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HILE RESEARCHING for this fanzine, an interesting quote came up on the Fictionmags list, relating to the 20th 
Century diarist Arthur Inman, and passed on to list members by Kyle McAbee. I’ll let Kyle introduce Mr. Inman: 

“Arthur Inman wrote an immense diary (17 million words in 155 volumes!). Inman, disabled, spent much time 
reading or being read to from books and magazines. In this excerpt, Inman characterizes the leading SF magazines 
of 1937. Note his conclusion; I had read this stated of the “golden age” SF stories of 1939–1943. On Inman’s 
account, the better quality of writing in the SF pulps was evident earlier.”

June 4 [1937]
When tired evenings, I have people read to me Astounding Stories, Wonder Stories, Amazing Stories, Weird Tales. 
The greater proportion of the yarns in these magazines are hackneyed of plot, but about one in nine is excellent, 
and at their worst they give my imagination in easy form more to feed upon that the best detective, adventure or 
love magazines. I enjoy losing myself, as far as that is possible, in a fanciful world, the more unrelated to this one 
about me, the better.
 These science fiction stories fall in the main into several plot groups. A man or men adventuring to the far 
places of the cosmos in interplanetary ships; time machines, backward or forward; insect peoples and realms; 
brain transferences from one body to another; space pirates captured or destroyed by the hero; robot inventions or 
artificial creations on the loose; men, human or otherwise, ambitious to gain interstellar dominance, always in the 
end thwarted. (In Weird Tales there are vampire stories and ghost and apparitional stories, but I don’t read them.)
 The stories are written after the regulation Anglo-Saxon English-American pattern. Virtue invariably 
triumphs; battle and gore and immorality are always presented merely as villainies to be overcome; ambition, 
especially for power, is in the end invariably suppressed and humbled; the hero is always an inconsistent 
combination of bravery, shrewdness and impossible dumbness, the dumbness in order that he makes mistakes so 
that the plot can continue; the hero and the heroine love only on a high Victorian scale of self-sacrificing morality; 
women are idealized, never, except in the case of a villainess, humanized; Imperialism is abhorrent and 
Democracy is perfect. But, notwithstanding the artificiality of the presentation of these stories, in spite of their 
irksome similarity, I enjoy them. The one in nine is worth reading the rest for. My imagination is exercised. My 
mind is relaxed.
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 Evelyn [Arthur’s wife] objects: “But they're so horrible, so macabre. They give me nightmares.” … Roderic [Arthur’s 
chauffeur] likes this sort of reading. Most people don't. They say, “How can you read such impossible stuff? It’s so 
impossible that it’s silly.” On the whole the style and the vocabulary in these magazines are head and shoulders above that 
to be found in any of the other pulps and in most of the slicks.

 — from The Inman Diary: A Private and Public Confession, edited by David Aaron, (1985, Harvard University Press; 
 2 volumes). The excerpt above appears in volume 1 on pages 781-782.

What Mr. Inman’s quote infers about general attitudes to pulp SF in his day still echoes down the ages nearly a century on. 
He names four magazines as being of a higher quality than the rest, but then equates the remainder with “the slicks” whose 
evident production values were, according to Inman, seemingly higher than the quality of their fiction. You could compare 
the general attitude to pulp SF writing as being expressed perfectly by Peter Graham in his wry statement about the “Golden 
Age of SF” being “twelve” and argue the merits of the claim, however, in the end, it’s all subjective. Mr. Inman’s ratio of “one 

in nine stories” being excellent isn’t that far away an observation from that 
encapsulated in Sturgeon’s Law (“Ninety percent of everything is crap” – okay, by 
common consent it’s become slightly updated, and it also seems to have replaced the 
original Sturgeon’s Law, but that’s not where I’m going with this). What I’m saying is 
there has always been quality in pulp writing if you take the time to find it or, with 
the help of good editors and anthologists, know where to look. Of course, there 
remains the question of whether a pulp writer is ever happy seeing their work 
described thus, or if they believe their art comes from a higher calling and deserves 
better kudos. Is it fair to dismiss the efforts involved on the part of thousands of 
writers who would likely take issue with the assumption that because ther work has 
appeared in a pulp magazine or been published as a pulp novel, that their work, by a 
default cultural consent, has less merit? Any thoughts on that? Drop me a line.
 Then there’s the question of what, precisely, is a pulp publication. There are the 
pulp purists who insist the term should apply strictly to magazines, and only from a 
certain era, and most definitely not ever to books. So for my purposes here, I’ll take 
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Damon Knight’s often misquoted so-called ‘definition’ of science fiction out of context once more and also twist it to my own 
ends: for this fanzine, pulp is whatever I have pointed to and said “this is pulp”. Books, magazines, trashy spy thrillers, gang 
stories, vaguely titilating soft porn, hardcover firsts or magazine serialisations with just one lousy cheap paperback follow-
up… whatever; it’s all here. I might change my opinion about what’s pulp next week and have to re-classify a whole bunch 
of titles, but as no one has yet provided a time-honoured definition accepted by all, this week’s definition is probably as 
good as next week’s and mine is probably as good as anybody’s.
 My attraction to pulp as a field comes and goes in phases, and that field is so vast I find, like many enthusiasts, that 
I’m always in the process of learning. And I certainly can’t read pulp constantly – that would be like drinking cheap scotch 
all the time; you also need something where quality is more in evidence just to smooth the palette occasionally.
 However as a bibliophile and collector of books, I find I have to resort to some draconian tactics when it comes down 
to what pulp novels I choose to keep. I don’t have an all-purpose ‘sliding scale of enjoyment’ rule with a cut-off point that 
needs to be strictly adhered to (although I imagine there are one or two fen who do); if I’m likely to read a book again, or if I 
may need to refer to it again, it stays on the shelf. If neither of those two criteria are met, it will probably get sent on its way 
to Oxfam for others to enjoy. However this also means that I keep books I haven’t necessarily enjoyed but that are important 
enough within the genre for me to want to keep a copy. I’m not likely to hang onto any mainstream pulp unless it has a 
connection with speculative fiction (such as being by a noted SF author) or it relates somehow to Asia – and if it relates to 
Thailand, it’s an automatic keep.
 I have plenty of pulp SF at home, much of it still unread in large boxes taking up space in storage, so I confess I have 
far fewer mainstream pulp novels of the different pedigrees that I cover in this fanzine – that actually doesn’t matter, as I still 
have the interest. But to restrict myself to covering only pulp SF here might have resulted in a narrowly-scoped and rather 
po-faced zine, whereas my interests are (for want of more shelf space) far wider. I was knocked out by a couple of Orrie Hitt 
novels in my late-twenties after finding them in a secondhand store in Jamaica, and the appeal of Charles Bukowski for me 
has always been bigger than the self-indulgent and slightly pretentious Beats, so I wanted to cover those two authors 
specifically. I have not read any lesbian or gay fiction, pulp or otherwise, but feel that, particularly today, it is worth touching 
on that area too, for the reasons given in my introduction to the pictorial ‘Lesbian Pulp Fiction’ on page 46.
 I’m very grateful to Caleb Daniloff, William Lampkin, Gary Lovisi and Brian Ritt for allowing me to publish 
their great articles – each have different strengths; in particular, Caleb’s is a wonderfully personal take on Charles Bukowski, 
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William’s is a well-researched piece on a couple of lesser-known works from the prolific pulp writer Norvell W. Page, and 
Brian’s shows a very human side to a writer who wrote unflinchingly and provocatively – and not without honesty and 
insight – on the far-from-perfect men and women whose lives we hope will never resemble our own. Gary’s in-depth look at 
George Arnaud’s The Wages of Fear, the novel that inspired one of cinema’s most revered thrillers, shows why it still endures 
and it’s a book I will definitely be seeking out. Charles Ardai wrote his article mostly as a promotion for Stephen King’s 
2013 novel Joyland which his Hard Case Crime imprint recently published, and I’ve snatched it for this issue because it also 
says plenty about the joy of publishing real physical books, and passion for the pulps in general.
 In the novels I’ve selected to review here I’ve tried to take a long view on them by including some context as well as 
commentary on the stories themselves. This becomes more necessary when looking at what are often minor works in world 
literature from many decades ago – few people today would read a poorly-regarded pulp novel from fifty years ago unless 
they could also learn something of the context, or the time, in which it was written. And a few words on Badgers: for a bigger 
overview I highly recommend Dave Langford’s 1995 article ‘The Badger Game’, his introduction to Debbie Cross’s collection 
of Fanthorpeisms, culled (now there’s a mot juste) from R. Lionel Fanthorpe’s many Badger books.
 But back to Bukowski (somehow, for me things always drift back to Bukowski). Why no exploration of Pulp, his final, 
brilliant, kinda-science-fictional pastiche of a detective novel? Surely it has a home in a fanzine like this? I considered a brief 
review, then a far longer review, then realised it didn’t really fit in either review category here. Bukowski would probably 

have hated this fanzine. Too compartmentalised.
   There’s not much more for me to add here, other 
than to say I fully expect to do another ‘Pulp’ issue in 
the future because this one was fun to do. And there 
is so much ground to cover, which is the whole point 
of doing fanzines, and I look forward very much to 
hearing your thoughts on what’s covered in this one.
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July 2013: I’ve been trying to get Miles started with something 
a little less high-concept, but when he saw that robot, he 
insisted.

http://ansible.co.uk/writing/rlfintro.html
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UST TO confound Chris Garcia, who actually got the point of the photo I chose to head this column with in Big 
Sky #1, this time I’m going for a photo that might be an accurate description of how dedicated fanzine fans see 
their collections. As far as I know it’s not Greg and Catherine Pickersgill’s house, though might be.
 Chris is of course my partner in crime along with James Bacon, both of whom occasionally indulge my co-
editing of Journey Planet. As I write, that esteemed fanzine has now been up for a Hugo Award again and this 
time it won/lost (delete as applicable). Pretty much concurrent with editing this edition of Big Sky, however, I was 
also tackling the “endlessly multiplicating realities of James Bacon Philip K. Dick” with JP’s issue #16, which is 
already out there, but it’s actually #15 (March 2013) I want to talk about, an issue I had nothing to do with.
 Okay, with my designer’s hat on, I need to say the Contents pages suck, because the very typography ends 
up concealing the information it’s meant to reveal. Past that problem, and reading everything I’m meant to be 
reading, it was one of the most enjoyable issues I’ve yet seen of JP. It is simply a goldmine of information: for all 
kinds of fans in any number of ways, writing is important, whether you write fiction yourself or not, or confine 
yourself to writing essays and articles, or are satisfied simply by only reading the words of others. I was 
particularly horrified – yes, that is the right word – by Andrea K. Hosth’s account (‘The Glacier’) of trying to get her 
first novel published with one very slack big-name publisher, in a saga that dragged on for ten years. It should be 
one of those ‘required reading’ texts for anyone trying to get their first book out there to know in advance what 
others have experienced.
 Two people who have no such trouble in finding an audience for their words are Mark Plummer and Claire 
Brialey, which brings me to Banana Wings #52 (April 2013). Mark usually finds much interesting anecdotal 
stuff to relate, and always in such a genial and entertaining way, and it’s what I look forward to most in Banana 
Wings because I’ve an interest in learning about fan history from the time when I wasn’t around. However in #52 
the fanhistory piece is by Greg Pickersgill, ‘Space Time Story’, about the final eviction from his house after twenty 
years of an old Gestetner he once shared with Rob Holdstock and Malcolm Edwards for the enthusiastic 
production of fanzines. It ended its useful life by propping up a shelf for twenty years until Greg decided he 
needed more space and Catherine consigned it to the tip.
 (This brought back memories of my own trusted fanzine duplicator, an Apple LaserWriter 4/600PS, 
nicknamed Whispering Bob, which I was reluctant to part with some time after Zoo Nation #7 issued forth from its 
sleek and silent interior in 2006. It was superbly reliable, and produced finely-detailed black-and-white pages that 



surpassed my expectations of a LaserWriter. By comparison, I used an Epson colour 
printer for the covers, and that machine was a general pain in the ass. Every interior 
page of every issue of Zoo Nation was produced by Bob, but it had to go when the 
model was no longer supported and ink cartridges, expensive enough already, were 
deliberately priced out of reach even by secondary manufacturers such as Staples. Bob 
gave me no anecdotes to relate about a temperamental nature or a tendency for pages to 
get stuck in its works; these things never happened, and Bob simply worked 
uncomplainingly from the day I bought it to the day it ended up sitting forlornly 
alongside other past-it hardware at the Reading Recycling Centre. This barely compares 
to Greg’s experience, nor indeed the mourning of Brum fandom at the final expiry of the 
Critical Wave photocopier some years ago, but at least I’ve now related my own humble 
story in that lineage.)
 But more than a dozen lines of digression is quite enough. Where was I? This issue of 
Banana Wings actually made me feel more than a little out of touch. Visits by overseas 
fans, con reports, a highly entertaining letter from Liam Proven and a brilliant one from 
Paul Skelton. Compared to Mark’s articles, Claire’s focus more on fandom today, which I’m 
equally interested in as I’m sort of living it, such as my experience is, separated from 
fandom by many thousands of miles for most of the year give or take a day or three here 
and there, and with fannish contact mostly done electronically these days. However there 
is perhaps less to ‘learn’ in the educational sense than what I get from Mark’s articles. I’m 

sure Claire, with her usual insight, will know what I mean here: learning fandom vs. experiencing it. Isn’t experience the best 
teacher, usually? Of course, but there’s another way that also relates the lives of people I know in a way that I have never 
actually experienced for myself because, well, I wasn’t around. I wasn’t around in 1979 for the British Worldcon, and I’m 
not around today either to do things like welcome overseas fans to Britain and being a regular attendee at conventions. So 
the combination of Mark and Claire’s approaches to documenting fannish history works for me, and is why I see Banana 
Wings as the most topical fanzine around.
 And while I’m on things of a fanhistorical nature, it’s worth giving another shout to SF Commentary. Not just 
because I have a letter in the latest issue, but because it’s actually the fanzine I’ve read most in the last six months, all 
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pertaining to my ongoing indexing of its complete run at the ISFDB. How could such an indulgence be avoided? You simply 
don’t have 85 issues of SF Commentary to hand, dating all the way back to 1969, and clock only the titles, authors and page 
numbers – that would be, well, I’m inclined to say impossible, which is true, but at the very least a wasted opportunity and 
at worst an unforgiveable dereliction of duty that would mark me out forever as a fakefan. (I can imagine the comments, the 
sneers, the eyes raised to the heavens in despair: “You had access to every back issue of SF Commentary and you didn’t read 
them?!?” [gagging sounds as half of Brit- and Oz-fandom collapses to the floor in spluttering incoherence, paramedics in 
attendance.] Put that nightmare away.)
 Where was I (again)? Just about anybody who is anybody has had their time in SF Commentary either as a contributor 
or as a subject/author under discussion, and indeed sometimes both (well, maybe there’s not so much of Larry Niven). I 
have my favourite issues, of course, and my favourite recently-read articles are the ‘Discussion Panel’ in #3 (June 1969) 
moderated by John Foyster at the 1968 Melbourne conference (part of which, coincidentally, is devoted to the question 
“What is pulp?”); Perry Chapdelaine’s article ‘Reverse Racism’ on racial streaming in American colleges in #23 (September 
1971); Brian Aldiss’s Q&A at Unicon IV, Easter 1978, in #54 (November 1978) titled ‘Cheerfulness Keeps Breaking In’, in 
which Aldiss sparkles as he takes on a whole host of questions about his work. A low point – but one certainly worth 
encountering – was Andrew Whitmore’s unedifying and pointlessly hostile KTF reviews of two Australian novels by David J. 
Lake and Lee Harding in #55/56 (October 1979). George Turner’s LoC in #57 (November 1979) then nails precisely what is 
wrong with those reviews – certain so-called ‘reviewers’ on the internet today (and I have one in particular in mind; clued-in 
people will know of whom I speak) could draw several good lessons from this exchange. ‘The Silverberg Forum’ in #51 
(March 1977) was also a useful touchpoint for a recently-read title, – Robert Silverberg’s Dying Inside – and presented two 
erudite but opposing views of that work, by Don D’Ammassa and Bruce Gillespie. I’m more disposed to Don’s positive 
assessment of the book, and Damien Broderick’s letter in #53 (April 1978) also summed up well why some people have, yet 
also shouldn’t have, a problem with Silverberg’s SF.
 I’ve also been catching up with John Purcell’s admirable Askance, now up to #30. Two articles in #27 (Summer 
2012) particularly caught my eye: Taral Wayne’s conversations with Lloyd Penney and Eric Mayer about the state of modern 
fanzines and fanwriting. The thrust of both conversations concerns what fanzines can gain in the electronic age and what 
they are in danger of losing out to the internet and social media, or have already lost. And maybe that even in the age of 
electronic publishing we still haven’t lost the ‘crudzine’. My take on that: for as long as new fans are learning to do their own 
thing – and enjoying the experience – the crudzine will always be with us. And long may that continue.
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HILE I didn’t expect a huge mailbag to result from Big Sky #1, I’ve 
nevertheless been keen to find out how it was received and reviewed. Among 
the comments I’ve seen, Andy Hooper in Flag #4 described Big Sky #1 as 
“possibly even more beautiful than his much admired Zoo Nation was. The 
material in this fanzine is quite unique”. Guy H. Lillian III in The Zine 
Dump #30 described it as “A beautiful new genzine… The result is both 
enchanting and educational. The delight comes from the visual pleasure 
conveyed by the exceptional photography and the portfolio of Communist 
Chinese SF propaganda art with which Young illumines his zine. The 
education comes from its articles on early Japanese and Hindi SF and S. P. 
Somtow’s piece on the great Thai author (and borrower of plots) M. R. 
Kukrit Pramoj, topics new to me as I imagine they are to most. Obviously, 
thirst for the future knows no borders.” Jason Erik Lundberg also gave 
a shout for the zine on Facebook while commenting on my reviews of two 
Singaporean spec-fic collections, one of which provided him with a pull-
quote for the Infinity Plus edition of his collection Red Dot Irreal. Joseph 
Nicholas commented favourably on Big Sky in his article ‘Hidden 
Ideologies’ in Nic Farey & Jim Trash’s Beam #7, saying “Some of what appears on Bill Burns’s 
efanzines site is quite remarkable – anything edited or designed by Young leaps to mind: his Big Sky #1, which 
appeared in March this year, and the three issues of Journey Planet he guest-edited [ – actually, four – ] could 
almost be object lessons in how to design fanzines to make the fullest possible use of the tools the software 
provides (it’s also noteworthy that, although published as a PDF, Big Sky was formatted specifically to be read on a 
rectangular screen).” – specifically, Joseph, an iPad mini, and it has to be noted that The Drink Tank and others 
have had the same horizontal formatting. Jack Avery also said plenty of very nice things in From Alien Shores #4, 
among them a comment on the design: “It communicates perfectly that Big Sky is a forward-thinking zine of 
futuristic ideas. […] In fact, it’s reminiscent of the layout used in Omni Magazine years ago which was designed to 
be futuristic.” Apologies to Jack – this issue #2 has far fewer futuristic ideas and instead plenty of looking back to 
the past, so I’ll have to take that on the chin. Thank you, gentlemen, for your kind words!
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Big Sky’s ‘First LoC’ dibs not unexpectedly go to Lloyd Penney, but first a brief note from David Redd who pipped Lloyd by 
nearly a month:

David Redd  MILFORD HAVEN, PEMBROKESHIRE, 27 MARCH 2013

david_redd@hotmail.com
More or less given up e-reading, but was hooked by the title of a favourite Kate Bush video. Good and good-looking stuff, 
downloaded for perusal at leisure. Nice one. Thanks!

