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Public Statements

From Lan:

In LAN'S LANTERN #20 I published a report on
BALTICON by David M. Shea. 1In it were comments
about filksongs, "cutesy songs about Spock's love
life or Gordon Dickson's taste in recreational
chemicals." 1In my correspondance with David, his
use of the term "recreational chemicals" has al-
ways referred to alcohol, and not 1illegal sub-
stances, so I didn't give it a second thought
when I published those lines. The more common

meaning of that phrase did not occur to me unt@l
I was approached by some fans who pointed th*s
out to me. I hereby apologize both to Gordy

Dickson, a long-time friend who 1 know does not
use illegal drugs, and no longer consumes alcohol
(which he says for himself below), and to David
Shea, for the spot I put him on for not exercis-
ing my editorial control as I should have. Davigd,
too, apologizes to Gordy for the unintentional
implication of his phrasing (see his comments be-
low).

From David M. Shea:

In my article about BALTICON, published in
LAN'S LANTERN #20, I made a passing reference to
certain types of filk songs which I characterized
as being about "Gordon Dickson's taste in recrea-
tional chemicals and Spock's love life™., In re-
sponse to this I received a letter from a friend
and colleague of Mr. Dickson. This individual
felt that I had "maligned" him by suggesting that
he used illicit drugs. This was not my intention.
While I do not know Mr. Dickson personally, I
have never heard anything objectionable about
him. I am reliably informed that he does not in
fact use such substances and very rarely use al-
cohol. To anyone who drew a conclusion to the
contrary from my admittedly thoughtless turn of
phrase, 1 apologize; and 1 apologize to Mr.
Dickson also for any disrespect which I may have
unwittingly brought upon him.

It is a fact that there are certain anecdotes
circulating in fandom about this gentleman hav-
ing, in his younger days, enjoyed a drink or two
with friends. It was my assumption that anyone
who read the article would recognize that these
were, in fact, only jokes. 1 do recall having
heard a song on the subject, which seemed to me
to be typical of what I perceived as boring cne-
joke filk songs and topics about which certain
fen are overly concerned. While such types of
songs are not to my taste, those who wish to per-
form and/or listen to them may certainly do so to
their hearts' content.

From Gordon R. Dickson:

Anyone who is in the public eye quickly learns
that at times things will be said about him or
her -- things that may be untrue but can't effec-
tively be corrected. That's been the case with me
for some time, and mostly 1've remained silent.
But in this instance I think 1've got no choice
but to speak up.

I particularly dislike having to write letters
like this when something appears in a fanzine,
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since I value the amatuer press so highly. But
right now 1'm looking at something that threatens
to damage my professional reputation, and there-
fore my livelihood; and the way I see it, I have
to at least try to squelch this particular snake
as soon as possible.

Let me start by saying that I'm assured--and I
believe-~that no malice was intended by the pas-
sage I refer to. I hope I'm right about that;
but this letter is still necessary, it being my
experience that a published denial has a 1little
better chance of being remembered that a simple
self-correction.

I'm referring to an article which appeared in
LL #20, as a BALTICON report--and specifically to
a mention of "cutesy songs about Spock's love
life or Gordon Dickson's taste in recreational
chemicals...”

Leaving Spock out of this, let me state cate-
gorically that there aren't any such songs about
me. To my knowledge, there are no such songs a-
bout any sf authors.

To be sure, in my case, there is one song, a
spoof written by my old friend Ben Bova nearly
twenty years ago, which talks about hcw he and I
put in an evening drinking a "tun of wine."™ The
deliberate comic intent of this could hardly fail
to be obvious to anyone who has any idea just how
much wine a holds--no two people, or even twenty,
could hope to drink such an amount in a single
evening, even if they were in fact to lay down
their lives to alcohol poisoning for the supposed
honor of the achievement...

Of course, wine could be considered a *"recre-
ational chemical." So could ice cream, popcorn,
tea, coffee, and just about anything else the hu-
man body can ingest. So, what is my problem?

I think we all know very well that "recrea-
tional chemicals" are a euphemism for illegal
drugs. And 1 can hardly say nothing and allow a
rumor like that to circulate.

A writer has to make his or her living dealing
with publishers, editors, booksellers, librarians
and the general public--people who on hearing
that term won't automatically assume it refers to
popcorn, tea, or even wine. And their reaction
can very much affect their business dealings with
the writer about whom they hear such a thing,
whether or not they buy the product of that
author.

You see, one of the things that publishers, in
particular, are sensitive about in the case of an
author in whom they have an investment of some
tens of thousands of dollars or more--is his or
her reliability~--which they are likely to suspect

might be less than good if the author is using
illegal drugs.
This suspicion could result in the writer's

subsequent loss of food and roof.

No, not all people react that way. But let me
tell you this: I let the drinking legend about me
pass unchecked when it first cropped up long ago,
because 1 sincerely believed that no sensible
person would believe such a silly thing about me.
I forgot that many of the people who passed it on
as merely an interesting bit of gossip did not
know me, or anything of me; and consequently had
no reason not to assume they were hearing the

truth.
2 { {Continued on inside back cover))
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GREAT FAILURES OF PREDICTION: AD 2000-3000

NOVACON* GoH talk by David Langford

November, 1985

Twelve years ago I attended my first con-
vention, which was of course a NOVACON, and
of course I went to every programme item --

.especially the Guest of Honor speech by Ken

Bulmer. You know how it is when for the
first time you...go the whole way. A thrill
of religious ecstasy came as I sat in the

con hall, and Ken Bulmer uttered his titanic
words of wisdom, and with a sudden searing
insight I knew that I couldn't hear a word.
It was then that the seeds of ambition were
sown: "In twelve years," I thought, "if I
struggle with all my might to get on in fan-
dom, perhaps at NOVACON 15 I could be the
person who fetches Ken Bulmer's beer -- and
I could get up close and find out what he's
saying."

That was my first attempt at serious fu~
turological speculation, and it was almost
as successful as later ones. What I hadn't
realized was that in twelve years of econom-
ic decline, NOVACON would go so far downhill
that I'd be here while Ken lurked in the bar
--and, what's more, a bar in Tunbridge Wells
-~ s0 I still can't hear what he's saying.
This is the great problem of prediction: 1In
1973 no one could conceive of anything so
starkly terrible as Margaret Thatcher becom-
ing Prime Minister, L. Ron Hubbard returning
as a best-seller, or Dave Langford on the
NOVACON stage. All the same, many thanks.

Newer fans may believe I've titled this
talk "A Load of Crystal Balls"™ with a view
to discussing the awesome sweep of SF pre-
diction past, present, and future. (Mainly
future, because even 1'm not too bad at pre-
dicting the past.) Jaded and disillusioned
sufferers of past Langford speeches will
have gu=ssed that, instead, you're getting
hideous revelations about The Third Milleni-
um (A History of the World: &D 2000-3000) —--
that whopping thing I wrote with Brian Sta-
bleford, which surveys a full thousand years
of future human history in hope of finding
something to say to your bank managers. It's
one of those impressive coffee-table books

of which people ask Brian, "Which area of
the market is it aiming for? and Brian says,
"Remainder."

Of course, it wasn't so much.that Brian
and I had a dizzyingly detailed joint vision
of the shape of things to come, which we
felt we must communicate at any cost to an
expectant world. The book was first miscon-
ceived in the offices of Shuckburgh Reynolds
Ltd, a packaging firm. The idea of packaging
is very simple: a packager commissions man-
scripts, inserts carefully hand crafted dis-
tortions and typos, adds inappropriate art-
work with misleading captions, gets the re-
sults whimsically laid out™and lovingly mis-
printed, and indeed does everything you
might expect a publisher to do except stick
his name on the jacket. Packagers know the
virtues of low profile. Publishers are mean-
while spared the effort of doing any work
beyond languidly handing a cheque to the
packager, and in addition can remain untain-
ted by contact with low life-forms such as
authors.

To help keep authors even more firmly in
their place, the actual royalties are now
passed through four separate sets of sticky
fingers -- bookseller, distributor, publish-
er and packager. The result is a bit like
one of those o0ld party games in which each
person whispers to the next: the message
starts off as ™A hundred thousand pounds”,
and by the time it's relayed to the end of
the line it comes out as "Half a dozen pea-
nuts". I fondly remember the royalty state-
ments for The Science in Science Fiction,
demonstrating the the packager had raked in
quite a bit more than 1L100,000 without any
royalties at all being owed the authors.
Peter Nicholls even took legal advice, and
learnt that our foes were perfectly entitled
to do this, under the ancient British judic~
ial precedent ™You can't afford to take us
to court, ha ha."

Of course Brian and I
this. time our packager

are convinced that
is legal, decent,

*NOVACON is the second largest annual UK SFcon -- held yearly in) oventry.
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honest and truthful. We have the same touch-
ing faith as those who travel to Monte Carlo
knowing that this time they have a winning
system, or attend NOVACON in the happy be-
lief that medical science has at last con-
quered the hangover. We signed our con-

tracts, trying not to notice the way the red

ink tended to clot, and it was agreed that
Brian would tackle the sociology, biology,
politics, economics and philosophy of the
next millennium, while I dealt with the dif-
ficult subjects 1like physics and science
fiction conventions.

So how do you write a book of futurology?
With an alarming sense of inferiority if you
try to collaborate with Brian Stableford: he
dashes off 5,000 word chapters the way other
people do postcards, and was solving the
ethical problems of the 30th century while 1
was still struggling with the Great Idea Fa-
mine of 2080.

It doesn't do to be -too imaginative in
this business -- not many people know about
the Arthur C. Clarke article which in 1946
was rejected by Wireless World for its hor-
rific and incredible vision of a future so-
ciety with breakfast TV. Even if you ignore
the future and carefully write in metaphori-
cal terms about trends of the present day,
as George Orwell did in 1984, some idiot
will write an essay saying (I gquote): "Or-
well had no feeling for the future... Orwell
imagines no new vices, for instance... Nor
did he foresee any differences in the role
of women."™ (One~track mind the fellow has.)
The searing conclusion is that "1984... does
not resemble the real world of the 1980s”,
and is therefore "very bad science fiction."
Most SF people have gained some dim idea
that Orwell was writing about 1948, but I
suppose this particular critic must be out
of touch with SF. He's a chap called Isaac
Asimov.

Then there's the Wishful Thinking ap-
proach to futurology, as seen in The Third
World War by General Sir John Hackett. BHere
the fiendish Commies nuke Birmingham (thus
explaining the alarmed NOVACON committee's
hasty move to Coventry), whereupon NATO con-
veys a diplomatic reproof by dropping four
nasties on Minsk, and instantly the entire
USSR falls apart from internal collywobbles.
This has all the heart-stopping impact of
the fabled horror-fiction climax which goes,

" ®"And then he woke up...."

Brian and I were actually accused by a
Radio Oxford interviewer of wishful think-
ing. The boring answer is that if you're go-
ing to write you way to the year 3000 with-
out a somewhat repetitious 950 years of eat-
ing bats and fighting general elections with
pointed sticks, you have to summon up a lit-
tle optimism about the immediate future.
¥But," I assured the interviewer, "we've
tried to be ever so realistic. All sorts of
short-term events were thrown out of the
book because they seemed like wishful think-
ing."

"Such as?" he said. incautiously.

"Such as the prediction that in Spring
1986, Margaret Thatcher would be hit by a
meteorite.”

After three minutes he stopped giggling
enough to tell Oxford listeners that the o~
pinions of 1low persons being interviewed
were not necessarily....

Speaking of wishful thinking reminds me
of the pal who pinned down Larry Niven's ro-
sy vision of tomorrow in just six words: A
future where we're all Californians. The
worrying thing it thet Niven thinks of this
as Utopia.

Another favourite form of futurology is
called Spot the Trend -- very popular among
people who haven't got far enough into How
to Lie With Statistics to discover the warn-
ings on page two. Thus in 1982, keen-eyed
peerers into the future studied the market,
drew their graphs, and discovered that by
November 1985, every man, woman, child and
goldfish in the United Kingdom would own
38.61 home computers. Buckminster Fuller had
a similar and magnificently daft scenario in
which we would all sooner or later be able
to afford our own personal space shuttles,
since the global economy will infallibly
keep on expanding at a minimum 4% compound
interest. It seems unfair to pour cold water
on such a radiant vision by repulsively sug-
gesting that inflation can occasionally run
as high as 5%.... c

There's a bit about this kind of one-eyed
extrapolation in that famous SF novel set in
1984, G. K. Chesterton's The Napoleon of

Notting Hill:

There was Mr. Edward Carpenter, who
thought we should in a very short time
return to Nature, and live simply and
slowly as the animals do. And Edward
Carpenter was followed by James Pick-
ie, D. D. (of Pocahontas College), who
said that men were immensely improved
by grazing, or taking their £food slow-
ly and continuously, after the manner
of cows. And he said that he had, with
the most encouraging results, turned
city men out on all fours in a field
covered with veal cutlet. Then Tolstoy
and the Humanitarians said that the
world was growing more merciful, and
therefore no one would ever desire to
kill. And Mr. Mick not only became a
vegetarian, but at length declared
vegetarianism doomed ("shedding," he
called it finely, "the green blood of
the silent animals"), and predicted
that men in a better age would live on
nothing but salt. And then came the
pamphlet from Oregon (where the thing
was tried), and the pamphlet called
"Why Should Salt Suffer?", and there
was more trouble. {1904}

In the same book Chesterton invented the
game of Cheat the Prophet. 1In this, the
players listen very carefully and respect-
fully to all that the clever men have to say
about what is to happen and about what is to
happen in the next generation. The players
then wait until all the clever men are dead,
and bury them nicely. They then go out and.
do something else.

Brian and 1 thought the safest way to a-

Langford GoH Tatk
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void 1losing at this ancient game was not to
play -- or at least, pretend not to play.
For hours on end we shone lights into the
packagers' eyes, repeating the mystical
words: "This is a book of speculation -~ not
prediction, speculation, not prediction.

Right?" We reckoned we'd covered ourselves,
then, at least until the dustjacket of the
American edition, whose blurb asked: "Can we
predict what fate ~- and man's own irrepres-
sible inventiveness -- holds in store for us
in the next 1,000 years? Brian Stableford
and David Langford believe we can." For

several nights after reading this we had an
alarming tendency to wake up screaming. -

Our second line of defense is the fifteen
Year breathing space before the third mil-
lennium actually stirs into a ghastly sem-
blance of life (as H. P. Lovecraft would put
it). General Sir John Hackett's little pot-
boiler is now looking a trifle dodgy in its
daring future speculation that, in retalia-
tion for the beer at the Royal Angus Hotel
(scene of past NOVACONs), Birmingham will be
splattered on the 20th of August, 1985. Bri-
an and I, on the other hand, needn't start
shuffling evasively and making excuses until
our Israeli nuke fails to hit Libya in 2011
~= by which time, modern production stan-
. dards being what they are, every copy of the
book will have crumbled to dust. If we were
a bit late with the 2011 date, this may also
apply to the authors. despite being nice,
pacifistic people, we appealed to the pub-
lic's baser instincts (This Means You) by
letting off further doomsday weapons at in-
tervals throughout the 21st century, the
world being saved each time from nuclear ho-
locaust by a contract ‘specifying nine more
centuries of global history. Finally I grew
bored and declared that Brazil's attack on
Argentina by way of New Year celebrations in
2079 was the final nuclear skirmish.

