions in social attitudes expressed
in Heinlein's work. To them, Heinlein could
only be understood when read subjectively
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rather than objectively, but it seems that
they are confusing the teller with the tale.
Like all human beings, Heinlein is subject
to internal inconsistencies, but his tales
usually promote one side or the other of a
social question within any given story. He
can be depended upon to outline the belief
of one side of any question very well. Un
fortunately,
he is too devoted to his be
liefs to often even consider the rational
arguments of the side he is against.
In his
early stories where Heinlein was more con
cerned with telling a good story than lec
turing the reader,
this didn't matter, but
his later work read more and more like over
ly long, digressing essays (though Friday
does show some indications that he's willing
to go back to storytelling again).
While The Door into Summer showed an
obvious influence from H. G. Wells' When the
Sleeper Wakes, his next book, Citizen of the
Galaxy, was in the Horatio Alger story mold.
Its hero, Thorby, literally goes from rags
to riches.
The story opens as he is sold to
a begger named Baslim who just happens to be
an off-world spy.
Baslim is a colorful
character who educates the boy and turns his
life around. Unfortunately, after only a few
chapters Heinlein disposes of him,
though
his influence is felt throughout the book.
The largest problem of Citizen of the Galaxy
is that it moves Thorby from one location to
another, and each time Thorby must reorient
himself to his new environment. He is con
stantly plagued by the question "Who am I?"
As soon as he had time to adjust, he is
jerked Lu another locale. At tile end of the
story Thorby arrives on Earth,
finds he has
been cheated out of his inheritence, hires a
good lawyer and gets it back. The trouble
is, while the first three-quarters of the
book have centered around Thorby,
in the
last portion he becomes a mere spectator
awaiting a foregone outcome.
A Charles Dickens might have made a lot
from such a plot as many of his novels are
the episodic adventures of an innocent who
goes from poverty to a comfortable and happy
station in life
(e.g.,
David Copperfield,
Great Expectations,
Oliver Twist, Nicholas
Nickleby), but Heinlein is not the master of
characterization and invective that Dickens
was. Heinlein is at his best in the book
when outlining- the alien societies, particu
larly that of the space traders who have a
peculiar matriarchy run by a character named
Margaret Mader (ouch). The depiction of the
trader's prejudice is quite believable, and
Thorby's fight against the slave trade does
have some power, but while this is a good
bock, one has the feeling that Heinlein bit
off more than he could chew.
The book is
entertaining and generally well crafted as
most of Heinlein's other juveniles, but it
is somewhat unsatisfying. Nonetheless, it
remains among the most popular of the Hein
lein juveniles.
.
The same may be said of Have Space Suit
— Will Travel, a title parodying a popular
western series of the day. Young Kip wins a
second hand space suit in a soap advertizing
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campaign contest,
something later parodied
by Kurt Vonnegut in Between Time and Timbuk
tu, and heads off for some big adventures,
not the least of which is facing down a ga
lactic council considering the demolition of
Earth. Like other Heinlein novels, he seems
uncomfortable with depicting alien and poss
ibly superior races.
In a tight spot, Kip
tries on toughness and bravado,
telling the
council:
"All right, take away our star —
You will if you can and I guess you can. Go
Ahead!
We’ll make a star!
Then, someday,
we’ll come back and hunt you down — all of
you!"
Heinlein means this speech to be a proud
thing, an indication of human beings' indom
itable spirit and willingness to "die try
ing." It echoes later sentiments by Lazarus
Long and those of Sam's final cry in The
Puppet Masters.
It is also another indica
tion of John Campbell's influence. Campbell
insisted that no matter how superior aliens
in stories written for Astounding may be,
human beings must always triumph in the end.
This is why, for example, that Asimov made
his galaxy in the Foundation Series be an
all human empire. Campbell also shared both
the "prove it to me" engineer and the mystic
qualities that Heinlein had.
(Campbell in
his later years became obsessed with such
ideas as psionics, the "Dean Drive", Ehrenhaft’s magnetic flow, and Hubbard's "Dianet
ics.")
Next to The Star Beast,
Have Space Suit
— Will Travel is Heinlein's most enjoyable
juvenile
(not counting Starship Troopers
which ended up being placed in a different
category). The story moves along spritely
from incident to incident and is a lot of
fun. Of course, the best way to come upon
this book is as a kid of about twelve or
thirteen and just soak up the marvels, put
ting yourself into Kip's place as he fights
the ghastly Wormfaces with Peewee and Mother
Thing. It was also the last of the Heinlein
books that wasn't straining to tell the
reader something or was severely flawed in
concept or execution.
Though Heinlein's
third period as a writer contains some of
his most popular books, most notably Star
ship Troopers, Stranger in a Strange Land,
and The Moon is a Harsh Mistress, his de
cline and descent into problematic polemics
begins from those works onward. Heinlein had
reached his peak as a writer. He had escaped
from the pulp ghetto and expanded into the
fields of the slicks, films, children's nov
els, hardcover books, and managed to do so
pretty much on his own terms. His admirers
were many and they all sang his praises.
Without a doubt, Heinlein was not only a
good storyteller, but he had thought long
and hard on what he was doing as evidenced
by two essays he wrote on science fiction
and by a collection of very good stories
that he edited called Tomorrow, the Stars.
In is, he spearheaded the movement to rename
science fiction speculative fiction.
Heinlein was not just an "intuitive"
writer, but approached writing
like he ap
proached everything else — practically. He
figured out the special difficulties of
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writing science fiction and worked hard to
get around or over them.
He insisted that
pure science fiction has the following at
tributes:
something in the story must be
different from the here-and-now;
the "some
thing different" must be essential to the
story you're trying to tell; the problem it
self — the "plot" — must be a human prob
lem; this human problem must be either crea
ted by or affected by the "something new";
and finally,
no established fact should be
violated unless you can supply a reasonably
plausible theory to explain why established
facts can be stretched.
These conditions are vital to any good
science fiction novel.
Heinlein also gives
some particularly pertinent examples of vio
lations of the last requirement:
"Rocket
ships should not make banked turns on empty
space the way airplanes bank their turns on
air. Lizards can't cross-breed with humans.
The term 'space warp' does not mean anything
without elaborate explanation."
(Note: In
terestingly enough,
Heinlein wrote these
words long before Star Wars, V, or other re
cent violators.)
However critical I may be of some of Mr.
Heinlein's work, I do not wish to imply that
he is not an entertaining storyteller nor
should the fact that he was an important and
influential innovator be overlooked. By and
large, Heinlein's pre-sixties work stands up
well and it is easy to see why he has been
highly regarded for all these years. In that
period, he wrote better than his contempor
aries and plied his tales with craftsmanlike
diligence.
His style is simple,
straight
forward, and seemingly artless.
It may have
lacked the jeweled expressiveness of Theo
dore Sturgeon's or Fritz Leiber's writing,
and it was never emotionally felt as the
best of C. L, Moore's work, not as versatile
as Henry Kuttner's nor as poetic as Ray
Bradbury's, but nonetheless, it was stream
lined, meaty,
efficient, and entertaining.
Heinlein knew all the rules and knew how to
explain things when he needed to.
Unfortunately,
in the last two decades,
Heinlein's work has suffered because he be
gan to be more passionately engaged in ex
pressing his ideas than in presenting his
stories. He started adding exposition which
did not advance the tale he was telling and
then lecturing his readers. He grew less
concerned with his characters as people and
more with what they were saying, whether it
was of interest to others or not. While he
has done some very good work in this period,
it is obvious by comparing it with his ear
lier work that Heinlein has been on the de
cline, and though Friday and Job are im
provements over the worst of his work, they
lack the vitality and sparkle of his best. I
prefer to remember the earlier Heinlein work
when he could truly tell a tale and simulta
neously fill
them with wonders backed up
with scientific logic to make them seem all
the more plausible and wonderful. But then,
there's always the hope that some time soon
he'll return to his early form.
If RAH will
keep trying, I'll try to keep reading.
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It stared at him imploringly with huge,
soulful, hazel eyes.
"Please,” the creature
said, "you've got to help me."
Kevin stared dumbly at the three-fing
ered, goosebumpy, green hand wrapped firmly
around his wrist.
"Please help me. They're trying to kill
us all."
•
Kevin was accustomed to seeing interplan
etary aliens. His janitorial rounds in the
spaceport made cantact with them inevitable.
However, he'd never seen one like this be
fore. Although it wore a concealing sort of
monk's robe of shiny material,
Kevin could
see that its face and hands weren't like
those of known interplanetary races. The
nostrils were too far apart to even suggest
a nose. The mouth looked lit it belonged to
either a frog or a great ape, and it formed
the obviously unfamiliar English words poor
ly*
"Do you understand?" the creature begged.
•Your government. They're trying to kill
us."
"Calm down," Kevin blurted. He figured
that if the creature really was in some sort
of trouble, it didn't need to attract atten
tion. Security personnel at the 'port seemed
to have a sixth sense about aliens in trou
ble. Kevin's supervisor, Erik Straggert, had
no sense of humor about interracial inci
dents between his janitors and any nonhuman
species. The two thoughts coalesced into a
distinct rustle of butterflies in Kevin's
stomach. Security would have no trouble
finding this alien if it were in trouble,
Kevin thought.
Its appearance was distinc
tive. Its scent was unmistakable.
The alien responded to Kevin's instruc
tions by nodding quickly and pulling the
hood of its robe over its face.
Kevin stepped back, partly to get a good
look at the odd little creature and partly
to get a breath of fresh air. He put his
young but calloused hand to his smooth chin,
then briefly scratched his scalp through his
brown hair. He wondered how many seventeen
year old custodians on Earth had to deal
with this kind of situation. And to think
he*d taken this simple summer job so he
could relax his mind while earning a little
spending money for college.
A greenish-brown eye
interrupted his
thoughts by peering through the fold of the
dark hood. Kevin could even read desperation
on the alien features. The creature had to
be reassured before he could expect to learn
what had happened to it, but where could he
find a private place to talk with it?
Kevin suddenly realized that he didn't
even know whether the creature was male or
female. Was it both? Did it matter? Would
asking it be considered rude? The butter
flies in his stomach became even more fran
tic. He was about to page security when he
looked at the creature's large, sad eyes
full of fear and realized that he just
couldn't do it.
It would be too much like
betraying the little fellow.
•
Well, he had to do something. People and
aliens were stepping away and making faces
when they passed.