Lloyd Penney   ETOBICOKE, ONTARIO, 20 APRIL 2013

penneys@bell.net
Thank you for Big Sky #1, a big zine. You’ve done your research, and your contributors have taken on some mighty big and 
deep topics. Will I be up to the task of writing a letter of comment on these topics? Looks daunting, but I’ll give it a go, and 
see how I do.
 When I bought Locus regularly, so long ago, I’d appreciate the fact it had regular columns on science fiction in other 
countries. (It would do reports on SF in Québec, but not in the rest of Canada.) It was a regular reminder that SF and 

fandom were not just an American phenomenon, but was worldwide. It’s been so long 
since I’ve even seen a copy, so I don’t know if Charlie Brown’s successors do the same 
thing. Hope so.
 I’ve had my fanzines on a flight as well; sometimes in paper format, and 
sometimes in PDF format when my Palm Tungsten was still working. I’d catch up 
while flying, or at least try. As much as I like to fly, you can only see the tops of the 
cloud layer for so long, and I always try to spend my time more creatively. I might 
have caught a typo… Alan White is not a UK fan, but a US fan.  [ – My apologies to 
Alan! – ]
 I would like to see some Japanese science fiction, especially seeing so many 
have either forgotten it or just haven’t seen it. It’s been buried under a mountain of 
manga and anime over the decades. However, most of us do remember with 
fondness Takumi Shibano, the Japanese translator of a lot of popular SF.
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[ – I’m beginning what I expect will be an enjoyable haul of Japanese titles as published in English by Haikasoru. Three down, 
dozens more to go… – ]

 I can see the appeal of the Chinese propaganda artwork… we’d envy those kids in our heart of hearts. Even so, we 
can easily see that the rockets the kids were in looked like rides at the supermarket… such a cynic I am. Still, these great 
posters should be collected in a single volume for us all to enjoy.
 I do not watch anime or read manga at all, but I do know the people who run the annual Anime North in Toronto, 
which I believe is now the 4th or 5th largest anime convention in North America. They can barely keep up with it, there’s so 
much of it.
 So many books, so little time and money… I have a copy of Paolo Bacigalupi’s The Windup Girl sitting on my To Be 
Read shelf, and recently obtained, too. I just can’t keep up, so I don’t even try any more.
 So many good articles in here, so scholarly… they aren’t over my head, but I really have no comment to make on 
them. I look forward to the next issue for more good articles, and some better LoCs from those who can better respond. See 
you then!

Christopher J Garcia   MOUNTAIN VIEW, CALIFORNIA, 26 APRIL 2013 

cgarcia@computerhistory.org
OK, so now I’m LoCing because hey, it’s been long enough. Sadly, I think I slew myself down because there is no way my 
LoC could live up to the level of the stuff you’ve got in your issue!
 “Part-genzine, part-perzine, variable sercon/fannish content.” sounds a lot like my concept for The Drink Tank, though 
it almost always goes both ways on both counts. I think you really hit the mark here, and manage to give us something 
spectacular and special. This is part of what I love about zines: they can be hyper-scattered and still feel connected.
 Japanese science fiction novels get buried in the west, largely due to the popularity of Japanese genre media (manga, 
anime, etc). There’s Haikasoru, the line edited by Nick Mamatas, that brings Japanese language materials into English. I’ve 
never read any Japanese SF older than the 1970s, but what I would say is Magical Realism (The Navidad Incident, for 
example) is a personal favorite. Still, this article gives me some idea of what I need to start looking for.
 Love that image of the gateway to Science Fiction in Hindi. I've read exactly nada when it comes to Hindi SF (and no 
Hindi fiction in translation at all), though I’m a huge lover of Hindi film. Given the chance, I’ll take Telugu films over Hindi 
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most times, but once in a while, a good Hindi film is ideal. I’ve watched exactly one Hindi SF film, Mr. India.
 Chinese Space Children is an awesome feature! I hear there’s an active and exciting Chinese SF fandom, yet I’ve never 
managed to penetrate into their online world, probably due to my monolingualism. Chinese SF is rarely translated into 
English though I understand that there are good Russian and French translations of many short stories. I really do want to 
read The Fat Years, and The Last Tobacco Shop in the World sounds awesome! I really think the way 
you approached your reviews is spectacular! Really top notch, both in design and content. If a slab 
of reviews makes you check your Chase account for how much you can invest in buying those 
books, then the reviews have done their job!
 Most anime bugs me. It’s the form of movement, I think. It doesn’t feel right. Of course, that’s 
because I grew up expecting animated characters to move one way, and anime characters don’t 
tend to move that way. Go figure. 
  Loved Distant Barking Dogs! I notice that a lot in books, actually the one that catches 
my eye the most often is “a car crushed gravel…” and the like. That’s in a lot of stuff I read.

Mike Dalke   BANGKOK, THAILAND, 29 AUGUST 2013

bipedpoetry@yahoo.com
I live in Bangkok and I’m an avid science fiction reader, book collector and book reviewer. While I love Dasa Books 
on Sukhumvit and the wealth of books in Chiang Mai, I’m always most anxious to find a weird mix of science fiction at the 
Neilson-Hayes Library book sale. Just a few weeks ago I picked up a copy of B.A. Young’s The Colonists from Space (1979) 
and found that the only person to verify it on ISFDB was you! This led me to wonder if I had the exact copy which you may 
have donated to the library. Is this the case?

[ – Hang onto that book, it’s a bit of a rarity. The copy you picked up wasn’t mine; I have mine sitting on a shelf right in front of 
me, although I haven’t read it yet. I think Freddie Young (no relation), who was mostly a theatre critic, wrote it as a satire on 
what happens when the colonists (ie. the British) get colonised themselves. – ]

 I have about a 500-book collection in my condo on Ratchada Road. I haven’t made contact with any other science 
fiction readers in Thailand... I thought I was the only one! I would enjoy touching base with you. If you’d like to take a look 
at my blog, it can be found here.

mailto:bipedpoetry@yahoo.com%0Dbipedpoetry@yahoo.com%0Dbipedpoetry@yahoo.com?subject=
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[ – In Thailand there’s not an outstanding number of us, I suspect. If you think it’s hard finding other SF fans and good 
bookshops in Bangkok, try living in Hua Hin! – ]

 My Thai has been on the decline since I moved to Bangkok. I had been living alone upcountry for six years, so my 
Thai was quite good having used it everyday in all scenarios. But now I’m happy to speak English with even common 
shopkeepers in Bangkok. At least I can still read a menu and order food like a native! That’s what I’m most proud of. 
 I read Big Sky before emailing you, but I wondering when you’ll be ready to publish another edition. I barely have 
enough time to write my own book reviews (the wordier, the better – all just part of writing practice), but I would, if I had the 
time, write some commentary for your magazine. Do you have anything in mind you’d like written?

[ – I see from your website you’re very keen on Eric Brown – I think sometime in the next year or two I’d like to do an issue on 
Space Opera, in which I suspect Mr. Brown will fit quite nicely. Interested? – ]

 I’ve been barreling through some reading in the past few months – good pace, good books, for the most part. Thanks 
for your recommendations re. George Turner: I’ve almost read his entire bibliography, so he’s somewhat of an interest of 
mine. As for new books, I’ve read Aldiss’s Finches of Mars and Eric Brown’s Serene Invasion. Looking forward next month to 
buying Iain M. Banks’s paperback reprint of The Hydrogen Sonata (because Books Kinokuniya never carried the hardback) 
and Alastair Reynolds’s On the Steel Breeze. In the non-genre realm, Kim Stanley Robinson has an interesting-sounding 
novel being published in September: Shaman. End of the year looks like good readin’!

Patrick Ijima-Washburn   TOKYO, JAPAN, 4 JUNE 2013

patokon.com@gmail.com
After being invited to join the ‘fanhistory’ group on Facebook, I came across   efanzines.com which has a wide variety of 
fanzines both new and old. With so many choices, it was difficult to know where to start. However, after seeing the striking 
cover of Big Sky #1, I had to check it out. I was pleasantly surprised to find that this particular issue would be focusing on 
SF in Asia, and that it would probably be a recurring theme for future issues.
 I jumped right in because, though I have lived in Japan and have always had a fascination for the Far East, there is 
very little I know about Japanese science fiction beyond what has been adapted to film (as the novel Snakes and Earrings 
was) and TV or what has been either written for or adapted to the comics format.

mailto:patokon.com@gmail.com
mailto:patokon.com@gmail.com
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 I am a recent Haruki Murakami convert, though I mostly enjoy the fantasy and noir elements. Perhaps the only 
Japanese SF novel I’ve read is Kobo Abe’s Ice Age 4 which I was reminded of as I read the fascinating article about Mirai-ki. 
Ice Age 4 is about a computer which predicts an exact future based on current available data which is similar to the 
introduction to Gaishi’s The Year 23 as mentioned in the article about predicting the future.
 I know of the Mirai-ki (future record) phenomenon only because it still exists today in Japan as Mirai-nikki (future 
diary). The idea is that if you write in the diary, that future would come true. It was used for a dating segment of a popular 
TV show which was a concept lifted from the popular Doraemon cartoon. A comic and anime series, Mirai-nikki, was also 
created based on the idea.
 After reading the article, I did searches for several of the works mentioned and was able to find scanned copies online 
at the National Diet Library digital library homepage (http://dl.ndl.go.jp). Unfortunately, the Japanese is a bit archaic for my 
skills, but I did enjoy looking at scans and was able to glean a few insights. The etchings in Setchubo (actually the sequel to 
another piece) were fascinating.
 I also looked into what other kind of Japanese SF is available and found a great site (Blue Sky Bunko Japanese 
Classic SF collection: http://www.geocities.jp/tamiyagi2/sf.html) which has several SF classics that you can read online 
including the ‘Undersea Warship’ series mentioned at the beginning of the article. I was also inspired to look up info about 
“kibyoshi” and Wikipedia has a pretty good write up on that (more than there is in Japanese).  My only gripe about the 
article is the line about the dearth of Google hits regarding author’s names which when searched in Japanese result in quite 
a few hits.
 There were so many reviews! I read each one at first and found myself starting to skim and then skip because of the 
overwhelming number, but was able to discover many books that I’d like to look into and I will likely visit the lists again to 
look for reading suggestions.
 I enjoyed the article by S.P. Somtow whom I’ve met some two decades ago, and can really understand having to 
accept the humanity of heroes. One of my mentors tells me that we don’t need heroes. Their humanity is just proof that we 
all have the ability to become great. I’ve also found that people playing in each other’s sandbox was quite the norm, once 
upon a time. Not sure to what extent the authors/borrowers would admit it, though. For some Japanese arts, you were 
expected to do perfect copies of your teacher’s works before you could go out on your own. Even then, you were expected 
not to stray to far from what you had learned. You can kind of see how the same stylistic choices in Japanese comics have 
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yet to change in many cases. Taking the whole plot without acknowledgement is a bit much, though.
 I’m glad for the ‘Chinese Space Children’ images, and the list of dogs howling to break up the rhythm a bit. For the 
heck of it, I did a search in Japanese for “どこかで犬が吠えた” (doko ka de, inu ga hoeta – somewhere a dog barked) and 
found a bunch of hits for that exact phrase – one being for Mariko Koike’s novel Wings of Water: “Somewhere a dog barked. 
The warm winds of Spring are blowing. The treetops of the garden trees whisper in the wind and as if linked, the abundant 
trees of the forest of the mausoleum sounded out as their leaves touched one another.”
 Overall, a beautifully produced zine with sharp design and sharper content. I’m looking forward to the next one!

Jason Burnett  MINNEAPOLIS, MINNESOTA, 4 DECEMBER 2013

jason.burnett@starfleet.com
I just discovered Big Sky after seeing it referenced in the lettercol of issue #4 of Jack Avery’s From Alien Shores. I’ve really 
enjoyed it quite a lot.
 I can’t help but ask (though I imagine you get asked this quite a bit): Are you related to Brigadier Peter Young, the 
famous wargamer? Obviously it’s not an uncommon surname, but given the shared first name as well, the question 
naturally come to mind. (And I suppose it’s also quite revealing as to my interests that, given everything he did, I think of 
him as “the famous wargamer.”)

[ – Again, no relation, although I’ve certainly heard of him. Two other PYs I know of are the American animal rights activist, 
and the British Capital Radio/Jazz FM broadcaster to whom I’m very grateful: often I used to get front-row tables at Ronnie 
Scott’s and Smollensky’s jazz clubs in London, from staff who obviously couldn’t put a face to the name. – ]

 I was rather surprised to discover that, with the exception of the PKD-specific titles, I already receive and read (even 
if I don’t respond as regularly as I wish I did) the bulk of the fanzines you review here – apparently I’m better-connected to 
things than I had thought. The ones I wasn’t familiar with (Orpheum, Gross Encounters, Sense of Wonder Stories) are 
downloading in the background as I type this.
 I really enjoyed the Chinese space propaganda posters. They had (for obvious reasons) a great sense of joy and 
brightness about them. I’d love to see American artists and writers take such an optimistic view of the future.
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SHIT MY DAD SAYS:

Peter Young   NEW YORK, NEW YORK, 12 MAY 2013

peteyoung.uk@gmail.com
Your editor/creator doing the typing here. Seeing as I’m the one who brought you into the world, now that the dirty deed is 
done I don’t want you thinking I’ve forgotten about you while I work on the next Journey Planet. As it’s me, and I know you 
better than you know yourself, I guess you’ll file this under ‘MY OLD MAN WENT TO NEW YORK AND ALL I GOT WAS THIS LOUSY 

LETTER OF COMMENT’. Don’t be such a smartass; remember you’ve still a lot to learn. Stick this at the end of the letter 
column, it’ll probably need filling – hell you’re only one issue old; don’t expect a flood of email, and don’t forget to subtly 
coerce the people who read you into dropping you a line; heck, even a postcard would be nice. And remember, don’t use 
too many semi-colons or dashes – especially not consecutive ones – people will think you’ve gone all Graham Greene on 
them or something – ever read Brighton Rock? No, didn’t think you had. Trust me, I know what I’m talking about. Don’t 
forget your old man, now. Kettering in ’57.

THE SPAM / NOT-QUITE-A-WAHF COLUMN:

Ray Bink   27 MAY 2013

I get your email from yr Facebook after seeing yr post for Bigski in Faneds group. OK. I love this construction Industry. 
Someday the construction maybe handled by robots. Thats what im thinking 100 years in the future. But for now we must 
live with selling this equipment. With the Komatsu and Caterpillar brand have made greater construction. Some of this 
Equipment is sold in komatpillar.com, payloader, bulldozer, grader and many more. I need some. Ive read a lot in yr 
magazines about this heavy equipments. Im looking for a bundle package of heavy equipment and i found in the site 
komatpillar.com. Um yes. Some of these used equipment are sold in Banago, Philippines but I cant go there until to fly is 
cheap. Like I got this information on komatpillar.com from yr magazine, so have nice day.

[ – Yes there is a Ray Bink on Farcebook, who appears to like 4WDs, big trucks and the like, although I expect he speaks far 
better Engrish than this. Read And Enjoyed But No Comment? Cute. Do keep it up, whoever you are. – ]
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RRIE HITT wrote about low-rent people in low-rent places.
 His men were rotten to the core, as bad as they come, lust prowlers, promoters, cheaters, suckers, 
pushovers, and Peeping Toms. Their names were Dutch, Arch, Rip, Brick, Buck, Shad, Slade, Big Mike, Clint 
Crown, Johnny Vandal, and Jerry Slink. They dreamed and schemed, manipulated and manhandled.
 Meet one of Hitt’s men:

 “He was a big man, a couple of inches over 6 feet, and he weighed 180 pounds. None of his weight 
was fat. He was all raw muscle and bone with broad shoulders and close cut sandy hair. As for being 
handsome he didn’t know… Most of the women thought he was pretty much of a man at the age of 26 
and that, to Dutch, was what counted.”

  — Naked Flesh, Kozy Books, 1962

 His women were too hot to handle, ex-virgins, frigid wives, sin dolls, wayward girls, torrid cheats, easy 
women, frustrated females, inflamed dames and, most often, trapped. Their names were Sheba, Sherry, Honey, 
Candy, Cherry, Betty French, and Lola Champ. They used what they had to use to make a buck – limited 
opportunities left few other choices. They were duped and deceived, approached and abandoned.
 Meet one of Hitt’s women:

 “As soon as she was in the room she stood in front of the mirror and slowly stripped. Men would pay 
to see this, would they? Well, she would give them their money’s worth and have them begging for 
more. Two hundred a week was a lot of money, a hell of a lot. She could push her pride aside and do 
whatever was necessary to make that much money.”

  — She-Doll, Beacon Books, 1959

 His places were shabby streets, strip alleys, pleasure grounds, private clubs, passion pools, girls dormitories, 
dirt farms, nudist camps, and sexurbia counties.
 Enter one of Hitt’s places – The Hotel Shelly:

 “By my watch, every night in this creep joint was too long. The rugs in the lobby were faded and the 
seats of the chairs sagged worse than the knees in my pants. The manager had a lousy disposition and 
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a couple of ulcers as big as watermelons. One of the bellhops was always chasing strange-acting guys. After 
almost a month in this racket I was ready to get out of the hotel business for good.”

  — Shabby Street, Beacon Books, 1958

 You might even say Hitt wrote about low-rent emotions: unnatural urges, warped desires, untamed lusts, tormented 
passions, taboo thrills, and strange longings. Once he even wrote a book about panda bear passions.
 Experience one of Hitt’s emotions:

 “His hands roamed her body as a savage roams the darkness of an unknown jungle. He filled his hands with 
her, sensing the rich beauty of her flesh, and he bore down on her mouth, crushing her lips. She twisted nearer 
to him, moaning with longing and anticipation, her restraint shattered, her fingernails clawing at his skin, 
bringing pain, turning the desire that he felt into raw, reckless lust.”