Brian, in a fit of pique, retaliated by
sinking Japan.

The packager was quite
"Even if it's natural
think it'll be bad for Japanese sales? 1
thought maybe you could have World War 11l
fought between Finland, Albania, Puerto Rico
and Liechtenstein---lots of excitement with-
out prejudicing the big markets ..."

We patiently explained that all the best-
selling Japanese SF which didn't involved me
in rubber suits tripping over Tokyo was
about mighty earthquakes pulling the plug on

Largfond GoH Talk
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Japan. "That's an idea," he saigd,
"about a monster ravaging some vast doomed
metropolis. That's what genetic engineer-
ing's all about, isn't it?"

To console him, we had some 26th century
geneticists recreate Tyrannosaurus Rex, but
in a sleek new vegetarian model. There was
no particular economic justification for
this -- even as a pet, T. Rex is never like-
ly to replace the gerbil -- but the idea was
fun and so we reckoned that people with the
technology to do it would probably also
think it fun. The lucky sods. Just imagine
the 26th century remake <¢f V... or rather,
try not to. It's like John STadek's theory
that all those humanocid robots in SF repre-
sent a deep-seated science-fictional wish to
create artificial people, a wish which pres-
ent-day fans can only sublimate by having
babies. The human shape is pretty ineffici-
ent for robots (sometimes it doesn't work
too well for humans either -- my own inerti-
al guidance system developed  awkward bugs at
three this morning*)...but the theory is
that humanoid robots will still be built as
soon as they're feasible, because it's a fun
idea. The Third Millennium duly contains a
depressed humanoid robot who reads a lot of
Dostoevsky and gets suicidal: in a heroic
bid for realism he is not called Marvin.

((Unfortunately, I couldn't sneak in the
Langford version of the Three Laws of Robot-
ics, as I predict they will eventually e-
merge. .

[1] A robot will not harm authorized govern—
ment personnel but will terminate intru-
ders with extreme prejudice.

A robot will obey the orders of author-
ized personnel except where such orders
conflict with the Third Law.

A robot will guard its own
with lethal antipersonnel weaponry,

cause a robot is bloody expensive.))

(2]

existence
be-

[31]

Meanwhile, back in the plot....

The safe way to tackle prediction---ahem!
speculation--- is unfortunately the boring
way, the reliable way, the Herman Kahn way.
Kahn was (and for all I know, still is) the
famous fatso of the Hudson Institute, speci-
alizing in "surprise-free futures”, with all
the predictions heavily hedged:' a typical
Kahn peep into the beyond might assimilate
the total political and economic picture of
Earth today, process it with his fabled or
fabulous 1IQ of 200, and in ringing tones
give warning to the world that some time be-
fore the end of the century there could
quite possibly be some trouble in South Af-
rica, or not.

The basic Hudson Institute principle was
ably stuffed into a nutshell by Clive James
after Kahn's BBC appearance in 1974. All

* This previously scripted line was itself a
wondrous feat of prediction: emerging from a
room party at around that hour, I had indeed
tripped over luscious, young fan Alison Has-
ton and fallen on Dave Wood. 1If only it had
been the other way around.
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predictions are made in terms of the "auto-
extruding temporal unit 'fivetenfifteentwen-
nytwennyfiveyearsfromnow'", which James re-
spectfully suggested should be christened
Hermie:

Kahn's First Law of Ecodynamics can
then be simply stated. In the space of
one Hermie, anything that is happening
now will still be happening only more
so, unless something stops it. (The

. Second Law states that the fee for be-
ing told the First Law will be very
large.)

In the book we went for lots of safe op-
tions. None was safer than the infallible
treatment of long range trends in climate:
is it going to get hotter or colder, and
will cloudbursts or permafrost be more typi-
cal of a British midsummer? Cleverly sitting
on a thousand-year fence, we have the runa-
way greenhouse effect and melting icecaps
near the beginning of the third millenium,
and a new ice age at the end. (Sell your re-
frigerator shares now.) In between, we pre-
dict a period of scattered showers. with
cloudy and sunny intervals, and on the 1st
of April, 2542, it will rain pork pies over
western Coventry. That 1is the end of the
forecast.

Other safe bets? Genetic engineering will
obviously be big business unless present-day
research runs into a brick wall or gets
banned by the Moral Majority (because you
can use micro-organisms to synthesize alco-
hol, and of course the MM disapproves of
tight genes). I can reveal 1in confidence
that one heavily funded American research
team is working on genetic alteration of the
digestive systems of cattle, in hope of pro-
ducing a super bull which will excrete end-
less sequels to Battlefield Earth. My other
favourite speculation on this front 1is a
tailor-made bacillus which escapes from the
laboratory and devastates the country with
huge unstoppable floods of antibiotics and
interferon...but we decided The Third Mil-
lennium was a worthy and serious book, so
Brian wrote all this educational stuff about
artificial photosynthesis and synthetic food
stuffs, which the packagers promptly illus-
trated with a picture captioned The Jack
Spratt Grass Chop, complete with protruding
blades of grass and a little paper frill
around the narrow end.

One of the wonderful points about the
packaging system, you see, is that authors
aren't troubled with minor things like the
pictures and captions -- at least not until
the final layout is already being printed by
a cut-rate outfit handily located in Italy.
{You can imagine these black-suited mafiosi
types eyeing the page proofs suspiciously
and saying, "Mother of God, Luigi, what is-a
this ectogenetic pregnancy?") I had to sit
on our friendly packager's head and make him
telex a correction to Milan when I finally
saw his photo of Computer Storage Media
Through The Ages. The caption referred to
tape cassettes, disks and bubble memory. 1
hadn't realized that bubble memory

looked

-------- S page 7

like a large ball bearing, but what actually

reduced me to gibbering hysteria was that
the disk was a 45 single.

The least convincing rewrite of a caption
involved a bit in the text about the failure
of a nuclear fusion reactor -- this failure
being very feeble and undramatic, a sort of
.003 Mile Island. To illustrate this damp
squib, the demon artist couldn't resist air-
brushing a gigantic, devastating fireball
that looked like one of Ronald Reagan's wet
dreams. I had about three minutes to write
my way cut of this one before they cabled
the final changes to Italy. Resisting the
urge to alter the caption to "With one bound
Jack was free", 1 gritted my teeth and dic-
tated down the phone: “Propaganda picture
circulated by anti-nuclear group in 2091..."

Another good bet was the possibility of a
genetically engineered plague: to be on the
safe side, we put in three (one of which
would have been a remarkable prediction of
AIDS had the book appeared some time before
we wrote it), and again the art department
did us proud. The picture, captioned with
something about the struggle to contain the
spread of a deadly virus, showed a surgical
team up to the elbows in their patient--pre-
sumably looking for the virus and extracting
it with tweezers. This time, . the hasty re-

placement was something about how the dis-
ease caused huge disfiguring warts whose
spread had to be contained by crack sur-

geons. "Are you pulling my leg?" the packag-
er asked, as he made it more socially accep-
table by altering "warts" to "cancer". Sad-
istic people you meet in the publishing bus-
iness.

Besides being unfairly prejudiced against
the harmless, everyday wart, this fellow was
full of morbid worries about elongated legs.
With one cerebral hemisphere he'd ask me to
write a bit of relief into Brian's 3000-word
chapter on the philosophy and economics of
27th century Xkumquat-growing in the re-
claimed Antarctic wastes. With the other
half of the his brain he nervously queried
the names of the imaginary posthistorical
characters: he didn't object to Tom Disch
becoming a 21st century US President, but
was convinced that most names other than
Smith, Jones and Brown were full of hidden
meaning, part of a vile authorship plot to
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get him sued for libel. Little did he know
that the Oriental surnames were all pinched
from Reading's Chinese restautant owners....
He even cut a quite harmless line referring
to "Thatcherville (formerly Sellafield)".
This became a challenge. Gully Foyle of
Tiger! Tiger! makes a guest appearance as a
chauvinist exploiter of asteroids, but some-
thing happened at the copyediting stage to
his line, "Packager, I Kkill you deadly!"
Several fans were smeaked into the book in
suitably flattering roles -- the section on
free-fall industry makes reference to alco-
hol production via the Martin Hoare Infinite
Fermenter, whose creator boasts of being re~
sponsible for 99% of all zero-G hangovers.
We were severely handled by polyglot critics
after another boozy reference, to a spurious

o

TNTER YouR oW
Genet

German plonk manufacturer called Misttafel-
wein GmbH. I was of course shocked and am-
azed when it was explained to me that in
German, the Mist bit conveys the same im-
pression as that American beer which tastes
like it sounds: Schlitz.

Our packager had his revenge, though, by
slipping in a final picture of two chaps
silhouetted against a sky packed with un-
likely numbers of stars, planets, galaxies,
quasars, and Carl Sagan. 1I'l1l give you his
caption verbatim.

The authors gaze into the universe and
contemplate "the end of progress™. 1In
fact they are at home in Langford's
recreation area, examining a holo-pro-
jection of the sky as viewed from Ep-
silon Eridani, to which they will be-
gin to journey shortly after publica-
tion of this history.

Now that last bit is really wishful thinking
+++. The true caption should be the words of
the taller of the two figures as he points
dramatically at an airbrushed blob: "The u-
niverse, or the remainder shelf? Which shall
it be, Stableford? Which shall it be?"

) I shall not record Mr. Stableford's re-
ply.
~ Brian had actually been jaundiced about
Pictures of the Author ever since we'd visi-
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'ted Shuckburgh Reynoids Ltd for an editorial

confexence about the literary merit of my
excuses for late delivery, and mighty pack-
ager David Reynolds had said: “pave, I'm
just pasting up The Science FPiction Source-
bock and I want your photo!"™ He rushed me
outside for a lightning snapshot, with Brian
trailing plaintively behind saying "What a-—
bout me? I've written moré books than him."
The reply was, "Ah, it's not what you write,
it's the name you write under.” In the
paste—up there was a big white space among
the L'"s, but the corresponding slot in the
S's was already full of Olaf Stapledon. The
message for aspiring SF authors is clear. If
you want your photo in the reference books,
aim for an unoccupied page. Avoid such pen-
names as Asinine, Heineken, or Clap.

The final futuristic 3joy of The Third

Millenium was to be a holographic cover...or

rather, a little square holographic bit in
the middle of the jacket. The idea is that
in the sort of 1lighting you get in book-
shops, the wondrous 3-D image can't actually
be seen, and people will buy the book so
they can take it outside. What really hap~
pens, ©of course, is that they péer into what
locks 1like a wrinkled scrap of aluminium
foil, see their -own reflections, and think
"I'm not buying this. It's full of appalling
distortions about me." :

This amazing hologram was supposed to
show a 2001-ish space scene, and what went
wrong is still shrouded in mystery. Did the
strings show? Did they discover too 1late
that The Blue Danube doesn't photograph
well? Did the plasticene spaceship look too
much Yike something from a Playgirl. center-—
fold? There are some things, as the packag-
ers were swift to tell wus, which authors
were not meant to know. Instead they substi-
tuted an off-the-peg hologram that they
thought was Jjust wonderful. Brian and I
stared blankly at it: "What the hell has a
nautilus shell got to do with the book?"™ The
answer, according to the dustjacket proof,
was that it  symbolized world unity. I sup~
pose a dead shellfish that's been sawn in
half is as representative a symbol as any.

Anyway, the publishers went wild about
this cover, perhaps because the mere idea of
holograms reminded them happily of credit
cards. They danced in the streets. Their
reps visited all the bookshops with advance
copies, proudly saying "Wonderful, isn't
it?" And the bookshop people warmly replied:
"Yes, it's a triffic hologram. Rilly...trif-
fic. I thought just the same when I saw it ,
on one of Jonathan Cape's books last week.™

Blackout. .

The replacement replacement hologram is
even more baffling in its symbolism. All ov-—-
er the country on publication day, people
scratched their heads and thought, "How is
the essence of the thiré millennium conveyed
by a picture of two bloody acorns?” Only the
authors could decode the packager's secret,
subliminal message that this book had been
written by a pair of nuts.

Newspaper reporters who came to interview
us were clearly of much the same opinion.
The science reporter. from the Telegraph
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wrote us up as typical mad scientists, prob-
ably in revenge for my chortle when he men-
tioned his complete ignorance of esoterica
like nuclear fusion, or indeed nuclei. (Bri-
an managed to switch to interview to future
sociology before 1 could demonstrate the
principles of fusion power using two
lumps and a spot of senseless viclence.)

The Reading papers all wanted to know
what we, as 1local authors, had predicted
about the future of Reading. Unfortunately

the book's only mention of the town is on
the back flap, where it's confidently pre-
dicted that Brian will teach sociology at
.Reading University in 1985.... Fortunately
the 1local reporters aren't too bright and
were easily fobbed off with a passage about
how, in the 28th century, Reading still sur-
vives despite the rival attractions of in-
formation acquisition by direct brain trans-
fer.

The newspapers also sent photographers,
who Jjust like us had different views about
the way the future was going to be. The
‘Reading gqutter press always thinks authors
should have an insane gleam in their eyes,
and the camera men spend their time trying
to arrange eldritch reflections from a can-
dle, thus producing snapshots of a future in
which authors are all drunk, blind, unable
to afford electric lighting, and very badly
photographed.

A lady from the Telegraph felt the third
millennium should look surreal, futuristic
and stark, and frogmarched us off to hunt
for a suitable backgrounds in Reading Uni-
versity. Having posed us by a strakly sur-
real fire escape, she instructed us to stare
into the bright sky and point out nearby su-
pernovae to each other: my glasses immedi-
ately turned black like Zaphod Beeblebrox's,
and Brian displayed his reaction to the fu-
ture by bursting into tears. As a punish-
ment we were made to fumble our way down a
steep wet slope covered 1in nettles, to be
photographed at the bottom wondering how
we'd even get up again and contemplating the
future of ointment; next we had to peer pre-
cognitively round a wall, with me balancing
on a lethally insecure beer-crate (that was
the photot that got used): we finally drew
the line when invited to pose in a particu-
larly futuristic-looking tree.

By contrast, a visiting American camera
artist reckoned the future would be ever so
egalitarian. 1In his utopian vision, elitist
differences between human beings would be
firmly ironed out. As a result, all of his
snaps of the two of us show me hunched up
with hideous grimaces of pain -- trying not
to be heightist and look taller than my fel-
low man. Brian is about five-foot-six. On
the whole, the nettles were more comfy.

You'll have noticed that I've talked more
about the book's hidden infrastructure than
the actual contents. We need to keep a few
of our secrets: Rog Peyton of Andromeda Book
Co. Ltd, has pictured to me in his vision of
a possible future in which I reveal so many
high spots of The Third Millennjum that no-
body feels they need spend &12.95 to read
the rest, and as a result the Andromeda

sugar-

bookstall has a huge pile of unsold
which fall on a certain author
both his legs.