Warning himself not to think, carefully
he held his hand out to the pungent crea
ture.
"Come with me," he said softly.
The creature seemed to understand. "Thank
you," it said nasally.
As soon as Kevin touched the creature
creature he thought of where to take it.
Nearby there was a supply closet with a ven
tilation fan.
"This way," he said, quickening his step.
The creature waddled gracelessly at his
side. The disproportionate length of its
arms to what must have been very short legs
reminded Kevin of a terrestrial chimpanzee.
He felt like a keeper leading his charge in
to a cage.
The closet was about three meters deep by
one and a half wide.
Shelves of cleaning
supplies covered the walls. Overhead a bare
bulb supplied the only source of light. Kev
in closed the door and turned on the venti
lation fan.
It seemed to help.
"What's your name?" Kevin asked, hoping
to get a clue to the creature's gender.
The alien responded with an elaborate se
ries of gurgles and smacking sounds. Kevin
was about to panic when it added,
"In your
language they call me 'Duzi'."
Kevin wanted to laugh, partly because of
the inane pun of the name and mostly because
laughing might get rid of a few of the over
active butterflies,
but stifled the urge.
Instead he covered his mouth with his hand
and wiped his eyes which had begun to tear
from the aroma.
"Who was chasing you, Duzi?" he asked.
"Your government tried to kill me," Duzi
said simply.
"The government tried to kill you," ech
oed Kevin. Oh sure, he thought. Did aliens
suffer insanity the same way humans did?
"They did. One of them took me into a
room full of" — the creature made a sound
something like that of a soft mudball hit
ting a wall and falling to the floor.
"He
told me to sit down." Duzi trembled, unable
to continue. To Kevin's surprise, tears
formed in Duzi's oversized hazel eyes.
"It's all right, Duzi.
Don't worry, no
body will hurt you,"
Kevin heard himself
telling the little fellow. Without realiz
ing it he had begun to think of Duzi as a
'he'. Kevin decided that was all right as
long as he never referred to Duzi in the
third person.
The instruction manual for spaceport em
ployees specifically warned against trying
to communicate with unfamiliar aliens. Any
number of ordinary reactions
considered
friendly in most human cultures could acci
dentally offend Duzi.
Kevin exhaled invol
untarily when he recalled the last interra
cial incident here. He'd seen it in holovi
sion. A human child referred to an alien
using the wrong pronoun, and the alien quite
naturally took offense;
it was, after all,
an 'it', not a 'she', and mistaking its body
for a human one was considered extremely
rude according to its code of etiquette. The
custodial staff still talked about how long
it took to get the scent out of the concrete
floor after the alien used its natural
skunk-like defenses.
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"Sometimes," Kevin said, choosing his
Kevin's eyes widened when he inhaled
words as he went, "people from other planets
again, and nqt only because of the close
don't understand how Earth people do things.
quarters with Duzi. What if Duzi had the
Do you understand?"
same kind of natural defenses — or worse?
Duzi nodded.
Kevin hoped he wasn't in
What would Erik do? The horrifying image of
sulting Duzi by speaking too simply, but
his supervisor, Erik Straggert, rushed into
better that than expecting Duzi to under
Kevin's mind. Erik was known all over the
stand too much.
'port for his short temper. The man was a
"Maybe the government person didn't mean
half meter taller than Kevin and a good
to frighten you," Kevin went on.
eighty kilograms heavier. Kevin imagined him
Duzi stared and shuddered. Whatever he'd
howling insults, red-faced, his mop of red
seen must have appeared very threatening.
hair and unruly beard bristling.
Kevin knew
Maybe they'd tried to use the vaccination
he'd better handle Duzi's problem very care
gun on him before explaining what it was.
fully, or else he would have to face the
"Can you tell me what you saw?" Kevin
wrath of Erik.
asked gently.
"How long have you been on this planet,
"A person took me into a room full of" -
Duzi?"
he made the soft mudball against the wall
"Not long."
sound again, then lapsed back to his own
Not long. That didn't tell Kevin much.
language.
"Where did you come from?"
"What are," Kevin began, then realized he
Duzi made a sound more indecipherable
couldn't possibly imitate the sound. He
than the first. This one reminded Kevin of
cleared his throat and tried again.
a wet washcloth hitting sudsy shower tiles.
"Duzi," Kevin shouted above the fright
"That's nice," he assured Duzi.
"Well."
ened creature's indecipherable monologue,
He tried to think of another harmless ques
"we don't have any of those here."
tion. "What do you think of Earth so far?
Duzi stopped talking and stared.
Except for what you saw before you came to
"We don't. What you saw wasn't a monster.
me, I mean," he added.
It just looked like one."
"Your sun's too bright, but you can't
Duzi looked doubtful.
help that," Duzi replied.
"Really," Kevin reassured him.
Kevin let himself chuckle, relieved to
see that Duzi had a fair understanding of
"I'm glad I found you," Duzi said suddenEnglish.
iy"I haven't seen enough yet," Duzi ex
Kevin stared,
startled by Duzi's sudden
plained.
"All I know is that one of your
change of subject.
"Oh. Well, thank you Du
people came to my planet and invited some of
zi. But tell me, why did you come to me?"
us to visit Earth."
"Because you're a"—undecipherable sound.
"So you're not the only one of your peo
"A healer," Duzi explained.
ple here?"
"Oh. Of course. What made you know that?"
"No. Two others are still with the gov
"This." Duzi touched Kevin's grey sleeve.
ernment. Please help."
"Healers always wear this color."
"How did you learn to speak English?"
Kevin made a mental note not to mention
Kevin asked, mostly to get Duzi's mind temp
custodial uniforms to Duzi, who was assured
orarily off the government.
by the color grey.
"We learned on the spaceship."
"I'm glad you came to me," Kevin said
"I see." Kevin was thinking. Culture
half truthfully, trying not to inhale. "I'll
clashes were common enough, what with people
tell you what we should do. We should go
from all over the world meeting aliens from
together to see the government people. I
all over the galaxy. Security usually brief
won't let anybody hurt you."
ed outworlders thoroughly before they were
"No.
I don't want to go back there
allowed to wander free. The skunk alien had
again."
simply lost its temper, which happened to
"Where do you want to go?"
any sapient race from time to time; but Duzi
Duzi apparently hadn't thought of that.
must have escaped without proper briefing.
"The government people were nice to you
Kevin swallowed hard, the implications of
before you were frightened, weren't they?
that thought setting his butterflies aflut
Didn't they give you things to eat and teach
ter all over a gain.
you how to talk to Earth people?"
Take one interstellar alien, add a for
Duzi looked at the shelves of soap and
eign language and an entirely new world,
ammonia. "Yes," he agreed reluctantly, star
blend in the workings of the government, and
ing at a bottle of bleach.
"I don't think I
what did you have? A terrified outlander
could eat your kind of food anyway."
that made its own interpretations, mostly
Kevin didn't want to ask what sort of
wrong ones, about what was going on around
food Duzi did eat.
it, that's wat. A Duzi.
"So let's go together and talk to the
According to the manual, Kevin was sup
people about what happened," Kevin insisted.
posed to take Duzi to the Security Office.
"I'm sure it was all just a misunderstand
However, Duzi's big, sad, trusting eyes made
ing."
Kevin want to help him. It wouldn't be right
"You won't let them kill me?"
.
to take Duzi back to "his" government right
"Of course not, Duzi. No."
now, Kevin thought, at least not until he
Duzi nodded and took Kevin's hand. The
could convince Duzi that the government
Two walked out of the supply closet. Kevin
meant him no harm.
was just enjoying his first lungful of
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unscented air when he noticed Erik Straggert
stomping briskly toward him and Duzi. The
underarms of Straggert*s blue supervisory
custodial uniform were dark with sweat. He
looked exactly as he had in Kevin’s imagina
tion: furious.
Kevin shuddered and stopped,
jerking Duzi a little as he did so. .
Erik was within five meters of Kevin when
Duzi shrieked.
"No! No! That’s the person
who tried to make me go. He tried to kill
me. He wants to kill us all. Help!”
Duzi broke from Kevin’s grasp and dis
appeared into a miniature museum set up
to help introduce aliens to Earth.
Kevin
watched in amazement when Erik thundered af
ter Duzi shouting, "There he is. Get him."
It wasn’t the most diplomatic thing Kevin
had seen his supervisor do.
Erik reappeared at the museum entrance.
Glaring at Kevin, he hissed, "Didn't you
hear me. Daily? Get him!"
Kevin closed his mouth, which had been
open since Erik appeared, and sprinted into
the maze of the small exhibit.
Where would a creature like Duzi go? He’d
talked about swamps. The answer presented
itself to Kevin when he noticed a strong
scent emanating from the animal display
area. Kevin followed the odor until it
stopped directly at the edge of the fro§
|>ond. He peered over the ceramic rim to see
two hazel eyes and several startled frogs
sitting amid green moss and lily pads.
"Duzi, it’s me, Kevin. Your friend. The
healer. Are you all right?"
’ A few bubbles rose in front of the ex
posed eyes.
"I don’t understand, Duzi. What did you
say?"
Duzi pushed his face above the water.
“That man. He tried to kill me."
Kevin was about to assure Duzi that Erik
would never do such a thing when Erik ap
peared from behind a fresh water shark
aquarium.
.
.
"Did you get him?" Erik asked in a rough
stage-whisper.
Before Kevin could answer, Duzi hopped
straight out of the pool,
shrieked again —
twice — and made a slippery getaway. Erik
dashed after him.
Kevin hesitated long
enough to close his mouth, then chased after
Erik.
Erik was shouting, "Stop,
little fella.
You can trust me," in a tone that would have
paralyzed a raging bull elephant. Kevin
brought up the rear shouting reassurances to
Duzi until he realized that he was only add
ing to the furor. He stopped shouting when
he saw the two leave the museum to gallop
through the main hall.
Kevin found it hard to understand how a
creature with such a low center of gravity
could move so quickly, but Duzi was already
far ahead of Erik when Kevin exited the mu
seum. Kevin outraced Erik easily in the
more open hallway. He saw Duzi, arms waving
wildly for balance, leaving a wake in his
trail as his scent pierced the crowd. A few
determined strides brought Kevin close e
nough to put a hand on Duzi’s shoulder. Duzi
reacted by glancing back and running even

faster. Kevin lost his bakance and fell with
a loud thud on the spaceport floor, skidding
to a halt.
Erik tripped over Kevin to land
in front of him with a loud grunt.
Meanwhile,
Duzi disappeared into the
nearest open doorway. Kevin breathlessly
pushed himself up and stumbled after Duzi —
only to stop short of the doorway. Seconds
later Erik skidded to a clumsy halt beside
Kevin.
•
WOMEN, the door said. The two men stared
helplessly at each other.
Erik swore.
Kevin didn’t say anything.
"What are you waiting for, Daily?" Erik
growled.
"Get him."
Erik looked so ferocious that Kevin did
n’t hesitate.
Hoping the restroom wouldn’t
be crowded, he raced into the zone forbidden
to men.
The room was crowded, and Duzi’s entrance
had caused quite a stir. Combs, brushes, and
cosmetics flew in all directions as women of
various shapes and sizes — human and other
wise — scattered to avoid the hysterical
Duzi.
"Duzi, wait.
Sorry, ma’am. Duzi, I want
you to —excuse me, ma’am— wait until I can
talk to you. Oof, sorry," Kevin said as he
approached Duzi through the surprised female
crowd. The women were heading en masse for
the door.
Some had kerchiefs over their
noses.
.
Kevin was trying not to look at a four
breasted alien with a kerchief over each
nasal vent when he heard a scream. A human
woman ran out of a stall with Duzi clutching
at her grey skirt.
She tugged herself free
and doused herself with perfume on her way
out.
.
"Duzi, it’s me.
Kevin. The Healer."
Duzi gripped the edge of the stall and
stared out.
"Everything’s all right," Kevin tried to
reassure him. He held out his hand to the
chubby little alien, hoping Duzi wasn’t the
type that could bite.
Duzi only clutched the divider
more
firmly.
His green knuckles turned white.
"Really. It’s all right." Kevin took two
steps toward Duzi.
Duzi didn't take his eyes off Kevin while
he slowly backed deeper into the stall. As
he did this he accidentally pressed the lev
er that activated the toilet.
It began to
hiss.
"No! No! No, help me," Duzi screamed be
fore he lapsed into indescribable alien
sounds.
Kevin was knocked out when Duzi bowled
him over in a hasty escape from the stall.

★

*

*

Kevin awoke to find a woman mopping his
forehead with a damp towel.
"What happened? Oh God," he said, remem
bering.
"Which way did he go?"
The mystified woman pointed to the only
exit from the room.
"Thanks. Oooh," Kevin said, holding his
head. He slowly rose and tottered back to
the main hall.
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Just outside the restroom door Kevin
found Duzi and another two of his species
surrounded by a cluster of red-suited secur
ity personnel. Erik Straggert was there
too, talking fast and in an unusually highpitched tone.
"But he said he had to go, and you’ve got
to admit he smells.
I mean, how was I to
know he’d go crazy when we got there?”
"You didn’t know, Straggert,” barked the
head of the security team,
"and you had no
business getting near the briefing rooms in
the first place."
Erik opened his mouth to say something,
then shut it when he noticed Kevin standing
unsteadily by the WOMEN'S room door. He had
what Kevin thought was a very stupid look on
his face.
"What’s going on?" Kevin asked no one in
particular in the small crowd.
Everyone turned to stare at him.
Kevin stared back.
"Please," he begged.
"Just tell me what's going on."
The head official stepped toward Kevin.
"There's been some kind of misunderstand
ing," he explained.
Kevin shifted his stare from the group in
general to the official.
.
"Our friend Duzi here," the official went
on self-consciously when the entire group
turned to stare at him, "had reason to think

that some of our plumbing appliances were
dangerous." The official continued explain
ing what had happened.
Kevin was aware that the man was talking,
but his attention was caught now by Duzi,
who tugged at his sleeve.
Duzi's hazel eyes were filled with re
morse.
"I am sorry,
Kevin," he said.
"I
didn’t understand about Earth toilets. No
body told me. They look just like" — and
Duzi repeated the unpronouncable sound with
a light shudder in his shoulders.
Kevin mustered a smile and nod despite
his aching head and the aroma of Duzi and
his companions.
"I didn't mean to knock you over."
Kevin knelt to look into Duzi's sad eyes.
"On my planet things that look like that
kill people like me."
"That’s okay, Duzi," Kevin said. He imi
tated the native name of the swamp monster
as best he could, and added that there were
none of those on this planet.
"Nobody wants
to hurt you."
"I believe you. Thank you for helping
me."
.
.
"Sure, Duzi," Kevin said.
Smiling before
putting his hand over his nose. "You're wel
come.
I'm glad I could help."
"I learned about something your people do
when they become friends," Duzi said seri-
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ously.
"My friends," — unpronouncable —
"want to try it, too.”
Kevin turned to get a breath, then ex
haled slowly when he faced Duzi and his fel
low aliens. "I would be honored," he gasped,
"to be your friend."
"You are the friend of all my people,
Kevin," Duzi said, his eyes bright with an
ticipation. Then he put his long arms around
Kevin. His friends came over and did the
same.
Kevin bit his lip. Tears formed and
slowly rolled down his cheeks as he returned
each enthusiastic hug. The three creatures
held on for some time; then Duzi's compan
ions backed away while Duzi remained hugging
Kevin, who smiled despite the blue color in
his skin from holding his breath so long.
Eyes crossing, Kevin exhaled and released
Duzi without losing the friendly smile fro
zen on his face.

The bluish tinge in Kevin's skin faded to
green as Security led Duzi and his friends
back to the briefing area.
Kevin stood be
side Erik, who edged slowly aside because of
the odor clinging to Kevin's custodial uni
form.
Duzi glanced back once and waved.
Kevin
grinned widely and waved back. He was think
ing that it was wonderful to have helped ce
ment interplanetary relations. It would cer
tainly look good on his resume, and it would
also assure him that Erik wouldn't be al
lowed to fire him. And to think, he'd be the
first freshman at North American University
with co-op credit in extraterrestrial rela
tions. What a unique opportunity he'd had,
and he'd handled it so well. He took a deep
breath and looked over to Erik who was sev
eral steps away.
Then he threw up.