      — Naked Flesh, Kozy Books, 1962

 But there was nothing low-rent about Orrie Hitt. Behind the tawdry and lurid titles, 
covers, and subject matter of Hitt’s books was a beloved and faithful family man who worked 
ten to fourteen hours a day.
 He was born Orrie Edwin Hitt in Colchester (now Roscoe), New York, on October 27, 
1916. Died in a VA hospital in Montrose, New York, from cancer, on December 7, 1975. He 
married Charlotte Tucker in Port Jervis, New York (a small town upstate where he became a 
lifelong resident), on Valentine’s Day, 1943. Orrie and Charlotte Hitt had four children – 
Joyce, Margaret, David, and Nancy. In contrast to his macho male protagonists, Orrie was 
slightly under 5’5”, and his pants’ length was 27”, which his wife had to alter because 
stores didn’t sell pants that short. But make no mistake: as will become clear later in this 
article, Orrie Hitt was a hell of a tough old bird, with more grit and backbone than any 
number of his fictional he-men combined.
 Hitt wrote approximately 150 books. In his prime, he wrote a novel every two weeks, 
typing over ninety words per minute. “His fastest and best works were produced when he 
was allowed to type whatever he wanted,” said Hitt’s children. “His slowest works were 
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produced when publishers insisted on a certain kind of novel, extra spicy, etc.”
 (Note: a large part of the information in this article comes from a lengthy 
interview with Orrie Hitt’s four children, conducted in 1993 by R.C. Holland for his 
fanzine Books Are Everything! He conducted the interviews by mail and combined the 
answers into single blocks, rather than quoting each individual. I'll do the same for this 
article and when quoting will simply refer to “Hitt’s children”.)
 Most of Hitt’s books were PBOs. He wrote a few hardcovers, as well. Pseudonyms 
include Kay Addams, Joe Black, Roger Normandie, Charles Verne, and Nicky Weaver. 
Publishers include Avon, Beacon (later Softcover Library), Chariot, Domino (Lancer), 
Ember Library, Gaslight, Key Publishing, Kozy, MacFadden, Midwood, Novel, P.E.C, Red 
Lantern, Sabre, Uni-books, Valentine Books, Vantage Press, Vest-Pocket, and Wisdom 
House.
 He wrote in what is known today as the “sleaze” or “adults only” genre. Many of the 
writers in this genre were hacks, using the thinnest of plots merely as an excuse to throw 
some “tits and ass” (to borrow a phrase from a famous Lenny Bruce stand-up bit) between 
two covers to make a quick buck. Other writers used the genre as a stepping stone to more 
‘legitimate’ writing, later unwilling to discuss this part of their career. But for Orrie Hitt, 

writing for the “sleaze” publishers allowed him to portray a side of American life not dealt 
with in the mainstream media during the 1950s and early ’60s. While the culture-at-large touted a too-perfect world where 
father knew best and where a woman’s life was made complete by the latest-model Frigidaire, Hitt’s men were desperately 
trying to wring another buck out of their latest scam and his women were trying to provide for their fatherless babies without 
having to resort to posing nude for “girlie” photos or to prostitution. While life was writ large and presented in 3-D, 
VistaVision and SuperCinecolor, the lives of Hitt’s characters were as glamourous as the dirt under a wino’s fingernails.
 Hitt’s work for sleaze publishers like Beacon and Midwood benefited due to the fact that he actually observed and 
investigated the people and places he wrote about. When he wanted to write about a nudist camp, he went to a nudist camp 
– though, his children were quick to respond, “he would not disrobe”.
 His research allowed him to write convincingly enough so that author Susan Stryker, in her book Queer Pulp: 
Perverted Passions from the Golden Age of the Paperback, writes, “Only one actual lesbian, Kay Addams, writing as Orrie Hitt, 
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is known to have churned out semi-pornographic sleaze novels for a predominantly male audience.” Stryker thinks “Orrie 
Hitt” is a pseudonym, and “Kay Addams” is a real lesbian author! I'm sure Orrie’d be laughing his ass off about that one.
 Of course, Orrie wrote about the subject most everyone was interested in, but that few talked about openly during the 
repressive, button-down 1950s: S-E-X.
 “[My agent] was obviously under the impression that women didn’t have breasts”, Hitt wrote in an autobiographical 
article for Men’s Digest magazine, “and that you didn’t write about them if they did – or that men and women slept together.”
 But it wasn’t just about sex for Orrie Hitt. It was also about guts.
 “The characters,” a Hitt’s protagonist (a movie producer) says, “were very real, red-blooded people who tore at the 
guts of life. That’s what I’m after. Guts.”
 And if there was one person who knew about guts, it was Orrie Hitt.
 Life started out tough for Hitt. His father committed suicide when Orrie was eleven years old. Afterward, Orrie and his 
mother moved to Forestburgh, New York, where they worked for a private hunting and fishing club. Orrie was paid twenty-
five cents an hour – good money during those Depression-era years.
 Tragedy struck Hitt again during those years at the private club. Hitt’s children explain: “[Orrie’s] mom died at her 
sister’s house on the club property during an ice storm, so [Orrie] walked to the house to get his mother and carried her back 
to his car in order to get her body into town.”
 During his high school years, Hitt decided he wanted to be a writer. Initially, his ambition was greeted with something 
less than cheers and applause.
 “I guess I was in my second year in high school when the teacher gave me the bad news.” Hitt wrote in Men’s Digest. 
“I’d never make it as a writer. To begin with, I didn’t know up from down about the English language and, secondly, I was 
too much of a dreamer.”
 Hitt continued, “What the teacher told me hurt especially because those were the years of the Great Depression and I 
knew, since my widowed mother was only making $50 a month as a hotel chambermaid, that there would never be enough 
money for college… It seemed to me that the teacher had taken that hope away from me, the only real hope I’d ever had 
since I can remember.”
 But the lack of encouragement from Orrie’s “educator” didn’t stop him. He soon started writing articles for outdoor 
magazines – and selling them.
 Hitt’s senior year in high school produced an amusing irony between student and teacher.
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 “During that last year in high school I was told that an 
educational book published once a year in Albany would consider 
articles on school subjects from students and teachers,” wrote Hitt. “I 
wrote about our rifle club … The teacher who told me I couldn’t write 
selected some other subject. My article was published and the 
teacher’s article was rejected. After that I was pretty sure that, right or 
wrong, the guy I saw in the mirror when I shaved was the man whose 
advice I’d follow.”
 Then came World War II, and the 24-year-old Orrie Hitt enlisted 
in the Army, going in as a private and coming out as a First Lieutenant. 
Orrie had a wife and first child to support, so he curtailed his writing 
career for the next six to eight years, taking a variety of odd jobs which 
barely paid the bills. He sold life insurance, roofing and siding, and 
frozen foods to stores. He worked for a local radio station as a DJ and 
ad salesman. Altogether, he worked between fifteen to seventeen jobs, 
all the while pining to pursue the passion he felt he was born for.
 “Oh, I might’ve done a few short stories which didn’t sell but I’m 
not counting them,” Hitt wrote. “A book was in the back of my mind 
and I was unable to shake it.”
 And then the Iceland cometh.
 Iceland???
 “My next stop was Keflavik, Iceland, working at the airport hotel 
and, again, the pay could’ve been better,” Orrie wrote. “However, I 
found in Iceland what I wanted. Once I had learned my duties there 
was plenty of time to write. And this time it was a book.”
 Hitt worked at the airport hotel for a year. When he got back to 
New York he “made the rounds of publishers myself, receiving 
encouragement but no contracts.” Hitt did find one taker – a “vanity” 
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publisher who wanted Hitt to pay them to publish the book. (He turned them 
down flatly.) Finally, he found a legitimate publisher who wanted his book and, 
“A few days later I had a royalty contract.”
 That was 1953, and Hitt’s first book was titled I’ll Call Every Monday, 
published in hardcover by Red Lantern books (later re-issued as a paperback 
by Avon).
 From that point, according to Hitt’s children, Orrie’s work schedule 
was “continuous and incredible. From morning to dinner time he was at the 
kitchen table with his typewriter, and his iced coffee and ash tray full of half-
smoked Winstons were at his side… Ideas flowed out at ninety words a 
minute on his old Remington Royal… There he would sit, amidst all the 
comings and goings of a busy family of four children, and write to his 
heart’s content… He always enjoyed having the family around. I don’t 
ever remember him asking us to be quiet so that he could concentrate… 
The only days I remember him not typing were Christmas, New Year’s, 
and Easter.”
 During the evening Hitt watched comedy shows on TV – Red 
Skelton, Jackie Gleason, Jack Benny, Sgt. Bilko. Or a buddy stopped 
by and they’d throw back a few cold ones and watch wrestling. 
Makes sense when you consider the dark, violent, emotionally 
harrowing lives he wrote about all day.
 As a man-about-town in small, blue-collar Port Jervis, Orrie 
“was a loquacious man, anxious to talk to anyone who would 
listen… especially when he had a few too many beers,” Hitt’s 
children remembered. One night while Mr. and Mrs. Hitt were at 
a bar, a woman tried to “pick-up” Orrie, curious if he was 
anything like the characters in his books. Orrie saw quite a bit 
of humor in the situation. Mrs. Hitt, however, did not. POW! 
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Right in the kisser, Orrie!
 As a father, Hitt’s children characterized him as “sensitive and loving and stopping at 
nothing to provide for his family. He wasn’t interested in ‘keeping up with the Joneses’, just 
in doing well enough so his family didn’t have to want for anything… Every one of our 
friends liked dad. He would listen or help when needed and they could always use his 
shoulder to lean or cry on… He was nothing like the characters he portrayed in his books.”
 As a breadwinner whose income depended on freelance writing, hit and his family 
experienced both feast and famine. “There was a time when we owned a beautifully 
remodeled home, we had beautiful new cars, one daughter was in college, and we had 
plenty to eat,” said Hitt’s children. “But when the chips were down and the money was 
gone, things got pretty bad. Once we lived from hotel room to hotel room, leaving when the 
rent came due… we went from eating out every Wednesday night to eating from garbage 
cans in the city!”
 As a writer for the “adults only” market, life in a small town was not always easy for 
the Hitts:
 “We knew that [Orrie] attempted to have his books marketed in places other than 
our small home town due to the nature of the books,” Hitt’s children recalled. “As children, 
we encountered a fair amount of prejudice from other families as the news of dad’s source for our livelihood spread… When 
we read his books, however, we could see the events that occurred in his life and the people that lived in our small home 
town that provided the inspiration for his characters.”
 Shades of Peyton Place!
 Hitt earned between $250 and $1000 in advances for his PBOs. He earned additional money from reprints and 
royalties, though not all his publishers were on the up-and-up, a situation not unusual for many of the fly-by-night (some 
should have been called “lie-by-night”) publishers serving the “adults only” market at the time.
 The Hitt children: “Some [of Hitt’s books] had words and phrases added without his consent… Some reprints were 
done without prior authorization and some appeared to have been pirated. In the latter case, the titles, authors, and names 
were changed, but it could never be proven.”
 Hitt’s books also contain the common mistakes (typos, misspellings, words printed twice, words left out, etc.) that 
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characterized the slim-to-none editing style of the sleaze publishers.
 As for the content of Hitt’s books, it wasn’t all angst and anguish. Orrie wrote some wonderfully loopy metaphors and 
similies, as well.

 “If she bore his child it was an obligation that he’d have to face. To run or to ignore it was to deny that he was a 
man. Onions? Why was he thinking of them? Onions were so much a pound, depending on the season. Well, 
the pleasures of the flesh cost money, too… Yes the price of onions and the price of desire. So totally unrelated 
and, yet, in cost so much the same.”

  — Naked Flesh, Kozy Books, 1962

 “Her nipples could stay hard longer than a bear could hibernate.”
  — Wilma’s Wants, Novel Books, 1964

 Intentionally funny or not? Personally, as I sit back and chuckle, wondering how Hitt’s mind made the connection 
between the responsibilities of parenthood and onions, I really don’t give a damn. I just enjoy it.
 Toward the latter part of his career, Hitt’s writing took an unexpected turn. In 1961 he started writing books for a 
publisher called Novel Books. In contrast to some of the other sleaze publishers, where the story was just a frame around a 
sometimes mind-numbing succession of softcore sexual liasons, Hitt’s books for Novel turned this concept inside-out. 
Although the titles, cover art, and blurbs were as sensationalistic as ever (A NOVEL BOOK IS A MAN’S BOOK!), but 
between the covers, Hitt filled his pages with points-of-view addressing current social and political issues.
 Some examples:

 On writing about sexually provocative subjects: “Of course I wrote about loose wives, wandering husbands, girls 
who were too willing, men who were anxious, but I considered these things as a part of life and I wrote about 
life.”

  — Wilma’s Wants, Novel Books, 1964, p.82

 On censorship: “As a writer, and as an American, I dread any form of censorship. Of course I agree that 
discretion should be exercised… but I do not think that the right of expression should rest in the hands of any 
particular group.”

  — ibid., p.94
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 On a free society vs. a dictatorship: “Damn! How could I be so blind! The minute you take from one man to give 
to another, even if the first man is a millionaire and the other man is broke with ten mouths to feed – you’re 
taking away man’s inalienable right to freedom and ownership of his own property like Jefferson and Paine talked 
about. The minute you tell a man he owes his life or his money to another man, you've got a dictatorship, a 
socialist police state where character, ability, and ambition are just words that don’t mean a damn thing. Brave 
New World, that’s what it is.”

  — Shocking Mistress!, Novel Books, 1961, p.153

 Orrie took one hell of a leap from onions and nipples to Jefferson and Paine, eh? And though I wouldn’t put his writing 
in quite the same league as the Founding Fathers’, I don’t think I’m reaching too far to dub Orrie “the thinking man’s” sleaze 
writer.
 Orrie Hitt died at a too-young 59 years of age. Quite possibly, his steady regimen of coffee, cigarettes, and 10-14 hour 
workdays contributed to the cancer that caused his early death, although this is speculation on my part. Besides his fairly 
young age, there was another tragic element to Hitt’s death. “Our dad died in debt in a veterans hospital,” said Hitt’s 
children, “although he had helped others all his life. But, when we needed help, the same people were nowhere to be 
found.”
 Hitt’s children summed him up this way: “We’re proud of both our parents. When we lost our dad, we also lost our 
best friend. Dad taught us many things in life; hard work, love, honesty, respect, caring, and never giving up.”
 Doesn’t sound like a sleazy guy to me.

References
Hitt, Orrie, “My ‘Sex’ Books, Part 1”, Men’s Digest, #31, 1962, pages 37-39.
Holland, R.C., Books Are Everything! Vol. 5, No. 1, Whole Number 21, 1993, pages 28-48.
Stryker, Susan, Queer Pulp: Perverted Passions from the Golden Age of the Paperback, Chronicle Books, 2001, pages 61, 66.
Various novels of Orrie Hitt.

Trivia note: Hitt’s children briefly stated that Orrie said he did some ghost-writing for Mickey Spillane, but they have no idea 
of the nature of that work.
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HARLES BUKOWSKI spent a lot of his life in bars, at the track, too. Far as we know no horses are named after 
him, but there are a couple of watering holes around town sporting his name. He never owned them, never started 
a fight in one of their booths, but the mention of his name still encourages a deep thirst among some.
 “Hank” as he’s known to some fans, “Buk” to others, has been a cult literary figure for decades, decorating 
T-shirts and bumper stickers, the epitome of hard-drinking, blunt-writing, brawling no-compromise. But what really 
matters are his words; his former publisher compares him to Walt Whitman, and French existentialist Albert 
Camus called him America’s greatest writer of the time. Hank, who died in 1994, was the street’s answer to The 
New Yorker and academe — the poet laureate of skid row.
 So when I saw Bukowski listed among the two thousand or so collections at the Howard Gotlieb Archival 
Research Center, my eyes lit up. He was a presence for me in college, but of greater significance in sobriety. 
Bukowski marches fierce and poignant observations naked onto the page, propped against the abyss with only a 
period. I still tape his poems to my computer. One of my favorites, “Art,” is just seven words long: As the spirit 
wanes, the form appears.
 I have it tattooed on my chest.
 Now I come to find that more than 100 of his personal letters, both typewritten and handwritten, many of 
them illustrated with his whimsical sketches, are stored at Mugar Memorial Library. With a little notice, anyone 
can sit down and read them.
 So I made an appointment with Ryan Hendrickson, HGARC assistant director of manuscripts. That 
morning, I took the steps two at a time to the fifth floor, heart pumping with anticipation — or was it exertion? 
After signing in and surrendering my ID, I met the young, bearded archivist, who brought me to a reading room 
with a couple of leather couches and six wide tables. Hendrickson locked my coat and bag in a cabinet. No 
cameras, no large pockets. Pencils only. “It’s policy,” he said with a firm but pleasant smile.
 Hendrickson told me the Bukowski material was originally purchased by Boston-based manuscript dealer 
and collector Paul Richards, a good friend of the late Howard Gotlieb (Hon.’88), who began collecting the 
memorabilia of contemporary figures, many not yet well-known, for the University in 1963. When Richards 
retired, he donated his unsold stock to the HGARC.
 “The letters have been used quite a bit,” Hendrickson said, “at least one person a year, maybe more, which 
doesn’t sound like much, but for a manuscript collection it’s actually pretty significant.”
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 Hendrickson left to get the material. HGARC stores most of its goodies in secure, alarmed vaults on various floors 
throughout the library — seven miles of linear shelf space, one reason the center staff asks for two days’ notice, in case a 
collection lives in a far corner or in off-library vault space.
 While I waited, I strolled the room, stopping at display cases. Behind the glass, an original Alfred Tennyson poem, a 
handwritten letter by Edgar Allan Poe, and manuscript pages from Alfred Hitchcock’s The Birds. The Martin Luther King, Jr. 
(GRS’55, Hon.’59) collection is one of HGARC’s crown jewels, but the center has collections ranging from musician Franz 
Liszt to poet Robert Frost (Hon.’61) to newsman Dan Rather (Hon.’83). In this fifth-floor world, there’s not much separating 
you from a handwritten note by Abraham Lincoln questioning the Emancipation Proclamation, a pad scrawled with free 
verse by Allen Ginsberg, or the dog tags Willem Dafoe wore in Platoon. And that just scratches the surface. For students, 
there are some serious extra-credit points lurking in here.
 I popped my laptop at a table and within a few minutes Hendrickson returned with the goods — and a pair of white 
gloves, to prevent oil and dirt from compromising the pages, he explained. Then he set down a hardcover green cloth binder 
with Bukowski’s name printed in gold letters on the spine.
 As I slipped on the cotton gloves, I felt a bit like a manservant ready to pour tea for m’lady. I wondered what Hank 
might have thought about such precious treatment, the poet who so beautifully and unapologetically sang the song of the 
diseased, the downtrodden, and the outcast — his people, himself. But I forgot all that, because in front of me was four 
years’ worth of letters from Bukowski to Doug Blazek, a California poet and driving force in the “mimeograph revolution,” an 
underground publishing movement in the 1960s that paved the way for nonestablishment poets.
 Holding the first letter was, appropriately, intoxicating. Slightly wrinkled in places, smudged in others. Dried beer 
drops? Cigarette ash? I fought the urge to slip a finger out of my glove and run it over the imprints of the letters hammered 
onto the typewritten page — to transport myself to Bukowski’s desk, to touch what he touched. Hank had filled the margins 
with sketches: a man standing in a birdcage, a cigarette dangling from his mouth, a toilet behind him, and a dish on the 
floor. A giant bird stands on the outside watching. Elsewhere, he had collaged magazine cutouts. The page was alive, the 
Bukowski version of an illuminated manuscript. You couldn’t do this with e-mail.
 Here was a struggling poet at 45 years old, still working backbreaking shifts at the U.S. Post Office (the setting for his 
first novel), grappling with the birth of his daughter, Marina, trying to find time to write and pick up a typewriter ribbon, all 
while drinking copious amounts of liquor and betting on ponies. His life was, everywhere but in front of the typewriter, a 
mess. On December 4, 1965, he writes: “Frances and I have split. she and the little girl are over in a place on Carlton. it 
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costs me something, but hell, I blow every paycheck anyhow, so what’s the difference? I see the little girl every day so she’ll 
remember me, I am soft in the head for her, Marina …”
 “God, sounds like you have an interesting window,” he writes to Blazek. “It’s important, I always type looking out the 
window and whatever walks by or flys by, it gets into the poem.” Looking out those windows, Bukowski managed to pen 
more than sixty books of poetry and prose.
 His sign-offs made me cringe at my bland and 
rote use of “Best, Caleb.” Here are a few Bukowski 
versions:
 “Men without eyes Multiply like flies, Buk.”
 “Alabaster, Buk.”
 “Slug on, Buk.”
 “Hold, Buk.”
 And my favorite: “Grab the faucets when it feels 
bad or try to imagine you are a tree trunk, and hold, 
baby.”
 I grew wistful. In handwritten correspondence, 
even banged out on a typewriter, you could sense the 
anticipation, the hope, the suspense of a conversation 
that took years to conduct. Today, a comparable 
exchange might take a week to play out online, but who 
wants to read a stack of printouts? At the HGARC, they 
house things that last, that matter, handwrought things. 
It is comforting to know that this piece of Bukowski will 
not be lost to time, or technology.
 So the other night, I pulled out some paper, a 
pen, and began writing a letter. Just to remember how it 
feels. And I knew exactly how to start:
 “Hey, Buk …”
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RIGINALLY, WE were only going to publish Joyland in paperback.
 Steve grew up buying paperbacks for fifty cents from the wire spinner racks at his local drugstore in Lisbon 
Falls, Maine, the sort with sexy cover paintings and lurid cover copy and breathless storytelling that kept you 
glued to the page well past your bedtime. I did, too, though in my case it was in New York City rather than Lisbon 
Falls, and by the time I came around the wire spinner racks had vanished and the era that produced them was 
gone, too. When I found these paperbacks it was at flea markets and library sales, at used book stores and on my 
father’s bookshelves. (My grandmother’s too – this proper old lady had been a big fan of Mickey Spillane back in 
the day.) Like Steve, I fell in love with them, discovered they scratched a powerful itch I hadn’t even known I had. 
And when, years later, I found myself reminiscing about them with a friend over drinks, we decided the world 
needed more books like that, damn it. That’s how Hard Case Crime was born.
 The idea from the start was to replicate a pleasure from the past – not just the type of stories told in those 
old books but the physical artifact itself. Painted covers, and not digitally painted ones either. (One of our painters 
offered to digitally clean up some schmutz on his canvas and I told him I’d break both his arms if he did.) Old 
typefaces that existed in the hot-metal-type days. Graphic design that isn’t arch or ironic or campy but rather 
duplicates in a proper and workmanlike fashion what books looked like back in the day. Our goal was to give the 
impression that Hard Case Crime had started publishing sometime around 1945 and just somehow never stopped. 
We didn’t want to look old-fashioned -- we wanted to look old. And if no one but us gave a damn about books like 
that, well, fine. We’d publish half a dozen of the things, sell no copies, and hang up our hats proud of a job well 
done.
 But it turned out we weren’t the only ones who gave a damn. And here we are almost a decade later, still at 
it. Part of the reason is that these things of the past, these yesterday-flavored objects, give pleasures that other 
presentations even of the same material do not. Salt is salt is salt, but spooning grains from a salt cellar feels 
different from grinding them out of a salt mill, which in turn feels different from upending a shaker. Presentation 
matters. Another part of the reason is that one of the people who gave a damn, and gave it early enough in our 
existence for it to make a big difference, was Stephen King. He decided he wanted in on the fun and when he 
wrote a book called The Colorado Kid – an unsettling little mystery about the nature of mystery – he invited us to 
be its publisher. It became our top-selling title ever (not surprisingly) and inspired a TV series called Haven that’s 
going into its fourth season on SyFy this fall. That book’s success enabled us to publish five dozen other books 
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that didn’t sell nearly as many copies, by authors not yet known or long forgotten but in each case ferociously talented and 
with great stories to tell. And it allowed us to stick to our guns stylistically. We publish the books we want to publish, and we 
make them look the way we want them to look, and if some people think that’s dopey or quixotic or bad business, so be it. 
They can think what they want. We make what we make, and we’re proud of it. Buggy whips in the age of cars? Yeah, 
maybe. But they’re damn fine buggy whips and maybe there’s still some value in remembering a time before the Interstates 
turned the country into one giant strip mall.
 Which brings us to Joyland, and the decision to tell readers they’re going to have to read it the old way, as ink on 
paper, not pixels on a screen. We did wind up expanding beyond just the paperback, though that will still be the book’s true 
first edition, more than a million copies strong. A bit later, we’ll also put out a tiny hardcover run for collectors, about two 
thousand copies, featuring special art and other catnip. But that’s it – you’ve got your paperback and you’ve got your 
hardcover, the same two choices you had for books when Steve was growing up and when I was. There may be an ebook 
edition down the road, but for now it’s paper or… paper.
 And why? Part of it is the desire to support traditional booksellers, something Steve and I both care a great deal about 
– it’s frightening to see the decline in the fortunes of bookstores over the last handful of years. (Anecdotal example: New York 
used to have four or five mystery bookstores, now there’s only one left. And that’s New York.) But as some people have 
pointed out online, our print edition is available through online booksellers such as Amazon and BN.com, not to mention 
from bricks-and-mortar retailers that aren’t bookstores. So clearly the desire to support bookstores, though genuine, isn’t the 
only reason.
 For me, at least, the other reason is that some stories just beg to be experienced in a certain way, and Joyland is one 
such. Joyland is framed as the reminiscence of a 61-year-old man about events he experienced four decades earlier, in the 
summer before his senior year of college. It’s about memory; it’s about the passage of time and its impact; it’s about ways of 
life that existed once and are gone now, ones that deserve not to be forgotten. It’s about all the things that led us to create 
Hard Case Crime in the first place.
 There’s a reason that Michel Hazanavicius filmed The Artist, his Academy Award-winning Best Picture about the early 
days of Hollywood, in black-and-white and (largely) silent, and it’s not because he thought all movies should be filmed that 
way. That, too, was a story about a moment in the past, and it benefitted from making the audience experience the story the 
way audiences would have back in the silent-picture days. Hard Case Crime books are many things, and to the extent that 
you’re just looking for a good read, they can certainly be enjoyed on Kindles and Nooks. But one thing our books are is a 
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shrine to a particular way of consuming stories and the particular object that for decades delivered that experience to 
millions of people. An object that has dimensions and heft and feels a certain way when you handle it, that looks a certain 
way when you thumb its pages back, creases a certain way when you jam it in a jacket pocket or a lunch bucket. Shape and 
form and texture matter. The past matters. Preserving things we love matters. And insofar as we want people to remember 
something we love, putting an example of it in their hands is a powerful way to do so.
 So: Joyland. A book. A paperback book, by and large, and one I 
cherish and that I hope other readers will cherish as well. Not those who 
angrily proclaim on Internet message boards, “I’ll never read a paper 
book again!” – there isn’t any hope for those, their souls are too tattered 
for repair – but those who see our little bit of yesterday and feel their 
hearts beat faster, scent a bit of their own younger days on the 
backward-blowing breeze.
 “1973 was the year of the OPEC oil embargo, the year Richard 
Nixon announced he was not a crook, the year Edward G. Robinson and 
Noel Coward died,” Steve writes. “It was Devin Jones’s lost year. I was a 
twenty-one year-old virgin with literary aspirations. I possessed three 
pairs of bluejeans, four pairs of Jockey shorts, a clunker Ford (with a 
good radio), occasional suicidal ideations, and a broken heart.” And so it 
begins. For just one day, unkindle your Kindle and nook your Nook, lie 
back in the bath or on your sofa or beach chair or with your head on the 
grass, and read the way we used to.
 Tomorrow will still be there when you’re done.