So 1'll 3just finish with extracts from
the long list of people the book is going to
annoy -- quite apart from those who only
just found out its price. Many Americans,
including Greg Benford and Jerry Pournelle
will be peeved by the rude remarks on their
nice Star Wars defense project, which is un-
favorably compared to the Maginot Line. Con-
versely the Guardian got very shirty at what
they thought was a slighting reference to
solar power; there are some things about
which man must not make jokes.... The Sovi-
ets should be hugely miffed at the - common-
place skiffy suggestion that their version
of Marxism is the last of the world's great,
doomed religions. It is of course impossible
to write an honets book which won't outrage
the government of South Africa, so they
hardly count. Moral Majority fellow-travel-
lers will go into fits at the notion of an
interstellar drive being invented by a team
whose leaders are two happily married chaps.
Conservationists and astronomers will resent
the casual way we blow up the asteroid Ceres
in order to promote a Bob Shaw novel. If
anyone from Birmingham ever reads the book
{unlikely though it seems), they may not be
too happy to find a bit about their city go-
ing bankrupt owing to investment in a maglev
subway system. The Channel Ferry people
will, as always, boil with rage at a fortui-
tous mention of the opening of the Channel
Tunnel (complete with an electronic Times
headline: CONTINENT NO LONGER CUT OFF. And
finally, the authors will definitely suffer
severe emotional shock should they ever
again open the book and inadvertently read
the picture captions.

I won't ask for questions from the floor
-- owing to my hearing trouble -- I've never
been able to understand what floors say. In-
stead, let's conclude with a genuine, daring
prediction about the short-term future now
confronting us. This is a hot tip, so get
your bets on now: In one minute or less the

copies
and break

bar is going to be packed full.
Thank you.
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An article by Buck Coulson

Thirty years of collecting science fic-
tion and rummaging in used book stores, 1li-
brary sales, and flea markets can turn up
some very odd items. Of course, I don't
hold the record for bookstore browsing; Bob
Gaines probably does that. At least, he can
wear me out. And, of course, most of the
little-known science fiction novels are 1lit~

tle known for quite good reason. But there
are occasionally some items of interest
among the rubbish; not gems, but readable

books. (And of course, some of the rubbish
is bad enough to be funny, which is a plus.)
Anyway, the following are a few science fic-
tion books that you won't see on the average
dealer's table.

For Want of a Nail, by Robert Sobel, is
subtitled "If Burgoyne Had Won At Saratoga"
and was published in 1973 for a then-hefty
$12.95. I first saw a copy in Gene DeWeese's
living room, and later on actually did find
one on a dealer's table; Dean McLaughlin had
one marked down to $1.98, which is more my
price. Basically, this is a 400-page econc-
mic history of the Confederation of North
America and the United States of Mexico. The
CNA composes essentially the US as it was
after the Louisiana Purchase, and most of
Canada. Quebec, comprising both Quebec and
Ontario, is an "associated territory" How—~
ever, the CNA territory stops at the Rocky
Mountains instead of extending to the Paci-
fic. The remainder of the North American
continent, down to about Panama, is part of
the USM.

The turning point in history, as the ti-
tle indicates, is the battle of Saratoga. In
this world, Clinton did move up the Hudson,
arriving in the rear of the Colonial army in
time to finish it off. As Benedict Arnoild
failed to take charge in the field and lead
the rebel assault, as he did in our world,
the Colonial army was already in a bad way.
This, coupled with the loss of Philadelphia,
led to massive desertions in the Colonial
army (which also happened in our history)
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and, more importantly, the loss of interest
by France. Peace was negotiated, and Bur-
goyne named Governor-General of British
North America. However, a large number of
"unreconstructed rebels"™ refused tc surren-
der and moved into Spanish territory, in
Mexico and Texas, eventually expelling the
Spanish and forming a nation. As the popu-
lation of the two countries increased, the
CNA expanded westward and the USM northward,
until they met in the Rockies. All this
early history, which makes for quite a fas-
cinating alternate world, takes place in the
first 130 pages of the book. Following this,
the history of the two countries is covered
with the same economic emphasis that bored
me in high school history class. There are
border disputes, foreign alliances and the
like, but the emphasis is on economics and
party politics, complete with tables of
election returns and dgross national prod-
ucts. I'm sure it was fun to work out, but
it doesn't make thrilling reading. Then
there's a "Selected Bibliography”, with i-
tems such as "Towards a New Jerusalem" by
Benedict Arnold, and Joan Kahn's "Secret
History of the Kincaid Assassination". 1It's
one of the most thoroughly worked out alter-
nate worlds I've ever encountered, and the
first part is fascinating reading, though
the last half of the book is a bit dry.

Prince Charlie's Bluff, by Donald Thomas,
is subtitled "A Novel of the Kingdom of Vvir-
ginia", and was published in 1974 and re-
maindered shortly afterward. As I recall, I
picked it out of a bin of remaindered books
at K-Mart in the late 1970s. The alternate
history of this one begins at the battle of
Quebec, in 1759; the British fail to outman-
euver Bougainville, and are caught between
two French forces on the Plains of Abraham.
The French launch attacks on the rest of the
British colonies, while the Highland regi-
ments captured at Quebec are induced to'en—
ter the service of James 11I; at the time,
James and his son, "Bonny Prince Charlie"®,
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are in exile in France. The Highlanders are
slipped into Virginia to seize a kingdom for
James, and do, though he never sees it.
Prince Charlie becomes Charles 111, King of
virginia. The book is organized in the form
of a journal, written by one of the Highland
officers, and much of it is devoted to poli-
tical strategy and military tactics. The
major flaw is that the plot and idea are ev-
erything; none of the characters are made
very real, or very interesting. The cam-
.paigns and historical variations were enough
to keep me reading, -though they might not be
for everyone.

Half~Gods, was some-—

by Murray Sheehan,
one's review copy; a sticker on the fly-leaf
gives a publication date as April 8, 1927. I
got it a long time ago at a second-hand book

store; picked it up for the title and was
hooked by the picture of the centaur on the
cover. It's easily the most 1literate book

of the bunch, part of the ™southern school®
‘'of writing that was popular at the time. It
opens with a centaur being born to a mare
belonging to an uneducated horse-trader, and
the focus of the novel is on the gradual ma-
turing of the centaur and one of the horse-
trader's sons, who has ideas of education
and conduct "above his station™. Both, of
course, are unable to fit in with their com-
munity of ignorant, provincial, self-right-
eous small-town dwellers. The author spends
a lot of time on the local minister, and the
reader gets a sharp view of the fundamental-
ist in the years before television; restric-
ted in scope, but not in ambition. At the
end, the boy Daniel has escaped to a wider
world, while the centaur has ironically
gained his major desire: acceptance by the
loafers around the corner store. 1 thorough-
ly enjoyed the book when I first read it be~
cause it was a half-alien society to me;
it's even more alien ' today, and probably
less believable, but people really did think
and act that way. Some of them still do,
though they're more sophisticated about it.
Iive never seen or heard of a copy anywhere
else,

. of a prophet.

" over Asiatic Russia.

Prince Izon, by James Paul Kelly, is sub-
titled *A Romance of the Grand Canyon", and
was published in 1910. I found it in a used
book store around 1980. The rather improb-
ably theme is that a large group of Aztecs
migrated north from Mexico to the Grand Can-
yon, and rebuilt their civilization. A prob-
lem is that they have split into two groups,
each with its own city. The good guys . have
become Christian under Spanish rule, and no-
ble, civilized, kind-hearted, and altogether
wonderful, with Prince Izon of the title as
their ruler. The other city is under the
sway of the evil high priest Topelztin, and
his group of heathen, savage, brutal, vici-
ous minions. 1Into this civil war wanders a
group made up of an archaeologist, his
daughter, his niece, - and one Black Eagle,
his Havasupai Indian blood brother. Inciden-
tally, the Havasupai are descendents of the
Ten Lost Tribes of Israel. No proof of this
is forthcoming; everyone is supposed to know
it. (I bet you didn't, though.) This sets
the stage for intrigue, warfare, kidnapping,
and an eventual happy ending. Topelztin is
squashed by a huge cross, Prince Izon weds
the daughter, and Black Eagle gets the
niece., One of the interesting things about
the book is the . conclusion: in that era,
pure white American women never ended up

" with Indians, princes and reformed Jews or

not. (They didn't end up with Jews, for
that matter.) It was called miscegenation,
there were laws against it in most states
(Indiana's law continued into the 1950s and
laws may still be on the books in some
southern states), and it wasn't considered
literarily romantic. So science fiction was
leading the way, even then. (Of course, an-
other point of interest is that the Grand
Canyon was so little known in 1910 that a
plot like this could have been set there.)
Sown in the Darkness, by William Richard
Twiford, 1s a book of another color. (Pure
white.) It was published in 1941 by F. Or-
lin Tremayne, who was the editor of Astound-
ing just before Campbell. (His name is gen-
erally spelled "Tremaine", but it's "Tre-
mayne" on the book; now someone can write in

and tell me that they were two different
people.) I picked it up in a 1library sale
sometime in the 1970s. 1It's considered a

rare book, and I've actually seen it in cat-
alogs, though not often. Twiford wasn't much
The "Preamble”" to his novel,
showing how the world got from 1941 to 2000
AD, involves "a sort of gentlemen's agree-
ment" to stop bombing in 1941, followed by a
quick conquest of Russia by Germany. Then,
after a "brief war with Japan", when the US
government is about to collapse with a nine-
ty-four billion dollar debt, a new monetary
theory (print whatever you need) sweeps the
world, undermines Hitler and brings Germany
to a democracy, and encourages the formation
of the "United States of Europe", which in-
cludes the British Empire. China and Japan
join forces to expel the whites, and take
Somehow Communism en-
dures all this and becomes a powerful reli-
gion called Cosmocracy. A new international
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union to stop war is formed, a new calendar
is adopted, a "sun engine" is developed to
replace coal and oil, a “"scientific alpha-
bet" 1is adopted to aid rapid handwriting
(were typewriters that scarce in 1940? I
owned one then, and so did Juanita), air-
planes are run on broadcast power, every-
thing is built of plastic, immigration laws
are abolished, thus "jamming the United
States with hordes of mentally deficient
black, brown and yellow people®, while in~-
terracial marriage "was producing a mongrel,

half-witted American citizenry™, and a new
whites-only separatist political party is
formed to save the country.

That's all in the first 18 pages, before

the story really starts. The plot of bla-
tantly racist, as you might guess from the
foregoing, with the hero being a noble Sep-
aratist presidential candidate who opposes
the ruling Cosmocrat. The separatists are
forced to form their own secret police
organization -- called the Knight Riders;

there's a nifty pun for you. Then the Sep-
aratists win the election, the Yellow Peril
invades, and in the end is defeated. Lots

of action in the book, plus a very soppy
love affair. At the back of the book are 80
pages of appendices, explaining all the sci-
entific and economic inventions in the story
== 22 of them. 1It's not exactly one of the
great books of science fiction, but it's an
interesting 1look into the mind of the au-
thor.

The Coming of the Amazons, by Owen John-
son, is subtitled (you notice that most of
these books are subtitled) ®"A Satiristic
Speculation on -the-Scientific Puture of Civ-~
ilization"; the author doesn't think small.
It was published in 1931 and is an ex-libra-
ry copy, though I got it at a flea market.
It's somewhat of a cheat; since at the end

a dream, or rather a
hero
goes into the future =-- or thinks he does --
by means of a sort of hibernation technique,

out to be
But in the beginning, our

it turns
nightmare.

and finds the future ruled by seven-foot
tall, Nordic type women. There are the usual
future inventions: anti-gravity, broadcast
power, weather contrel, 1light ™generated
like heat and radiated through the house",
lengthened lifespans, population control,
the end of warfare because of population
control, 3-D television, and so on. Unlike
Twiford, the author doesn't explain any of
it. One bit of problem-solving that might
not even occur to a modern author is the
solving of the “"servant problem" by having
servants work under post-hypnotic sugges-
tions, so they do perfect work. The women,
of course, can't resist the first "real man®
in generations, and our hero gets along fine
until he begins espousing male rights and
emotion rather than.reasoned action. (That's
accurate anyway; the author didn't fall for
the old husband's tale that women are more
emotional than men.) Some of the ideas are
well thought out; the book isn't a typical
1929 male look at feminism. One neat idea
that seems unique to the book is that, since

“New York has been destroyed and rebuiilt sev-

eral times, the surface of Manhattan Island
is now some 150 to 200 feet above sea level:
the book is interesting for this sort of
thing. :

AMy first experience working in the photo area of a .

masquerade was at INGUNANACON, my first Worldcon. That
photo session went perfectly which made me think that
this was normal. Obviously, Fate was making a sucker
play on me. I discovered that working in the photo
area gave me a perfect view of the costumes under good
lighting . at close distances. I usually miss the pre-
sentations but considering how bad most -of them are,
this was not a major loss. Over the years, I have
worked in the photo area at more cons than I can re-
-member, but certain ones stick out in my mind. -
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An article by Danny Low
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The 1984 Portland WESTERCON was noteworthy as the
most perfectly run photo session that I have ever
worked. The hotel provided us with a power box that
had enough outlets and power to meet all of our power
needs. We had the photo area set up early and ran all
the contestants through the photo areas before the
masquerade started. As a result, I had a rare opportu-
nity to see the presentations as well. It was a small
masquerade and finished early, so we left the 1lights
set up for an hour after the end for an informal photo
session for anyone who wanted to. take more pictures.

Coulson & Low
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By contrast, everything went wrong at the

CONSTELLATION photo session. First, Alan
Frisbie's 1lights got sent to Atlanta and
there was a last minute scramble to find

some lights locally. The good news was that
we were able to find some lights. The bad
news was that they were 3200K lights instead
of the daylight balance lights that everyone
had been told would be used.

The company running the convention center
insisted that only they could put up the
backdrop, which they did.About two hours be-
fore the start of the photo session, one of
the convention center employees got entan-
gled in the backdrop and while freeing him-
self knocked down one of the supporting
posts, which knocked down the next support-
ing post, which knocked down the next sup-
porting post, until the entire backdrop had
dropped to the ground. We called the conven-
tion center and told them about the problem.
They said they would send someone over to
fix the problem. Nobody ever came and we set
up the backdrop ourselves.

An electrician was supposed to come and
help us set up the lights. He never showed
up (this turned out to be fairly common),
and we had to find the power outlets our-
selves. It turned out that they were on the
floor and covered with screw-down plugs that
require a special tool to uncap them. After
much effort with improvised tools (such as
" knives) we got some of them unscrewed, only
to discover that some of the plugs covered
microphone outlets and not power outlets. We
eventually got enough power outlets uncov-
ered and completed the set-up.

We had risers for the photographers, but
when they got on them, the risers started to
separate. This time, the convention center
responded to our call for help. Someone ar-
rived with ropes to tie the riser together,
but as he started to do this he noticed that
the risers were set up improperly and had to
be fixed before he could tie them together.
We were lucky they had not collapsed.

Those who were at the CONSTELLATION mas-
querade know that the hall where it was held
was enormous. The photo area was located in
the rear of the hall and as the masquerade
went on, the spectators in the rear realized
that they could see the costumes
the photo area. $So, all during the masquer-
ade people drifted towards the photo area
until at the end there were more spectators
there than photographers.