PREJUDICE
Star

in
Trek

A commentary by Mark R. Leeper

For reasons of my own, I just saw the end
of Star Trek II: The Wrath fo Khan. That is
the one that has Spock's tear-filled eulogy
by Captain Kirk.
It should have been one of
the great, sad, slobbery moments of science
fiction film, comparable in human terms only
to the suicide death of the second monster
in Rodan. But the content only confirms for
me what I have known all along, that Kirk is
and always has been
(strike that, Star Trek
takes place in the future; make it "Kirk
will be and will always be")
the consummate
jerk. "Of my friend, I can only say that of
all the souls I have encountered his was...
the most human." It is a particularly insen
sitive thing to say about his friend who is
only half-human and has been
(will always
be?) sensitive about his piebald origins.
There is the implication that what the
speaker is saying is something that it is
good to be. Kirk's eulogy goes with other
odious phrases like "Mighty white of you!"
and "You behaved like a Christian." Anyone
who knows anything about history knows that
behaving like a Christian—or someone of any
persuasion—covers a multitude of possible

actions, some of which are now considered to
be less than socially wholesome. Torquemada
was a Christian and, at least he thought, a
defender of the faith. There has been the
prejudice through the whole Star Trek series
that being human was the ideal and being
Vulcan was less than the ideal. Never mind
that Spock was always 3/4 of the brains on
the ship
(Scctty had another 1/3, and the
remaining -1/12 was made up of Kirk). The
script writers always sharpened their bigo
try on the concept of human superiority to
the Vulcans.
The human solution to problems
always was made to sound better in the end,
even though it prcbably would have gotten
everyone killed if it wasn't Spock logically
choosing the human solution.
Working on a hunch as to the source of
this prejudice,
I checked the names of the
people who worked on the scripts. As I
suspected, they were overwhelmingly human
names. Not a one had a name like Sarak or
Kalak or Pavak. The pro-human prejudice was
an understandable problem,
I
suppose. No
Vulcan wrote a script for Star Trek. They
were all tco busy out exploring the stars.
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Empathic
Post
Scriptings
GENERAL COMMENTS ON LAN’S LANTERN
Mike Glicksohn: The one thing LL #18 dem
onstrated to me was that if you take two
short, bearded, slightly stout math teachers
and lock them in a room with reams of mater
ial and masses of paper and duplicating e—
quipment, it is a long shot indeed that both
will produce the complete works of Shake
speare.
I could no more produce a fanzine
that looked or read like LL than you could
do a Xenium,
but in that diversity lies the
inherent fascination of fanzine fandom.
Or
so I hope.
My difficulty with sercon fan
zines such as LL is not that I’m one of
those idiots who brags that they no longer
read science fiction,
but rather that
I
still read a lot of SF. However, as I’ve al
ways done, I read it rather uncritically and
primarily for entertainment.
The difference
between me and Dennis K. Fischer,
for exam—
pie, is the difference between a discrete
and a continuous function.
I’ve read prac
tically everything Heinlein has written, but
my mind tends to see his output as a set of
individual pieces,
not a. tapestry to be
searched for connecting threads.
I envy
those who can take a large number of isola
ted stories and see the underlying themes
and the continuing ideas they represent, but
I don’t have that sort of ability myself (or
if I have, it has atrophied from lack of
use).
With me it doesn’t take long for the
specifics of any given book or story to
fade, leaving only a vague general
impres
sion as to whether or not I liked or dis
liked the work in question.
You can probab
ly see that this makes it rather difficult
for me to comment coherently on sercon fan
zines! But there are always the fannish
parts.. • c.

(( That’s why I try to include a variety of things
in each issue, so that there’s something for
everybody.))
Keith Allan Hunter: Friday, Ke11y Rae
McMillan
gets her copy of LAN’S LANTERN
out of her post office box and I peruse it,
wondering if I am going to get one of my
own.
Monday she meets the mailman and hands
me my copy.
While I am opening the envelop
she says, “He wants you to contribute
something. “
Now at that instant the first thought
that hit me was, “How much?" You see, I
know that you have read my stuff in D’APA
and having already skimmed thru Kelly’s copy
I had a good idea of the quality of writing
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Letters from you, replies to other
letters, comments on the articles
and reviews and all that stuff from
LL #18 and even earlier issues. As
before, my comments are in double
parentheses. Except this one!

inside, so...when I sat down to read thru
the LANTERN the possibility that you might
have meant that you wanted a literary con
tribution was the furthest thing from my
mind.
As I read my way thru, tho, the possibil
ity became more and more plausible until
I
realized that these people actually knew how
to write!
At which point
I wrote you a
check.
I can’t write, I can’t spell, Noam Chimp
sky Csicl knows more about grammar than I. I
don’t
know a semicolon from a half a stoma
ta.
What I write in D’APA is sometimes less
coherent to me than to those that read it. I
write that stuff with the intensity (but not
the grace and style perhaps) of an AA rail
trying to get under a 4.8 E. T.
Years from now, when I have managed to
get control of my spleen vent and have man
aged to grasp the Kabala of Strunk and
White, I might feel competent to write.
Un
til then, I am content to pay for good read
ing.
.

((I guess I should be more specific iffiien I say I
would like a contribution — letters of comment
are fine, articles and reviews are better. And
I won't turn down stamps or money. Your writing
is fine, but as for the spelling.. .well, I have
trouble too. Actually, I can spell fine (and I
am not adverse to looking words up in the dic
tionary), it's the typing skills I don't have.))

Steven Fox:
Well, another issue of LAN’S
LANTERN has come and gone.
However,
it has
managed again to be impressive! Most impres
sive!
You put a lot of work in each issue
and it shows.
I’m not sure I mentioned this
before,
but your zine is one of the ones I
do keep even
(if I don’t have work inside)
for the simple reason that your zine has
substance to it.
So keep up the good work!

((Thanks for your nice comments. It is lots of
work, and I keep trying to be innovative. And
I do try for substance and variety. Nice to
know it’s appreciated.))
Bernadette Bosky:
I do think that a zine
half as large and twice as often would be
preferable, also getting a more thorough
reading and more response. It’s nice to have
a meaty zine to really dig into, but even 40
pages would qualify, I’d think. Anyway, it’s
a good zine with a nice range of material; I
especially like the blend of reviews, humor,
and thought-pieces
(on the future,
SF, or
both).
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({Would you believe that I
from this issue because it
it looks to be close to ?0
I do have material for the

I***,

cut several articles
would be too long, and
pages anyway. Well,
next one!))

ATTEMereD 1b SHouJ
or one
For amo-thea.
M.bS

TEN YEARS ft FAN
Mark Schulzinger; Congratulat ions on ten
plus years in fandom.
I don’t know if I
still brag about being a fan or not.
I’ve
been around so long that I can hardly remem
ber a time when I wasn’t one.
Of course,
GAFIA took its toll and now my wife is dis
covering what fen are really like.
It was a
bit of a shock to her,
albeit a pleasant
one.
Bernadette Bosky:
I’ve been in fantasy
and SF fandom a bit over nine years now, and
my list of accomplishments are pretty simi
lar to yours,
including meeting the love of
my life.
Ain’t it great?
Cathy Howard:
I’ve been a fan for six
years myself.
I can’t see me ever giving it
up. Tend to concentrate on different aspects
of it from year to year,
but it is all fannish. Before I found fandom I read, collec
ted stamps,
and wrote pen pals out of these
strange little magazines.
The penpals
(Who
were never very faithful)
and the stamps
went •
Still read.
Harry ftndruschak:
IO years a fan,
eh?
Well I got sort of introduced to fandom at
the 1975 WESTERCON,
but my real involvement
started at the 1975 NftSFiC which I still re
member as quite an enjoyable con. Since then
I have been an apahack, an editor of SOUTH
OF THE MOON, done 4 issues of my genzine IN
TERMEDIATE VECTOR BOSONS, descended into al
coholism and am trying to struggle out,
had
a 10-1/2 year heterosexual relationship, and
all in all cannot say it was all bad or all
good.
I certainly haven’t been as active as
you have.
Drinking interfered with a lot of
it,
and lack of money,
but most of all the
daily activity at Jet Propulsion Laboratory
was so time and energy consuming.
Seems a
pity that it may all be coming to an end.

Ben Indick; First, I congratulate you for
ten years of devotion to the hobby you love,
shown by the love you lavish on your fan
zine,
and the sense of comaradarie for fel
low fans.
The attitude is reminiscent of
the group which composed the "Fellowship of
TITLE”, Donn Brazier’s beloved, unique, lost
and irreplaceable zine. For nearly 80 month

ly issues it was a marketplace of ideas and
musings.
In a small way, through your own
presence, LL does this too.
I wish you con
tinued pleasure. Second, congratulations for
the recognition fans have awarded you. Next,
my pleasure in your happy marital relation
ship.
I am Just a bit your senior (I’ll be 63
this August) and I have shared 33 years—the
best—with Janet, who is a familiar person
to fans we met
in the several years she ac
companied me to occasional cons.
I am old
fashioned enough to believe in the value of
a sincere marital relationship.
Oh, what my
patient spouse has had to put up with!
I
hope she can retain that often—strained tol
erance.
My own fan history is, of course, older
than yours,
but it has been off and on.
It
began during my WW II service,
in 1944, and
I can assure you that when fanac reached me,
it was heartening.
I was in a branch which
moved constantly across the Atlantic,
never
on the same ship or post twice, so it was
remarkable that mail got through to me at
all.
I recall
with warmth the postcard
"Fanews" regularly put out by Halt Dunkelberger of Fargo, N.D.
I hope he is well and
still with us!
I even did occasional arti
cles for a few fanzines.
However, in the early 50s I lost interest
in fantasy and dropped it all. To my regret.
I threw out all that WW II fanstuff and even
later material, as well as donating a few
dozen better SF books to the library nearby.
It was in those days deficient
in SF, a
condition remedied today.
In the lates 60s I had a heart attack.
Sitting there in the hospital, I thought
back to older days and literary loves. I had
read Tolkien a few years back and that re
kindled the feeling.
And now, in bed,
gen
erous letters from old friends and especial
ly one from August Derleth helped me, and
also brought back the feeling. I returned to
fandom, and in the early 70s commenced IBID
for the apazine ESOTERIC ORDER OF DAGON,
an
endless source of joy for me. For some years
my mailbox received an average of 5 fanzines
a_day, to each of which I responded, feeling
that the love and effort of the editor,
whether the work was good or crudzine,
de
served acknowledgement.
At
length,
it was
too much, leaving no time for reading or
writing.
And, by chance, after all those
years, I was having essays ir\ print. So, re
gretfully, I had to cut out those Iocs. Now
adays, occasionally,
for an old friend like
yourself,
the old urge is still there.
So,
good luck, keep up the good work.
((Thanks, Ben.

You keep up the good work, too.))

Mike Rogers:
It seems like only a few
days ago when the neo with my name saw LAN’S
LANTERN for the first time.
We’ve both been
in fandom longer than we realize.
It looks
like you’ve just gotten your second wind.
Congrats are in order.
The only problem with being in fandom
that long is that one’s interests change.
I
still enjoy science fiction enormously but
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find myself hardly ever having time to read
it. But then running a large chunk of a mod
ern Worldcon will do that to you. The result
of this is that while I enjoy reading the
reviews of various works, I can’t
get
into
them that much right now because it’ll be
forever before I read 99% of those pieces.
My Hugo nomination ballot only lists serious
nominations in the fan categories.

60
and people pay to read it,
it’s profession
al.
And of course, all, fanzine fans do
write, and do put some work into it,
and do
get published.
There is a major difference
between professional (any kind) and non—pro
fessional (any kind) writing —I’m not deny
ing that — but you can’t say such people
don’t even try to write.
This is just one object ion; in general,
Fergusson’s point is a good one.
It’s not
just st fans who underestimate the work of
professional fictioneering—in fact, my comp
students
(freshman composition at Duke Uni
versity) have come up with even more amazing
responses when I’ve had Dave Drake speak to
them on professional writing
(not entirely
to trick them into thinking that the demands
of my class weren’t quite so bad after all).
People probably do underestimate the effort
of fictioneering more than they underesti
mate that of any other kind of professional
writing, though also more are drawn to it by
the glamor and so on, thus thinking that’s
what they want to do, when it really isn’t.
But I must say I am surprised that some
one with a appropriate reverence for Saints
Strunk and White and the rules of grammar
would use the reflexive in place of the nom
inative in:
"Rosa Banks and myself were ap
proached by a gentleman...."
It’s becoming
more and more popular, though.

PETE FERGUSSON; WORKING TO WRITE

Cathy Howard: Good thing P. M. Fergusson
and Rosa Banks didn’t tell the guy that
it
also takes an average often years to learn
to write well
tc. get published.
11 Buck" Coulson:
"Furgle'1 isn’t in Ameri
can Heritage Dictionary. I note.
Paula Gold Franke: A round of applause to
P. M. Fergusson’s anecdote of the would-be
horror/gothic writer. The problem isn’t lim
ited to fans: seems that almost everyone I
meet wants to be a writer because "it’s an
easy way to earn a living".
Probably every
writer has had this ’wonderful deal’ offer:
"I’ve got this great idea for a story/novel/
script.
I’ 11 give it to you,
you can write
it up and we’ll split the money 50-50." Come
on already, ideas are the easy part. Writing
is WORK, WORK and more WORK.
Most of the
would-be’s can’t spell, don’t know a noun
from a verb,
and can’t even construct a de
cent sentence. 0 What is sad is the fact that
these traits are not uncommon among alleged
ly educated people.