Charles Ardai is an American entrepreneur, writer, editor, and television 
producer. He is best known as founder and CEO of Juno, an Internet 
company, and founder and editor of Hard Case Crime, a line of pulp-style 
paperback crime novels.
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Harlan Ellison
Rumble / Web of the City
Pyramid, 1958

This was Ellison’s first novel which, after he was drafted and underwent Ranger training, he says 
was mostly written while sitting on the john with his typewriter on his knees. He drew on his 
experiences (call that ‘research’) with teenage gang culture in New York, and it’s quite apparent 
from just the well-written first chapter that Ellison had a way with both atmosphere and 
plotting: you immediately get on-side with Rusty Santoro, a teenage Puerto Rican street thug 
who wants to make good on the streets of Brooklyn, yet constantly gets dragged back into the 
gang and the gutter to settle one more score, and big scores they are too. How has the novel 
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Roger Zelazny
The Dead Man’s Brother
circa 1970 / Hard Case Crime, 2009

Only discovered long after Zelazny’s passing, this mainstream novel remained unpublished until 
Hard Case Crime were offered the manuscript, at which point it was snapped up and released as 
the mass-market paperback it could have been at the time it was written. Ovid Wiley is an art 
dealer with a shady past, and when a dead body turns up at his office he’s offered a kind of 
amnesty in return for a small favour to the CIA. Except that that favour leads him where he doesn’t 
expect, first via the Vatican to gather information on a heist, then on further to a dangerous 
adventure in Brazil’s Amazon jungle. If I was offered a blind ‘taste test’ of which genre author had 
written this I’d have probably gone for Zelazny, such is his way with language in general and 
dialogue in particular. That the subject matter is so unlike what we normally associate with Zelazny 
is one of the fascinating aspects of the novel, others being how Zelazny allows Wiley to be a far 
more reliable narrator than he perhaps deserves to be, and the structure to the novel that allows the 
reader to rethink what has gone before in pursuit of some questions that remain unanswered by the 
end, more or less putting the reader in the same position as Wiley himself. Glad to have read this.

fared after more than fifty years? Now back under it’s original intended title Web of the City, it’s still 
very readable and maintains a believable level of authenticity, though with the higher tolerance for 
violence we have today it may now work better as a rather informative and cautionary Y/A novel 
than an adult read. The recent 2013 Hard Case Crime edition also comes with three of Ellison’s 
short stories from the same period that paint the same kind of picture; I have no great admiration 
for Ellison’s writing throughout his career (and I’ve read a great deal of it), but Web of the City 
doesn’t hurt his reputation as the enfant terrible of his era and still commands the customary 
grudging respect. As is so often the case.
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William Lee (William S. Burroughs)
Junkie
Ace, 1953

For the proper experience this is one of those books that really ought to be 
read as a first edition, with its pulp cover illustration that was meant to 
inspire a degree of horror towards heroin use in those who picked it up. 
Starting life as one half of an Ace Original double paperback, with fifty 
years hindsight it’s easy to see how Junkie took the road from cheap pulp 
fiction to cult novel, and while Burroughs didn’t intentionally romanticise 
heroin use, today, like heroin itself, this kind of book (or film) is now 
mainstream. Under the thin disguise of ‘William Lee’ Burroughs is 
unapologetically confessional, yet Junkie probably wouldn’t have made 
publication at all if he didn’t also display the redemptive element of 
repeatedly trying to kick his heroin habit (and instead fall back on the 
lesser social evils of morphine, coke, alcohol and petty crime), first in New 
York, later in New Orleans then Mexico City. Junkie isn’t an alienating 
experience because Burroughs does not take you on that journey; instead 
his alienation arrived here fully formed with the everyday world already 
rendered meaningless – including his wife (who he killed between drafts of 
this book) and, for the most part, the law – and in replacement his junk 
habit was promoted to the almost everyday activity of a natural bodily 
function like sex, a mere extension of himself stripped of its negative and 
antisocial connotations. Burroughs’s writing is for the most part deadpan 
and functional yet he occasionally indulges in wonderfully descriptive and 
concise analyses of what’s going on beneath the skin – not his own skin or 
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his own experiences while under, but the skins of those exterior horrors, other people, and these 
passages were an early root from which were later to come the excesses of Naked Lunch. This is a 
relatively safe book now, but it’s lost none of its immediacy.

Ray McKensie (Robert Silverberg)
Too Much Blood on the Mink / Blood on the Mink
Trapped, 1962

First published in 1962 as a last gasp effort to keep W.W. Scott’s struggling pulp magazine Trapped 
in circulation, Silverberg’s crime caper was actually written three years earlier for another magazine 
that went under in the year that’s still lamented as the end of the Pulp era, 1959. The protagonist, 
only known as Nick, has a job that involves taking on the identity of known criminals to warp their 
activity in a direction that will enable law enforcement to catch a whole bunch of bigger law-
breakers. Too Much Blood on the Mink was Nick’s first and last outing, trawling the dead streets of 
Philadelphia on the trail of a gang of big-time counterfeiters, but what crawls out of the woodwork 
on his arrival there are a mixed bag of dangerous dames and other crooks on the make. Despite 
being just 27 when he wrote this, Silverberg did a decent job of not letting naivety show through 
and he takes on the action, the sex and the inevitable twists and double-crossing with aplomb: the 
characters are sketched adequately enough rather than filled out, and the resolution is tied up well 
in a way that left it open for further ‘Nick’ stories from Trapped that, of course, never materialised.
 In his Afterword, Silverberg says he had completely forgotten this tale until he was 
approached by Hard Case Crime about re-issuing it after an intervening fifty years, and upon 
reading it today as a senior citizen he applauded his younger self, believing it was a good effort that 
still holds up well. It’s certainly worth the money for Silverberg completists like myself because it 
adds yet another aspect to his non-SF work, and fans who don’t read much in the way of crime 
fiction will probably also find this will lead them to explore the seedier side of the genre some more.
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Fredric Brown
The Far Cry
E.P. Dutton, 1951

George Weaver, fresh out of a Kansas City sanitorium, moves to Taos in New Mexico for some 
recuperation and rents a house that was the scene of an unsolved murder, eight years earlier. Over 
time he pieces together missing evidence and believes he has uncovered the true identities of both 
the murderer and the murdered woman, Jenny Ames, who increasingly occupies his thoughts and 
determines his activities. But to what other unexplored territories will this journey take him? While 
trying to keep his wife at bay, Weaver takes a well-charted descent into obsession over Jenny Ames 
that is both gradual and inevitable. However the sympathetic resolution you want for Weaver and 
his wife is not the one you are given: this is by Fredric Brown, after all, a master of the surprise 
ending. The Far Cry first appeared in hardcover in 1951 but fits perfectly into its status as a classic 
of ’50s pulp noir, with characters whose days are fuelled by alcohol and nights are fuelled by doubt, 
and whose motives are often, seemingly, not entirely their own. A compelling read.

Donald E. Westlake
361
Random House, 1962

Taking its title from entry 361 (“Killing”) in earlier editions of Roget’s Thesaurus, this is another 
novel that’s a little uncharacteristic of an author’s overall output: not the straight-ahead crime 
capers written as by Richard Stark or the comedy Westlake of his later ‘John Dortmunder’ novels – 
no, 361 is maybe the closest Westlake came to noir. His third novel, published when he was 29, it’s 
one of Westlake’s most hardboiled titles and was actually my first venture into his non-SF work. 
Ray Kelly is back from an Air Force stint in Germany when his retired lawyer father is murdered in a 
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Robert Bloch
Psycho
Simon & Schuster, 1959

A mere thirty-five years after studying the movie at art school, I  finally  got around to reading the 
book. We all know the story, and scriptwriter Joseph Stefano stuck closely to Bloch’s dialogue where 
certain scenes were replicated, although there are some significant differences between the 
interpretations of Bloch and Hitchcock, who stiffed Bloch badly  on the film rights and then dismissed 
the book as a “cheap pulp novel”. However there is one scene at the end of Chapter 12 that seems 
tailor-made for Hitchcock’s inspired use of light and shadow, and I  can imagine his eyebrow raising 
when he awakened to  the story’s visual possibilities. Bloch could do  little more than scratch the 
surface of Bates’s psyche while still concealing the central mystery  to  the story, and early-on his 
descriptions of Norman Bates mental processes seem superficial and too  easy. They  become deeper 
towards the end and also have a ring of truth to them, setting up the tale nicely  for two sequels. There 
is still class here, and subtlety; Hitchcock, however, employed a more visual kind of nuance.

drive-by killing, and Vengeance with a capital V quickly becomes the number one priority. How far 
will Kelly go when everything has been taken away from him? Being a novel told in the first person, 
Kelly is not a man who is ever described by anything other than his dialogue and actions and 
Westlake excels at this, from Kelly’s uncovering of his father’s prior connections then via a gradual 
upping of the body count all the way to the well-executed resolution. I was quite simply gripped all 
the way, the pages turned fast, it’s a superior one-sitting read that displays Westlake’s mastery of 
plot and revelation – you can often see where he’s pulling the strings, but the performance itself is 
near-perfect. Strictly speaking this may be a post-pulp era novel (one that even earned a 1962 UK 
hardcover edition) and the writing is certainly far superior to pulp expectations, nevertheless what 
Westlake did here somehow fits neatly into pulp territory and enhances the genre with its presence.



l e s b i a n  p u l p  f i c t i o n

hERE’S A TIMELINE: Netherlands 2001, Belgium 2003, Spain 2005, Canada 2005, South Africa 2006, Norway 2009, 
Sweden 2009, Portugal 2010, Iceland 2010, Argentina 2010, Denmark 2010, Uruguay 2013, New Zealand 2013, 
France 2013, England and Wales 2014. You won’t need a degree in Social Studies to work out this is a list of the 
sixteen countries that will have, to this year, legalised gay marriage. There was a time – and not so far in the past, 
either – when for most gay women and men such a state of affairs was little more than an unattainable dream, while 
for decades those with a political orientation campaigned to make it an achievable goal and are now reaping the 
rewards. Long may this continue, but however far we’ve come it’s worth noting that today mid-20th Century gay and 
lesbian pulp fiction is a respectable line of academic enquiry. To celebrate this current progressive direction, here’s a 
selection of superb book covers of the (mostly) GGA ‘good girl art’ variety, as opposed to the more lascivious and 
voyeuristic BGA kind – plenty of that out there too, if you want to find it.

l e s b i a n  p u l p  f i c t i o n

detail from Warped by Michael Norday, Beacon Books, 1959, cover art by Clement Micarelli
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Olivia   Olivia
Berkley Books, 1958

cover art by Robert Maguire
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Joan Ellis (Julie Ellis)   The Third Street
Midwood Books, 1964
cover art by Paul Rader



Gale Wilhelm   The Strange Path
Berkley Books, 1953

cover art by Robert Maguire
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Wenzell Brown   Prison Girl
Pyramid Books, 1958

cover art by Robert Maguire



Edwina Mark   The Odd Ones
Berkley Books, 1959

cover art by Rudi Nappi

49

Jessie Dumont   I Prefer Girls
Monarch Books, 1963

cover art by Robert Maguire



Joan Ellis (Julie Ellis)   Girls Dormitory
Midwood Books, 1963
cover art by Paul Rader
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Arthur Adlon   By Love Depraved
Beacon Books, 1961
cover art by Darcy



Andrew Shaw (probably Lawrence Block 
and/or Donald E. Westlake)   Butch

Nightstand Books, 1962, cover artist unknown
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Marlene Longman (Robert Silverberg)   Sin Girls
Nightstand Books, 1960

cover art by W.H. McCauley



Fred Haley (Monica Roberts)   Satan Was a Lesbian
PEC Books, 1966

cover art by Doug Weaver
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Dave King   Wanton Web
PEC Books, 1966

cover artist unknown



N o r v e l l  P a g e ’ s  1 s t  C e n t u r y  
A d v e n t u r e s
Wil l iam Lampkin

N o r v e l l  P a g e ’ s  1 s t  C e n t u r y  
A d v e n t u r e s
Wil l iam Lampkin



ORVELL W. PAGE and ‘The Spider’ are almost synonymous. Mention one, and for 
most pulp fans, the other’s name pops to mind. And it’s certainly understandable. Of 
the 118 published Spider adventures, Page penned (under the house name of Grant 
Stockbridge) the bulk from 1933 through 1943, a total of ninety-three novels.
 When Page wasn’t working on a Spider novel, he was busily banging out 
stories for Spicy Detective, Detective Tales, Dime Detective Magazine, Terror Tales, 
Horror Stories and an occasional Western pulp.
 But in 1939, in the middle of The Spider and other detective yarns, Page 
holstered the automatics and picked up a sword. In the June and November issues of 
Street & Smith’s Unknown, Page journeyed back nearly 2,000 years for two novels: 
Flame Winds and Sons of the Bear-God.
 Both sword-and-sorcery adventures starred a tall, bronze-skinned, gray-eyed 
warrior with flaming red hair and beard. He was known variously in the yarn as Wan 
Tengri, John of the Wind-Devils, Hurricane John and his birthname, Amlairic. But the 
legends of history knew him as Prester John.
 The Prester John story was widely known through the ages. He was a mythical 
Christian king of a far-away land, which no one was ever certain where. French 
scholar C.F. Volney explains in his 1791 work, The Ruins, or Meditation on the 
Revolutions of Empires: And the Law of Nature, that the person “whom we find 
mentioned in our old books of travels, by the name of Prester John, [gets his name] 
from a corruption of the Persian word ‘Djehan,’ which signifies the world, to which 
has been prefixed the French word ‘prestre’ or ‘pretre,’ priest.” Therefore, Prester 
John means priest of the world. Volney, though, names the “Delai-La-Ma, or 
immense high priest of La,” as the actual Prester John.
 Others aren’t so specific and placed the mythical kingdom of Prester John in 
Africa, the Middle East or the Far East, and in periods throughout the Dark Ages.
 The ever-inventive Page twisted these well-known tales to better suit his 
readers. He rips Prester John from that era, casts him anew in the 1st Century and 
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Unknown, June 1939, 
featuring Flame Winds, Page’s 
first ‘Prester John’ story. Cover 
illustration by H.W. Scott