The there was the 1985 WESTERCON photo
session which could have been the worst pho-
to session ever. The woman in charge of the

. how powerful
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masquerade had never done one, or worked in
one, or participated in a masqguerade before.
Her idea of a photo area was to have a
lighting company come in and set up two
lights. She appointed no one to be in charge
of the area and did not have the faintest
idea what type of lights were installed or
they were. 1In addition, the
photo area was right in front of the main
and only entrance to the ballroom where the
rasquerade was being held. Only some inves-
tigation by Clint Bigglestone saved the day.
Once he and George King realized what the
situation was, they got together with the
other photographers and formed an ad hoc
photo crew that took. charge of the photo
session, and made it come off smoothly ' des-
pite everything.

LACon 1I was memorable for the shear size

of the photo area. Instead of the usual
flash and available 1light areas, we had a
flash area, a 3200K available 1light area,

and a daylight available light area. In add-
ition, the size of each area was larger than
the entire photo area of a typical WESTER~
CON. I reported to work at 10AM on Saturday.
Alan Frisbie had already been working there
for over an hour. I finally went off duty at
2AM the next morning, leaving Alan and two
friends to cart his egquipment away. Except
for two gquick runs to the snack bar for
lunch and dinner, I worked straight through
for 16 hours. Nothing went wrong, but due to
the huge size of the photo area, it just
took a lot of werk to get it set up.

The CHICON IV photo session went quite
nicely and was not memorable except for one
incident. As we were setting up the photo
area, someone came up to us and said he was
in charge of the photo area. Alan Frisbie
responded that he was in charge of the photo
area, and since he had the lights, all the
other equipment, and an experienced crew on
hand, he was running the photo area. The
other person went off in a huff. Long after
the convention I discovered that two differ-
ent people (one of them being Alan Frisbie)
had been told they were to run the photo
area. That confrontation at set-up time was
the first either person knew of the other.

When I first started working in the photo
area, I just looked at the costumes. It was
only after years of looking that I decided
to take pictures as well. 1 thought my ex-
perience working in the photo area would be
a great help as I knew all the things that
could go wrong. However, I found out that
with photography there was a whole new set
of disasters that could happen, but that's
another story.

ik
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Look At

Cordwainer “Smith

An article by David M. Shea

In the liner notes of his major 1967 dou-
ble album, Freak Qut!, Frank 2Zappa, the
founder and musical director of the Mothers
of Invention, wrote: "The following people
have influenced our music in many ways.
Please do not hold it against them." The
list which followed was diverse and inter-
esting; but it is no coincidence that among
the names was that of "Cordwainer Smith”. It
is difficult to comprehend the cutting edge
of avant garde rock without a grasp of Zap-
pa's seminal work; likewise it is difficult
to be sure of the direction of modern sci-
ence fiction without studying the works of
"Cordwainer Smith"., It is sad to see one of
the field's most original and unique visions
falling into obscurity.

Though they both spent substantial por-
tions of their lives in the same city, it is
not likely that Zappa personally encountered
"Smith" outside the pages of a book. The
author wrote extensively in and out of the
genre all his 1life,
from fans with "Smith" and other pen names.
In real 1life, he was Paul Myron Anthony
Linebarger, to which he could append, if the
mood stuck him, such prestigious honorifics
as "Doctor" (Ph.D), "Professor"” (of Asiatic
Studies, Johns Hopkins), and "Colonel® (U.S.
Army Intelligence, retired). For extensive
biographical material, as well as insightful
commentary on many "Smith" stories, the
reader 1is referred to J.J. Pierce's excel-
lent introduction to DelRey's anthology The
Best of Cordwainer Smith.

"Smith"/Linebarger did his major work in
the science fiction field in the period from
the end of World War II until the early
1960s (he died in 1966). During that time
he compiled a body of work which even today
is amazing in its scope of style, invention,
imagery, and insight. It is no idle sugges-
tion to claim that "Smith" must be regarded,
together with C. L. Moore and the young Ray
Bradbury, as one of the major predecessors
not only of the explosive "New Wave" of the
1960s, but generically of such major writers
of today as John Varley, Connie Willis, and
Thomas Disch.

It was "Cordwainer Smith", for example,
who invented the concept of the anti-agathic
drugs, an idea borrowed, with or without
credit, by James Blish (the Cities in Flight
tetralogy)}, Frank Herbert (Dune) and Chris-—

topher Rowley (The War for Eternity). It is
. hardly surprising that Linebarger, rather

David Shea & Condwainer Smith

but distanced himself .

sharp juxtaposition

than making it central in its own right,
merely stipulated the concept as a given and
used it as a tool to expand his universe.
Religion and myth, myth and sex, sex and
religion were all grist for Smith's mill.
Long before other writers dared explore such
themes, Cordwainer Smith was writing in
these primary human colors. In the memorable
"The Dead Lady of Clown Town" (1964), for
example~--a story of shattering impact---the
human protagonist has an apparently gratui-
tous sex act with a character who literally
comes out of the wall for that purpose. ‘et
viewing the story in its entirety, the scene
is organic and integral to the plot.
Linebarger's theme throughout his work,
as he tells the reader with a directness
which verges on subtlety, is the "rediscov-
ery of man": the passion, horror, danger,
and doubt which alone make the human experi-
ence meaningful. What price virtue, where
there is no sin?  The basis of his work,
however, is woven behind themes and sub-
themes {some borrowed from his expertise in
Chinese 1lore), vivid characterization, a
of styles, and even -~
occasionally -- a despairing sense of humor.

Today's writers might well study Cord-
wainer Smith's apt talent for turning a
phrase. Consider this opening hook from his

first published SF story, "Scanners Live in

vVain®™ (1950):

"Martel was angry. He did not even ad-
just his blood away from anger."”

Or in "The Crime and Glory of Commander Suz-—
dal™ ((1964), an inventively peculiar sex
story which foreshadows such benchmarks as
LeGuin's The Left Hand of Darkness):

"pbo not read this story; turn the page
quickly. The story may upset you....
pon't 1let yourself realize that the
story is the truth ... These are all
just imaginary, they didn‘'t happen,
forget about it, go away and read
something else."”

Or on rare occasions when he felt like lec-
turing outside the classroom: "Bright brains
serve madness as well as they serve sanity
-- namely, very well indeed.”

All of Cordwainer Smith's science fiction
took place in his own peculiar and far fu-
ture universe; and since he could seldom be
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troubled to explain it, the reader amust
plunge in unprepared. This makes the sto-
ries less accessible than they might have
been, especially to the lazy reader; yet in
the last analysis, Smith 1is writing alout
primal human aspects so that, like Shake~
speare, he always has something to say to
those who are willing to take the trouble to
listen. In "The Lady Who Sailed The Soul"

(1960), for example, the author tells us
right out in front that it is a love story.
And so it is: a sad, grotesque, and even

morbid love story, but a love story nonethe-
less. "The Game of Rat and Dragon" is like-
wise a very basic story about emotion, dis-
tinguished mainly by the fact that it is en-
tirely sublimated and takes place solely in
the minds of the characters. In such stories
as "The Ballad of Lost C'Mell" (1962), the

memorable “"Alpha Ralpha Boulevard” (1961},
and especially "The Dead Lady of Clown
Town" (1964), Linebarger and his be-
loved stand-ins, the Underpeople,
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and explore the definitions of
"Human" and "person". All of
these themes are woven into the
the author's one major novel,
Nostrilia (1960, 1975).*

The comparison to Shake-
speare is not an in- //
exact one; for Smith's
universe of the in-

* Nostrilia was first writ-
ten in 1960, then split into
two parts and published sep-
arately (with extra material
so as to seem like individu-

al novels) as The Planet
Buyer (1964) and The Under-
people (1968) . The first

book publication as one nov-
el occurred ' from Ballantine
in 1975.
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A Survivalist Dystopla portrays survival-
ism itself as a madness in society, a final
excess of the nuclear age. The key factor
defining this sub-genre 1is that it concerns
people -- survivalists -- who actively pre-
pare for disaster by building shelters, buy-
ing retreats, or stockpiling food and weap-
ons. Hence, excellent postholocaust films
such as Road Warrior don't fit the descrip-
tion since there is no evidence that the em-
battled refinery operators actually prepared
in advance for the war even though the story
strongly affirms survivalist values. Like-
wise, the strongly dystopian Defcon4 cannot
be considered since its characters apparent-
ly made no advance preparations either --
they simply came to power after the war and
created a nightmare society that might have
grown out of fanatic survivalism, but in-
stead grew out of old army units.

The prototype for Survivalist Dystopia
(SD] films must be the Twilight Zone episode
"The Shelter"”. Here a well-meaning survival-
ist finds himself and his family besieged by
neighbors attempting to enter his well-
stocked shelter. At the last possible mo-
ment, word comes that it was a false alarm,

Skran: Survival Dystopias

and the shamed
block party

neighbors decide to hold a
for the bloodied and bruised

shelter owner. The message is clear: this
shelter nonsense will set us all at each
other's throats. $Still, this is not true

survivalist dystopianism. The shelter owner
is not portrayed as a nutcase or pocket Hit-
ler acting out a childish fantasy of power;
rather, a regular fellow trying to do what
is best for his family.

A more strongly dystopian view emerges
from Ladybug, Ladybug, a film concerning the
evacuation of a school and the events that
follow. Like Lord of the Flies, Ladybug at-
tempts to illuminate adult behavior by show-
ing its reflection in children. Unfortunate-
ly, this results in children saying very un-
childlike things. Briefly, the alarm comes
to a particular school, and there aren't e~
nough buses. A teacher has to walk home a
large group of children who 1live near the
school. Long stretches of tedium assault the
viewer as the director tries for a lyrical
ambience but succeeds only in creating bore-~
dom. Finally, the last group of children
are left off at the last house, where coin-
cidentally a large fall-out shelter is loca-

An article by Dale L. Skran Jr.
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ted and the parents are out shopping. A
teenage girl leads the final group of child-
ren into the shelter and establishes a pock-
et tyranny. She forces the kids to eat the
mushy rations provided and to sleep on a
schedule. When a little girl tries to gain
entrance to the shelter, the "shelter bitch"
refuses to allow it. Her hidden motive is
jealousy, as the oldest boy in the shelter
likes the girl locked out, and eventually
breaks out to find her. A chase through a
jJunkyard ensues (this scene has *deep mean-
ing*, of course), with the girl locking her-
self in a refrigerator and presumably suffo-
cating, and the boy running wildly this way
and that unable to find her. By this point,
the audience is aware that the alarm was an
accident, and the tragic events for naught.
Throughout Ladybug, we are treated to a
heavy-handed anti-war message as the child-
ren speak adult lines. When they do act as
children it is too contrived an effect, as
when several boys play "atom bomb™ in the
shelter and talk glibly of killing millions,
obviously without any comprehension of their
prospective role among the casualties. The
message of Ladybug can hardly be missed: all
this fall-out shelter stuff is wrong, trying
to survive brings out the worst in people,
and in any case the food won't be very good.
Further, our children will be left to fend
for themselves in a nightmare world.
Although Ladybug qualifies as a survival-
ist dystopian film, the pure stuff is surely
the '80s film Massive Retaliation. In most
ways a more interesting and substantial film
than The Day After, Massive Retaliation puts
many of the moral dilemmas of the shelter
into stark relief. The action begins as a
group of survivalists call each other to get
out of town based on the prospect of war in
the Middle East. Their children have already
left in a van. The six suburban survivors
arrive at their stronghold only to find that
their children haven't arrived. The strong-
hold mirrors the survivalists themselves --
seemingly prepared, but in reality a half-
measure, full of blunders, and not remotely
ready for the real thing. One mother at-
tempts to steal a car and go looking for the
children. While the chase develops, it is
discovered that the mine fields cannot be
turned off easily. When the smoke clears,

both the mother and the drunken football’

player have been injured. The only reason
they aren't dead is that the mines were
duds. Later in the film we discover that the
retreat's water source is an open pond!

The action shifts back a forth between
the struggles of the kids to get to the re-
treat, complicated by the failure of the
van's water pump, and the survivors falling
apart at the retreat. We are introduced to
a remarkable gallery of stereotypes: the
doctor who has set himself up as a fascist
god, the career woman who apes mannishness
by taking survival seriously, the drunk-com-
edian husband whose "human” advice is valued
for no discernable reason, the "regqular
housewife® who acts as the repository of
“real human values" in the face of the virus
of survivalism, the superficial mistress

with a heart of gold, and the man who is so
attached to his computers that he worries
more about them than his kids.

The fascist doctor (who has never been in
the armed forces) and the computer hacker
(who is a Coast Guard reservist) go off into
the night to investigate someone trying to
sneak over the fence. The mines have been
abandoned because a power failure destroyed
the single floppy containing their mine con-
trol program. They shoot someone who turns
out to be an old friend of the housewife's.
We now have the classic debate: should they
expend resources on an outsider? The doctor
and the career woman say no; the . mistress
and the housewife say yeas. The doctor re-~-
fuses to operate, so the housewife (who
turns out to be a nurse) goes ahead and re-
moves the bullet. The operation is -remark-
ably successful, even, yes, fancifully suc-
cessful.

Pretty soon the kids show up, but they
have been overpowered .-by tiwo hill-billy
types who want all the survivalists fuel and
say they'll shoot the kids unless they give
in. The doctor goes berserk and starts hit-
ting the oldest boy, his son, demanding to
know why he brought back these "vermin". E-
ventually the survivalists come out of their
retreat with guns and line up on a hill. The
"bad guys" take one kid and move off,
threatening to blow up the van if the kids
try to leave it. At this point the boozie
jock, who happens to be married to the tough
career woman, comes hobbling out on crutch-
es, yelling that the war is over. Apparently
the Pope has excommunicated all combatants
and mass desertions have forced both side to
quit. Of course, the "bad guys" shoot him.
At this point, the spine goes out of the
computer hacker, and he walks forward with
his hands up. The doctor shoots him. The
kids come out and surroundéd the computer
hacker to protect him from both sides with
their bodies. The music swells up. The
women, even that bitchy career woman, are
crying. We know that violence is not the
way, and that it never solves anything.

The major problem with this scene is that
the right and wrong of it vary so much. Un-
der the conditions shown, the doctor IS
right most of the time. Survival does take
sacrifice, perhaps even our own children.
The image that c¢omes to mind is that of a
mother suffocating her own child in a bunker
in the Warsaw Ghetto so that the Nazis don't
find the entire group (read: The Bravest
Battle). Things go the other way only when
we introduce the idea that the war was
called off, and suddenly, pecople are awfully
eager to surrender to a couple of guys who
moments ago were threatening to incinerate
their kids.

The message of Massive Retaliation goes
beyond indicting survivalism to attack par-
ticular professions and attitudes. Who is
the enemy? Doctors, computer hackers, and
career women., Who are the real humans?
Housewives, whores, and drunken jocks. Gen-
erally, the 1less competent, the less intel-
lectual a character is, the better person
they are portrayed as being. The competent

Skran: Survivalist ‘Dystopias



are uniformly out of touch with others. As
in Ladybug, kids echo pat lines: "I think
the war should never have existed because
it's so horrible,™ says one little girl.