.
Bernadette Bosky:
In P. M.
Fergusson’s
"working to Write," do I take it that "writ
ing" is used to mean only professional fic
tion writing? I’ve encountered that tendency
in stfandorn often.
Actually, if any profes
sional writing
is counted, as I feel it
should be, I’d say about half of the fan
friends I know who talk about professional
writing do it — fiction, technical writing,
textbooks, columns for computer magazines,
the literary criticism I do, or whatever; as
long as it’s your work,
you get paid for it

DAVID VODER: ALICE THROUGH MATURE GLASSES

Schulzinner: David Yoder’s comments
about "Alice" are good — the books are not
for children and most young people are actu
ally frightened by them.
The Victorian view
of children was a pernicious one: children
were tolerated, but barely so.
They were
often the butt of cruel jokes and were badly
treated.
On© has only to read Dickens to
learn this lesson in detail.
If a child
dared to rebel against such treatment he was
anathematized.
An excellent story is told
about the young Alestair Crowley,
who even
tually became known as "The Great Beast",
and his reaction to such treatment.
On one
occasion Crowley’s father had some male
friends over and invited the young Alestair
into the study.
"Alestair," his father asked pompously,
"do you know who the two evil kings are?"
"No, father," the lad replied dutifully.
"Smo—king and drin—king," said his fa
ther.
The assemblage laughed in best Colo
nel Blimp style.
"Oh, father," said Alestair,
"there’s a
third evil king."
"Hmmm?"
"Fuc-king!"
As might be expected, young Crowley got
the crap beaten out of him later.
In later
life he attended a salon and became angry at
something the hostess said to him.
He sol
emnly dropped his pants, defecated on the
rug and, informing the scandalised woman
that his feces were considered holy, stalked
out.
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BOOK REVIEWS

Fred Jakobcic: I like Timothy Zahn’s nov
els,
The Blackcollar.
Cobra,
and Just re
cently Cobra Strike.
I hope he keeps it up.
Ralph 24C41+ was an interesting and fun book
to read.
In a way I liked it.
There is an
analogy between this early book of wonders
of the future and the early attempts by the
movie industry at making science fiction
films,
and the special effects employed in
the silent film days... humorous.

Cathy Howard: The reviews were both good
and helpful.
I’m going to wait till The
Postman comes out in paperback before I get
it.
Something I’ve been wondering about is
with the hardback companies acquiring paper
back ones, and paperback ones making ar
rangements to have hardbacks,
what is this
going to do to the wait between when the
hardback comes out and the paperback is pub
lished? Get the depressing feeling
it will
probably be forever. . . barely.
1 Just finished Dayworld by Phillip Jose
Farmer.
I highly recommend it to you.
Brad Foster: Highest praise possible to
give here, in relation to reviews — several
of the reviews this issue have gotten me in
terested in actually going out and looking
for some of these books,
rather than just
picking up on what happens my way,
as is my
usual book-shopping method!
Craig Ledbetter:
I was pleased to see
such a long "Pulp and Celluliod" section.
I
love reading reviews,
whether I agree or
disagree is really of no consequence.
Bill
Warren’s Keep Watching the Skies!
has been
reviewed in many diverse publications and it
is deserving of the universal praise it has
received.
The second volume is set to come
out in March,
and I for one have my $40 set
aside already.
Mark Leeper’s
comparison between the
short fiction of Stephen King and Clive Bar
ker made for an interesting read.
King is a
master at taking a cliched situation and
involving us in it due to the way he uses
characterizat ion.
Barker on the other hand
uses original or off-beat
premises master
fully, but his characterization falls far
short, of his weirdness of plot.
A collabor
ation between these two would truly be an e
vent to look forward to.

Ed Chambers:
I was so glad to see these
reviews. I often have trouble deciding which
books to get.
I usually go by the author
first:
if I liked the author’s work in the
past, I’ll read more by him/her.
But as for
new authors, or authors whom I’ve never read
before,
I usually like to read the reviews.
It has been very discouraging to see all
these trilogies and series and sequels and
prequels. But I shouldn’t complain too much:
some of my favorite works are parts of ser
ies (e. g. , Zelazny’s Amber series,
Varley’s
Gaea trilogy,
Anthony’s Xanth series {cute
and quick reading?, Tolkien’s Lord of the
Rings stories, etc. )
Some of the authors reviewed in LL #18 do
seem to be promising.
There are a few new
and original
ideas.
Although David Brin’s
The Postman doesn’t sound like a completely
original idea, it does sound to be enter
taining.
Others that I think I will enjoy
are The Black Ship by Rowley,
Emprise by
Kube—McDowel1, Spinneret by Zahn, and Adven—
tures by Resnick.
Cheryl Horn:
I have to agree with Harry
Andruschak — “I seem to have lost my taste
for ’ hardcore’ SF. '• Tell him it can’t
be
just him.
The Integral Trees was okay,
but
it Just didn’t give me the thrill,
or chal
lenge me mentally,
the way I have been in
the past.
I not others also commented that
the book was '‘boring*' (Steven Fox) or other
wise not up to par.

Robert Teague:
There are a few things in
the published Guide to the Commonwealth that
make me cringe, errors that slipped past
Mike Goodwin in the final process—like the
T-standard calendar.
He accidentally used
an early edition of it instead of the later
corrected one I sent him.
I left off at
least one planet
in the Galographics sec
tion.
The Minerology section needs a com
plete revamping. . Typos abound.
*sigh* At
least an update will be ready by 1990.
Then
we can add new material and correct the old.
I have been asked for my autograph on a
few copies sold at cons. You know that’s em—
harassing.
Like Piers Anthony said at NEC—
RONOMICON, he has no trouble writing when he
sits down at the typer.
But what to put in
a book for a fan? My mind goes blank.
((I understand typos — just look at this zine.
As for autographs, occasionally I’ve been asked
to autigraph LLs. Beyond this, I’ve had little
experince with it.))
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Ben Indick:
I surely agree with Mark
Leeper about H. G. Wells.
For me,
his Time
Machine remains the greatest SF novel of
all.
Mark’s comments on Stephen King are
generally good,
but I think he’11 find,
if
he gets to Skeleton Crew.
that when King is
discriminating about his own work
(which is
not always the case)
he is a remarkable and
fluent author.

Steven Fox:
I found the book and movie
reviews to be, again, quite useful. Your re
view of David Brin’s The Postman was the
sort of book review I find useful,
It told
me a lot about the book.
I think it’s im
portant that book reviews in zines be exten
sive so that the reader will be informed
enough to go out and buy the book or not buy
the book.
Another book you reviewed,
Sen
tenced to Prism,
was as good as you said it
would be.
I read it already.

((There are differing opinions as to how much
information a reviewer should reveal in a re-*
view. I try to give a good general idea without spoiling the book, then evaluate it on both
good and bad points, try to give a balanced
view. I guess it works!))

■

Hank Heath: Strictly as a result of the
reviews in your zine I am planning to buy
Blood Music and The_Postman
(which you re
viewed — you’re a very good reviewer, right
up there with the best).
I’m also thinking
about getting A Mortal Glamour, mainly be
cause of Evelyn Leeper’s review, though I
have to thin’.; about it a bit
But def
initely Blood Music.
and The Postman.
To
coin a phrase, "The Postman has definitely
rung my bell" — not twice, just once.

Craig Ledbetter:
I disagree completely
with Murray Moore’s comment about reviews.
I’ll always prefer reading a fanzine filled
• with reviews versus a fanzine filled with
fiction (fan, that is).
Mediocre fiction is
pure hell on my sensibilities.
I too find value in printing older re
views,
mainly because I rarely ever see a
film in a theatre, for a variety of reasons.
So I either wait six months to a year for it
to be released on tape or be shown on satel
lite.
The Red Sonja review,
therefore,
is
relevant to my situation.
It is now out on
tape, and based on Mark Leeper’s
(and oth
ers’) comments, I’ll pass on renting it.

EILM^REVIEWS
Fred Jakobcic;
The ending in Odyssey Two
was lacking and did nothing to explain any
thing.
I still have not seen Ghost busters.
I
liked Dune, but have not read the book
since it first came out, so my memory is
fuzzy on how the two compare.
I especially
liked the music, but agree on some of the
special effects:
some of the worm-riding
scenes did not come off very well,
like the
close-ups of the worm riders.
Yet it is a
movie I will see again and again.
I
liked

The Last Starfiqhter.
St ar Trek III: The
Search for Spock irks me.
It is too short.
I much prefer the novelization of the movie
which explained much more of what happened,
showed the realtionship between Saavik and
David Marcus, and explained Carol Marcus and
Kirk.
The movie ignored Carol Marcus like
she never existed!
Not everything in the book could have
been put
into the film,
but some short
scenes could have added a lot to the movie,
and not made everything zip along so darn
fast. I would have liked to have seen more
made of the Enterprise’s entry into the
space station,
of that battle-weary ship
that looked
like it had been through a lot.
Instead, this was glossed over rather quick
ly.
Still, I await ST IV!
J
From the review of Red Dawn by Mark Leep
er, this piece stands out:
"Most people who
have actually tried to make the world sing
in perfect harmony are not the people you’d
want to share a Coke with. *'
I very much a—
gree with the thoughts in this sentence.
This applies to religion and politics so
very much,
and I am thinking of Jerry Fal
well (and others) and Ronald Reagan in pai—
ticular.
Read a book called Holy Terror by
Flo Conway and Jim Siegelman.
The cover
blurb says of this book, "The Fundamentalist
War on America’s Freedoms in Religion, Poli
tics,
and Our Private Lives."
I consider
Ronald Reagan to be the Pope In The White
House,
such is his violation of the Separa
tion of Church and State doctrine of our
Constitution.
He seems to have forgotten
that he is President of the UNITED STATES OF
HPiERiCA, not Just part of the country and
the people who morally agree with him.
His
violation of the Doctrine is very blatant,
and his actions very biased and prejudicial.
I
liked Return of the Jedi to a point.
That point was the ending.
I would like to
have had a postscript to the main charac
ters,
Luke, Leia & Solo,
as to where they
went from there..... at least a general idea.
Did Luke go on to complete his Jedi train
ing, or was he already there?
What of Leia
and Solo? What became of them? The type of
ending in ROTJ just does not sit well with
me.
Craig Ledbetter:
Denn is F i scher’s rev i ew
of Time Masters only reminded me how bad I
want to see this film.
I first heard of it
a few years back in a review in VARIETY.
Since Dennis lives in Los Angeles,
he’s
privy to seeing these special
films.
Oh
well, with videotape we can always hope for
the best.
As for Mark Leeper’s reply to Dennis
Fischer, I disagree about Pest inat ion Moon
being overall a better film.
Technically
maybe, but I got tired of the script’s total
lack of humor and just plain lack of enter
tainment value.
Rocketship X—M was fun and
stayed away from the documentary stodginess
of DM.
Also, Mark, you’re wrong about who
played Schlockthropus: it was played by dir
ector John Landis.
Chambers was in the film
but he played a military leader or cop
(my
memory on specifics is vague).
Chambers had
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& hand in The Planet of the Aprs make-up
creation as well.
(I’m not trying to dump
on you, Mark, because you are one of Lan’s
biggest assets in the fanzine.)
Joan hanke-woods:
I really enjoyed Five
Million Years to Earth; when I first saw it
I was absolutely surprised and delighted
with the depth and delicacy of the story
line and its treatment.
These concepts can
be re-examined with excellent effect for a
good long time with little threat of bore
dom.
It’s a form of "ancestor-worship",
an
indelible segment of our psyches.
I really enjoyed Back to the Future as
well.
(After a saccharine attack during ET
I swore off Spielberg, as did Mark Leeper.)
I plan to sing "Power of Love"
(by Henry
Lewis and the News, BTTF movie music — love
that beebop) at the party following my black
belt exam in karate.
DALE SKRAN: LIFEFQRCE/SPACE VAMPIRES

Craio Ledbetter: Dale Skran, Jr.’s art
icle comparing Lifeforce with Space Vampires
read very well. Unfortunately, I’ve not read
SV and was discouraged from seeing LF due to
the tremendously negative reviews it receiv
ed. I’ll see LF eventually, but only when it
appears on satellite and I can see it on my
earth station for free.
Still, this article
will be a handy guide when that day arrives.

Bernadette Bosky:
I enjoyed Dale Skran’s
review of Colin Wilson’s Space Vampires and
the movie Lifeforce made from it. I reviewed
the movie as compared to the book in a zine
for the ESOTERIC ORDER OF DAGAN, the Love
craft apa, with pretty much the same conclu
sion. I didn’t pick up on the Quatermass in
fluence, but it definitely is there; I think
there’s a Poltergeist
influence as well as
that of Alien and the Romero "living dead"
movies—it’s all mashed up together haphaz
ardly, a catch-all of special effects and
thri 1 Is with no unity or thought to it.
And
I agree with Dale that Wilson’s novel was
its ideas.
In fact,
Colin Wilson is one of
the few reamining practit loners of the ISth
century "novel of ideas" tradition of Wells
and company.
(Another, too-little known ex
ample is Geoffrey Ashe’s The Finger and the
Moon.)
.
The only disagreement
I have with Skran
is in the estimate of the novel’s ending. In
a way it’s Great Old Ones ex mach^na,
but
thematically,
it’s very significant and not
at all arbitrary.
The beings that stop the
space vampires are in the higher state the
SVs fell from,
and they explain that energy
"stealing" is only a product of a debased
self and limited perspective: what the SVs
were doing to humans, they explain, was like
stealing apples from another’s larder,
when
actually all around is a huge, fruitful or
chard.
This message, the culmination of all
the energy/consciousness theory of the novel
(and also Colin Wilson’s non-fiction),
made
the ending one of the more memorable I’ve
read. -

Mark Schulzinger: Dale Skran’s double reI wish to neither read
view was effective:
Yuch!
And
the book nor view the movie.
thanks, Dale, for an effective review.