Norvell W. Page



rethinks his origin. No longer is he Priest John, but Hurricane John. Page explains in the 
preface to Flame Winds that in actuality, “prester” derives from the Greek word (by way of 
Latin) for the fierce storms of the Mediterranean Sea. His fierce ways in the arena when he 
was a gladiator in Alexandria earned him the nickname Prester John, or “Hurricane” John.
 Page says that the legend grew from Prester John’s exploits in the First Century and was 
widely known by the 12th Century, when it was heard again by the Crusaders, who believed 
that Prester John was a contemporary of theirs and would assist them by attacking the 
Persian Empire from the East while they invaded from the West. But by then, his bones were 
dust.
 Forced to flee – er – travel east “for his health,” this First-Century Prester John seeks 
what all good sword-wielding warriors do: battles, women, kingdoms to rule and riches to 
plunder.
 But Prester John also seeks followers for “Christos,” Page’s odd take on the Christian 
aspects of the Prester John legend. John is a convert to a “new God called ‘Christos’” and 
wears around his neck a piece of “the True Cross” as a talisman. In Page’s first adventure, 
John vows to bring “a hundred thousand to bow before thee, Christos” and “they shall 
believe, as I believe, no matter what throats must be slit.” It’s not the religion of Christ, but 
more one taken from the Crusades (which, in Page’s stories, would occur centuries later).
 Flame Winds, which appeared as the cover story in the June 1939 number of Unknown, 
finds Prester John north of Mongolia near Lake Baikul. He is sneaking into the walled city of 
Turgohl, which is ruled by seven wizards. Seeking riches, he instead finds himself battling to 
bring down the wizards and restore an enchanted princess to the throne (oh, and with that, 
gain riches). He’s joined by a monkey-faced, treacherous thief named Bourtai.
 (Midway through the story, Prester John earns the honorific of “Thou art the man!” by 
the people of Turgohl. Humorously to modern ears, that translates into “You da man!” which 
popped into my mind every time I read the phrase.)
 Needless to say, Prester John manages to defeat the wizards and, in typical Page 
fashion, slaughters thousands, using a blast-furnace-like devil wind. But the victory is 
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Flame Winds was first issued 
in paperback by Berkley 
Medallion in 1969. Cover 
illustration by Jeff Jones



bittersweet, and the story ends with Prester John and his 
reluctant travelling companion Bourtai sailing in a rickety boat 
across the Baikul Sea.
 Sons of the Bear-God, originally published as the cover 
story in the November 1939 number of Unknown, opens with the 
overly boastful Prester John and monkey-faced Bourtai fleeing 
John’s former friends, the Mongols, through the reed sea of 
Buryat. He is captured by warriors of a red-headed race similar 
to John’s. The red-headed warriors are slaves to a dwarf-like race 
of people called the Tinsunchi, the grandsons of the Heaven-
Bear. Again, mass slaughter eventually ensues and Prester John 
comes out ahead – for a while.
 (Incidentally, in both books, Page keeps mentioning the 
black sand desert of Kara-Korum. But Kara-Korum is a mountain 
range bordering China, Pakistan and India, rather than a desert. 
The black sand desert he refers to is actually the similarly named 
Karakum Desert which is in Central Asia, in present day 
Turkmenistan.)
 The two novels mesh one into the other rather well, with 
many references in the second story back to the first. But the 
second adventure is about 10% longer than the first, and could 
have easily ended a full chapter before it actually does. Blame it 
on payment via word count.
 Neither story is outstanding, but both are typical fantasy 
adventure. In fact, the stories were so boilerplate that writer Roy 
Thomas adapted them for Marvel Comics’ Conan the Barbarian 
comic books. A version of Flame Winds appeared in three issues 
(#32–34, November 1973–January 1974), and one of Sons of the 
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Unknown, November 1939, 
featuring Sons of the Bear-God, 
Page’s second ‘Prester John’ 
story. Cover illustration by Graves 
Gladney

Sons of the Bear-God was first 
issued in paperback by Berkley 
Medallion in 1969. Cover 
illustration by Jeff Jones
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Bear-God ran for four issues (#109–112, April–
July 1980). Prester John morphs into Conan, with 
Bourtai as himself in the first story, but as Erfu 
the Stygian in the second adaptation. (Incid-
entally, Thomas changes the name of the city of 
Turgohl in Flame Winds to Wan Tengri, the 
Mongol name that Page uses interchangeably for 
Prester John.)
 Prester John was not a regular character in 
the pulps, but curiously he did appear elsewhere 
in 1939. The Singing Sands of Prester John, by H. 
Bedford-Jones, addresses the legend as part of 
Bedford-Jones’s ‘Trumpets from Oblivion’ series in 
the February issue of Blue Book Magazine. 
Though Prester John never actually appears alive 
in the story, he’s referred to and appears in the 
story’s main illustration.
 Page’s two Prester John novels were 
reprinted by Berkley Books in 1969, then again in 
1978 and 1979. Riding on the popularity of 
Robert E. Howard’s barbarian, the books were 
promoted as “heroic fantasy in the great Conan 
tradition.” These reprints often turn up in used 
bookstores or you can track down the original 
Unknown magazines, so anyone wishing to 
experience the epic fantasy mayhem of Norvell 
W. Page should have little trouble. Just gird 
thyself for an abundance of florid prose.

Prester John’s appearance  in The Singing 
Sands of Prester John by H. Bedford-Jones, 1939.
Pen-and-ink drawing by John Richard Flanagan



R e v i s i t i n g :  T h e  W a g e s  o f  F e a r
Gar y Lovis i
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he Wages of Fear by Georges Arnaud is hard-boiled suspense at its best, a novel loaded with hard-luck characters 
and dripping with intense atmospheric suspense.
 It is 1952 and the white riff-raff living in a small Guatemalan port town – all ex-patriot Europeans and 
Americans, lonely and lost after trials endured during World War II – find themselves trapped by despair and 
poverty, just like most of the locals. Each man has his own sad story and each one is lost in a dead-end existence. 
These men are not of the local native Indians – they are despised foreigners unable to leave the country without 
the proper cash stake, unable even to afford a ticket home. Their story is as dark a 
tale of noir desperation as has ever been written, but that background merely sets the 
stage for an even more haunting story of tense, pulse-pounding suspense that is to 
come.
 Georges Arnaud was a French writer whose books were originally published in 
his native France, but The Wages of Fear was his masterpiece and it has been 
translated into English and published in America and the UK. The first English-
language edition was a British hardcover from The Bodley Head in 1952, translated 
from the original French edition. Both editions are scarce and pricey today. The first 
US edition was the hardcover published by Farrar, Straus and Young in 1952. The 
first US paperback edition was published by Avon Books (#531) in 1953; reprinted 
by Avon in 1958 (#804) under the new title Flesh And Fire. The first UK paperback 
edition was published by Guild Books (#469) in 1953. There are many later 
paperback reprints which can be found on internet book sites. This book is well 
worth seeking out.
 Many fans will remember the book because it was made into two fine films. 
It was the basis of the 1953 film The Wages of Fear featuring Yves Montand, made 
by Henri-Georges Clouzot. This is a taut classic noir, a black & white film 
masterpiece, sadly not shown these days on TV as much as it used to be. I still 
remember being riveted by the film when I first watched it on late night TV in the 
1960s. Years later, Wages was the basis of the 1977 film Sorcerer, starring Roy 
Schneider, with a screenplay by Walon Green, produced and directed by 
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The Wages of Fear, first 
English edition, 1952



William Friedkin. While the films capture much of the raw 
intensity and suspense of the story, reading the book offers so 
much more depth to the lives of these desperate men that is 
missing in the films. The book really fleshes out these men as 
men, starkly illustrating their dire situation, and the intense 
pressure each one is under.
 The story concerns this motley crew, hopelessly 
stranded in a foreign land. There’s Gerard the Frenchman, 
Liugi the Italian, Johnny the Romanian, and Juan Binba the 
Spaniard. These four men form the core group, who along 
with their fellows live a haphazard existence of whoring, 
gambling and drinking themselves into mindless oblivion. 
They dream of escaping the heat-infested swamps and 
claustrophobic jungles of these Central American villages, but 
are trapped from ever going home. Some are wanted men. 
Others are too wasted, too far gone to even care. There seems 
to be no way out, no salvation, for any of them. So they rot 
away, some slowly dying of syphilis from the wretched 
whores of the town, others drinking themselves to death on 
poison rot-gut rum, some murdered in the dark of night by 
the Guatemalan military or secret police whom they fear and 
who hate all foreigners with a passion. These are men without 
money, without position or power, and they are all fair game. 
Arnaud’s characters are hopeless and desperate, existing 
hand-to-mouth at the lowest level of this dirt-poor, bloody-
violent alien society.
 On the top of this Dantesque world and controlling it 
all, is the all-powerful Crude Oil Corporation which owns the 
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oil wells in the country and most of the people and wealth. And sitting atop the corporation is O’Brien, their man in 
Guatemala, who runs it all like some banana republic despot. Gerard and his fellows exist at the largesse of O’Brien, 
occasionally doing odd jobs for him. Some legal, some not so legal.  Their’s is a story as dark as anything Jim Thompson or 
David Goodis ever wrote.
 At the time of publication in 1952, Time Magazine called this book, “Brutal, violent and good storytelling. The Wages 
of Fear makes a lot of hard-boiled writers look like children writing for their maiden aunts.”
 The Time reviewer hit it pretty close. However, this is no Dashiell Hammett or Raymond Chandler clone, and certainly 
not a private eye novel. It’s hard-boiled, but more in the style of James M. Cain’s brutal, dark noir. In fact, while there is a lot 
of crime committed, this is not a crime novel, per se. What it is, is a depiction of these men’s lives as they live them on those 
mean alien streets, a dark desperate story full of atmospheric doom that hits its stride when four men attempt to change 
their fortunes. They do this by agreeing to drive two trucks full of volatile nitroglycerin over rough mountain roads to be used 
to put out a raging oil well fire.
 DRIVERS WANTED. DANGEROUS WORK. HIGH PAY.
 The job is actually a death sentence.
 The corporation offers four men a wad of cash that is a princely sum for any man in their sorry situation. No man can 
pass it up. The money would be enough to pay for passage home, enough to start a new life. It’s escape money and they all 
want it.
 Every man seeks the job. Four men are chosen.
 O’Brien and the corporation men have a cynical plan. The nitro is necessary to blow out the oil well fire and end a 
serious emergency in the country. However, they dare not hire local Guatemalans because the natives and Army would 
come down hard on them for using local people in such an obvious suicide mission. Instead they use the riff-raff foreigners 
who are all expendable. So they make an offer to these men who have nothing to loose. They offer a thousand dollars per 
man for this dangerous job, which seals the deal as well as the fate of all four men.
 Things get tense even before the trucks leave the town on their mission. Gerard soon discovers that his partner, 
Johnny – the man he relies on most and must trust with his life – is an utter, abject coward. Johnny loses his nerve and is a 
wreck. Then when the first truck goes up in a ball of fire killing Luigi and his partner, Gerard realizes that they’re not only 
hauling explosive nitro but that the trucks have been sabotaged by one of their own fellows. It seems someone else wants to 
take their place on the next run should this one fail – and get all that cash.
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 Gerard drives with desperate care over the broken roads, fearing every pothole, each 
crevice and bump which could mean instant death – catastrophic obliteration in a huge 
explosive fireball. Arnaud’s writing puts the reader in the front seat right beside Gerard; hearing 
his thoughts, seeing his growing tension, feeling his unbridled terror. Just when it looks as if 
things could not get any worse – they do.
 Johnny’s fragile reasoning, which so far has held together by mere threads from the intense 
pressure and fear, is eating him up. He has become a useless wreck. Gerard knows he needs his 
partner to hold up his end, in frustration he beats Johnny mercilessly to force him to pull himself 
together. This works, for a while.
 When the two men encounter a field of quicksand, it is Johnny who notices that the dark 
mud is actually oil – oil that is highly volatile, easily ignited – possibly even ignited by the exhaust 
of their truck. Johnny, who has been injured tries to hang on as Gerard bulls his way forward – 
lurching the truck dangerously through the oily quicksand before they finally end up getting stuck. 
Now, after all they have been through, the truck gets stuck in the quagmire and even Gerard finally 
admits defeat.
 At that point, at their darkest and most desperate moment, Johnny suddenly remembers that 

similar situations were dealt with when he worked in the oil fields back home in Romania. He tells Gerard he knows a way 
he can get them out of their mess. However, Johnny is severely injured, he is going into shock, losing his memory, so Gerard 
is frantic to get the information out of him before he dies. Johnny fights to stay conscious and at the last moment tells 
Gerard what to do. The suspense and tension never flags in these desperate scenes.
 Using the information Johnny has given him Gerard gets the truck safely through the quicksand field. He delivers the 
nitro and becomes a hero. Johnny doesn’t make it. Gerard is given a thousand dollars for his part in the nitro delivery as well 
as another thousand that was Johnny’s share. So Gerard is now up two grand and planning to make a new life. Things are 
looking good.
 This is always the most dangerous point in any noir story.
 The nitro delivered, Gerard is naturally more relaxed on the lonely drive back to town. He is finally free of the 
monumental stress experienced driving this very road a short time ago when making the nitro delivery. Now he is making 
plans for a new life. He has some money and is thinking about how to spend it. He’s going to buy that boat he’s always 
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wanted, then get out of Guatemala leaving this life behind him forever. He sees 
himself living in Paris, enjoying the good life.
 The previous run on these roads had been a nightmare, done at an 
infuriatingly slow pace, only five miles per hour – with the threat of a nitro 
explosion over his head every second. Now the winding mountain roads call out to 
Gerard. It’s a far different ride going back. It’s even pleasant. He’s relaxed and can 
drive faster now. Gerard opens up the engine of the truck, increasing his speed. 
He’s in a rush to get back to town with his cash so he can get out of Guatemala 
forever. 
 The mountain roads loom ahead, steep and winding, narrow and always 
dangerous. On the way down Gerard knows he must slow his speed, but becomes 
frantic when the brakes do not answer his footfall. The brakes don’t work! In 
desperation he quickly tries to downshift the truck, to slow it any way he can. 
The transmission moans and groans and then suddenly locks at high speed. The 
truck is now speeding downward out of control towards a curve. It hurls through 
a fence – then shoots over a cliff.
 “Gerard is still at the wheel, victim of his own obstinacy, his obstinate 
resolve to live.”
 And so ends this classic and very dark noir novel. No one wins in this 
gloomy tale of dead-ender desperation – no one, except readers and fans of 
tough, unadulterated noir suspense. This one is well worth a revisit.

Gary Lovisi is a Mystery Writer’s of America Edgar-nominated author for his crime fiction. His latest books are Ultra-Boiled 
(Ramble House) a collection of his most intense hard crime and noir fiction; Driving Hell’s Highway (Wildside), a surreal noir 
novel about a lone man driving the back roads of darkest America; and Bad Girls Need Love Too (Krause Books), a celebration 
of sexy paperback cover art and wild blurb teaser text that is great fun. Lovisi is the founder of Gryphon Books, editor of 
Paperback Parade and Hardboiled magazines, and sponsors an annual book collector show in New York City. To find out more 
about him, his work or Gryphon Books, visit his web site at www.gryphonbooks.com.
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Curt Siodmak
Donovan’s Brain
Alfred A.Knopf, 1943

It’s a perfect pulp-disaster scenario: an emotionally cold and slightly mad scientist, weak and 
easily-led supporting characters, and a disembodied brain that quickly learns the fine art of 
telepathic enslavement. The first in Siodmak’s intermittent ‘Dr. Patrick Cory’ books is a gothic 
romp with a lot going for it: the author clearly knew how to lace his easily-unfolding plot with 
carefully-placed moments of horror, and the character development doesn’t feel forced, least of 
all by the bizarre nature of the events they are put through. The only question that remained for 
me was what did Cory’s wife see in Cory in the first place? Seventy years on it still hangs 
together very well and feels contemporary, not quite worthy of classic status but still a fine book.Pe
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Philip José Farmer
Flesh
Beacon, 1960

The spaceship Terra returns to Earth eight centuries after leaving with the crew having aged only a 
few years, only to discover a post-apocalypse Washington DC run by a pagan fertility cult. This 
timing is perfect for the ship’s captain, the appropriately named Peter Stagg, who is abducted, 
augmented with a pair of testosterone-producing antlers and proclaimed the latest Sunhero, with six 
months of unashamed flagrante delicto ahead of him. How can the poor guy escape, while at the 
same time retaining the interest of the unattainable captive ‘mascot’ of his desires? Flesh scratches 

Poul Anderson
Virgin Planet
Avalon, 1959

The interesting thing about the 1960 Beacon Books cover (left) is its lack of much science fictional 
context apart from the concealed rocket, with a flat design that makes it look more like a ‘60s sleaze 
paperback whose story just happens to take place on another planet. The space-jockey protagonist 
does actually wonder, early on, what it would be like to come across a world populated entirely by 
women… then suddenly – hey, what’s that up ahead? It’s a pretty awful set-up, but okay, this novel 
was never meant to be taken as seriously as, say, Tau Zero, and it’s relative lack of camp overtones 
and greater emphasis on plot means the protagonist gets a kind of adventure he didn’t bargain on. 
Virgin Planet more resembles fantasy as dreamed up by male engineering students of the 1950s, but 
that doesn’t excuse Anderson’s embarrassingly bad passages of female depiction when he wanted to 
sidestep the novel’s modest scientific underpinning of spaceships and parthenogenesis, and indulge 
himself in his love of redheads. It’s a very dated read today, but considering SF’s lurid history, if it 
wasn’t Anderson then someone else would have delivered a novel like this eventually.
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the knuckles far more readily that Poul Anderson’s Virgin Planet, yet still retains a bare modicum of 
decency that prevents it from descending into pornography by keeping the ‘action’, as it were, both 
off the page and also mostly out of Peter Stagg’s morning-after awareness, while he tries to figure a 
way out of his predicament. Again, it’s that redemptive element that tries to make the book a moral 
one, and Farmer mostly succeeds in batting down the overt salaciousness of his original premise. I 
read the 1960 first edition, not the 1968 re-write with an expanded plot that was better received 
than this, a story very much of its pre-liberated ’60s era. Publishers Weekly even reviewed the 1968 
version as being “pretty old-fashioned in terms of much of the science fiction being written today”… 
which begs the question of how this story would be written contemporarily in the 21st century.