A major theme in SD films 1is the false
alarm. Without this essential twist, the
stories lose their political punch; the vil-
lains emerge in reality as the heros they
only believe themselves to be in the films.
All the tiring, degrading, tough things the
character have gone through would then be
necessary, and perhaps even too little, too
late,

1 find it interesting that in anti-nucle-
ar war films that deal with survivalism the
war never comes, but in anti-nuclear war
films where the war does come, everyone is
totally, even laughably, unprepared (e.g.,
Testament, The Day After). The really effec—
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‘tive film would be one in which a group of

seemingly well-prepared survivalists find
the actuality of nuclear war to be beyond
the bounds of their planning. Still, such a
film lacks the emotional punch of people
watching their children die while wringing
their hands (Testament), or a pocket Hitler
gone berserk (Massive Retaliation), and in
propaganda, emotional punch is vital.

The Ratings

On the Leeper scale (-4 to +4):
"The Shelter”™: NR
Ladybug, Ladybug: +1
Massive Retaliation: +1

Some Thoughts on Female Characters

Musings by Fred Jakobcic

A sentence in Margaret Middleton's arti-
cle "On Andre Norton" which appeared in LL
$#16 set off a train of thought as I walked
home from work: "One of the hallmarks of
Norton's books was the absence of conven-~
tional heroines."” The remark led to thinking
of a particular woman character in a British
TV series called Dempsey and Makepeace.

Makepeace is a member of a special London
police unit, and Dempsey is an exiled New
York detective. The character of Makepeace
is startlingly different from that of Angie
Dickinson's role on Policewoman. If you have
seen Dboth shows, then you what I am trying
to point out. Women's roles on TV and in the
movies have come a long way from Policewoman
to Dempsey and Makepeace.

Angie acts more like the helpless female
and happens to be a cop. Makepeace is a cop
who happened to be female. Makepeace is more
physical (and nice to look at), holds her
own against any man or woman, and get her-
self out of tough situations. The only simi-
larity between these two series is that each
female has a male partner. Angie was the
star of the series, but not  the equal as
Makepeace is with Dempsey (if not more than
equal at times). I mean this in the intel-
lectual and physical sense, as in slugging
it out with a male. Dempsey is not dumb, but
his portrayal is more to physical action
whereas his partner is a computer expert,
calmer, tends to think things through and
less likely to go flying off the handle.

If you have not seen either of the two
series, then it will be difficult for you to
see the differences between the two female
detectives. Agie is up on the screen looking
pretty, sexy, and 1little else more than a
nice-looking cop. Makepeace is nice looking,
sexy, but also a tough, physical, thinking,
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cop of action. Can you imagine Angie Dick-
inson physically fighting with a guy? She
would draw her gun out of her purse, arrest
him, and that would be it. She wouldn't
throw a guy around with Judo, or Karate, or
some other form of martial arts.

Women police do not have to be "Dirty
Harry" type cop, but neither do they have to
be a "Barney Fife" (of Mayberry fame). Cops
should be portrayed as people, not cast in
stereotypical male or female roles. Women
should not be portrayed as cops who are the
weaker sex.

A continuation of this point is brought
up in Warren Norwood's trilogy, "The Double-
Spiral War. 1In this series women are the e-
quals of everybody--they are admirals, tough
sargeants in the ground forces, leaders in-
ferior to none, and treated as equals  in
every sense of the word. There is nothing
wrong with a woman being a combat pilot and
flying a dangerous mission. Are there so few
women in the US, or in the world, today that
we have to worry about too many ‘of them be-
ing killed off in war? I think not.

What is the real problem here?

I think it's the male lust for women, and
women, in close proximity among men in the
armed services, would be unjustly accused of
luring the man over the line of controlling
himself and not controlling himself. Men are
afraid that the female body is too much
resist, and the man should not have to worry
about self-control. It seems to be the chau-
vinistic attitude that a man is only human,
and that he, being dominant, has the right
to force the woman to satisfy his natural
urge for sex.

This 1is wrong, and we are seeing it
change in many TV shows and movies. What do
you think?

I 1
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Today's Magazine Scene

Toastmaster's Remarks by Uncle Andy

Copyright (c¢) 1985 by .Andrew Offutt

This is being called the age of -- among
other things -- specialization. Nowhere is
that more manifest than in the magazine bus-

iness. First it was Today's Jogger, then
Jogging Today, the Jogger's Digest closely
followed by Left-Footed Joggers and Slow

Jogging in Boots Monthly. Do you think ~all
this hyperspecialization started with those
weird far-out things that became the SF/Fan-
tasy magazines? -~ or was it maybe what are
called Men's Magazines? Do you ever scan
the list when you receive your pretentiously
outsized 50 billion dollar sweepstakes from
Publishers Clearing House or Publishers Cen-
tral Bureau? Journals you never heard of --
and when you do, you wonder why!

True, it isn't seemly for me to sneer. We
subscribe to MacWorld, a big handsome slick
strictly for owners of Apple MacIlntosh com-
puters, and to another Mac-owner's magazine:

MAC+, and InfoWorld, about the micro'puter
industry in general, and to Prevention, a

health-oriented digest. Not to mention Jon
Sable, Freelance, Southern Living ... and
Savage Sword of Conan.

Yes, those are real magazines.

So are these: Inside Kung Fu, Reincarna-
tion Report (Report! Eyewitness accounts,

d'you reckon?), Blue & Gray Magazine, sub-
titled "For Those Who Still Hear The Guns."
Grood Gief! Aren't Soldier of Fortune, with
real armaments ads, and New YOrk Scene
enough for those who like the sound of guns?
How about two separate mags devoted to
sweepstakes, not to mention Soap Opera Di-
gest? Yep. All three exist.

There is also Make It W/Leather. (I think
it's about making things, not people, and so
not for us leather fetishists and/or bsd en-
thusiasts.) Soybean Digest really exists!
D'you think the pun is. deliberate or just an
ooops? A digest is a compilation of cut-down

articles from other sources; where in the
name of Saint Soyburger do they find enough
articles to keep 'em in business? Quick --

write one!

Another highly specialized one is Left-
hander Magazine. Really. (Expect no smart-
alec comment here; my daughter Scotty has
taught me to make no wisecracks: "One more
remark about left-handedness and you can
pack up and head south, Paw.") Then there is
Bicycling Today. Look, do you ride a bike?
Here's a ready article market, right? Anoth-

er is Over Fifty. Another genuine magazine
is Gay World. I swear.

Can you foresee further specialization,
as gayness becomes more and more *in" (God's
Plan To Control The Overpopulation Problem)
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and we poor heteros feel more and more self-
conscious and in need of psychiatric help?
How about Gay Bicycling Today? Or Gay Left-
hander Magazine? A mergaer or buyout would
result naturally in Gay Lefthander Bicycling
Today.

Also Over Fifty Soldier of Fortune, For
Those Who Just Can't Stop Dreaming Of Being
Mercenaries -- and of course for Secretaries
of State.

Blue & Gray Magazine
with Southern Living, don't you think? We
could also merge Chicago Magazine with In-
side Kung Fu to some benefit, surely.

I can think of lots of other specialties
and teeny interest groups not covered---yet.
Just from my own hobbies, for instance: What
the heck would you call a journal devoted to
people with several tape decks (we have sev-
en, two of them with two decks) who tape
from albums and records and other tapes and
the radio and occasionally TV music and re-
vise and edit and combine those tapes, as a
hobby?

Modern Cassette Thievery, maybe...

...with another devoted to those people
who compile tapes made from the marvelous
"Music from the Hearts of Space"™ program on
public radio stations. (Modern Space Heart
Transplants?)

Continuing with my hobbies -- what about
a journal devoted to drawing naughty picture
onscreen with your MacIntosh? That's a
pretty long title. Maybe call it MacNaughty,
with an explanatory subtitle?

Look for Con Producers' Monthly, with ar-
ticles by various people we know (ghost-
written by the gofers).

A guvmint pamphlet might be better than a
magazine for this one: Making tasteful dec-

could merge nicely

orative arrangements with your convention
GoH/Toastmaster/MC (NEVER "Toaster"!) tro-
phies. A magazine already exists, believe

it or not, for Toastmasters. Two, counting
the house organ for the Toastmasters Inter-
national organization that helped me so
much. No, I don't subscribe to either.

what about one for the people with two
videocassette machines who rent several mo-
vies for the weekend and tape ‘em? Again,
we could have a problem with titling, here.
Not so easily arrived at as Modern Mower's
Guide to Crabgrass Cultivation or The Bull
Dehorner's Journal! Or the very trendy To-
day's Abused Spouse. Still, real specializa-
tion would call for Wifebeater's Gazette and
Husband Tormentor's Monthly.

You're not amused? Quick, telephone Farah
Fawcett Minor in her black sackcloth dress!

O0ffutt's Magazine Scene




That reminds me: Today's Bularemic should
sell. With its sister publication Weight-
watchers, maybe. (Yes, that one exists.) The
Modern Heart Transplanter does not. How
about Soybean Eater's Digest! Surely there
are enough Jehovah's Witnesses around to
make that one a go?

Mentioning the Watchtower purveyors leads
.to another handy journal: Doorknockers' Di-
gest. Of course that might well lead to
Bigknockers Annual, after which a guvmint
agency would force publication of the com~
panion journal, Smallknockers Semiannual.

If you like the alliteration of "Door-
knockers Digest”, you might want to sub-
scribe to Dyslexic Digest, or Anorexia Annu-
al, or Modern Mythmakers Magazine, for us
SF/Fantasy writers -- and the members of the
President's cabinet.

Any President's cabiret.

Today's Flyswatter!

- Combine that with Handyman, maybe -- also

- an e s et - = - - = - -
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.a real journal. Could the Society for Cre-

ative Anachronism support Making it with
Chain ... subtitled "Armormakers' Bimenth=-
1y*? {That leads to Shiriken Shoppers'®

Guide, for us throwing star enthusiasts.}

bon't forget Gay Catholic Urban Living,
Modern Petunia Grower, and Pickpocketing
Today! A crying need obviously exists for a
magazine devoted to former priests who marry
former nuns.

Ah -- forget not Window Washing Digest!
Mouthwacshers Monthly! Wok-Owner's Guide to
Turnip Preparation! Chilgeater's Gazette!

Sorry. Obviously I'm getting carried
away, or should be. Yet we haven't even
dealt with a magazine devoted to reheating
suggestions for the White Castle hamburgs

you couldn't stand to finish last night. be-
cause they're small and you bought 30.

-30- That's a good number. It
That's All/The End.

means

Recent

Nuclear
War

Films

An overview by Dale L. Skran Jr.

)

For many years post-holocaust literature
and films has been on of my genre interests.
The last year or two has spawned a slew of
new style nuclear war film that deserves
special notice. For the first time filmmak-
ers have been given the freedom more-or-less
to graphically depict the sheer awfulness of
nuclear war. Happy endings of the most stu-
pid sort a la Panic in the Year Zero are no
longer mandatory. Put on your lead suits as
we embark on our Jjourney into Hollywood
hell!

Skran & Nuclear Wan

The Day After

It seems appropriate to start with The
Day After, the mainspring of the current
crop of films. The director was highly aware
of the serious nature of nuclear war, so he
larded the first half of the three hour pro-
gram with soap-opera nonsense. We are treat-
ed to sisters fighting over diaphragms and
other suchlike excitement. The war itself
(much belated), apparently begins with an
accidental firing of a missile that results
in massive Russian retaliation.

The next one and a half hours gives the
impression of having been extracted from a
much longer film that made more sense. Rumor
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has it that the program was originally in-
tended to run for two nights, but network
execs feared no one would tune in the second
night. Although a guantum leap forward in
technical accuracy, The Day After contains
major cause for complaint. On the plus side,
we see widespread damage, massive EMP ef-
fects, and a more-or-less realistic portray-
al of the effect of radiation sickness. ©On
the minus side, human behavior varies be-
tween the inane and the implausible. At one
point hundreds of badly injured people be-
siege a hospital, but no voilence erupts as
the staff turns them away. Post-attack crime
. consists of some looting and the murder of a
rancher by refugees. Most pecople wander a-
bout in a fog more characteristic of valium
addicts than people about to die. Some, even
a majority, .I can believe, but at least a
few oddballs would act as though they were
awake.

The Day After perpetuates the "American
Basement” mythos of nuclear war survival -~-
all you need to do is go downstairs and stay
in the root cellar for a couple of days and
all will be A-OK. This rank nonsense ignores
the required air filters, bottled water, and
sanitary facilities. Most such troglodytes
would be doomed in the absence of special
preparations never described in the movie,
such as sealing all cracks with tape. The
Day After leaves the impression that most of
the characters will survive for a while, al-
beit in a grim world. The nuclear winter is
never mentioned. People have healthy horses,
the presence of which is never explained. My
favorite 1ludicrous scene occurs when the
rancher's daughter comes up for a breath of
air to discover the farm covered every few
feet with dead horses, pigs, sheep, and so
on., Where did they come from other than the
director's need for a dramatic if implausi-
ble scene?

The Day After stands as Jjust another
over-hyped docu-drama, neither the commie
propaganda claimed by some, nor the realist-
ic warning of doom put forward by others.

Testament

Following soon after The Day After came
Testament. This film was originally intended
to be shown on PBS, but seemed strong enough
that the producers decided on a general re-
‘lease. Testament wastes more acting talent
than most films have. Focused tightly on a
grim woman who "keeps a stiff upper lip"
while her kids die slowly and in BBC-style
graphic detail, Testament completely fails
to deal realistically with nuclear war. The
movie is obviously about some other disas-
ter, a plague perhaps. It centers on a mir-
aculously undamaged town in northern Cali-
fornia. No refugees ever come to this town,
and we never see anyone suffering from
severe external physical injury. The single
criminal act in the film consists of a fat
bully stealing a bicycle.

Technical inaccuracy is only half
problem with Testament.
al atrocity.

of the
I consider it a mor-

~in the film is

1f the heroine were portrayed
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or otherwise incapable
of making rational judgement, I would claim
Testament to be a moving drama of human
courage. Alas, she is not. She could learn
about radiation and attempt to deal with the
situation. She has a chance to 1leave with
her neighbors. She stubbornly refuses to
admit the probable death of her husband. 1I1f
not for herself, she should struggle to pro-~
tect her children, or lacking the means to
do so, kill them painlessly. If the movie
portrayed her trying to do all these things,
and failing horribly out of ignorance or her
human foibles, it could have been an excel-
lent tragedy.

The only possible explanation lies in the
need of the directors and actors to make a
political statement against nuclear weapons.
This statement might have been more effec-
tive if a) it was not so obviously manipula-
ative, b) the characters struggled to sur-
vive, however ineffectively, and c) the film
was about nuclear war.

as mentally retarded

Threads

Threads, the BBC version of The Day Af-
ter, as usual bests it utterly in every way.
The only disappointment in . Threads is its
fajlure to deal more completely with nuclear
winter. However, the relatively mild winter
technically accurate given
the scenario of a limited, European-only use
of "tactical" nuclear weapons and the warm-
ing effects of the ocean on Great Britain.
The title derives from the films efforts to
follow about ten characters to their desti-
nies. For once, the percentage of survivors
is realistic -~ less than one in ten. We see
both the lucky (who starve in deep shelters)
and the unlucky (caught in a fire storm).
Threads holds back some, but on the whole is
far more graphic than either Testament or
The Day After.