CONREPORTS and RAMBLINGS

John Thiel:
I was surprised to hear you
were at the ’85 INCONJUNCTION.
I was there,
but only for about an hour or so,
as I just
crashed in to pay my repsects. One can’t ig
nore forever a convention that is that near.
I met a few of the people you did —Juanita,
Michael Kube-McDowel1, and Roger Reynolds —
as well as some you didn’t mention meeting,
such as Rusty Hevelin,
an S.S. Voyager from
Purdue,
and Indianapolis and Bloomington
(Indiana) fans.
I’m sorry I didn’t get to
you, but it wasn’t always possible to read
name tags and certainly not to know who was
in their rooms.
Anyway, feel free to drop
down for an Indiana con anytime.
You have
some remarkable inside viewpoints on our
concerns.
Sorry I missed the Roger Reynolds
Roast.
Ed Chambers:
After reading your conreports I am very envious of you and Maia.
I
wish I were able to attend as many cons as
you two!
Up until the present I have only
attended cons in Philadelphia,
since it is
so close.
But New York is about two hours
away and Baltimore is mot much farther; per
haps in the future I can extend my conven
tion attending area.
((Maia and I are fortunate in living in the
Lesser Midwest Triangle (vertices at Chicago,
Detroit and Cincinnati) in which there are a
dozen conventions within a 6 hour drive. If
you take the Greater Midwest Triangle (verti*
ces at Minneapolis, Toronto and Louisville),
the number of cons in a 12 hour drive triples.
A two hour drive to a con should be nothing
for you.))
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Mark Schulzinqer: As you probably know by
now,
INCONJUNCTION didn’t break even, but
that was not because it was such a big con.
I’m breaking no confidences by telling you
the registration was over 800 — that means
the committee took in about $15K.
The prob
lem came when a bad judgement call was made
and the tap for the hospitality suite was
left on for the entire con.
To be fair to
the chairman, the Hilton management was less
than gracious at the last minute and some
snap decisions had to be made without ade
quate information available.
While the programming may have had prob
lems, you can see that I did my best to help
out — and if it meant that you got to bed
one or six hours later than usual Saturday
night, then phoo!
I think we all had a good
time in the Cincy suite... why I even drank a
bit.

((I was glad to have that back cover, Ity dad
looked at it and said, "Oh wow, look at that.
Three sets!" // I purchased the lilac colored
paper for the cover because I saw in my mind’s
eye how the art would look on..that cover. I
didn’t care for the result at first either,
but after a couple of minutes it seemed to
work. The next day I looked at it and liked
it an awful lot.))

John Thiel:
That’s a fine illo on page
14,
and I’d like to encourage Paul Lambo to
keep at it.
Craig Ledbetter:
Beautiful cover,
very
lyrical
in its approach and design.
I en
joyed everyone’s contribut ions,
but single
out Brad Foster.
I’ve enjoyed his work for
years, and he never seems to be at a lack
for ideas.

Ben Indick:
I especia11y enjoyed Brad
Foster’s art, and that of my good friend,
the newly married and surnamed Bob Whitaker
Sirignano—a lot of letters there!—and the
rest!
Steven,Fox: Art by Lambo, Foster, Jeeves,
was very good!
I found it odd that the back
cover art was reproduced better than the
front cover art.
What happened? Or rather I
should ask, why? The reproduction of the art
throughout the issue was better—fewer prob
lems with faded line drawings. I gather you
used a different printer? The art on page 35
was very good.

((I used the same printer, b1,+ the rnachinp was
kept cleaned and tuned. That made a differ
ence. // The contrast of black on purple made
for the difficulties in discerning the art on
the cover. I still like it, though•))

'

ARTWORK

Cathy Howard:
I must have an ego a mile
wide.
Something about seeing my illos in
print gives me a smug thrill everytime it
happens.
Would like to know how many pictures Brad
Foster draws in a year’s time.
And should
one divide or multiply said number to find
the number of letters Harry Warner Jr. wrote
during the same period of time.
Brad Foster: Thanks for running my full
pager as your back cover on issue #18.
Nice
seeing it in print at the full-size I’d in
tended it for.
Lovely cover by Sylvus.
At first I was a
bit put off by the faint printing on the
purple stock, made it difficult to really
appreciate the line work without having to
bug my eyes out — then realized it was com
ing across more with the look of a silverpoint drawing,
subtle tones like that with
line.
Intentional or not, very nicely real
ized.
Great TK cartoon on page 57!
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Joan hanke-woods: Your LAN’S LANTERN 18
is beautiful!
A layendar cover — wow! A
horsie and a dragon slashing and clawing at
each other---- in reverse!
Zot!
How and why
did you flop the image? Did the artist ap
prove? Very strange----but then,
how could
I expect less?
Now I must find my contribut ions..... only
one? Haven’t
I sent you more? Enclosed
find something I’ve done and given to a
'‘Battlestar Galactica" zine editor (Joy Har
rison—PURPLE AND ORANGE).
It has been pub
lished thus far only once—if you don’t mind
such a blatant piece of lascivious extra
terrestrial conjugation.
Meanwhile, why did
my dragon get to sit upon "Pulp and Cellu
loid"?
I hope he doesn’t get a rash!
Paul Lambo’s art is very fine.
I see that First Comics’
American Flagg
series was nominated by SFWA members.... very
interesting.
Was the story or the art con
sidered? More importantly,
how do you sep
arate them? This concerns me, as Alex Wald,
Doug Rice and I are experimenting with my
art as a penci Iler for First Comics. As Alex
and I were kicking around ideas in the art,
he was laughing as I ranted about the obvi
ous "Bond-esque" treatment of the female
characters.
Yet, in my rant, Alex was say-
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ing, "Yes, yes! I know that it works, that’s
what it’s supposed to do!" And I greatly
admire the artwork, it’s excellent.
This is a first for me.
I’ve never even
read comics too much as either a child or an
adult.
The 60s and 70s "undergrounds"
in
particular had an extreme attraction/revul—
sion; and then, as now, I am not the target
audience for these stories and images.

( (The image was not reversed — Sylvus signs
her name backwards; it’s her trademark. // I
thought that your dragon would be great as the
title page for "Pulp and Celluloid" since it
was reading. // I don’t think you can separ
ate the art from the story in cartoon, although
some panels I’ve seen can stand alone as "art".
// As for the American Flagg story that was
nominated — for a Nebula —, it was for the
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story. It didn't make the final ballot. // I
have a few early pieces of yours which I have
not used yet, But I am using the one you sent
me.))

Mike Roners; Love Mel. White’s work!! If
HARMONIC DISSONANCE ever rises from the dead
I intend to offer Mel. whatever it takes to
get her to illustrate an entire issue.
Do
you know what her vices are?
(tno, wish I did))
Hank Heath:
I’ve been out of fandom for
anywhere from 7 to 1-1/2 years (depending on
whether you count from the last time I did
anything, or from the last fanzine I re
ceived).
To receive one of your little pro
ductions in the mail made my day.
Then to
see that you had been foolish enough to use
some of my drawings even made my day better.
I really appreciate you using my art — oh,
a slip of the tongue (typer?).
I don’t con
sider my work “art", it’s more like cartoon
ing.
Being a cartoonist I can draw what I
want rather than what other people consider
to be "art." An aritst is always up for
critical accalim,
or praise,
or negative
Judgement. I’m not in this for praise, or to
be best fan artist.
I’m in this for other
sorts of rewards. If I have an idea, I could
spend two hours expressing this idea in an
essay, or in a ten-minute cartoon — or an
hour and a half cartoon,
depending on how
complex the idea is. That’s reoarding to me,
because I used to spend hours writing thou
sands of words to express my ideas and found
out that they weren’t too well received,
particularly since I’m not that great a
writer.
Whereas in a cartoon,
not only can
I express them in a short amount of time,
people pay attention to them.
You can skim
over a couple hundred thousand words of
print and Just sort of ignore them. But when
it comes to a cartoon you take the time to
look at it and get
its message.
Then you
might reject it, but you have all the impli
cations of that thrust upon you.
This is
rewarding to me.
Also, in this fanzine game,
I get all
sorts of good vibrations from seeing my
stuff in print.
It immediately jumps out of
the page at me, and when you get a little
praise for the stuff that you’ve done that’s
even better.
Moreso, when a person is will
ing to trade a fanzine for these silly lit
tle drawings, it’s more rewarding. So I have
found this to be an ideal-type situation. If
I draw sloppy,
people say,
"Hey, he’s Just
cartooning.
He’s not going for any of the
fan art stuff."
So, pretending that I have some sort of
an artistic bent, let me critique the art
work in the fanzine, starting off with the
bad stuff.
The major criticism is the reproduction
of some of the pieces.
The washout of the
photocopying doesn’t accurately allow the
hard work that the artists put into their
pieces to come through, particularly in the
fine—line drawings.
For example,
the cover
by Sylvus Tarn;
it took be a while to dis—
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cern that it was a dragon and a horse, and
not two horses, fighting.
It is very well
done,
but difficult to distinguish.
(And I
thought I had caught you printing the cover
backwards, till I read later that Sylvus
signs her name that way.
I had though of
doing that myself, more as a joke, but now
it’s been done.)
I’ll send you more of my art to take care
of your needs.
I try to find out what kind
of art fan-eds like and send them what.
Af
ter a while you find that their tastes have
changed, which is all right.
It just makes
this sort of fan-art pubbing more of a
psychological guessing—game situation than
you would normally suspect. So I’ll send you
a few things which may warm the cockles of
your heart.
Or maybe the other tings I sent
were just a one—shot deal for which you
said,
"Hmmm, I have some white-space, let’s
see if I can put something ugly in it. "
Of the art you included which was not
mine, I especailly enjoyed Paul Lambo’s —
what would you call it? — landscapes? Marsscapes? Sceneries? They are fantastic.
He
is accomplishing what I hope to accomplish
(when I get good at this stuff): to convey
as much as possible in as few lines as poss
ible.
This is my ideal. This is more diffi
cult than one might think.
It is easier to
draw a "busy" picture than to draw a "sim
ple" one.
In a simple picture,
if you make
a mistake, it stands out;
in a busy picture
you can hide mistakes easily
(with cross
hatching, out a vase in front of it...).
Paul Lambo has this down to an art-form.
He’s done a very good job.
So has Diana Ctcin.
I enjoyed her land
scapes.
I just wish she could get rid of
those little spaceships she puts in—I think
they’re distracting.
They would be stronger
drawings without them.
They’re just "busy
ness".
I think she’s afraid that people
won’t think they’re fannish if she doesn’t
put in a spaceship.
But they’re extremely
fannish, or science-fictional, without them.
Of the other artists—Mel. White,
Alexis
Gilliland, Mr. Atherton,
Brad Foster, Terry
Jeeves, Steve Fox —— good competent stuff,
what you’d expect
from them.
Artistically,
you’ve got a good looking zine.
It’s fun to
pick it up and see all that fannish stuff.
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DAVID STEIN; SOME BAT TIME, SAME BAT CHANNEL

Mike Glicksohn; Yesterday I read CRANK 4
in which Ted White discussed the first three
episodes of Amazing Stories, He shreded them
totally,
for being bad SF and for lacking
any sort of imagination or internal consis
tency.
I nodded all the way through his
article as I’d watched the same three shows
before giving up on Spielberg in complete
disgust.
And yet David Stein was captivated
by that awful and senseless first show.
Oh
sure, having a train demolish a house was a
great visual effect,
but the story was stu
pid. The idea was totally senseless and what
passed for the plot was so full of holes it
was laughable. I watched the second show be
lieving it couldn’t be anything but better.
And it got even more asinine*
Spielberg may
have a marvellous way with effects and has
budget may be the envy of the television
world,
but what he did with it was a damned
shame.
But it did leave me open-jawed.
I
couldn’t believe anyone could pass off such
drivel in this day and age.
(On the other
hand, I think the new Twilight Zone series
has had some very fine pieces.
I haven’t
seen it regularly and "Shatterday" disap
but several of the stories I’ve
pointed me,
caught have been imaginative and intelli
gent.
Unfortunately,
it’s Amazing that has
the ironclad contract for a long-term run.
It’ll set back the cause of science fiction
by thirty years if it keeps offering the
banal crap of the first three shows.)

6

Craig Ledbetter;
“Same Bat Time..•Same
Bat Channel" by David Stein prompts a few
comments.
The Rod Serling sound-alike is
Charles flickman who appeared as an actor on
the original series. You would recognize his
face instantly.
Since Ellison has left and
2/3 of the season is over,
it would be in
teresting for Stein to do a follow-up arti
cle.
With Twilight Zone consistently in the
lower half of the ratings it may not be
around for a second season.
Amazing Stories
is overall quite awful (only two segments so
far were anywhere near competency)
yet we
know it’ll be back next year,
plus it has
done a decent job in the ratings.

Ed Chambers;
I am not much into Saturday
morning cartoons anymore,
but with Dungeons
and Dragons I make an exception.
Although I
am sick of all the D&D hype I do enjoy the
cartoon.
Very nice stories and well done
(considering they only have a half hour to
work with).
I have always enjoyed the Twi1ight Zone
series,
but I am not all that thrilled with
this new version.
Admittedly some of the
stories are excellent and brought onto the
screen very nicely, but over-all
I don’t
think it will make it.
Amazing Stories is
another story. I have enjoyed this more than
the new TZ series.
But still I don’t expect
either show to last too long:
neither of
them were listed in the top 15 shows of the
season according to the infamous Neilson
Ratings.
But this is nothing new;
all the
shows I like seem to fade away quickly...