Fredric Brown
Rogue in Space
E.P. Dutton, 1957

It’s unfair of readers to expect a seasoned genre author to repeatedly write a certain way, and this is 
probably one of the reasons why Rogue in Space immediately fell flat on publication: Martians, Go 
Home this was not. Being a fix-up of two earlier and rather weaker short stories probably didn’t help 
either, and Anthony Boucher excoriated Brown in the May 1957 Fantasy & Science Fiction, calling 
the novel “a thumping error in judgement” and assessing that the story had “lost what small values 
it once possessed, and become slow, ponderous, humorless [and] pretentious.” The tale revolves 
around a criminally-minded and highly unapproachable guy named Crag, a man with a past who is 
set up and then sprung from his trial by a crooked judge in a dystopian, intolerant, 23rd century 
America. He’s asked to perform a heist on a terraformed Mars, then later he encounters a sentient 
asteroid in the asteroid belt, one that turns out to have its own plans for Crag (as sentient asteroids 
often do). Throughout, Crag hates everyone: women, gays, the world: you do not warm to someone 
with a name like Crag, and you’re not meant to. Therefore this is a different Fredric Brown to the 
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Lewis Padgett (Henry Kuttner & C.L. Moore)
The Fairy Chessmen / Chessboard Planet / The Far Reality
Astounding, 1946

This is often described as the companion novel to Tomorrow and Tomorrow, although it was written 
by Kuttner and Moore a year earlier. The high tension surrounding the plot is certainly comparable: 
a fractious world embroiled in a war between Europe and the US – where all major cities have had 
to relocate to a mile underground – and a hallucinating American under pressure to solve an 
impossible problem involving the enemy’s weapons that seem to rely on the physical application of 
variable truth. And then there are the matters of a mysterious equation that drives mad anyone who 

one we could infer from What Mad Universe and Martians, Go Home, here being a writer who 
seemed to be avoiding what he was known for doing well: illuminating us on the vulnerability of his 
characters, particularly in dialogue. With Rogue in Space it feels as if Crag and the reader are 
consciously being kept apart, separated by distance: Crag most certainly does not ‘leap off the 
page’. Despite the self-conscious invulnerability of everyone, one does occasionally see glimmers of 
possible directions that remain unexplored, for instance Crag’s brief encounter with a prostitute in a 
bar in Mars City: — “’Scuse me for talking once, Mister. But you look lonesome. Aren’t you? Or are you 
just mad at someone?” Instead of answering Crag downed the rest of his drink and left. — and there 
the matter is dropped. One could almost imagine a scene where Crag opens up to give us some 
more insight into the precious little we know about him up until that point in the book (more than 
half way), but I think that would have been to detract from Brown’s intent. Such a scene isn’t there 
because this is a novel in which gentler characters are mostly glanced at and then sidelined. Crag 
seems to be a cipher for that kind of aggressive, single-minded, straight-as-an-arrow stereotype of 
‘masculine’ rigidity and inflexibility, something that seems to filter into the writing as well because 
here Brown was consciously displaying very little in the way of sensitivity and humour, anywhere.
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Lewis Padgett (Henry Kuttner & C.L. Moore)
Tomorrow and Tomorrow
Astounding, 1947

In the mid-21st century the world is stagnating under the Global Peace Commission, a body made 
far more powerful than the UN by its appropriation of the world’s weapons technology, and also the 
control of atomic power after an aborted Third World War. Joseph Breden is in charge of Uranium 
Pile Number One, but he’s becoming susceptible to dreams that suggest he should create a nuclear 
explosion and bring the world back to the edge of destruction – what forces are at play here? 
Despite the obvious Shakespearean allusions in the title this has all the hallmarks of an interesting 
premise that soon descends into a far too hurried story that was executed in a slapdash manner, 
and ideally Kuttner and Moore ought to have slowed things down and allowed themselves another 
fifty pages. Written two years after Hiroshima it inevitably questions the motivations behind 
ideologies that take humanity to the very edge, and while the plot twists get you to the desired 
conclusion they were often put across in a more exaggerated fashion than they needed to be. 
Somewhat disappointing, but then the far better Fury came along very quickly after this in the same 
year.

tries to solve it, and a number of extra-temporal domes that have appeared across the US. On the 
whole I’d say this was a more accomplished novel than Tomorrow and Tomorrow largely because 
Kuttner and Moore gave themselves a whole host of concepts to juggle with, and they’re jigsawed 
together in a rather clever manner; the downside to this is the feeling that readers are given little 
room to piece it together for themselves while the story races to its complex resolution. This is also 
the only SF story I know of that applies the concepts of ‘fairy chess’ to its plot – indeed this novel’s 
original title was The Fairy Chessmen. Not a bad book for ideas, but the functionality of the writing 
and the absence of much characterisation left me a little cold.
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J. F. Bone
The Lani People
Corgi, 1962

“Who wants to be bothered by a woman when you can get a whole harem of 
Lani so cheap? All Lani are exactly like women with one minor “addition”. All 
happy only in the natural naked state. All expertly trained to make a man feel 
like a god.”

This perfect example of sexist cover-blurb oversell suggests something far 
more colourful (okay, make that trashier) than the novel itself actually is. Jac 
Kennon gets a job as a veterinary surgeon (Jesse Bone himself was one in 
the US Veterinary Corps) working for a private breeding station on the 
planet Flora, only to discover that the alien stock he is to care for are 
disturbingly human, with a few extra traits. Kennon is a bit of a stiff shirt, 
perhaps over-defined by his moral rectitude but nevertheless with a 
necessary streak of daring, and his sojourn on Flora becomes increasingly 
complicated by his discoveries about the origins of the Lani and his 
employer’s plans for them – and Kennon’s Lani love-interest. While the 
plotting is straightforward, the real subject under discussion here is not sex 
but slavery, subjugation and manipulation; although Bone takes quite a 
while getting to the point and not always over the most interesting of terrain, 
this was still a fairly solid story and it kept me reading – plus the referencing 
of James Blish, in a universe that shares his spindizzies and Dirac 
communicators, is no bad thing.



Jack Bertin
The Pyramids from Space
Lenox Hill Press, 1970

Pyramid-shaped spacecraft arrive on Earth to kidnap Earth’s brightest and best, and a New York 
private detective is taken along with his femme fatale to a distant world, where they encounter 
Chicago gangsters and a Roman legion all trying to make sense of where they are and what’s going 
on, and of course to get back home. This is very much of its time, resembling an amalgam of 
several Star Trek ideas all rolled into one, although it still has more originality than The Inter-
planetary Adventurers.
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Jack Bertin
The Interplanetary Adventurers
Lenox Hill Press, 1970

Starting with a bar brawl on Mars, a human, Martian and Venusian make a gun-running trip to a 
rebel colony on Uranus’s moon Titania, where they somehow fall foul of the mysterious, native 
alien life there. This could really do with some back story on how Martian and Venusian life was 
discovered as they are both rather comparative to humans, otherwise this is a weakly sketched out 
story that feels like the middle of a trilogy.

One obscure name of 1960s/1970s pulp SF is that of the Italian author Giovanni Bertignono, Jr., who wrote in English 
under the name Jack Bertin. Not a great deal of information is established about him, including the year of his death which is 
either 1963 or 1973. Also, of his three published novels his last two were in all probability not written by him, instead being 
penned by the executor of his estate Peter B. Germano, using Bertin’s story outlines. It would be interesting to also read Bertin’s 
first novel Brood of Helios to see if he was in fact a better writer than these two later novels that bear his name would indicate.



L. Ron Hubbard
Return to Tomorrow / To the Stars
Ace, 1954

It hasn’t escaped our notice that despite being dead for more than a quarter of a century 
Hubbard isn’t short of a dollar or two. I’m all for seeing handsomely produced books, 
but the expensive 2006 repackaging of Return to Tomorrow under its original title To the 
Stars (hardcover, five-colour dustjacket, laminated, embossed, a Hubert Rogers-derived 
cover illustration…) almost seems like a bid to shake off his reputation as one of 
science fiction’s most pilloried and polarising authors by showcasing his best work. And 
if you’re feeling flush with even more cash you’d like to part with, there’s also a 
matching CD from jazz luminary (and needless to say Scientologist) Chick Corea which, 
if you like his intermittent Elektric Band CDs, might even be worth a listen.
 But, to the book. This is possibly the only Hubbard 
novel I will ever read, although others (particularly Fear) 
have been recommended to me by non-Scientologists. 

Return to Tomorrow was one of the first novels to employ the Theory of Relativity as a plot 
device, and time dilation throws a definite spanner in the works for the crew of the spaceship 
The Hound of Heaven, their return visits to North America leapfrogging over civilisations that 
rise and fall over thousands of years. It’s clear why in 1950 To the Stars was one of the most 
popular stories serialised by John Campbell, and it still functions well as a solid rite-of-passage 
adventure set in space. Emotionally resonant, concise and well told, it also proves that 
Hubbard could turn a phrase or two now and then. It’s certainly strong enough to justify it 
being back in print, but you first need to overcome the problematic fact that you’re reading the 
same guy who later gave us Battlefield Earth and the seemingly interminable Mission: Earth 
decalogy, the curse of secondhand bookstore owners everywhere.
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Harold M. Sherman
The Green Man
Century, 1946

I found this piece of mid-century pseudo-SF via a local dealer in rare books. It’s about a messiah-
like alien from the other side of the Milky Way who arrives in Hollywood in a cigar-shaped UFO 
with a message for humanity, and it first appeared in Amazing Stories in October 1946 at a time 
when the magazine was edited by a UFO-obsessed Ray Palmer. A novel like this only makes sense 
contextually if you can visualise it in the era from which it comes, hence it’s best imagined as a 
1940s black-and-white TV comedy caper; indeed it was probably written with that kind of thing in 
mind, otherwise it’s one of those pulps that are best left to decompose further beneath several more 
decades of ‘proper’ science fiction. Sherman, a prolific author of pseudo-science and self-help 
books, also wrote a sequel The Green Man Returns, which I will not be seeking out.
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Joseph Millard
The Gods Hate Kansas
Monarch, 1964

Invisible aliens arrive in meteorites that crash in Kansas, turn scientists into zombies who are then 
transported to the moon as slave labour to fix their spaceship, and a zombified female scientist is 
rescued by her non-zombified boyfriend. This first appeared in Startling Stories more than twenty 
years earlier in 1941, is pure pulp now, and provides a case study in how spectacular titles can 
make weak stories look like good books while giving them extra shelf-life too: this was later filmed 
in Britain as They Came from Beyond Space, and this fabulous first edition cover by Jack Thurston, 
complete with its cover typography, has since become something of a minor pulp icon.



Jim Theis
The Eye of Argon
OSFAN, 1970

I have to admit – as many probably would never do –  that reading The Eye of Argon was actually a 
pleasure although admittedly of the masochistic kind, being quite possibly the worst (or at least the 
least commendable) book I will ever read; that is, in the “so bad it’s good” post-modern pulp sense. 
Written when Theis was just sixteen and originally published in a forgotten fanzine, this 7,000 word 
‘sword and sorcery’ epic’s rise above complete obscurity has come at the (possibly cruel) efforts of 
several prominent SF fans, and has at last been enshrined in its own paperback edition complete 
with the long-lost last few pages and a long introduction by Lee Weinstein. The Eye of Argon’s charm 
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Fletcher Pratt
Invaders from Rigel
Avalon Books, 1960

One day in New York, people wake up to discover they’ve been turned into robots overnight – and 
what would otherwise be a fairly straightforward skiffy tale about the discovery of an alien takeover 
of Earth is shackled with this human/robotic dimension that never even comes close to suspending 
a reader’s disbelief. This jarrs considerably with the touting it was given on its first appearance in 
Wonder Stories Quarterly in 1932, when The Onslaught from Rigel was billed as “a new triumph” for 
the magazine. Are people at all upset about being turned into metal? No. Do they try to rebuild 
civilisation? Of course. Why? Who knows, and it turns out to be irrelevant to the defeat of the aliens 
by a combination of scientific and military means. Nearly thirty years elapsed between its pub-
lication and its first appearance as a pulp paperback – I’ve read worse SF novels than this but by 
ignoring the potential for comedy that this story showed in its first couple of chapters, I get the 
feeling that Pratt was consciously indulging in a special, if never really lovable, kind of bad.



Bart Somers (Gardner F. Fox)
Beyond the Black Enigma
Paperback Library, 1965

The all-heroic Commander Craig is dispatched to solve the riddle of the Black Enigma, an 
expanding dark area of space that seems to be swallowing up space fleets and entire solar systems. 
Once inside, he discovers an all-powerful computer that has devised its own way of enslaving a 
group of human survivors, and within the Enigma there’s also some puzzling travel between past, 
present and future times that I never really figured out. This is a fairly standard space adventure, 
but the huge Star Trek-like infodump at the end is where the story should actually have begun. It’s 
stodgy and slow, with little fun to be had, and overall has very little to recommend it. Okay, make 
that nothing.
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Bart Somers was a pseudonym for the prolific comics creator Gardner F. Fox who also penned over a hundred skiffy 
novels, and the ‘Commander Craig’ series was intended to be a string of ‘Perry Rhodan’-like adventures about the fix-it guy to 
end all fix-it guys in humanity’s vast Empire in space. The series ran to a total of just two books. It’s easy to see why.

is its teenage naïvity while at the same time Theis’s writing, undaunted by lack of familiarity with 
his subject or fear of stereotype, bravely takes on adult themes with a barely adequate vocabulary: 
there are perhaps a dozen grammatically correct sentences in the whole story that are at least 
properly structured or free of typos, or don’t use an awkwardly heavy emphasis on the wrong 
components. It often reminds one of reading badly translated Cantonese (I particularly liked the use 
of “avantgarde” to mean “advanced guard”). Jim Theis died more than a decade ago but was 
generally sporting about his story’s unwanted notoriety… does anyone still play the “Eye of Argon” 
game at conventions?
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Bart Somers (Gardner F. Fox)
Abandon Galaxy!
Paperback Library, 1967

As a fan of pulp SF – one who’s fully aware that precisely 90% of it is crap – 
I simply can’t resist a title like this. It’s a big oversell, of course: there are no 
galaxies being abandoned anywhere nor, as the blurb offers, any threat of 
the universe being blown up, just the end of the world for a hedonistic little 
Pleasure Planet in the back end of nowhere. There’s far more of a James 
Bond feel to this caper and Fox’s writing is livelier than in Beyond the Black 
Enigma, as if he knew he’d previously got the tone all wrong and had to 
perk things up this time around.
 Unfortunately he went a bit overboard in the other direction, 
sacrificing believability for over-the-top thrills and unashamedly engaging 
his male readers’ teenage hormones, and in going for true ‘Golden Age’ 
status (in the Peter Graham sense) he rendered it all a tad trite. But it never 
takes itself seriously – even the villains are jokingly called the ‘League Of 
Outer-Space Thieves’ – L.O.O.T., a nod and a wink to the ‘Lady from 
L.U.S.T.’ spy novels that Fox himself wrote under the name Rod Gray from 
1967–1975. Fox also tried to be as risqué and suggestive as he could get 
away with, but if he’d played it more for laughs he might have had a winner 
on his hands – and there may have been a few more ‘Commander Craig’ 
books for kids (and adults of arrested development) to enjoy.



Raymond F. Jones
This Island Earth
Shasta, 1952

It’s fair to say that This Island Earth – three linked stories first serialised in Thrilling Wonder Stories 
in 1949 and later fixed up as a novel – was to become completely outclassed by the movie, one of 
the most archetypal science fiction films of the 1950s (and it was also the first film to feature an 
interstellar war). The movie differs from the written version by completely changing the latter half of 
the story, making it narrower in scope but considerably more colourful in comparison. The novel is 
a respectable enough pulp adventure in its own right though not particularly groundbreaking or 
imaginative, and (more’s the pity) doesn’t contain the iconic Metalunan Mutant, a creature that was 
originally designed to appear in Ray Bradbury’s It Came from Outer Space.

J.T. McIntosh
World Out of Mind
Doubleday, 1953

This title had several impressive covers including one from Richard Powers, although my favourite 
is this UK hardcover that carries one of the two designs that John Richards did for World Out of 
Mind. An alien hostile take-over of Earth is planned by placing 50,000 espionage agents in 
strategically important positions, including the President of the United States. It goes where you 
expect it to, taking a hundred pages to warm up after which the action is over in the next sixty-five, 
with a final battle of Independence Day proportions condensed to just ten pages. Two curious 
aspects: the world population takes voluntary intelligence tests, with the lowest level coded Brown 
and the highest White – I hope this wasn’t more than superficially racist – also in that nine years 
after publication in 1953, the events depicted in the closing chapters uncannily resemble the Cuban 
Missile Crisis of 1962.
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A  C E T E  O F  B A D G E R S

In the 1960s Victor Gollancz was not the only publisher in London to be putting out science fiction 
novels with characteristic yellow spines. Badger Books, which operated between 1958 and 1967 as 
an imprint of John Spencer & Co. (Publishers) Ltd., ran as a small three-man company, working out of 
131 Brackenbury Road in Hammersmith. In its day Badger proudly filled paperback racks across 
Britain and the Commonwealth with tacky, hastily-written pulps wrapped in notably lurid covers. Its 
most published author was the man who was to become a small national treasure later in the century, 
one R. Lionel Fanthorpe, writing under a big variety of pseudonyms. Badger’s output is quite 
collectible today, although one must have a love of the pulps – and perhaps a certain masochistic 
tendency – to actually want to read them all (and Gollancz clearly has no fear: a whole bunch of 
Fanthorpe titles will soon be appearing as Gateway e-books). Today, the old Badger Books office (left) 
serves as an unassuming Philippino restaurant. I wonder if the people now living and working there 
know of the building’s small but unique place in the history of British publishing.

R. Lionel Fanthorpe
The Waiting World
Badger, 1958

The very first in Badger’s ‘Science Fiction Series’ depicts a lost Martian civilisation visited by an 
international team of can-do explorers, minus any Americans. It all goes wrong when the impetuous 
Irishman Walter Malone unlocks mayhem by exploring the canals and a Martian habitat all on his 
own, and unleashing a pair of giant rampaging robots; we also get a telepathic Martian dinosaur, a 
horde of murderous ape-men and evil mind-controlling computers that can be fooled by a bit of 
Irish blarney. Plus there’s room for some very unlikely interplanetary romance, all on a Mars more 
resembling an ordinary Earthly desert. The laughs are occasional and the naivety is shown more in 
the story itself than in its telling; still, this is an adequate enough if rather flat Y/A novel. 
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Pel Torro (R. Lionel Fanthorpe)
Formula 29X
Badger, 1963

This is, perhaps surprisingly (although that may be unfair to the Reverend), a straight-ahead story 
of fascism v. democracy via a mind-controlling drug, set amongst the colonists of the third planet of 
Alpha Centauri. By this time Fanthorpe was clearly learning to control his info-dumping and 
concentrate on the story more: the characterisation is fair-to-decent, the action adequately 
described and the dialogue even sparkles occasionally. But wait… an ending? Not a chance. One 
imagines a hasty phone call to Fanthorpe in mid-flow, saying “Lionel! You’re over-running! Wrap it 
up quick!” What we get is a classic Fanthorpe ‘drop’: Five words in which to tie up a story – and 
with a page of empty space beneath! Nevertheless this was mostly enjoyable for the right reasons.