Threads 1s more of a documentary than a
drama, with frequent narration, maps, and so
on. This results in a first-~class docu-dra-
ma, but a less than great movie with incom-
pletely developed characters. Overall, we
are treated to one of the best, most accur-
ate, and grimly horrible views of a possible
nuclear war available on film, rivaled only
by the BBC production The War Game.

Skran & Nuclean lan
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Defcon4

After three heavy films, Defcon4 comes as
a low budget relief. Defcon4 starts with
three astronauts on a secret orbital weapons
station. They view the final war via compu-
ter screens from their Eagle's nest, avoid-
ing the use of the traditional US government
stock footage. Although pretty .good for a
low budget film (they have the gravity in
the correct direction), the plot is chock
full of amazing coincidences.

oOnce the action moves to the Oregon coast
and fighting between various bands of survi-
valists and ex-army types, the action be-
comes more ho-hum. Defcon4 (the name 1is
never explained) paints a fairly realistic
portrait of a crazed, ruthless man dominat-
ing a small group by sheer force of person-
ality. The technical background is more on
a par with the budget. We are told by the
handsome, youthful "leader™ that his camp is
surrounded by the Contaminated (who seem to
be flesh~eating refugees from a zombie
f£lick), and they must move to a "clear zone"
within two months to avoid a similar fate.
If you buy this....

There are a few witty scenes that come a
bright surprises in an otherwise leaden and
contrived script. Watch out for the door to
the basement! In its odd notions of how
radiation works, Defcond4 harkens back to 50s
movies featuring mutants, but its violent
and broken-down society puts it more in tune
with the modern view of likely post-nuclear
conditions. Some may find Defcon4 a confused
Road Warrior imitation, but 1t stands by it-
self as an interesting, if 1low quality,
post-nuclear war film with strong SF con-
tent.

The Ratings

On the Leeper scale (-4 to +4):
Threads +2
Testament +1
The Day After 0
Defcond4 -1
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Shran ends Nuclear War
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CONVENTION

ETIQUETTE

A PRIMER

An article by Mark Bernstein

Nerd.

Geek .

Feeb.

Toad.

I think most fans have, at some time dur-
ing their lives, been stuck with one or more
of those. Or at least something similar in
intent and connotation. They even get used
within fandom, to describe those individuals
still lacking in what fans consider proper
social graces.

There is a different, though, between the
Buse of such names in mundania and their use
in Pandom. 1In the first place, people are
rarely called "geek" or ‘"nerd" to their
faces. 1Instead of being used as direct in-
sults, the terms are thrown about privately,
in those gossipy "cat sessions" so many of
us seem to be fond of. Second and more im-
portant, most fen realize, often through
personal experience, that the degree of so-
cial ineptitude indicated by these labels
can be outgrown, so the label is almost nev-
er assumed to be permanent.

In fact, I believe .that one of the most
useful and important aspects of fannish ac-
tivity is that it provides "nerds®™ with ex-
actly the right atmosphere to learn the
social skills that will serve them well in
both fandom and the mundane world. Nobody is
automatically ostracized. Everyone is given
repeated chances to learn from their mis-
takes. Advice, while never pushed, is usual-
ly available for the asking. On the other
hand, there 1is no automatic acceptance,
either. 1If you offend people, you probably
will hear about it eventually.

Unfortunately, the learning process is
getting harder. As fandom gets larger, it

gets more complex, and the unwritten rules
of behavior get more numerous and more com-
plex. It therefore seems sensible to take
some of the more basic unwritten rules

{for

they do exist -- fandom is a subculture, not
an anarchy) and transcribe them, to form a
base of commonsensical behavior on which
those wishing to improve their social skills
can build. I am not trying to set myself up
as the Miss Manners of fandom. This is a
first draft, to which additions and correc-
tions are not only welcome, but urgently re-
quested. I am also not saying that this
should be shoved at every new arrival in
fandom~--only that having it available would
be a good idea, for there are those who
might benefit from some straightforward
guidelines.

I think that's enough philosophy for now
== the rest of this article is my first cut.
I've chosen to address only convention beha-
vior here, as that's the only area with
which I can «claim extensive familiarity.
Please, if you have any comments, questions,
or complaints, write in and let me know.

Bernstein: Convention Etiquette



Convention Etiqueette

Welcome to the convention.
how long you've been involved
going to conventions, you may or may not
have noticed that fandom, like any culture
or subculture, has implicit in it a set of
rules and attitudes as to what constitutes
proper behavior. To help you settle in, here
are some simple guidelines, based on the o-
pinions and experiences of several long time
fans. No hype here -- there is no such thing
as a sure rocad to popularity and happiness.
All I can offer is a chance to avoid some of
the behavioral pitfalls that can give you a
reputation as someone to be shunned.

Depending on
in fandom and

Conversational Basics

The pros may be elusive, the banquet buf-
fet may be empty, even the beer may run dry
on occasion, but one thing never in short
supply at a convention is conversation.,
Faced with so many people who are not only
interested in talking, but can talk about
the things that also interest you, it's easy
to be a little overwhelmed. Just relax, take
a deep breath, and remember a few basics.

Most of the time, if a conversation is
intended to be private, it's held in a pri-
vate place. If you hear people talking about
something interesting at a party, in the con
suite, or in a public area of the hotel, it
may well be acceptable for you to slip in.
(If you're not sure, go ahead and ask, "Is

this a private conversation?". Then if the
answer is "Yes", simply smile, say "OK,
thanks", and walk away immediately. The

ability to handle disappointment well is u-
sually regarded highly.) The important thing
is to slip in politely. One good way to
start is to simply move a little closer and
listen quietly for a while. Asking a ques-
tion related to the topic at hand can also
be useful. The tactic to avoud is to barge
in with an opinion or witticism, especially
when you've only heard a little of the con-
versation. Quite often you'll find that
you've said something that somebody else al-
ready said, or that you didn't really under-
stand what they were talking about. Needless
to say, this does not impress people.

What do you do once you're already in-
volved in conversation? Since so many of us
have trouble finding people who "speak the
language™ 1in our mundane lives, there is a
great temptation to grab the opportunity at
hand and impress the assemblage with pro-
found thoughts, immense wit, and conversa-
tional skills you never have the chance to
demonstrate elsewhere. Resist this tempta-
tion at all costs! Like It or not, you are
not unique in this regard, and failing to
recognize that the other people in the group
also have valid and interesting things to
say can get you branded as selfish and ego-
tistical. Fandom is overflowing with good
talkers. Effective listenres are in much
shorter supply and are thus valued more
highly. Possibly the most important single
social skill you can master in fandom is the
fine art of Knowing When To Shut Up.

Bernstein: Convention Etliquette
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Sometimes a conversation will turn to

‘subjects you're not familiar with. There are

a couple of easy methods for dealing with
this. The most obvious, if the new subject
really is of no interest to you, is to walk
away and find another conversation or an al-
ternative amusement. Another you might try
is to stick around, listen, and ask ques-
tions -- you may learn something interest-
ing. The one thing you should definitely NOT
do is object to, or otherwise try to change,
the current subject. People taking part in
a public conversation have every right to
talk about whatever they please, even if
they have been talking about computers for
the last five hours. There is something you
should remember in this regard. Often, a
negative reaction to an unfamiliar subject
is based in a fear of appearing foolish, of
being embarrassed by your ignorance. There's
really no reason to feel that way. Nobody is
capable of knowing everything about every-
thing, and there is NOTHING wrong with say-
ing "I haven't read that book"™ or "1 haven't
seen that movie" or even "I don't know".
While we're on the subject of egos and
insecurities, there are two conversational
tactics, born of one or both, that are held
in general contempt. The best description
for the first is one-upmanship (no sexism
intended). Some people have such a tremend-
ous need for the spotlight that their in-
stant response to an interesting story or
opinion is to try to top it, thus dragging
attention back to themselves. Try to avoid
this -- it doesn't work. How do you expect

others to respect you if you refuse to
respect them? There's no fancy name for the
second -~ it's lying, pure and simple. If

you make a habit of twisting or ignoring the
truth, you will get caught at it, either be~
cause you'll meet up with someone who knows
the real facts, or because two people you've
told conflicting stories will compare notes.
There are people currently active in fandom
whose names have become synonyms for unreli-
ability, as in "Well, I heard thus-and-such,
but I heard it from , and you
know how reliable s/he is™. Do you want to
be one of them?

Dealing with Women

Guys, I hate to be the one to break this
to you, but a con is a lousy place to get
laid. Your dealings with fannish women will
get a lot easier and more cordial if you can
just remember that fact, lower your expecta-
tions a 1little, and not treat a con as a
hunting expedition.

Fandom has something in common with Hein-
lein's The Moon Is a Harsh Mistress -- males
far outnumber females, and certain social
rules have grown up around that fact. Any
attractive woman gets a lot of attention at
a con, so it's more than a little silly and/
or arrogant to expect her to suddenly start
paying attention to a stranger, i.e. you.
Difficult though it may be, the best possi-
ble thing you can do is put a lid on your
hormones and treat people as people, no mat-
ter what gender they happen to be. Over the
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long run, you may develop friendships with
females which may eventually become some-
thing more. )

These principles do have a few specific
corollaries. Note them carefully and obey
them strictly, for failure to do so could
mean that no woman will ever want to have

anything to do with you.

When you first get involved in conven-
tions, one of the first things you'll notice
is all the physical contact that goes on in
public in the form of hugs and backrubs.
There are two common reactions to this: to
want to be a part of it, and to fantasize
about what goes on in private. As to the
first, the vast majority of hugs and back-
rubs occurs between people who've known each
other for a while. The fantasies you can
forget -- most of them just ain‘'t so. The

guiding rule is extremely simple. Never,
NEVER, NEVER put your hands on a woman in
any way unless you are more than reasonably

certain that your touch will be accepted and
appreciated. If you are not certain, either
ask or refrain. No exceptions. I hate to
come down so hard on this, but the sad truth
is that this is the single most common way
for a male new to fandom to get a bad repu-
tation.

There may be situations where asking
questions is appropriate. These can range
from "Would you like your shoulders rubbed?"
to "Would you like to stay with me tonight?"
(Exercise extreme -.caution with the 1latter
type.) If the answer is no, then over nine-
ty-nine percent (over 99%) of the time that
means NO. Fans are, as a rule, not inclined
to play the social games so common to socie-
ty in general. If someone says no, take it
at face value. Don't try to change her mind,
and don't come back and ask the same ques-
tion an hour, or even a day, later.

Fans, being intellectually oriented, have
an appreciation for style and wit. Try to be
sure you know what these are before attempt-
inmg to practice them. Crude remarks and
clumsy double entendres will be treated with
contempt.

Finally, if you are attracted to a speci-
fic woman at a con, and she doesn't seem to
be returning your interest, DO NOT follow
her around the con, hoping to attract her
attention. It won't do any good, and will do
both your reputation and your ego consider-
able harm. I know of no more demeaning des-
ignation for a male at a con than "puppy

dog”.

Costuming

Dressing up in a cos-
tume and taking on a per-
sona for a weekend can be
a lot of fun. It can also
make you look pretty bad.
This subject has been
written about elsewhere,
80 I'd just like to point
out a couple of items for
your consideration.

Do you really have
the right body for that
outfit? If you don't have
it, or have too much  of
it, trying to flaunt is
will get you talked a-
bout, and not nicely. 1If
you are not sure, ask
someone you trust to tell
you truthfully whether
you look good. ]

Be aware not only of
what you're wearing, but
of where you're wearing
it. The hotel management
has every right to get

upset if someone in the
lobby 1is wvioclating the
local indecent exposure
laws. The hotel restaur-

ant, and the other restaurants around town,
not only have the right to refuse service to
those with bare feet, they could get in
trouble with the health authorities if they
didn't. Conversely, fur-clad barbarians gen~-
erally should avoid the jacuzzi -~ the hair
could clog the drains.

Dealing with someone who is "in charac-
ter" can be fun -- in small doses. Remember
that as a living, breathing (I hope) human

being you are inherently more complex and
interesting than any character you care to
play. Don't be afraid to be yourself. It's
far more rewarding to be accepted that way.

Filksings

Those of you who never attend filksings
can skip this section. In fact, those of you
who never attend Midwestern filksings can
skip it, too. The Midwestern filksing is a
peculiar and ever-changing creature, but
there are a few basics of courtesy that re-
main constant.

Try to imagine that there is, wandering .
about the filk room, an invisible spotlight.
This spotlight rests on whoever happens to
be performing at that moment, then moves on
to the next performer. The single rudest
thing you can do at a filksing is step on
someone else's spotlight. Whoever is sing-
ing, or introducing a song, deserves the
complete attention of the audience. No mat-
ter how humorous your remark, or how rele-
vant the story that just occurred to you,
don't say it. The ONLY possible exception
to this is when a humorous song gets the
whole room involved, so that it is obvious
that lines from the audience are welcome. If

Beanstein: Convention Etiquette
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you're not absolutely certain that it's ob-
vious, don't. 1In the same vein, while many
songs are intended as sing-alongs, many oth-
ers, including the majority of serious
songs, are not. If it seems like it's been
too long since the last sing-along, go ahead
and request one. . Most performers will be
glad to oblige, especially if you've shown
respect for their performances.

If you come to the filk intending to per-
form, there are two oppesite rules to remem-
ber. First, if you're exceedingly shy,
you're going to have to force yourself to
speak up. Nobody is going to point at you
and say "Sing!", mostly because nobody knows
for sure that you want to, and doesn't want
to put you on the spot. Just do whatever
you must to steady your nerves, strum your
guitar if you have one, and say "Excuse me,
can I do one?" You may be surprised at how

quickly a rowdy room will gquiet down.
There's a great deal of affection and sup-~
port for nervous newcomers.

If you're not the shy type, make an ef-

fort to remember that there are other, shyer
singers, and that they deserve turns too. If
there are ten singers, and you just did the
song before last, wait a while longer, even
if you do have the perfect follow-up to that
last number.

Okay, the spotlight is on you. What now?

There are policies you can follow that will
improve the audience's opinion of you.

Remember that the primary purpose of a
filksing is singing,' or related types of
performing. If you have a huge stock of hu-
morous anecdotes, savé them for conversa-
tions, or volunteer to organize a panel on
humorous anecdotes. Similarly, a long, ram-
bling, poorly organized introduction will
lose the audience's attention before you
even start the song.

As to the songs themselives, the audience
is your best gauge. If a song bombs the
first time you do it, it may be the particu-
lar crowd. 1If it bombs two or three times
in a row, that's a pretty clear indication.
Continuing to perform it will only make peo-
ple think you're insensitive and/or dense.