>
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M£ke_Rogers: David Stein seems to be the
only person around who prefers Amazi.ng_Sto—
ri.es to The__Tw_i XiQht __Zone.
No one else has
expressed that preference to my knowledge,
certainly not the people working to mail
CONFEDERATION’S Progress Report 2 the night
Amazing Stories first aired.
((See comments above and below#))
Mark Schulzinger; My own view of stuff on
television is a bit different
from that of
David Stein but that’s just a difference in
taste.
I don’t care to watch the cartoons
(although I did sneak a peek at the Ewoks
and Droids out of curiosity).
I dislike
Twilight Zone because it’s as hackneyed now
as it was when Serling was doing it.
I pre
dicted that Harlan Ellison wouldn’t last as
creative consultant and I was right — any
program that can take Ted Sturgeon’s "Yes
terday Was Monday" and screw it up as badly
as that
program could doesn’t deserve to
have Harlan on board.
I think I quit watch
ing it when the score was two good ones out
of fifteen.
I have become addicted to Amaz
ing Stories.
Yeah, it’s not great, but it’s
cute and kind of cuddly.
Any story about
high-tech aliens with low tastes in humor is
going to get my vote.
The program has a lot
of in-house humor going for it (that de
lightful bit that Burt Reynolds put together
is a prime example)
but it has a lot of fun
with itself.
Bring on the obeah-woman baby
sitters *

St even Fox; I agree with David Stein that
Mighty Qrbots will be missed by the real SF
fan crowd of Satruday morning cartoon watch
ers. Of course I saw that the show was going
to be cancelled, so I had taped all of the
installments before it was pulled off the
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air.
Those without VCRs,
eat your* . hearts
out!!
_
Along that line, Ewoks and Droids has al
so been pulled.
I can’t
understand why,
though.
Maybe the Star Wars craze is dying
down.
Of course, that in itself is a mixed
blessing.
[never watched MQ myself, but I am
learning value of vers — several people
after me to get one]

(( I have not seen Mighty Orbots, since I only
watch Bugs Bunny on Saturday mornings. As for
VCRs, we don’t have one...yet. Many friends
have encouraged us to get one.))

THE RISE AND DECLINE OF ROBERT fl. HEINLEIN
Part I

Cathy Howards The Heinlein article was
informative in that I didn’t know it was tu
berculosis whaich had ended his service cai—
eer. Otherwise fairly dull.
,
John Thiels Note a decline of Heinlein’s
parallels a decline of SF—for example, F&SF
was not in its best years when it published
his war notes and corny paralleiworldisms.

Craig Ledbetters Dennis appears in my
fanzine HIGH TECH TERROR as often as I can
get him? he’s so damn prolific and what is
even more amazing is the quality of his
writing.
Anyway, Dennis’ Heinlein overview
was thorough and reminded me of all those
author articles Don D’Ammassa use to churn
out.
True, Dennis has some controversial
things to say but he’ll back it up. Obvious
ly,
Dennis is not a fan of Heinlein’s later
stuff. I look forward to his further delving
into Heinlein’s fiction.
Ed Chambers:
In my opinion this was by
far the best article in the issue.
I was
brought
into fandom by reading Heinlein’s
The Moon is a Harsh Mistress.
This was a
very exciting piece of fiction for me at the
time I read it
(about the age of 13).
Just
imagine:
living on the Moon!
What a neat
concept! Then this led me on to other works
by him and other SF writers.
Naturally I
didn’t agree with all that Dennis Fischer
had to say, but that’s why we are all dif
ferent. I am eagerly awaiting Part II of his
art icle.

66
Mark Schulzinqers
Denn is F i sch er * s arti
cle on RAH was welcome. He hasn’t the unbri
dled, uncritical enthusiasm of Spider Robin
son so he can take a better view of our fa
vorite warhorse.
The story behind Sixth
Co1umn is more straightforward than Dennis*
version of it.
Anyone who has read Camp
bell’s original story can see that the two
are identical
practically on an event-by—
event level.
JWC’s version was written in
pseudo-King James language which was popular
at the time and was a lousy write.
By the
time RAH finished putting
it through his
typewriter it was a fun story and one I
still enjoy re—reading from time to time.
Don’t get too upset about the anti—yellow
peril tone of the book — it was a common
thing in this country until recently.
Just
read the Fu Manchu stories or the Gray Ma
hatma to see what I mean.
I wouldn’t accept anything RAH wrote in
Time Enough for Love as having anything to
do with earlier stories.
Lazarus Long is
such an incredible liar that nothing he says
after Methuselah’s Children has any validity
whatsoever.
Remember that Heinlein wrote
TEFL for grins and bucks.

"Buck" Coulson: Dennis Fischer says of
Beyond This Horizon that
"In this future,
everyone is armed. " Nonsense, comparable to
the misstatement
by all too many fans that
“only soldiers can vote”
in the Starship
Troopers society. I quote from page 5 of the
hardcover edition of Horizon:
"Two of them
were elderly men who wore brassards of peace
.... The two remaining men were both armed. "
Later in the book (page 77 of the hardcover)
he implies that most women go unarmed.
In
fact,
it seems that a minority of the popu
lation of the book’s society goes unarmed,
though "Armed citizens"
have additional
rights,
and most of the book’s actual char
acters are armed (not all of them;
the time
traveler wears a peace brassard).
Somewhat more interesting than arms is
the unique economic theory presented;
it’s
explained to the time traveler on pages 101
103 of the hardcover, and I’m not about to
quote three pages of dialog.
Go read it.
I
suppose I should specify the Fantasy Press
hardcover;
I see the page numbering is dif
ferent in the Grosset & Dunlap,
and I have
n’t any more recent hardcovers.
While I’m arguing with Fischer, let me
jump on "the Kuttner byline disappeared in
favor of pseudonyms from that point
Cin
193B3 on. " To the contrary,
Kuttner had
fiction published under his own name in ev
ery year from 1939 through 1950.
Check the
Day index.
Ben Indick: With regret, I must agree
with Dennis Fischer’s more adverse comments.
I reread —or tried to— some of Heinlein’s
early work, stories I had loved quite well
decades ago, and I
found the writing bad,
forced,
super—seif—opinionated.
Indeed,
I
did not dare reread my special favorites,
especially "Universe", a classic case of o:—
iginal concept dazzingly done,
and the Har
riman stories.
When I did reread The Puppet
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Masters— a thrilling read 20 some years ago
—— I was less • than impressed.
His recent
books,
self-indulgent to the extreme,
have
been unreadable.
That Number of the Beast,
with two men and two women rotating chapters
of narration—can you believe any woman de
scribing her “teats" as they so often did?
fire they cars? I gave up quickly.
Still,
for the stories which are (I hope) still a
live, Heinlein remains a star for me, dimin
ished but shining.
Good article.
Bob Rodgers; The article on Heinlein was
quite good, though I sometimes think that
analyzing Heinlein is the third favorite
pasttime in Fandom...after sex and drinking.

Hank Heath: I am anxiously looking for
ward to Dennis Fischer’s follow-up article
on the RAH juveniles because those are the
ones that got me reading SF.
In my high
school library there were at most a half
dozen SF books.
Most were Heinlein juven
iles; there was one anthology, and one by
Asimov.
I read the Heinlein, then went to
the county libraries and got more RAH,
and
branched out
into other authors.
I owe Bob
a debt of gratitude.
Okay, so he’s getting
a little bit self-centered in his writings.
I can forgive him for that. I can still pur
chase his books and feel pretty good about
him, because I feel pretty good about what
he’s done for me, and the ideas that he just
throws out.
I’ll accept him. For all of his
works,
all of his problems,
all the things
that fans dislike about him, I love the guy.
I love his writing, and
I probably always
will.
And I think that was what Fischer’s arti
cle was all about.
Despite what he says and
what he writes,
he’s going to read RAH,
no
matter what.
Me too.
And that says a lot
for the man, an awful lot. Try to find some
one else who is in that spot. There are some
Asimovs I won’t pick up — they’re nonsense.
Clarke every once in a while goes off the
deep end.
Spider Robinson I will read, re
gardless,
at this point,
although I’m get
ting a little ill of the fact that he’s try
ing to become the second RAH.
I’m thinking
of telling the man to write his own stuff,
not the Old Man’s stuff.

EVELYN LEEPER; ALTERNATE HXSXflBY
Mark Schulzinqer:
Evelyn Leeper makes a
cogent
point in her article concerning al
ternate histories.
The problem is that it’s
difficult to determine cause-effect patterns
and sometimes you’ve got to get very sim
plistic about it.
A case in point
is the
Lord Darcy series by Randy Garrett.
He pos
tulated a world
in which King Richard Plan
tagenet didn’t die in Austria,
but returned
to become an effective ruler.
Whether such
a notorious pederast would ever have pro
duced an heir is a tough question to answer.
Even if Richard had done so, it’s doubtful
that world history would have proceeded the
way Garrett suggested. The premise, however,
allowed Garrett to write some delightful
stories and that’s all a writer needs — a
premise.

Craig Ledbetter;
"The Road Not Taken"
revealed the BBC series, "An Englishman’s
Castle."
I’ll be on the lookout
for that
one.
I’m sure it played here, and I let the
title pass me on by.

"Buck" Coulson:
Talking about alternate
history in the visual media, what about
Marco Polo? It certainly wasn’t actual his
tory. . . •

MARK LEEPER: PIZZA
Cathy Howard: Mark Leeper’s comments make
so much sense I wouldn’t be surprised if ar
chaeologists (robbers of ancinet graves) did
find a petrified pizza with anchovies.
Ed Chambers:
I was relieved to hear that
pizza is so good for me!
Now I won’t feel
so guilty having it for dinner at least once
a week!

Joan hanke—woods:
Leeper’s "Pizza" re
marks brought to mind my childhood revulsion
of it. When the family ordered it, I got hot
dogs or nothing.
It looked like someone’s
guts on a plate to me. Only when adolescence
drew a strong peer-group connection between
pizza and sex could I overcome that associa
tion.
(Also, ham was like eating little
baby-flesh.
I had hot dogs again,
or spa
ghetti. )

POETRY

Ben Indick: How nice to see Ruth Berman’s
always estimable work!
Her NO was a fine
fanzine and the talented lady has had many
professional appearances.
I liked both lit
tle poems.
Mike Resnick’s history of SF, print and
film,
in 35 lines, is a delight,
and I can
in no way complain at his insights.

/#/#/#/#/#/#/#/#/#/#/#/

Attenuate.

P-lzza Po&tny /#/#/#/#/#/#/#/

Lan*t> LanteAn 19

T po/sr y<*<J JV5T
(
k^0<UI IT-AU.5?

AWARDS
AND
WORLCON
COMMENTS
3<

HANDICAPPING THE HUGOs
Paula Gold Franke:
"Handicapping the Hu
gos" —what more can be said? It’s purely a
popularity contest.
Most of the people have
not read all of the nominees, or even more
than just a few
(maybe).
So voting comes
down to WHO YOU KNOW.
Granted, there are
some knowledgeable fans who have made an ef
fort to be familiar with the works so as to
make an intelligent and thoughtful decision,
but these few are overwhelmed by the rest of
the voters.
As such,
the selection of Hugo
winners does not necessarily equate with the
selection of the "best".
So, does the priv
ilege of voting for Hugos warrant the high
cost of a supporting WordIcon membership?
I
think not.
.
THE HUGO AWARDS and VOTING
Rob Gregg;
It was good to read your Hugo
Comments after the awards have been given,
and I not that you did well. I’d like to add
a few comments of my own, and in true per
verted Brit fashion,
I’ll leave the fiction
to the end.
The non-fiction result surprised me, as I
was convinced George Turner would do far
better in his homeland.
Could be that the
con was packed full of Americans anyway. The
Faces of Science Fiction was obviously a
lavish production, but I’m amazed that fen
are so impressed by this kind of coffee
table book.
Personally,
I’d have gone for
the Ellison.
Little doubt about the dramatic presenta
tion result, although I rated Dune much
higher than fourth best.
It is a rare year
which produces two films this good from
books which must’ve been tricky to adapt.
I
always regarded Dune as unfilmable,
and was
pleasantly surprised after it was so hated
by the critics.
No Star Wars this.
Still,
2010 was better all around, and one didn’t
have to have read the book to understand it.
I agree with you that Schmidt has been
doing a fine job at Analog of late, although
he is rather . inclined to include too much
science and not enough fiction.
The Terry
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Carr vote was confusing, but
presumably it
was for his Ace Specials and the Gibson one
in particular. F&SF is consistently good but
unspectacular, Scithers is turning Amazing
into "Asimov’s Mark Two", and
IASFM itself
publishes too much non-SF for my taste. May
be the latter will improve under Dozois.
I’m no expert when it comes to art,
so I
can only go by what I like, rather than what
is professionally well done.
The Vincent
DiFate covers for Analog are usually excel
lent.
In the fan section I agree with you
regarding Rotsler.
Hanke-Woods has often
impressed but we don’t see her work much in
Britain. I gather that Stu Shiffman has been
ill, which might account
for his lack of
output.
Of the remaining nominated,
I’d
have placed Brad Foster ahead of Fox and
Gi11iland.
Of the semi—prozines, I prefer the fannish SFC style of news reporting to that of
Locus.
The Brown mag is more professional,
but has too much space devoted to non
English language SF. I prefer the short book
reviews of Don D’ Arnmassa too. SFR is consis
tently good, but not regular enough for my
liking.
Actually,
I’m confused as to how
SFR features as a semi—prozine while it’s
writer is in the fan writer category.
((it’s a mystery to me too.))
The best fan writer result was very popu
lar in these parts.
I haven’t read enough
of either Glyer or Hlavaty to comment, but I
find Leigh Edmonds a little boring.
Geis is
good when he forgets the politics.
I thought HOLIER THAN THOU would win the
fanzine award, which just shows how wrong
one can be.
ANSIBLE is good, but a bit gos
sipy.
RATAPLAN and MYTHOLOGIES I haven’t
seen.
The one issue of FILE:770 I’ve re
ceived was very good, so I guess it
is a
worthy winner.
It was inevitable that Lucius Shepard
would snatch the John W. Campbell award, and
I don’t disagree with this,
but
I’ve been
impressed by every story I’ve read by Brad
ley Denton, and I thought he’d do better.
Which only leaves the fiction.
I’m not
really all that
keen on this ’cyber-punk’
thing which seems to be taking over,
but
I
guess the Gibson result means it will con
tinue to flourish. Having said that, I have
n’t read Neuroniancer yet as it hasn’t been
published in Britain to date.
I thought the
old guard of Heinlein and Niven would fare
far better, although the former was probably
only nominated because at his age, every
novel is likely to be his last.
Moving into the shorter fiction,
it’d be
rather unfair to make too many precise com
ments as I haven’t read all the stories nom
inated.
I feel certain that "Press Enter
would’ve won in any year though, I enjoyed
it so much.
In the short category, I rather
liked George Alec Effinger’s light-hearted
effort, "The Aliens Who Knew, I Mean, Every
thing " — I think we all know someone like
this!
The novelette section was the most
difficult.
I don’t like Robinson too much,
the
Willis tale was dreadful,
Hilbert
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Schenck probably suffered from being yet an
other computer tale.
I’d probably say that
Octavia Butler was a worthy winner.
I managed to read more American mags in
’85, so should be better informed next year.
Personally, I think George R. R. Martin is a
nailed on certainty to win something with
his Haviland Tuf series of stories, with
"Loaves and Fishes" being the best of the
lot. He is still a little known author over
here, but I’ve enjoyed all his work to date.
Although the mags aren’t at hand at this
moment,
I also seem to recall a tale called
“World of Crystal, Sky of Fire" by Bob Buck
ley, which I think ought to be nominated at
the very least.
Others of note:
Robert
Grant — "Where You Lead I -will Follow"
(Twilight Zone);
Bradley Denton — "Top of
the Charts" (F&SF); Gordon Dickson — "See
Now a Pilgrim"
(Analog): James Gunn — "A
Man of Parts" (F&SF): G.A. Effinger — "Unferno" (IASFM); Gael Baudino — "Shadow of
the Starlight" (F&SF); Eric Iverson —"The R
Strain" (Analog); Charles Harness — "George
Washington Slept Here"
(Analog);
Lucius
Shepard — "Jaguar Hunter" (F&SF).
haven’t
read all the last few editions yet, so poss
ibly they’ll be even better,
but as of now
I’d nominate Martin for novella and Buckley
for novelette.
((l agree with-some of your choices, but not
all. I do think Martin should win something,
but it might be for "Fbrtraits of His Childr- •
ren". I liked Gael Baudino’s "Persistence of
Memory", rather than the one you picked. If
all went well, there should be a list of this
year’s Hugo nominations on the inside back
cover.))