John E. Muller (R. Lionel Fanthorpe)
Return of Zeus
Badger, 1962

An astrologer unexpectedly finds her way to Mount Olympus in Greece, aboard a plane load of 
people whose names bear a striking resemblance to those of Greek gods, as well as a mysterious 
stranger who seems to know far more about everyone than he should… The best laughs to be had 
here are the sixth-form philosophy conversations that everyone seems to conduct with everyone 
else at some point or another, and Return of Zeus must boast one of the oddest (and bizarrely 
described) plane crashes ever in all 20th century literature. But it’s a stodgy novel that rarely flows 
easily, becoming bogged down in lessons on Greek history and assorted pantheistic tautologies, 
stretched to breaking point in the usual, regular, customary Fanthorpe manner. The result here isn’t 
so much a complete story as the background to a more interesting yet untold one.
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John E. Muller (R. Lionel Fanthorpe)
Orbit One
Badger, 1962

The only evidence we have that it was actually Fanthorpe who wrote Orbit 
One is that he said he did. It’s a strangely lacklustre affair involving the 
search for a missing planetary administrator on the fragile, 30th century 
colony planet Kolar (aka. ‘Orbit Two’) around Sirius, amid the strange 
planetary upheavals that are plaguing the unfortunate colonists. It is indeed 
a moribund story, with the three mismatched protagonists – one of whom is 
as butch as it is humanly possible to be – slowly feeling their haphazard 
way towards an answer to the mystery through the fog of their own poorly-
described mental processes. Yet entertainment can still be had from the way 
the dialogue and internal musings of these three main characters are 
stretched out (to increase the word count, no doubt) with endless repetition 
and meaningless digressions, some of which had me constantly laughing 
out loud. Neither the cover or blurb describe the book within, which may be 
explained by Fanthorpe’s occasional references to the puzzling habits of 
20th century science fiction authors. And what is ‘Orbit One’? It’s the dead 
innermost planet around Sirius, where our hero goes briefly on an 
inexplicable hunch, looking for clues. He finds absolutely nothing there and 
comes back empty-handed to resume the chase, yet this brief red herring 
also gives the novel its title… I can’t help but think this was Fanthorpe’s 
apologetic way of saying he knew the novel itself was also a bit of a waste 
of his reader’s time too, but hey, why not enjoy the ride anyway.



AS MATCHMAKER
A young woman named Lilian E. wrote us just last week to inform us she had had scores of boy friends, but it was not until she 

had visited Cornwall and taken Joan back with her that she met the boy of her dreams, and as they got better acquainted she 
discovered that he also has “Joan the Wad”.

AS PRIZEWINNER
A young man named James B. from Dublin wrote us just last week: “For two years I was nominated for all sorts of fan awards 

without luck. I thought the luck of the Irish had left me! But since getting Joan the Wad I have been more successful, and I know 
that _______, a Welshman who has won 28 Hugo Awards, has one because I gave it to him. When he won his last Hugo he gave 

me £100 just to say thanks, so you see I have cause to thank “Queen Joan”.

“Two weeks ago I bought a “Joan the Wad” and to-day I have won £232 10s. Please send 2 more.”—Martin H., Reading, Berks

All you have to do is send a Shilling (Savings Stamps accepted) and a stamped addressed envelope for the History to—

 244, Joan’s Cottage, Lanivet, Bodmin, Cornwall, England. For Canada and U.S.A. send 50c for History or $2 for

both History and Mascot. For Australia, S. Africa, N. Zealand, Rhodesia, Barbados and other Colonies send 2/- for History or 10/- for both History and Mascot.

JOAN  the  WAD
the

LUCKY CORNISH PISKEY
who

Sees All, Hears All, Does All
JOAN THE WAD is Queen of the Lucky Cornish 
Piskeys. Thousands of persons all over the world claim 
that Joan the Wad has brought them Wonderful Luck in 
the way of Health, Wealth and Happiness.

H I S T O R Y  F R E E  F O R  A  S H I L L I N GGUARANTEED DIPPED IN WATER 
FROM THE LUCKY SAINT’S WELL
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Leo Brett (R. Lionel Fanthorpe)
Mind Force
Badger, 1961

Ordinary home counties Englishman John Sanders finds the human race has been enslaved by a 
mind-controlling alien entity that has appeared in the sky as a giant pair of disembodied eyes. Only 
he and a Polynesian woman from London seem to have escaped this fate, but how far can they run, 
and what unlikely places will their adventure take them? As is common with a lot of Fanthorpe 
novels, the protagonist also reads quite a bit of science fiction with which he can compare his 
adventure and use to speculate on a likely outcome; in this case Mind Force has a beginning that 
echoes that of “John Wymondham’s Day of the Triffid’s” [sic], continues on via H.G. Wells’s The 
Food of the Gods and culminates in an escape back to Earth that would do Perry Rhodan proud 
while at the same time delivering a ten-page info-dump on water purification that almost reads like 
a present-day Wikipedia article. Yes, I know; you’ll just have to go read it for yourself.

Bron Fane (R. Lionel Fanthorpe)
Juggernaut
Badger, 1960

A perfect example of the cover inspiring the writing instead of the other way round, Juggernaut 
features the cover of John Brunner’s earlier Ace paperback Threshold of Eternity, and Fanthorpe 
explicity describes the scene in his own novel of a strange monster run amok at the edge of civilised 
space in the 29th century, before heading straight to Earth to wreak destruction here. The novel has 
a tramline plot with a resolution of sorts, albeit a hurriedly usatisfactory one that’s derivative of a 
particular classic 1950s SF movie. Contains an info-dump on the history of Dogger Bank. I kid you 
not.
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R. Lionel Fanthorpe
Satellite
Badger, 1960

Satellite sees the Reverend in over-the-top educational mode: I’ll admit to skipping all the ten-page-
long info-dumps on the histories of China, Russia, India, France and Germany, plus along with the 
account of the history of rocketry, these were probably condensed from Encyclopedia Brittanica to 
enlighten Badger’s teenage readers. Satellite is different from something like Orbit One in being a 
more clearly focussed story most of the way through, one that draws on Heinlein’s premise for the 
rather dull movie Destination Moon: whichever country first establishes a moonbase controls the 
Earth, especially after cheap access to nuclear weapons becomes available. So the race is on (with 
Britain in it, too) but it turns out something alien has got to the moon first. Satellite is not a bad Y/A 
novel if you cut out all the historical chaff, and would have made a far better short story if a less 
awful ending had been tagged on, which in retrospect surely wouldn’t have been all that difficult.

R. Lionel Fanthorpe, M.B.I.S.
Doomed World
Badger, 1960

The doomed world is of course ours, brought about by a simple human misunderstanding of 
intergalactic standards of communication, one that resulted in all the animal species of Earth being 
turned against us humans. The action takes place in England, with endless battles against animal 
infestations that give plenty of opportunity for info-dumps disguised as ‘distracted thoughts’: who 
else but Fanthorpe could write a protagonist delivering all his ponderings on the different breeds of 
sheep while simultaneously being attacked by a flock of the new killer variety? Quite simply bizarre.



h e r m e t o ’ s
g i a n t  b r e a k f a s t
Peter  Young

h e r m e t o ’ s
g i a n t  b r e a k f a s t
Peter  Young



Typographic jazz
I confess to nicking the title of this column ‘Hermeto’s Giant Breakfast’ from the anarchic, now-defunct British jazz 
group Loose Tubes. It’s simply the best (and also the funniest) track on their 1986 album Delightful Precipice, a 
track that has an upbeat, vaguely bossa nova feel, and is given a picareque twist with an ending that’s full of 
distant barking dogs, neighing horses, meeow-ing cats and baa-ing sheep. I’d always imagined fat Hermeto, in a 
dirty white vest, finishing his daily giant breakfast and coming outdoors into his small Mexican farmyard to begin 
the day. There was a ripped copy up on YouTube for a while, and if you heard it you might hear it differently to me 
– indeed while the above description has always been the picture the tune has painted in my head, Django Bates 
has said of it, “When I was in Loose Tubes, trumpeter Dave Defries brought along a piece called ‘Hermeto’s Giant 
Breakfast’. It was a Hermeto Pascoal-inspired variation on Coltrane’s Giant Steps, with references to a band called 
the Breakfast Band.” – all of which provides the proper source. I’m sure Messrs. Bates and Defries would never 
expect the tune to inspire the title of a column in a small-circulation science fiction fanzine, and probably wouldn’t 
be all that knocked out about it if they knew. Even so, sometimes it’s fun to leave a trail of evidence, which brings 
me in a very roundabout Blue Rondo à la Turk way to the following, an example of greater relevance to the 
connections between jazz and science fiction.
 Anyone with a familiarity of both art forms could tell you that jazz and SF have had a long and productive 
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interplay. I won’t bore you with my take on this, but I was pleased to see a simple connection being recently established by 
some observant ‘joining of the dots’. In the 1940s, Dave Brubeck’s record label Fantasy Records ripped their logo directly 
from George Salter’s cover lettering for The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction, and used it on Brubeck’s 78rpm singles 
before changing their logo to something less likely to invite a lawsuit (or perhaps it already had). This small piece of jazz 
history was revealed in October 2012 by James Harrod on his website Jazz Research, after reading the liner notes to a 1982 
re-release of some of The Dave Brubeck Trio’s sessions: the notes by Len Lyons mention that the label’s founders, Max and 
Sol Weiss, along with Brubeck “decided to buy the Trio’s ‘masters’, and on that modest foundation they erected a new 
company, naming it after a popular science fiction magazine.” They then repeated the trick with their label Galaxy Records, 
named after Galaxy Magazine, but this time using a lettering style that was just different enough from Galaxy Magazine’s 
logo for only a true afficionado to spot the derivation. James Harrod credits Alan Parr with bringing this to his attention, and 
in turn my thanks go to to Todd Mason for alerting everyone on the Fictionmags list in May 2013.

The Mysteries of SRD #1: A rocket called Delany
I don’t hold on to many SF magazines – only those that contain something special, such as the January 1970 Galaxy with 
Ted White’s final chapter to Philip K. Dick’s ‘A. Lincoln, Simulacrum’ or the March 1965 Analog which shows off John 
Schoenherr’s epic ‘sandworm’ cover painting for Frank Herbert’s The 
Prophet of Dune. One run of magazines I’ve held onto is 
Frederik Pohl’s short-lived International Science Fiction, 
which ran for a total of just two issues: November 1967 
and June 1968. The cover illustrations, both by Jack 
Gaughan, depict a rocket and a space station, decorated 
with flags of the world. But looking closer at #1 we spy 
something more: one of the rocket’s tailfins is discreetly 
but clearly lettered with the word ‘Delany’, next to Jack 
Gaughan’s signature. Now that both he and Fred Pohl 
are no longer with us to answer the question “Why?”, if 
anyone else knows the answer to this small detail, I’d love 
to hear about it.
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The Mysteries of SRD #2: Tak the engineer
to wound the autumnal city.
 One day I’ll get around to re-reading Samuel R. Delany’s Dhalgren, but I expect I will keep putting it off until the last 
possible minute while other more pressing reading takes precedence. It’s been more than thirty years since I first read it. It is, 
as everyone says, an absolute monster of a book, for good or bad: labyrinthine and full of tricks, impossibly semiautobio-
graphical, caught up in the mystery of its own creation, drawing on, yet not necessarily imitative of, reality as we con-
sensually know it.
 It was a novel – and there have been so few – that (somehow) became synchronous with my life as I was reading it, 
with scenes and people (somehow) coming to life around me, an insecure guy barely into his twenties who was still unsure 
of his own identity or of how people saw him, and who (somehow) used this novel to (somehow) give shape to the person he 
kinda wanted to become then (“The Kid”) but who as yet had no concept of his own life’s direction. Maybe, I believed, it 
would (somehow) circle back and start at the beginning again as the book does. Or maybe I would get thoroughly lost in the 
autumnal city of my own head (as my own head was then).
 That point about the novel coming to life around me is perfectly true, as I will demonstrate.
 At the age of twenty in September 1980 I had had a motorbike accident, and with a badly bruised though unbroken 
battered and weak right leg I was sworn off bikes for a while. That October and November I took the train to work instead, 
daily from Reading to Slough, arriving there at 8.40am and then walking (early on with a walking stick that I doubt gave me 
the gravitas I hoped it would) the half-mile to the print shop in Chalvey High Street where I worked, with the Bantam edition 
of Dhalgren as familiar in my coat pocket as grains of sand. This book was not one I’d easily found on the shelf at Reading’s 
WHSmiths, either; it had been harder to come by than that. I’d had to order one especially, and it had taken a whole three 
weeks to arrive. As a guy who was actively devouring Delany’s writing, that paperback became something of a treasured 
artefact.
 I have always had a bad habit (and still do) of looking at a novel’s last page first: usually to check the page count, and 
definitely not to see if perhaps there were any more brilliant tricks such as the one Delany had dazzled me with with the last 
non-existent word of Nova, and so on. What I had already seen on Dhalgren’s final page was Delany’s statement of where 
Dhalgren had been written, in italics: “San Francisco, Abaqii, Toronto, Clarion, Milford, New Orleans, Seattle, Vancouver, 
Middletown, East Lansing, New York, London. January 1969 / September 1973”.
 So! Delany had written it partly in London; Delany had actually been over here. And I was probably half of the way 
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through Dhalgren when one evening on that train home, reality slapped me around the face and said, as it sometimes does, 
“Hey. Look.” As the train pulled out of Slough station on the way to Reading, I saw at the edge of a trading estate a large 
shop sign for a business: Tak Engineering. This startled me: one of the principal characters of Dhalgren is an engineer called 
Tak. Had Delany caught a train out of London one day, seen Tak Engineering, and borrowed the name from this sign? This 
was not the first instance of synchronicity between my own life and minor events 
depicted in the book. This felt like a valuable piece in the metaphysical jigsaw 
puzzle that (somehow) existed within the encroaching territory that Dhalgren was 
claiming inside my own head. That bike accident that had forced me onto the trains 
for the commute to work had almost become worth it, to make a ‘discovery’ like 
this.
 This question of Tak’s origin has always quietly nagged me, even now more 
than three decades later and living half a world away. Tak Engineering is still there 
today, visible from the tracks but partially hidden by trees as you pull west out of 
Slough. I could send an enquiry to Chip himself via Facebook, although to receive 
a reply that said, no, he’d gotten the name from somewhere else, would inevitably 
be something of an anti-climax. But I do need to get to the bottom of this small 
question; to leave it unanswered would somehow be

Collecting Margaret Thatcher’s Cabinet
and/or a fannish consideration of why I have reappraised my approach to social media

 Interviewer: “Does Margaret Thatcher still appeal to you as a mistress?”
 J.G. Ballard: “Mistress? That sounds rather domestic. I think she belongs in the realms of the White Goddess, 
 the nightmare life-in-death who froze the blood of the Ancient Mariner – a potent and enthralling figure.”
      — interviewed by John Earwaker, XS Magazine #2, September–October 1985

It’s reassuring to know that even the almost redoubtable J.G. Ballard had some rather warped views of Margaret Thatcher, 
though thankfully he fell short of titling a short story the way he accorded Ronald Reagan that honour in 1968. Perhaps it 
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crossed his mind but then he dismissed it as a Dangerous Vision too far. Frankly, I’m relieved: I don’t need such images 
floating around in my head, thank you, Mr. Ballard.
 Some personal history: at age 18 in 1979, I voted for Thatcher as a naïve teenager in a washed up, clapped out Britain, 
hoping as many did for a much-needed breath of fresh air in the country’s political winds. I subsequently ended up blaming 
myself for the nation’s ills throughout my twenties as a result, and the experience of living in Thatcher’s Britain turned me 
into a die-hard socialist.
 I began writing this piece the day after Thatcher died, and concluded it six months later. This time frame is actually 
relevant to what I want to talk about here.
 In my line of work I encounter quite a few politicos, the famous and the not-so, and of many nationalities. Chatted 
with pre-Downing Street Tony Blair and served breakfast to a taciturn Gordon Brown. Lech Walesa surprised me by shaking 
hands with a gruff “thank you” while his minder looked on disapprovingly. Been called “babes” by Mo Mowlam (that’s not a 
difficult accolade to come by, by the way, as even her political adversaries will attest) and trodden on the toes of Michael 
Howard. Been invited to sit down for five minutes and have a drink with the charming Bertie Ahern.
 Professionally – and I say this because one of my own pet hates is when professional people behave unprofessionally 
– I try to look past what I know about any politician and try to see the human being behind the public face when I happen 
to meet them, and treat them as I would anyone else I didn’t know. I confess this is easier with politicians when my politics 
chimes in with theirs, but I have often been pleasantly surprised. It’s possibly my karma that the people I ended up disliking 
the most whenever they appeared as talking heads on Newsnight or the Six O’Clock News in the 1980s and ’90s are the 
people I’m occasionally given an opportunity to see a different side to or perhaps even form a revised opinion about. 
 I won’t disparage anyone here, although there are quite a few of Thatcher’s Cabinet whom I have encountered* who 
also met my pre-conceived Spitting Image expectations. But I will say that Lord Carrington has a mischievous twinkle in his 
eye that charms women half his age, Kenneth Baker is a perfect gentleman, Geoffrey Howe is now a very kindly old man, 
Lord Young listens better than I thought he would and he actually wondered if we were related, and Michael Portillo tries 
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hardest to come across as genial. Two I would still like to meet are Kenneth Clarke and John Major. Major is by all accounts 
very personable, though I don’t for a minute share his politics or his interest in cricket. Clarke I find even more remote from 
myself politically, but he’s a man with whom I’d like to talk about jazz. When in power, he and his political rival John 
Prescott were known to frequent Ronnie Scott’s together. Stranger things have happened in British politics.
 I’ve met a few of the current incumbents as well, though as for David Cameron, who politically is pretty much my 
polar opposite at the moment (and who I would never discuss politics with for the risk of begetting an incident), I would 
restrict myself to just one question, about that tennis match he played in Downing Street with Andy Murray. Murray 
described it as the most terrifying game of his life: I’d like to hear Cameron’s side of the story.
 As much as most of Cameron’s policies piss me off (his advocacy of gay marriage being encompassed by English law 
being a notable exception), I want to think past all that. Not to do so is to have one’s head in this zone of rage the whole 
time, and that becomes exhausting. Professional detachment has actually become quite a useful tool, and yet I still feel as 
strongly about politics and social justice as I ever did.
 Where was I? Thatcher. That day she died, on Facebook I simply posted an update saying it 
was time to watch the excellent film Brassed Off again, lest we forget the legacy of how her policies 
destroyed jobs and families. I first heard about this film from friends in Paris who had been to a pre-
premiere ‘audience reaction’ private screening in that city, more than six months before it appeared in 
the UK. They’d believed Brassed Off was a recent film, not a new and unreleased one, so my Parisian 
friends couldn’t understand why I’d never heard of it. They enthused about it, saying how impressed 
they both were. Nine months later I sent a postcard saying I’d finally seen it and agreed, though I 
also had to say I didn’t personally encounter the kinds of hardship as depicted in that film – I was 
never on the dole (though I had been self-employed, and certainly not always gainfully), and the 
South had fared considerably better than the North. Nevertheless, the film is a reminder of a grim 
time for just about everyone in the UK except, of course, City bankers.