A couple of general rules have been pret-
ty well proven. An extremely long song must
also be extremely good in order to be well-
received. Songs that take twenty verses to

Bernstein: Convention Etiquette
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tell a story that could have been told ef-

‘fectively in five should be avoided, especi-

ally when every verse is to the same monoto-
nous four-line tune. Humor can be a touchy
thing. Just because a song is funny to you,
or even to the populace in general, does not
mean it will work well at a sing. Again, the
audience will let you know how successful it
is, if you know how to listen to them.

One practice becoming more and more com-—
mon is for someone to hear a song on a tape
of a sing, like, learn it, and perform it at
the next sing s/he goes to. There isn't
anything inherently wrong with this, if you
handle it well. Before you perform the song
in public, find out who wrote and/or per-
formed it on the tape you heard. 1t can be
extremely embarrassing to discover that the
composer/lyricist of the song you just fin-
ished is sitting next to you. 1If the person
associated with the song is at the con,
either don't do it or ask permission first.
A fair proportion of the time you'll get
that permission, along with gratitude that
you asked. If that person.is not at the con,
giving credit where due when you perform is
not only nice, it lets whoever 1listens to
the tape of the sing where you performed it
know the original source without digging.

Finally, be "honest about your voice.
Singing, 1like any other activity, takes
practice. The best singers are the ones who
do it most often, and who have had training.
If you want to sound good at a sing, listen
to tapes of yourself and practice, practice,
practice -- both your voice and your instru-
ment. '

Miscellaneous

Here's a few final items that can enhance
your enjoyment of the con and everyone
else's enjoyment of you.

If you can't hold your beer or
don't drink. Drunks are obnoxious and un-
welcome. If you're a minor, don't ask the
committee to break the law.

Remember to respect other people's prop-
erty. If someone is holding something, such
as a gadget or a weapon, that you'd like a
closer 1look at, don't touch it unless you
have asked for and received permission. Even
if something is being publicly shared, like
a bottle of whiskey at a sing, never assume
that you're invited unless you know you are.

liquor,
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Respect the hotel's property too. Damaging
or stealing hotel property can make it dif-
ficult or impossible for a con to return to
that hotel, or even to find another hotel.
In case you didn't already know, con com-
mittees are made up of fans who contribute
large chunks of their time, and sometimes
chunks of their personal savings as well,
with no return other than strokes to their
egos and sometimes free memberships and ban-
quet tickets. They're not evil, they're not
dictators, and they usually have good rea-
sons for their policies. If they require
' identification with <checks, it's because
.there have been bad check artists in the
past. If they ask you to check your bag en-
tering the art show, it's because there have
been thefts. It's not that they don't trust

you specifically, it's just that rules 1like
those can't have exceptions. If you have a

legitimate grievance with the con or the ho-
tel, they'll listen. If you have a question,
they'll try to answer it. Don't just sit
around and bitch -- most of the time it only
reflects badly on you.

T e e B ~~- page 27

The pros who are guests at the con know
that some people came to meet them, and will
generally be cordial. Be polite, though. If
they're busy talking to someone else, wait
your turn. Once you have their attention,
say what you have to say, get the autograph
if you want one, and give someone else a
chance. And, if the pro in question has a
reputation for wit, don't try to prove your-
self with a confrontation. Not only is it
dumb, you'll lose.

* * * *

Most of what I've laid out here can be
boiled down to a few simple principles. Re-
lax. Don't push. Respect those around you.
Show some common sense, Don't expect to be
universally admired and accepted from the
start. Remember that you have to open up a
little and be friendly to everyone else if
you expect them to be friendly to you. Given
a little patience, a little thoughtfulness,
and a little concern for the feelings of
others, a con can be a rewarding experience.
Enjoy. '
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Fanzzine

PReviews

by Lan

For as long as I have been publishing LAN'S
LANTERN, I have been receiving fanzines in
trade for it. I never reviewed the zines I
received, though I did loc some when I had
th2 time. Now I think I should have a fan-
zine review column for two reasons: it will
help other people to see what else is being
published, and it will force me to read the

zines 1 have been getting! So 1let's see
what has been coming to the 55 Valley Way
jmailbox.

ANVIL: Charlotte Proctor, 8325 7th avenue
South, Birmingham, Alabama 35206. Avail-
able for the usual or $6/yr. Underwrit-
ten by the Birmingham SF Club.

#40 -~ Charlotte has just recently changed
this zine from a clubzine to a genzine =--
merely by taking out the club news. 1It's
good, and certainly deserves considera-
tion for the Hugo award for which it has
been nominated. Between the Brad Foster
front cover and the Steven Fox back cover
there are a lot of nice articles from
regular contributors 1like Buck Coulson,
Charlotte herself, "Krsto Mazuranic (re-
porting from Yugoslavia), critic Patrick
J. Gibbs, and an occasional Feghoot by
Ccindy Riley. This issue is particularly
fun to read, especially Charlotte's ac-
count of learning that ANVIL garnered a
Hugo nomination. There are lots of let-

ters too. The graphics are improving,
although the mimeo printing is somewhat
fuzzy in spots.

THE BEWILDERBEAST: Dennis K. Fischer, 366 N.
Spaulding Ave. #12, Los Angeles CA 90036.
$2.35/copy, but this issue, #10, is his
last one.

#10 -- Earlier issues of THE BEWILDERBEAST
were my first real contact with media-
zines, and I was duly impressed by the
depth and breadth of Fischer's reporting.
His interests and activities are legion,
and at this time has to drop something,
so the fanzine goes. A pity, since he
does a good job with it. This last issue
contains some nice interviews/articles on
Jonathan Pryce (Brazil & others), Samuel
Fuller (writer, producer & director), Ed-
ward D Wood Jr (Glen or Glenda, Plan Nine
from Quter Space & al.), and Larry Cohen
(It's Alive et al.); Dennis also includes
a transcription of a panel discussion on
B-movie actors, fanzine and book reviews,
and a lettercol.

CRI de LOON: T. Kevin Atherton, 3021 N.
Southport, Chicago, IL 60657. Bimonthly.
Available for 22? I think if you express
interest and send a SASE you might get a
copy.

#6 & #7 -- Crazy and off-the-wall writing,
always interesting and humorous. This is
one zine that I can count on to brighten
my day when it arrives. Good stuff and
highly recommended.

DUPRASS: Edited by Leslie Smith (6092 Drexel
Rd., Philadelphia, PA 19131) and Linda E.
Bushyager (24 Leopard Road, Paoli, PA
19301. Available for the usual, trade
(one each to the editors), or $1 each.

#1 -- Linda, who formerly edited GRANFALLOON
and KARASS, still has her former skills
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as a mimeographer. The thirty twilltone
pages are nicely printed and arranged
with articles (new and reprinted) and
artwork. The reading is fun, and I look
forward to the next issue. Nice to have
Linda back pubbing again.

FANZINE FANATIQUE: Keith & Rosemary Walker,
6 Vine St., Greaves, Lancaster, Lanca-
shire, LAl 4UF United Kingdom. (Availa-
ble for the usual, 25p + postage, 3/L1,
or 3/$2 (sea mail).

#63 -- Keith and Rosemary put together a re-
viewzine of the fanzines they receive.
This copy and the next are merely a list-
ing of those received in 1985 with no re-
views. Good listing, recommended if you
want to see what's being pubbed.

FILE:770: Mike Glyer, 5828 Woodman Ave. #2,
Van Nuys, CA 91401 USA. 5 issues for $4;

. air-overseas, $1.25/copy.

#59 -~ The bulk of this newszine is taken up
with Mike's AUSSIECON II report. He goes
into the problems the convention had, the
treatment of their Pro GoH Gene Wolfe,
and the Hogu and Hugo winners. Other i-
tems include the trouble at the Nebula A-
wards bangquet, the TAFF and DUFF Winners,
and news about the coming Worldcon bids
and the '87 NASFiC being run for profit.
Highly recommended.

FOSFAX: FOSFA, PO Box 37281, Louisville, KY
40233 USA. 12 monthly issues/year is §6.

#104,105 & 106--The zine is produced by com-
mittee and comes out monthly. Lots of re-
views of both books and film$, and scme
short essays of various things. Silliness
is also included. Lawrence Watt-Evans is
a regular contributor. The layout is ra-
ther bland, and few illos are used, but I

found some useful information here. Rec-
ommended.
HOLIER THAN THOU: Marty Cantor, editor,

11565 Archwood Street, No. Hollywood, CA
91606-1703 USA. Selected trades, contri-
butions, locs accepted, or US$5/copy.

#24 -- Marty has just changed some of his
policies about how a person can remain on
his mailing list, and changed his format
somewhat. There is some discussion on
this first topic. Other articles include
anecdotes about jobs from Marty and fans
Hank Heath and Steve Green, reminiscences
about Linda Blanchard's youth, Harry wWar-
ner's "All My Yesterdays", and various
humorous pieces by Darrel Schweitzer, Jo-
ni Stopa, Skel, Milt Stevens and others.
There is a lengthy lettercolumn arranged
by topic, and nicely reproed artwork.
(And Mike Glyer does a long critique of
LAN'S LANTERN #18.) Recommended.

THE MENTOR: Ron L. Clarke, 6 Bellevue Road,
Faulconbridge, NSW 2776, AUSTRALIA. Bi-
monthly, for the usual, or $2 per single

© 1lssue. Needs filler art.

#57 & #58 (January & March): Good writing,
some short fiction, lots of reviews and a
good lettercolumn. One of the few gen-
zines coming out of Australia, and well
worth it. I loc it too infrequently and
it deserves a lot better. There are reg-
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ular columns by Boris Zavgorodny and Igor
Toloconnicou who report from the Soviet
Union. The cover art is always outstand-
ing. Highly Recommended.

NECLOGY: Edited by Kathleen Moore. ESFACAS,
Box 4071, Edmonton, Alberta, CANADA T6E
458. Bimonthly. Avaiable for the usual,
$1/issue, $10/year (to help with postage
I assume). Mimeo.

Vol. 11, #2 & #3 -- Filled with art, inter-
esting articles on SF, fantasy and com-
ics; convention listings, book & fanzine
reviews, some gaming news and a letter-
col. As a clubzine it is well done and
has a little something for everyone. The
printing is fuzzy sometimes, but general-
ly legible. ’

NOVOID: Colin Hinz, 1118 College Drive, Sas-
katoon, Saskatchewan, CANADA, S7N O0W2. A-
vailable for the usual, $1/copy, $5/6 is-
sues (which might be a year, since Colin
is shooting for a bimonthly schedule).

#2 & #3 -- Good artwork in both issues, but
better repro in #2 than #3 (#2 looks off-
set, #3 mimeo). Many interesting musings
by Colin, some book, comic & movie re-
views, and each has a Conreport. High-
lights in #3 are: "Contextualize" by Som-
tow Sucharitkal and "Erich Dogstoevski's
Deserved Place in Modern Literature" by
Dave D'Ammassa.’

SIKANDER: Irwin-Hirsh, 2/416 Dandenong Rd,
Caulfield No., Victoria 3161 AUSTRALIA.
Available for the usual, or $2 (of which
$1 goes to GUFF).

#11 & #12 -- Nice, pleasant and interesting
reading. Irwin's meanderings is one of
the high points of the zine. Mark Loney's
article about the death of his father and
two friends in #11 is very touching. 1In
#12 John Foyster writes chapter 4 of his

1979 GUFF report, "“Fanzinatin' Rhythm",
appearing here because this particular
section deals with fanzines. And Jack

Herman does a lengthy review of fanzines

as well.

TRAPDOOR: Robert Lichtman, PO Box 30, Glen
Ellen, CA 95442. The usual, or "as a fi-
nal resort, and only once, $2.50 cash".

#5: I found this buried in a pile of fan-
zines I had meant to 1loc earlier this
year, but never got around to. It's
filled with interesting articles and a

lively letter column. Robert wants par-
ticipation rather than money. Get started

with it, ‘and contribute. Highly recom-
mended. ’
XENIUM: Mike Glicksohn, 508 Windermere Av-

enue, Toronto Ontario M6S 3L6 CANADA. By
whim alone (and maybe a bottle of single
malt) can you get this zine. !

$#14: The bulk and high point of this Lerson-
alzine is Mike's trip to Great Britain
last year. He has a marvelous way with
words and a great command of the English
language (for a math teacher)...he can e-
ven spell well and type correctly (unlike
another math teacher 1 know). Highly rec-
ommended, if you can persuade him to re-
lease a copy. :
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BLOOD MUSIC

by Greg Bear
Ace Books, [1985] 1986, $2.95

A book review by Laura Todd

You don't see too many SF novels that are
actually about science. And the ones you do
see often read like a thinly disguised term
paper, with a cops-and-robbers plot tacked
on. But not this one., Blood Music is a
unique book, one that has it all.

To be sure, it starts out conventionally
enough -- with and archtypal mad scientist.
Now we all know that the DNA molecule is ca-
pable of storing vast amounts of informa-
tion. It would make a great 1little micro-
scopic computer, and that is what the com-
pany ‘called Genetron would like to develop.
But one of the company's researchers, Vergil
Ulam, has gone farther, and done some for-
bidden experiments. He has created a form
of DNA that will not only code any data, but
can exchange and manipulate it with logic
and purpose. In a word, it is intelligent.
Then he has inserted these smart genes into
a culture of human lymphocytes. When the
company discovers his work and orders it de-
stroyed, he tries to save his creations---by
injecting the culture into himself.

This is a pretty mind-boggling idea. Pic-
ture intelligent cells, capable of altering
their environment and shaping living materi-
al any way they wish. What would their pur-
poses-—-their thoughts--be like? They could
endow their host with longevity and perfect
health, but that's just the beginning. They
could adapt themselves to become immune to
any antibiotic or poison. Maybe they could
eventually change the face. of the Earth,
just as their giant human counterparts have
done.

And so it proves. Vergil's chronic health
problems disappear, and the formerly shy,
unattractive nerd is able to make love seven
times a night. Then he begins acting
strangely, hallucinating and ‘holding "con-
versations"” with the micro-intelligences
within him. He calls them "noocytes" (mind-
cells) and regards them as his children.

Inevitably, the noocytes get loose and
infect others, and begin their own experi-
ments with the bodies of their hosts. With-
in a few days America is in the grip of "the
worst plague in history". The continent is
quarantined. There is world-wide hysteria.

Then follow some of the scariest scenes
I've ever read. Susan, one of the few Ameri-
cans who remain mysteriously untouched,
watches as the bodies of her family (and
everyone else) are slowly dissolved. Human
tissue is reassembled into gigantic, bizarre
living structures that engulf whole cities.
As the noocytes multiply, they construct
their own "cities"™ and civilization, and Am-
erica becomes covered with an alien bio-
landscape like something from another plan-
et. It's a 1lot creepier than your usual
ghosts~and-ghoulies horror novel.
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. with the noocytes within himself.

But this is a lot more than just a horror
book. The story continues through the eyes
of a doctor who had already been infected,
who has escaped to Europe and offered him—
self as a research subject to those seeking
a cure. While living in his hermetically
sealed cubicle, he begins to communicate
Eventual-
ly he shares consciousness with them and
experiences their microscopic universe == a
world of undreamt-of chemical sensations and
flavors. He learns of the micro-beings®
childlike curiosity and hunger for know-

- ledge, and their reverence for the gigantie

"macro-life™ in which they reside.
gard him as their creator, their god, their
universe. These are wonderfully evocative
and vivid passages, every bit as strange as
any "alien contact" story.