Mike Glicksohn: Guess what, George? LAN’S
LANTERN has had at least one salutory effect
on me.
Reading all those comments on the
Hugo nominees has made me very anxious to
read Varley’s "Press Enter
and I’ve just
checked the new signed limited edition of
Varley stories I bought at CONFUSION last
week (I declined to play poker all weekend
so had lots to spend in the Hucksters’
Room
— see, I really do read your fanzine!)
and
sure enough,
the story is in there.
So ex
cuse me if I cut this short and go read a
Hugo winning piece of science fiction, okay?

Craig Ledbetter:
It was amazing how many
of your readers
(myself included)
hadn’t
read many of the 1S85 Hugo nominees.
Makes
you wonder how anything gets nominated. With
work and a new child, I can’t even watch
much TV (I know I’m probably better off, but
I mainly watch old 30s and 40s films).

HIGH COST OF HUGO VOTING OND HORLDCONS

Mike Glicksohn:
I like Mark Bernstein’s
idea for separating the Hugo voting from the
Worldcon committee, although
I’d probably
like to see at least a $10 voting fee for
the reasons several other writers pointed
out.
However, Mark is unduly naive if he
really believes "no individual has ever
profited financially from a worldcon." I ex
pect that what he meant was "nobody has ever
embezzled many thousands of dollars from
worldcon funds" which I’d like to think is
still true, but we all know of people who’ve
had their rents paid or ended up with copi
ers or typewriters from working on worldcons.
And they probably deserved it,
what
with the amount of time and work a modern
worldcon requires of its central committee
members.
The only way I’d be willing to see a
worldcon help poorer fans would be via a
blanket reimbursement of part or all of the
attending members registration fees
(assum
ing supporting memberships were set to cover
the costs of what the supporters received
through the mails).
I can think of no fair
er way of disposing excess con profits than
that.
(That’s after the appropriate dona
tions to fannish causes and reasonable nonfannish organizations, of course.)

Mike Rogers:
One disturbing trend crop
ping up in fanzine lettercolumns is a ten
dency to view Worldcon committees as *fnord*
Big Businessmen who are to be mistrusted un
til they prove otherwise.
Especially alarm
ing is the suggestion that some future
Worldcon committee will essentially abscond
with whatever profits remain after its con
is history.
Well, there’s a small chance of
it; there’s a small chance people will do
the unexpected. But I know the people in our
organization and I have made the acquaint
ance of various fans from previous Worldcon
committees, and I don’t buy that argument.
I was a fan before CONFEDERATION,
and I’m a
fan now, and I’ll
probably be a fan after
the con.
I still believe that this is a la
bor of love—believe me, there are lots eas
ier ways to make money if that were my main
goal. In my recent experience, I have yet to
meet anyone who seemed to be a Worldcon fan
because they wanted the profits.
I truly
wish fans would remember that even though
the worldcon may look like big business,
it’s still run by Joe Fans, not Snidely
Whiplashes.
If you want the real truth,
modern-day Worldcons are strictly Mom-andPopzoperations compared to other businesses.
Another complaint is that Worldcon com
mittees have forgotten the poor, starving
fen. That’s a stinking pile of bullshit. I’m
past the poor, starving stage but as I write
this, I’m wondering
if I’ll have enough
credit left on my Visa card to handle the
major car repairs that were just dumped on
me.
Our Art Show director is still
in the
poor, starving stage and he’s in his mid
forties.
We don’t like setting prices where
we do, but our current
budget projections
for CONFEDERATION show a deficit of over
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twice CONSTELLATION’S loss.
Either we have
to bring in a lot of new memberships,
which
may or may not happen,
or we have to slash
our budgets something fierce.
I know this
much: we ain’t
losing money as long as I
have anything to say about it.
And since I
write the checks,
I have a hell of a lot to
say about it.
One of your writers asked what could be
done to reduce the cost of Worldcon member
ships.
Aside from the fact that costs keep
going up, it should also be pointed out that
inflation psychology has taken hold in this
country. Even though the last few years have
seen inflation rates of about 3% to 4%, many
people still think like the rate was still
10%+.
Given all this,
prices will continue
to rise until a Worldcon suffers a dramatic
falloff in attendance which can only be at
tributed to people thinking it costs too
much.
Then the con will shrink and prices
will come down.
Not before.
As to the Hugo Awards,
Milt Stevens has
summarized the situation very well.
I rath
er like the idea of farming out the admini
stration of the awards to a separate organi
zation. The only problem is that this brings
up a question many fans would just as soon
not face: will there ever be a central ororganization for science ifction fandom? It
would be most difficult to implement this i
dea without one.
The concept doesn’t bother
the SCA, but most fans would be violently
opposed to it. Personally, I think it should
have already happened.
The only reason
Worldcons can function with a new committee
every year is that past Worldcon workers are
generous with information and advice for the
newer workers. But if the Worldcon gets much
larger, it will Just about require a contin
uing organization to avoid utter collapse.
Someone will have to run this organization,
but that’s a can of worms I refuse to open.

more won’t matter). We know that famines and
bad crop years continue to occur,
but every
year more arable land is blacktopped,
bull
dozed, and otherwise ungreened. We’re drown
ing in pollution and
if that’s not enough,
we live under the constant threat that some
one will push the damn button.
I’ve just
finished reading an amazing novel which I
found on the remaindered shelf at the book
store: The Last Gasp by Trevor Howard (Crown
Publishers, 1983).
It deals with these is
sues to some degree.
It’s a very scary vi
sion and one which, sadly, we as individuals
can do nothing about. We can write, protest,
scream,
and boycott for as long as we can.
But what really is ultimately accomplished?
Oh, there may be small victories here and
there, but the species seems hell-bent on
turning the planet
into a cosmic septic
tank.
Easton’s vision of an eventual mass
population die-off as mankind returns to
some sort of balance with nature sounds hor
rifying, but also strangely optimistic.
One
can only hope that the planet can also sur
vive its own "die—out",
and that the human
survivors have something left that could
even remotely be considered Utopia.
Mark Schulzinger:
Tom East on’s art i c1e
was good but nothing new.
We’ve known for
the past several decades that we’re staring
SRO on this planet
in the face.
The last
projection was that 2010 is the critical
year.
Birth control takes both voluntary
awareness, as has occurred in parts of this
country,
and radical measures such as those
adopted by the PRC.
The USSR is trying to
reverse the trend toward smaller families in
European Russia because the Eastern SSRs are
breeding so rapidly that European Russia may
become a satrap of the East real soon now.

P.M. FERGUSSON: A MATTER OF TIME

John Thiel:
P. M. Fergusson startled me
with the opening to his article,
because I
have a computer story by him I’m using soon;
but the paragraph he cited was not
in it.
How do you like the way so many Indiana SF
writers are making you aware of themselves?
(( I like the new writers coming out of Indi
ana: Pete Fergusson, Mike Kube-McDowell, Ar
lan Keith Andrews, Sandia Miesel, as well as
the ones who have "been publishing for years,
like Buck and Juanite Coulson, and Roger
Schlobin.))

.

£050: THE EYE OF THE NEEDLE

Ed Chambers: This is an interesting hypo
thesis.
Just think: in 64 years I will be a
mere statistic
(instead of a 90 year old
living man).
,

paula Gold Franke: Easton makes several
interesting speculations regarding future
population growth patterns and environmental
issues.
I often think that the world has
gone incurably insane.
We know that the en
vironment is being fouled,
but we keep add
ing filth to the cesspool ("oh, a little bit

Mark Schulzinger:
Pete Fergusson is a
nice guy.
Well, most of the time.
His wife
is nicer.
I disagree with his view of arti
ficial
intelligence as residing eventually
in the realm of analogs.
Luria’s masterful,
although I
feel flawed, evaluation of the
human brain maintains that
it works on a
discrete level.
He goes so far as to postu
late that each brain cell carries one datum
or bit of information.
While this may be
flawed theory it works in practice, as wit
ness the effectiveness of the "Luria—Nebras
ka" brain damage battery.
Even if we consi—
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der axon-dendrite connections,
which really
aren’t because the two never link up with
one another and the impulses are transmitted
between nerve cells by means of the acetyl
choline metabolism,
data appears to be
transmitted within the brain in discrete
packages.
Even the study of neuron activity
shows that a neuron can muster
enough
"strength" to fire only once
(well maybe
once and a half) before it has to undergo a
latent stage.
All of this looks more and
more like digital communication than analog.
The old analog computers,
such as those
described by L. Sprague DeCamp in 1939 (ASF,
July, 1939), were so large they occupied en
tire buildings and required 25+ people to
operate them.
They were cam-driven and the
cams often measured several rnfeters in dia
meter.
Even with the advent of capacitance
resistance analog computers,
size was still
pretty large — meters are bj.g compared to
microchips. Articles in recent issues of Am
erican Scientist and Science have addressed
this issue pretty thoroughly.
It appears
that languages such as LISP aren’t the way
to Al but the use of multiple processors may
point in the right direction.
Actually it doesn’t matter which way the
problem is solved—if it can be solved.
The
history of human progress has shown that
there are multiple pathways to the same end,
and usually all of them are taken simultane
ously.

Craig Ledbetters As a petroleum engineer,
I’m spending more and more time in front of
a PC and monitor,
dealing with all the fun
and not—so-fun details of predicting oil in
place and performance curves.
True, I had
some computer courses in college but it was
so boring. This is a long-winded preamble to
say how much more I enjoyed P.M. Fergusson’s
discussion of what makes a computer tick
than any previous exposure I’ve received on
those
!* machines.
Steven Fox; P.M. Fergusson’s article was
interesting. I really know little about com
puters, but the article caught my interest
quite strongly.
Now at least
I know the
difference between the two types discussed
here, digital and analog computers

Joan hanke-woods: Fergusson’s "time-de
pendent artificial intel1igence" exploration
is an excellent clarification of something I
was not even thinking about.
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REPLIES TO LETTERS

Mike Glicksohn;
One thing that surprised
me in your letter column was its make-up.
I
can’t remember the last time I saw Gil Gaier
or Murray Moore in a fanzine. So howcum Deg—
ler didn’t write?
Odd how differently two people can see a
similar situation. Take me and Craig Ledbet
ter, for example.
Hell, greed is one of the
major reasons I stay £n the teaching busi
ness! And as to all this to-do about working
18 hours, well gee whiz, I frequently work
18 each week.
What? Oh... well, that is too
many!
Not surprisingly,
I don’t recall exactly
what I said in response to what Mark Leeper
said, but it would appear that either I mis
interpreted him or he wasn’t too clear in
his or i g i na1 st at ement.
Five Million Years
To Earth may well have had some great ideas
(although it’s been too long since I’ve seen
it for me to recall it as clearly as Mark
describes) but to me it Just didn’t work too
well as a movie.
I remember it as having
rather inept special effects, run-of-themill acting and a somewhat confusing story
line. The next time it comes around, though,
I’ll give it another try and see if it holds
up better under re-examination.
Somehow I
expect I’ll find that good ideas were wasted
on a mediocre movie but if I don’t I’11 cer
tainly apologize to Mark.
Robert Bloch;
Someone in the lettercol
refers to the composer of the "Grand Canyon
Suite" as "Fredric Grofe".
My late friend’s
name was "Ferde" —originally "Ferdinand von
Grofe", and he deserves far more recognition
that he’s yet received for his work.
((Sorry about that, Bob. When I first saw the
name "Ferde", it looked wrong to me, so I
changed it, but I meant to look it up when I
got home (l was doing the work at school). Un
fortunately I forgot to check the spelling.))

George Ewing:
I got an anonymous phone
call the other night from a very sexy-sound
ing femfan who was apparently either one of
your readers or a government agent "surveilling" my mail. She said she "knew all about"
Dickie Dare, but "who the hell was Don Wins
low?"
Don Winslow was a hero of a series of
nautical adventure movie serials,
(and, I
think, pulp novels)
made in the mid-30’s.
Titles that come to mind are Don Winslow in
the ...
(Navy.
Coast Guard.
Eagle Scouts,
Marine Corps, etc.)
They were only slightly
more Jingoistic than Teddy Roosevelt, and
not quite as racist as other pulp films of
the period.
I actually remember some GOOD
Hispanic, Chinese,
and Filipino characters,
though there were also greasy banditos and
piratical warlord types.
I saw them as af
ter-school daily serials on Canadian televi
sion in the 1950’s,
before the Americans in
my part of the world were advanced enough to
have TV, and even the Great White North sta
tions had to fly the films in from Sudbury
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or Toronto or someplace by bush plane.
(No
Satellites or video tape then!)
The GWN
version of Howdy Doody had all the same pup
pets,
but a ‘'Timber Tom" lumberjack charac
ter instead of Buffalo Bob, and Princess
Summer—Fal1-Winter-Spring was a student bal
lerina from Montreal with gorgeous thighs.
A Florida fannish friend says she thinks
there may have been a "Don Winslow Adventure
Magazine" much like the 40’s "Doc Savage"
pulps, but I’ve never seen one; anybody know
out there?

((I could not find any reference to a "Don .
Winslow Adventure Magazine". I wonder if
possibly it were a comic? Maybe some of the
other readers, or maybe Lynn Hickman could
help.))

Joan hanke-woods: Sornething unusual"loc/verbcom"? By me or about me? I perused
LL #18 carefully to find this alleged “loc".
In the bath I scoured more carefully......no
dice! A cruel Joke,
Lan.
You should be a—
shamed!
I find no written reference by or
about me at all, Just the illo.
Please let me point somthing out, Lan.
People may think my "Apparel Communicat ions"
address is some sort of Change-of-Address
when it is not. Yet I don’t know how to cor
rect this.
Perhaps print my normal home ad
dress in the next issue?
Joan hanke-woods
1543 Fargo /2i
Chicago, IL 60626
And incidentally,
my name is spelled
in
all lower case;
"Joan hanke-woods".
rich
brown is coaching me in ways of encouraging
my acquaintences to properly spell my name;
he is successful
in so doing.
He said,
"Simply POINT IT OUT over and over," other
wise no one will notice.
Thus I am.

( (I received your loc, but didn't print any .
portion of it, which is why you couldn't find
any reference to it. This time, however, I
have used your writing here. // Also notice
that I have been printing your name in lower
case (except for a couple of slip-ups). I
will try to be more careful from here on.))

Craig Ledbetter:
I really enjoy a long
loc column and LL #18 was no disappointment.
I especially like the grouping of comments
by subject.
It helps make for a very coher
ent overview of the past issue.
I too am a fan of the Dickie Dare strip.
(At 32 years old I’m only familiar with the
reprints of the strip.)
Harry Warner, Jr.
and George Ewing should know that they’re
being extensively reprinted.
Nemo, a maga
zine- on the comic strips of yesterday and
today, has reprinted some strips, and its
publisher, Fantagraphic Books, is promising
to reprint the entire run in a hardback edi
tion.
Meanwhile, Kitchen Sink Enterprises
is reprinting Dickie Dare in its Steve Can
yon Magazine
(devoted to it and other works
of Milton Caniff).
All can be found at most
comics specialty shops.
Cheryl Horn:
Your reply to Margaret Mid
dleton on Bowling Green’s Popular Culture
Library—back in 1974 they were just a young
sparkle of hope in that area.
I
remember
several people (but no longer by name,
only
faces) that had interests in the "library."
I am really surprised that it should be in
such sound health today.
At that time I was a freshman at BG.
I
took the English Lit course entitled "Sci
ence Fiction" — kind of a dirty trick, I
guess, I never had to read anything that
quarter because I had read it all before. It
was an easy class for an SF junkie who had
been reading it since the age of 12.
It was funny though, some of the students
had never read SF —even the classic stuffs—
and since they did not have a wide experi
ence in it, their views were quite contrast
ing with those in the class who were experi
enced in SF.
I was shocked to learn how few
people understood the complexities of socio—
religio—political overlays of "modern" his
tory with the cultural
background of the
book Dune.
A lot of people in class could
not even identify the differences in reli
gious "theology" versus cultural "sociology"
or how they interact and can affect each
other.
That is, they could not understand
the importance of the "Bene Gesserit" as a
historical
influence through the tools of
manipulation and cultural and
religious
"planting." That’s just one example, though.
Pearce Brosnan as the Grey Mouser...... oh
yes, YES!!!
Perfect!
Robert Conrad,
too.
Together in the same film would be just too
much to expect.

Craig Ledbetter: Sorry, George, but Wil
liam Conrad played Cannon. Robert Conrad was
in The Wild, Wild West and about a dozen
other TV series.
William’s a "little" heav
ier than Robert
(though Robert
is quite

UAnk
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“Buck" Coulson; Last time we saw Barbi
Johnson,
she was doing something for child
ren, and I can’t remember what,
but I don’t
think it was illustrating. Designing stuffed
animals? Something like that.
As far as I
know, she’s never had i1lustrat ions in any
other adult book, and I don’t see all the
Juveniles.
It’s been years since we’ve seen
or heard from her.

Ramblings 19 and

ON ANDRE NORTON

Robert Bloch;
Thanks for all the enjoy
ment found in #18!
And it’s especially nice
to know you are on the side of the Angels —
like Andre Norton, for example.
I had the
pleasure of meeting her twice this past fall
and she is indeed a lovely lady, as well as
a great fantasiaste.

Short Con Reports

Originally I was not going to have room
for the Ramblings and Conreports.
I still
don’t have the room for full conventions re
ports, but I will put them in the next issue
with all the little details.
For now,
I’ll
just sketch out something of what has hap
pened since CONCLAVE in early November.

School continued as usual.
I taught my
five classes and worked on the Service Pro
gram which ate into my time for other activ
ities like reading, doing fanac, and sleep
ing. I did join another apa, D’APA out of
Denver. Don Thompson mentioned in his per
sonalzine that the apa could use an influx
of new writers, so I asked him to send de
tails. It was a small, monthly affair, so I
joined. I continue to have fun with it, and
found that I could juggle the free time I
have to accommodate the other two bi-monthly
apae I'm in.
The conventions I attended during this
period included:
CHAMBANACON: my anniversary-con. We spent
lots of time with Tim and Anna Zahn, and had
our traditional lasagna dinner with them.
I
missed seeing Sam and Mary Long this year,
though I did see Bill and Judy Sutton whom I
didn’t expect to be there.
CONFUSION: Lots of fun wandering and
talking with various people including Joann
Pauley, Julie Ecklar, Joey Shoji, Doris Bercarich, Mike Glicksohn and many others. We
shared a room with Hania Wojtowicz, and she
hosted the traditional "Dress-up Dinner” in
the Jolly Miller, the restaurant attached to
the hotel. I also handed out copies of LAN’S
LANTERN #18, which I had been working on all
Christmas break.
MILLLENICON: The first for this group in
Dayton, and I had a good time.
I met some
fans I hadn't seen in several years (like
Debbie, Cheryl, and Sonia), many of the fans
I see at other cons, and met some new people
(like Joyce Andrews, Arlan's wife with whom
I had a delightful conversation). Mike and
Carol Resnick had just returned from their
trip to Africa (Mike’s report will appear in
the next issue) and they had stories and
pictures. Maia went with me to the hotel,
but spent all of Saturday in Columbus visit
ing her family.
NOVA: Although mainly a gaming conven
tion, they have different sorts of Guests of
Honor. Diana Stein was the Fan Guest, and I
had fun talking with her. David Stein worked
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furiously on a story for the Short Story
contest, and I wandered around a lot with
Joann Pauley.
There were lots of parties during these
five months:
The Doris and Hania Christmas
get-together in Toronto, Chris Clayton’s New
Years party, David and Diana Stein’s Christ
mas party, several parties at Anna O’Con
nell’s and Tom Barber's, Brad Westervelt and
Wendy Counsil's February party
(at which
was a large contingent of Canadian fans, and
where we found out that Ray Thompson and Ro
ane Simkin were getting married).
There were the usual family commitments
for the holidays. Maia and I split Christ
mas between Ohio and Michigan.
r spent most
of the holiday time working on LL #18 so
that it would be ready for distribution at
CONFUSION.
'
The new year brought in several hectic
days at school.
Exams were at the end of
January, and after being off for three
weeks, many students needed a lot of "re
fresher" material. Once exams were over,
I
started the new semester by handing out the
requirements for the paper in all my math
classes. Groans went up, but they accepted
the work. It wasn’t due until the end of the
third quarter, which meant that they could
use some of their Spring Break to write it
if they wanted.
The dorm duty I had went smoothly, and
the second semester found me free from the
Service Program.
I really thought that I
would be pressed into doing it for the rest
of the year. However I now had the free time
to try some writing.
Since Maia and I were
to be the Fan GoHs at CONTRAPTION, the con
com wanted something from each of us for the
Chapbook they were putting together.
I
tossed off a story in an hour and a half,
then revised it over and over again for the
next month.
.
My Spring Break was mostly spent putting
together this fanzine.
I had hoped to do
more fiction writing, but that will have to
wait.•.again.
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Back to the Future
Cocoon
Enemy Mine

Greg Bear: Blood Music (Arbor House HC)
C.J. Cherryh: Cuckoo's Egg (Phantasia/DAW)
Orson Scott Card: Ender * s Game (Tor HC)
Larry Niven and Jerry Pournelle: Footfall
(Del Rey HC)
David Brin: The Postman (Bantam)
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William Gibson & Michael Swanwick: "Dog
fight" (OMNI Jul 85)
Orson Scott Card: "The Fringe" (F&SF Oct 85)
Michael Bishop: "A Gift from the Grayland
ers" (IASFM Sep 85)
Harlan Ellison: "Paladin of the Lost Hour"
(TWILIGHT ZONE Dec 85)
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HOLIER THAN THOU, Robbi and Marty Cantor
LAN’S LANTERN, George "Lan" Laskowski
UNIVERSAL TRANSLATOR, Susan Bridges
(not
yet confirmed that 4 issues have been
published)
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(S. Illinois Univeristy Press)
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with Creators of Modern Horror (?)
Perry Chapdelaine: John W. Campbell Letters,
Vol. I (Authors Co-op)
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Tom Weller: Science Made Stupid (Houghton
Mifflin)

■ VOTE

FOR

|L A N ' S

LOCUS

(Zines with less than 20 nominations got on
the ballot)

Bruce Sterling: "Dinner in Audoghast" (IASFM
. May 85)
Frederik Pohl: "Fermi and Frost" (IASFM Jan
85)
Howard Waldroop: "Flying Saucer Rock & Roll"
(OMNI Jan 85)
William F. Wu: "Hong’s Bluff" (OMNI Mar 85)
John Crowley: "Snow" (OMNI Nov 85)'

.

Steve Fox
Bill Rots 1 er

SEMI-PRO ZINE

SHORT STORY

,

Don Maitz
Barclay Shaw

FAN ARTIST

NOVELETTE

V

V

Judy-Lynn Del Rey
Shawna McCarthy •

Terry Carr
Ed Ferman
Stanley Schmidt

Kim Stanley Robinson: "Green Mars" (IASFM
Sep 85)
James Tiptree, Jr: "The Only Neat Thing to
Do" (F&SF Oct 85)
Robert Silverberg: "Sailing to Byznatium"
(IASFM Feb 85)
C.J. Cherryh: "Scapegoat" (Alien Stars, ed.
by Betsy Mitchell; BAEN)
Roger Zelazny: "24 Views of Mt. Fuli, by
Hokusai" (IASFM Jul 85)

I

Brazil
Ladyhawke

PRO EDITOR

NOVELLA

.

I

.

Richard Geis
Arthur Hlavaty
Patrick Neilson-Hayden

Mike Glyer
Dave Langford
Don D’Ammassa

JOHN W. CAMPBELL AWARD
Carl Sagan
Tad Williams
Melissa Scott

LANTERN

‘

FORBEST

Guy Gavriel Kay
David Zindell
Karen Joy Fowler

FANZINE

Listening to

enjoy

NORTON’S

ANDRE

GQITOIi CCOBLl)
Book L UNAbRiOGet)
READ

BY:

Harold

WITD

R Kent

ARTWORK:

Mary

Hanson - Roberts

AUTOQRApbet» pbOTO
of Tbe autLior

The widely-acclaimed Witch World novels have been read
and enjoyed by more than a million fans in the U.S. alone,
but this unabridged recording of Book I is available only
in a limited, world-wide edition of 1,000. Order now to
receive your numbered audiooassettes and autographed photo
of award-winning author Andre Norton! Please enclose a
check for 839•50, plus 82.50 for postage and handling

Andre Norton, Ltd.
P. 0. Box 747
Winter Park, FL
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