Finally the awesome potential of the new
life-form becomes apparent. The noocyte net-—
work, a larger concentration of intelligenc-
es than any that has ever existed before,
now seems capable of altering the nature of
reality itself. Out of. their near-infinite
capacity for data storage, the noocytes have
preserved the personalities of those they
absorbed. These individuals, it seemed, nev-
er really died, but entered a whole new
state of being within the network of micro-
intelligence. This network can manipulate
matter, retrieve all human knowledge, bring
to life alternate realities that never were.
What seemed horrifying now seems wonderful
-- & quantum leap in evolution that unlocks
awesome possibilities for the future.

Or does it? Suppose this empire of micro-
beings is really a tyranny that will ingest
humanity, blotting out all individuality and
freedom? We are left to wonder.

As in many idea-oriented novels, charac-—
terization is sketchy. But this time I bare-—
ly noticed, the concepts and its presenta-
tions were so stunning. -This is a book that
will blow the most jaded reader's mind. It
kept me awake at night, and what really
struck me was a comment made by Vergil Ulam
as he attempts to deny responsibility for
what he has done. "They made me do it,"™ he
cries, "the goddamn genes! So they won't
have to rely on us any more. The ultimate
selfish gene...."”

That's right. When you study the way our
genetic heritage affects our behavior, it
sometimes seems as if genes are pretty near-
ly intelligent already. Maybe they've been
manipulating humanity all along, and are too
smart to let us know it. Perhaps this book
isn't so farfetched after all....

They re-—

LETTERS TO SHERLOCK HOLMES

Edited by Richard Lancelyn Green
Penguin, 1985, $6.95

A book review by Evelyn C. Leeper

If one travels to London and goes to 221B
Baker Street, one discovers that it is occu-
pied by the Abbey National Building Society.
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But if you send a letter to Sherlock Holmes
at that address, you will get a reply. from
"Holmes's secretary." This gentle deception
has been going on since 1950 when the Sher-
lock Holmes exhibition in that building
greatly increased his mail. (Even before

then, letters were sent to him, but no one
person answered them, some going to Doyle,
some to Dr. Joseph Bell -~ Doyle's basis for
Holmes -- some to Scotland Yard, etc.)

The book is certainly a tribute to Doyle,
though he might not see it that way -- one

correspondent from Canada asks if Doyle ever
wrote any other stories besides his Sher=~
lockian ones. This is reminiscent of the
*Star Trek" fan who wrote James Blish to ask
if he had ever written anything besides the
*Star Trek"* books he adapted from the show.
Although at times amusing, all too often
the book seems to be laughing at people,
rather than with them. Many of the letters
' are obviously written by children and ask
for autographs, pictures, and other souven-
irs. Some are by adults who are aware of the
deception be practiced and go along with it
for a lark. Others--those asking for Holmes'
help in real cases -- are often the saddest.
A child asking Holmes to find his lost cat
or a girl asking Holmes to find her missing
sister are obviously setting themselves up
for yet more disappointment. Perhaps a stu-
dent of psychology could learn something a-
bout why people confuse fantasy with reali-

ty. .In general, though, I cannot recommend
this book.

HIGHWNAY OF ETERNITY
by Clifford D. Simak
DelRey Hardcover, 1986, $14,95

A book review by Lan

1 eagerly await each new Simak work. ' His
stories have a warm feeling to them, and his
characters are usually interesting and in-
tellectually thoughtful. The plots are in-

variably thought-provoking, and I can count
on him to let me leave the book with a good
feeling. ,

At 82 years old, Simak is still creative-
ly producing SF. 1In the last few novels he
has been exploring what the next : "survival
trait" might be. First survival was based on
size and strength (dinosaurs), then intelli-
gence .(humans), but what's next? Simak's
latest novel, Highway of Eternity, tries to
answer that. He comes up with a tentative
solution, but I don't think he himself is
convinced of it.

The story: Jay Corcoran, who runs an in-
formational service business, has a trick
vision which enables him to see things oth-
ers can't. While investigating a client's
hotel suite (because the building it -is 1in
has been condemned and is to be demolished),
he "sees" a huge box affixed to the outside
of the apartment, and calls in a reporter
friend, Tom Boone, who has the ability to
"step around a corner", i.e., to remove him-

. self from danger by disappearing into anoth-

er dimension and returning when the danger
passes. While the two of them search the
apartment, the building 1is destroyed, and
Boone escapes to the box taking Corcoran
with him. The box turns out to be a time
traveling machine, and they wind up helping
a group of people from the future. These
people fled into the past to escape the 1In-
finites, a race who offered to turn . humans
into discorporate beings, thus making them
immortal. The Hopkins Acre Family was one

"group who refused to give up their bodies.

The group from the future has only one
really developed character, Timothy, who has
been searching history to find out what led
the human race to be receptive to this idea
of discorporate existence. The others are
pretty flat, except maybe Henry. He accepted
the process of discorporation, but changed
his mind part of the way through the pro-
cess. He wanders as a ghost through time and
space, and tries to help the Family of Hop~-
kins Acres. As the story moves along, more
characters are added, many of them aliens.
In the wanderings of the Family, Boone and
Corcoran, they stumble across the Highway of
Eternity (which runs from one end of the
universe to the other) in another dimension,
which turns out to be the one that Boone
"steps into"

The novel is a mixed bag of the the ele-
ments I expect in a Simak book. There are
robots, aliens, and dogs (wolves, actually),
and assorted human and alien characters. The
story is only mildly interesting (but gets
more intriguing towerds the end), and many
of the characters turn out to be two-dimen-
sional. 1In addition tec Timothy, the main
characters, Jay Corcoran and Tom Boone, are
the only fully developed ones. There are
others who are paritally developed, but the
majority are background actors established
to carry the story along. 1 have found one
personal annoyance that has crept into Clif-
ford's writing in the last few books in his
handling of conversation., People "yell",

"scream”, and get angry with little cause or

mmmmmmmmmmw
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buildup. This. is most likely tied into the "scars."” And "Still more, who from their
lack of character development of those who matted pelts and deathly pallor seemed to

behave this way.

The novel is slow in spots, and 1 left it
several times, but always came back. The
story, however is nicely tied together at
the end, with a few strings left dangling
for the reader to think over. The last few
chapters are well worth pushing through the
rest of the book. Cliff manages a few sur-
prises there. )

Do I recommend the book? Yes. In spite
of the slow spots, the story does move along
and gets more interesting as the reader pro-
gresses. Simak is good at introspection, and
when the characters talk to themselves and
sepculate about the events that have taken
place, he is at his best.

PHAID THE GAMBLER
"Being Part One of The Song of Phaid the
Gambler"”
by Mick Farren
Ace, 1986, $3.50

A book review by Maia Cowan

PHAID THE GAMBLER starts promisingly,

with a vivid description of Phaid, his
surroundings, and the dilemma in which he
finds himself.

The promise is to use vivid description
at least thrice per page to pad out a
mediocre one-volume story into two volumes.

Phaid makes an unlikely hero. When we
meet him he is a drifter on a run of bad
luck, trying to get from an isolated vil-
lage back to civilization. He manages this
mostly by letting a string of emergencies
panic him into following the first advice
offered. At no time does he make his own
decisions, consider the wisdom of what he
is about to do, or do anything that he
wasn't pushed into. He gets involved in
numerous desperate enterprises and gets out
of them more or less intact. He has no
effect  on any of them, and manages no im-
provement in his life.

The plot, combining a revolution acainst
a mad dictator with a fellow traveler's
mysterious threat to Phaid's 1life, keeps
accumulating details.without really going
anywhere. The story ends in mid-stride with
a warning to watch for the secona volume,
"Citizen Phaid." I saw no reason to believe
that the second volume will make more
sense, or have more meaning, than this one.

I might have enjoyed the book anyway if
I hadn't constantly been distracted by
passages such as, "He might call himself a
gambler, but he really only played the odds
and hustled for a living, the wind players
were the real gamblers." And "To be broke
and hanging around in a place like Freeport
was as equally imprudent as trying to get
away with some of the inhabitants' money."
And - "The three roustabuuts were ugly char-
acters. Between them they had two "broken
noses and at least half & dozen facial

stay permanently in the darkness of the
underground maze, either sat and stared,
contemplating some dull nonhuman nirvana or
scavenged, for what,  Phaid didn't care to
think about."™ My ninth~-grade composition
teacher wouldn't tolerate such bad grammar.
How did it get past the book's editor?

UNEARTHLY NEIGHBORS

Volume #8
"Classics of Modern Science Fiction®

by Chad Oliver
Crown SP Classics, [1960] 1984, $8.95

A book review by Robert Whitaker Sirignano

Sometimes I ask myself when I finish a
book, "What was all that -about?" Sometimes
I know what the wroter was attempting to do;
I am aware of my reaction as a reader wheth-
er or not the writer succeeded in his goals.
This is done by the presentation and the
sincerity of the work. Then there are the
books which cause me to say, "Why on Earth
am I reading this?", a sort of feeling that
crawls over you when you are reading some-
thing that makes you wish you weren't read-
ing it...like some of Ron Goulart's exercis-
es in novels. There's another category: "Why
was this published at all?" This covers
things written by Zach Hughes, or William
Hope Hodgson's The Night Land. The latter
falls into the "Why on Earth has this been
reprinted?" category, into which Chad Oliv=-
er's Unearthly Neighbors also goes.

Though the novel has been slightly re-
vised for its current republica*ion, it
still isn't a good book. It never was a good
book in the first place. It will never be a
good book, and calling it a "forgotten mas-
terpiece™ is ducking the issue: it wasn't
forgotten so much as ignored. This happens
to a lot of good books by good, bad, and in-
different writers. Chad Qliver has been all
three.,*

The novel appeared in 1960.
interesting Powers cover on it
cover, mind you, Jjust interesting). There
were a few reviews. No one raved about it;
it gained no reputation for having any merit
whatsoever. Now in SF fandom, a novel that
has some core of quality gains a word-of-
mouth reputation. H. P. Lovecraft, E. E.
Smith, David Lindsay, H. Beam Piper, Evan-
geline Walton, James Branch Cabell, Hannes
Bok, Ernest Bramah, and so on, maintained a

It had an
(not a good

f

*That Chad Oliver can be untreadable
should surprise anyone aware of his early
work as a writer, where he showed some com-
mon sense and sensitivity in his fiction.
That he could write something as bad as
Giants in the Dust, his most recent original
publication, shows how out of touch he is
with writing over production.
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folklorish type survival in fandom.
were fictional reference points. I've never
encountered anyone who had anything to say
about Oliver's Unearthly Neighbors.

Oliver's reputation in the SF field rests
on the short stories he wrote in the 50s. He
has, however, never gained any sort of stat-
ure with them beyond being a minor figure in
the field. ’

While Unearthly Neighbors

They

does contain a

good idea, 1t 1Is presented awkwardly and
without conviction: 1is a society a society
without any tools at all? Oliver's aliens,

the Merdosi, communicate through dreams in a
collective conscious/unconscious state while
they sleep. While the idea has a special
attraction for me, it isn't presented very
well. Part of this problem in the presenta-
tion of the book is that Oliver's people are
all blank faced and carry no emotional
weight. None of them stands out, none of
them are given any real character, none of
them can survive a closing of the book and
saying, "What was Monte like?" Monte, the
lead.figure of the book, has his wife killed
by the Merdosi. What grief is felt by the
character is not communicated to the reader,
only the image that you should feel grief
for Monte and that Monte should feel grief,
‘Besides, with so little known about the wom-
an and the relationship, why should you care
at allz

The book doesn't go anywhere. Its central
idea is wasted. While Monte is supposed. to
be observing the aliens, he moans about the
loss of his wife, and the conflicts with the
natives and the situation at hand. He's very
boring. This book isn't a classic. 1It's a
plece of crap.

KAMIKAZE '89

A film review by Mark R. Leeper

-

CAPSULE REVIEW: German import film gives a
confused look at the year 1989 with a hard-
to-follow story. Some interesting images.

An unlikely formula that seems to be the
basis of a number of science fiction films
since Alphaville is the futuristic detective
story. The story is part mystery, part tra-
velogue visit to a future society. 1In addi-
tion to Alphaville, we have Last days of Man
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on Earth, Runaway, Bladerunner, and the 1982
German Kamikaze '89.

It is 1989.  All is in order. Pollution
and dangerous drugs are just bad memories.
Poverty and starvation have been eradicated.
Germany is the richest and most powerful
country in the world and Germany is virtual-
ly ruled by "The Concern."™ "The Concern® is
(among other
things) runs Germany's media. 98% of Germany

tunes in to see entertaining programs like
laughing contests and to read comic strips
in which the Blue Panther fights the evil

Krysmopompas may

or may not be a real organization but the

few discontents of society have taken its
name to be their battle cry.

Somebody, perhaps Krysmopompas, has made
a bomb threat on the Concern's offices and

Police Chief Inspector Jansen (played by art
film director Rainer Werner Fassbinder) is

called in to investigate. Jansen is a con-
summate slob in his leopard-spotted leisure
suits. Even his car and the handle of his

gun are decorated in leopardskin. Jansen's
adventures in the pop-art near-future worid
are more confusing than enlightening. And
any understanding of the plot that the view-
er gleans are hard-won victories over a film
style intended to obscure rather than to en-
lighten. Still, every once in a while direc-
tor Wolf Gremm gives the viewer a tantaliz-
ing 1look at a sort of pop-art future with
millions anesthetized by the totally ' banal
media that the Concern serves up. And we see
Jansen's frustration with the banal society
and his retreat into images of adventure and
the untamed.

Kamikaze '89 is hardly the
taining £ilm available.
is a hard film to

most enter-
in video stores. It
watch and nearly impossi-
ble to follow. But stick with it. There is
more to this than meets the eye. I would
give it a 0 on the -4 to +4 scale. Maybe if
the story were better told it would have
been rated higher.

by Michael P. Kube-McDowell

Berkley, 1986, $3.50

A book review by Lan

Although this novel is a sequel to Em-
prise, and the second in the Trigon Disunity
Trilogy, Enigma exists separately and can be
read and enjoyed without reading the first
one.

The story revolves around Merrit Thackery
who, upon having what could be considered a
religious experience when see Jupiter up
close from a spacecraft swinging around it,
decides to leave his studies in Government
Services and applies for the Unified Space
Service. The reader follows Merritt's career
through the service, his leadership of a
Contact team (which makes the initial commu-
nication with First Colonies), and commander
of mission designed to search for the race
that may have come before Humans. The book
is a careful study of Merrit, his roles and
relationships with other people, and his
discovery which has cosmic repercussions for
Earth and her Colonial Expansion program.

As the protagonist, Thackery is superbly
drawn with all the faults and virtues that
make him human, and the drive that makes him
a hero. The supporting characters are also
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well-rounded, and easily kept separate via
well-defined personalities. 1 found the s