*
That brief Facebook post set me to thinking about how so many of my infrequent non-family-related Facebook appearances 
are connected with, or reactions to, death. Someone dead or dying? Say something on Facebook. It also lets everyone know 
I’m still hanging around, just.
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 So why does that bother me, and really, should it?
 It has often felt too easy and yet also a little undignified, and yet also necessary, to say something at someone’s 
passing. Surely if I actually felt anything I’d be sending a card or flowers instead of posting an easy line or two on social 
media. It rather shamefully feels like, “Said something? Job done. Next?”, and it makes me uncomfortable. Where does this 
pressure to say something meaningful come from? My own expectations, other people’s, or social media’s? 
 Between those infrequent posts I’ve needed to go through a refiguring process in my approach to all this, and believe 
I’ve now reached some kind of conclusion.
 Just a handful of days before Thatcher’s passing, we’d had Iain Banks’s announcement that he was suffering from 
terminal cancer and will probably pass away before the year’s out. Eventually, much sooner than felt right, we saw those 
newsgroup posts titled simply “Iain Banks”, and at that time I once again felt internally obliged to say something somewhere, 
particularly as his life has intersected with my own on a few occasions that certainly meant more to me than him, and 
particularly as Banks was (and please remove the cynicism from Thatcher’s phrase here as you read it) ‘One Of Us’. If I was 
still active on Live Journal I’d probably post something under a tag I invariably titled “Lives in Passing”, when people I knew, 
or had met, or who had had an effect on my life somehow, had passed on from their current incarnation either corporeally or 
(in the case of Tony Blair on his leaving active politics) politically.
 It’s a hard thing to deny, this impulse to say something at such times, either for the vain need for other people to know 
that you’re aware of some sudden news or to display that you care about it enough to say something. There is an alternative 
to saying something, just as there is an alternative to saying nothing, but this all-seeing yet impersonal ‘social media’ entity 
that is a Live Journal or Facebook ‘contacts list’ hints to me that to say nothing may also be the wrong move. But I’m not a 
drama queen, and to say something inept at such times also risks being seen as such, so to then say nothing actually 
becomes the preferred option, although sometimes this line of logic fails me and I go ahead and post something anyway. And 
at such times, even when what I have said was done as an appropriate tribute, I neither need nor want ‘likes’.
 Second-guessing social media is a pain in the ass.
 Sometimes I do better. A couple of days before Banks’s announcement of his cancer, Paul Williams died, which was 
something else I took maybe a bit harder than I should have. Mr. Williams and I had never met although we had one degree 
of separation via several people. As I mentioned in Big Sky #1, a few years earlier, when he was still healthy, he had sent me 
the entire run of the Philip K. Dick Society Newsletter. What I didn’t mention was that he’d also – completely unexpectedly – 
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sent me a signed copy of his PKD-related Only Apparently Real, inscribing it “To Pete, Keep It Real!”. When he died I didn’t 
say anything on Facebook because a) I don’t like to act as a news service for such events, and b) I didn’t feel I could actually 
say anything meaningful other than “PW has passed on. He once sent me a free signed book”. To do so would be to assert a 
kind of connection to someone with whom I have no actual connection other than via a shared interest in Philip K. Dick. In 
this instance I felt more comfortable saying nothing, in the absence of anything of value to say – I asked myself, “So? Is 
anything I have to say here in any way meaningful or illuminating?” and usually the response is “No.” Yeah, quite.
 So through this refiguring process towards social media and my partial rejection of it, I now prefer to talk about such 
things a while after the event, such as here in this fanzine. To try to do so on later on Facebook would be counter to the 
relentless up-to-the-minute buzz that social networking somehow forces upon the user, and I find that gets tiresome pretty 
quickly. This act of working through my thoughts on the subject over the space of six months feels far less sensational and 
more measured a response; in fact, to say something several months later in a fanzine of limited circulation will probably 
seem safe enough. There will be less urgency, and therefore less stress, and the universe knows precisely how much of that 
Margaret Thatcher – and her Cabinet – once caused me.

                                                                       *

Fred Flintstone: ‘What are you reading, Barn?’
Barney Rubble: ‘This is that new science fiction magazine Super Space Stories! I’m reading about Rock Rogers. He lives in the 
21st century and goes shooting all over the place on his jet built to do a thousand miles an hour!’
Fred: ‘A thousand miles an hour?’
Barney: ‘Yeah, he goes to the Moon, Mars, Venus…’
Fred: ‘What does he go to the Moon for?’
Barney: ‘For lunch.’
Fred (to audience): ‘I had to ask… (grabs magazine) Let me see that! “…and there stands Rock Rogers, tall, blue-eyed and 
broad-shouldered. With a cheery wave of his hand Rock leaps into his jet saucer and presses the blast-off button. The sound 

* Education, Education, Education. Klingon translation via Bing.
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is deafening as the mighty jets roar into action. Rock is off!” Oh boy, this clown is 
a real hotdogger! Why do you waste your time reading this junk?’
Barney: ‘It’s not junk, Fred. Scientists are working on these things right now. 
What is science fiction today may be science fact tomorrow!’
Fred: ‘You mean we’re gonna jump into our space saucers and take off for a 
weekend on the moon?’
Barney: Well, uh, not us, Fred, but a couple of million years from now they will. 
You’ll have a rocket bus service for all the planets!’
Fred: ‘Oh yeah, I can just see it! “Take the bus and leave the blast-off to us!” Ha 
ha ha ha ha—!’
Barney: ‘I don’t get it. Uh, what’s the big joke?!”
The Great Gazoo (a rather aloof alien), appearing out of nowhere: ‘You ought to 
know, Barney, you’re looking right at him.’
Fred: ‘Hiya, Mr. Gazoo! Hey Barney, let Mr. Gazoo have a laugh too! Tell him 
about the bus service to the Moon! Maybe he’ll wanna make a reservation! Ha 
ha ha—!’
Gazoo: ‘Flintstone, when you laugh you show not only your tonsils but your 
ignorance. Everything Barney said is true! In fact, that book doesn’t begin to 
describe the wonders of the future…’

 — from ‘The Long, Long, Long Weekend’, The Flintstones, January 1966

As any parent does, I wonder what technological wonders our son Miles will 
experience in his future. As with my parents’ generation, no doubt it will be stuff 
we haven’t imagined yet. Or will our imaginations devolve into a fun Jetsons like 
future of jetpacks and spacey architecture, flying cars and day trips into space? 
Well, it’s there if we want it. We do want it, don’t we?
 Miles has had a fairly typical education in what is ‘science fiction’ without 
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knowing anything about what those two words mean. He’s possibly never heard the 
word “science”, yet from TV and books he knows the products of it in the form of 
“robot”, “spaceship”, “jetpack” and so on. However I do question occasionally the 
usefulness, in dual-language pictorial word books, of the word “robot” alongside 
words like “washing machine” “microwave”, “iPad” and “gameboy”; in this age it’s 
a rather fun throwback to the 1950s, yet it’s hardly a word with much everyday use 
for kids now, other than to feed their growing imaginations (see photo on page 7).
 Conceptually, one game-changing paradigm I would like very much to see in 
my own lifetime – and if not, Miles’s – is the scientific proof, and casual worldwide 
acceptance of, the existence of extraterrestrial life. But it won’t be of the type that 
lands on the White House lawn. I believe the best we can reasonably hope for over 
the next few generations is for future fathers or mothers to be able to point to the 
night sky with their sons or daughters and say, “We’re sure there’s life around that 
star, and that one, and maybe that one…” And that would reasonably be enough, 
because it would also be miraculous enough that we had learned that. Then the 
yawning acceptance of the fact would filter down through the generations in exactly 
the way the moon landings have.
 If the discoveries about the nature of extrasolar planets continues at the 
current speed, we may know about the chemical signatures of life elsewhere in our 
planetary neighbourhood soon, and long before we can make contact with any of 
it. As to the question of whether it’s big-brained, intelligent life… well, that’s another 
ball game entirely, but the Big Question of life elsewhere at all is still my favourite 
Big Question.
 I expect that as far as Miles knows, aliens in outer space living on other 
planets actually do exist, because he hasn’t yet learned otherwise (and maybe, with 
an equal amount of misplaced belief, the big dinosaurs are alive somewhere in the 
world today; he just hasn’t seen one, in the same way he’s never actually seen a 
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giraffe, either). He already understands the word “alien” from great recent kids’ animations to mean ‘a creature from another 
world’ (his TV diet with this ingredient includes non-science fictional stuff like Pocoyo, Bernard the Bear and Pororo [previous 
page, top to bottom], and I’ve discovered that mainstream animations such as Shaun the Sheep and even Postman Pat both 
reference aliens). The excellence that is Pocoyo almost singlehandedly explained to Miles (brilliantly, too, with the necessary 
sense of wonder) that our planet is big and ball-like and that there are other planets like ours a long way away – and that 
aliens of course live on them and we can go and visit them in rockets. He doesn’t yet know they’re all imagined; he may 
believe that adults already know of their existence and that they even come here occasionally, and that some are scary, and 
some are friendly.
 I will inevitably ask him one day, what he thinks about all this. It may require some delicate education as to the facts 
of the matter, but he will probably just grow up learning gradually from stories that at the moment this notion is still a fiction, 
and then maybe marrying up that word with the word “science”, and taking another step towards learning what science does 
and how it helps us, and how it’s fun as well as necessary to speculate. Especially, to my mind, about this particular Big 
Question.
 And now at four years old? Miles has latched himself onto an endless diet of Ben 10 and Power Rangers, with aliens 
and monsters aplenty, keeping him primed, like his dad, ready for an answer.

Ah, go f— … oh, wait
Like most of science fiction fandom I’ve had a passing interest in the development of the film Argo, Ben Affleck’s career-
enhancing movie about the escape of American diplomatic staff from Tehran in 1980. The news of the deeper connection to 
Roger Zelazny’s novel Lord of Light is what seems to have piqued fandom’s interest, and I and a small bunch of other fans 
(who you could probably count on the fingers of a badly mutilated hand) have wanted to see this connection actually 
commited to print or celluloid ever since, in a place somewhat more permanent than Wikipedia. Thankfully, a thorough 
exploration of that connection is now being concluded with the Kickstarter-funded film Science Fiction Land, directed by Judd 
Ehrlich, to be released not so much sometime in the near future as (he writes, hopefully) as near as possible to the present. 
You might sense my enthusiasm for this project, here.
 The connection to Zelazny and Lord of Light has, in movie terms, been something of a ‘slow reveal’. Going back to the 
original escapade and characters therein, we had the 1980 PBS documentary The Canadian Caper, which featured interviews 
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with the US and Canadian diplomatic staff, and their recollection of the then recent 
events in Tehran (this documentary is not to be confused with the made-for-TV movie 
Escape from Iran: The Canadian Caper, which I haven’t seen). But in the documentary, 
was there any discussion of what this grand scheme was that would get them away to 
safety with the indispensible assistance of the Canadians? It was referred to in its 
entirety, by consul Bob Anders, as a “business venture”. Nothing more is said, and one 
could perhaps sense some ‘diplomatic concealment’ going on as those two words were 
uttered. With the knowledge of the connection to Lord of Light and details of the CIA 
plan now in the public domain, with this concealment it could be incorrectly read that 
Anders wasn’t going to refer to a mere, trashy non-existent science fiction movie, of all 
things, that had saved his neck from the hangman’s 
noose. Well, no. That discretion was necessary 
because the precise kind of business venture that it 
was, was still wrapped up in classified CIA documents 
not to be accessed until 2007, which then became the 
real movie’s starting point.
 Fast-forward thirty-two years to the release of 
Argo in August 2012 at the Telluride Film Festival. 
Affleck took several liberties with the truth in his film 
– there was no chase down the runway as the 

diplomats’ plane departed, for instance (the biggest drama was that an immigration 
inspector spotted a mistake on a date in one of the visas), and the film played up the role of 
the CIA while relegating the Canadians (and the Brits and Kiwis) to the role of bystanders or 
worse – but is there any mention of Zelazny? Lord of Light?
 Again, no, which for me wasn’t the only disappointing aspect of this film, but at least 
the relationship of reality to fantasy movies was embedded in the visuals and script, which 
was a step in the right direction. Most movie-goers will probably never have heard of 
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Zelazny and Lord of Light, and maybe their inclusion might have encumbered the 
screenplay with unnecessary detail? You might wonder if I’m being too forgiving, here.
 Now fast-forward three more months to October 2012 and the release of Argo’s 
accompanying book, Argo: How the CIA and Hollywood Pulled Off the Most Audacious 
Rescue in History by Antonio Mendez (who masterminded the escape) and Matt Baglio. 
Surely a well-researched book would have room enough to make even a passing reference 
to Zelazny, the most remote source for all this drama? Yes. It’s there, in print at last, quoted 
in full here:

 Sci-fi stories often incorporated mythological elements and it would be a bonus if we 
could find something with a Middle Eastern flavor to it. It was then that Calloway 
told me about a script he’d been pitched several months back. Based on Roger 
Zelazny’s science fiction novel Lord of Light, the project had eventually fallen through 
when a member of the production team was arrested for embezzlement, but not 
before initial production had begun. Even better, the producers had hired Jack Kirby, 
a famous comic book artist, to do concept drawings. At some point, the producer had 
envisioned a theme park connected to the project called Science Fiction Land, 
complete with a “Thunder Chariot-Launching Complex”, “Jet Tube Transporter”, even 
a three-hundred-foot-tall Ferris wheel, all of it set against the backdrop of the Rocky 
Mountains in Colorado.  (pp.192-193)

So for the next installment in the proper rehabilitation of Lord of Light, those few of us still interested in such a thing now 
await Science Fiction Land with some avidity. And speaking of Kickstarter…

Burma’s Little Brother, redux
After Big Sky #1 went to press, on 6 April I notified Digital Democracy’s Emily Jacobi of my article about the non-appearance 
of the Kickstarter-funded translations of Cory Doctorow’s Little Brother (an article in which, it’s worth pointing out, I did not 
allege any misappropriation of funds), and I received a reply the next day in which she admitted their efforts to “translate the 
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text were stalled, and we are quite overdue in figuring out a solution.” She hoped that a forthcoming meeting with Mark 
Belinsky, no longer at Digital Democracy but who had been heading up the translations, would produce more news, and an 
e-mail in October 2013 indicated that a translation had been attempted but it was considered unacceptable because of the 
complexities of the technical language. They are still trying to figure out a solution, so watch this space.

Mo’ Jazz/SF
I’m always on the look-out for some creative referencing of Philip K. Dick – heck, I was swamped with plenty of that last 
year when editing Journey Planet #16, and it was of a very high quality too. Now comes the very latest: the sleeve notes for 
the December 2013 album His Martian Flying Cobra from the British ‘cool jazz’ ensemble Maurice and the Beejays (stream it 
for free from their website here). Recorded in a moral vacuum under the umbrella ‘music for imaginary films and TV shows’, 
here are the sleeve notes:

“After the critically acclaimed but financially disastrous 
Robinson Crusoe on Mars (Byron Haskin, 1964) Paramount 
Pictures pulled the plug on the planned follow-up His 
Martian Flying Cobra. Screenwriter John C. Higgins (Murder 
Man, T-Men, Daughters of Satan), with Robert A. Heinlein 
(Stranger in a Strange Land, et al.) acting in an advisory 
role, had been developing the screenplay from an idea by 
Haskin. Needing a cheaper writer, Haskin, on a 
recommendation by Heinlein, approached Philip K. Dick 
to complete the script. Dick agreed but felt that the scope 
of the original sci-fi detective story was too narrow and 
wanted to draw out the parallels he felt were implied in 
the story between organised religion and big business. 
Haskin could not disagree more and the project was 
abandoned, after several arguments, shortly before the 
publication of Dick’s The Three Stigmata of Palmer 
Eldritch (Doubleday, November 1964).”
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The His Martian Flying Cobra story outline: “Everyone knew that when the Owl of Love dropped his seed in the Great 
Ocean the water boiled and all of life was thrown up fully formed onto the land. So when Mars Kobra, a university 
reader in religious studies, discovers ancient texts describing the colonisation of Mars by people of the third planet 
(Arth) he decides not to publish his findings for fear of being branded a heretic by The Council. Unknown to Kobra the 
Religious Opportunities Department of Omnifroot had been monitoring his research and the monthly downloads from 
his computer reveal his discoveries to the company. Omnifroot were diverting free water into a vast network of 
underground reservoirs undercover of outwardly environmentally friendly mining operations. They decide that Kobra 
is to be martyred in the name of The Arthian Herecy fomenting civil unrest and the decline of The Council and their 
warrior monk henchmen leaving the planet to be enjoyed by select Omnifroot employees.”

Kinda convincing enough to have had me googling for reference just to see if I’d missed an obscure piece of Dickiana. It’s a 
trippy album, cool and slick with a traditional four-piece guitar/piano/bass/drums ensemble, and a deliberately bad album 
cover straight out of a 1990s Photoshop tutorial. All round, gorgeous and acid-laden stuff.

Too subtle by half
I have no idea if anybody got the joke contained in last issue’s 
editorial: the spoof card from A. B. Dick Company connected 
to my unfulfillable dream of finding a stash of mid-century 
Thai science fiction fanzines up in a dusty old up-country 
attic. It’s not the spoof card itself that was the joke: that was 
fairly obvious, and most of that issue’s readers will have 
already seen the card in its true form as revealed by Bill 
Burns last year. But there is a more nuanced gag there in the 
text itself – well, perhaps not a gag, more an historical 
subtlety. A beer on me (or wine if you’re posh) for whoever 
gets it first, and you’ll have to be quicker off the mark than 
Jim de Liscard. Unless of course you are Jim de Liscard.
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The economy, stupid
Why do I spend so much money on fannish pursuits? Okay, I need to rephrase that: 
Why can’t I spend more money on fannish pursuits, when I feel bad enough about the 
little I spend already?
 I’m only on issue #2 of Big Sky and I’m already on something of a guilt trip. One 
of the things I had planned for, earlier last year when money was no object, was a 
print edition of #1. I’d mentioned there’d soon be one somewhere down the line to 
Robert Lichtman, Murray Moore and Ron Salomon, among others, plus all generous 
contributors of articles to #1. Since March 2013 I have had it already laid out as an 
A4 publication (colour cover, b/w interior), and ready to send to the printer – all from 
the time when the PDF first appeared.
 Print editions have always been important to me, and I have damned the 
expense of postage to all points of the compass in countries near and far. I wish to 
continue this habit with Big Sky but I admit to having a problem justifying the cost of 
doing so: Zoo Nation, an A5 fanzine of 30–36 pages with a b/w interior and colour 
cover, cost roughly £1 a copy taking into consideration all print-at-home and postage 
costs. 300 copies = £300.
 Big Sky is a bigger beast. I could limit the copies to, say, 100, although that 
doesn’t even cover the list of people I want to send paper copies to.
 Gone are the days when I could spend a couple of hundred quid over a weekend in a convention’s Dealer Room and 
feel no pain, followed by several rounds of drinks at the bar, as well as various hotel costs. The fact is, a part-time job is  the 
only steady income in this household and my copy-editing work is kinda seasonal, so my current income is now actually 
about half what it used to be in the early- to mid-2000s.
 Nevertheless, I do still plan to honour a paper issue for Big Sky #1, probably going to press a short time after this PDF 
of #2 hits efanzines.com. But I doubt there will be paper issues after that for the foreseeable future: resources are limited, 
and I also have bi-lingual primary school fees to pay (followed by secondary school, then college, and who knows, 
university). Trade Miles’s future for an expensive indulgence in paper fanzines? Nah. In this technological 21st century we’re 
lucky to be living in, that wouldn’t be a fatherly – let alone fannish – thing to do.
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W I T H   G R A T I T U D E

Thanks to the authors of the following articles for permission to reproduce them here:

Why Cling to the Past?   2013, Charles Ardai
First appeared on 29 May 2013 at Boing Boing (boingboing.net) under a Creative Commons non-commercial, sharing 
with attribution license. 

Hanging with Bukowski at the Gotlieb Center   © 2009, Caleb Daniloff
First appeared on 26 March 2009 at the Boston University website BU Today (bu.edu). Reproduced by permission, all 
rights reserved.

Norvell Page’s 1st-Century Adventures   © 2007, William Lampkin
First appeared in The Pulpster #16 for Pulpcon 36 and also appears at William’s site The Pulp (thepulp.net). Reproduced 
by permission, all rights reserved.

Revisiting: The Wages of Fear   © 2014, Gary Lovisi
Reproduced by permission, all rights reserved.

The Sleazy Side of the Street   © 2011, Brian Ritt
Introduction to the Stark House reprint edition of Orrie Hitt’s The Cheaters and Dial “M” for Man, 2011, based on a 2009 
article on James Reasoner’s blog Rough Edges (jamesreasoner.blogspot.com). Reproduced by permission, all rights 
reserved.

Thanks also to: Patrick Ijima-Washburn, Denny Lien, Kyle McAbee and of course Bill Burns, without whom.
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S U S P I C I O U S L Y   R E T E N T I V E   T E N D E N C I E S

Created using Pages 4.1 and Photoshop Elements 6 on the same knackered and sometimes glacially slow 15” MacBook 
Pro. It’s recently had a fan and IO board replaced plus another half a Gb of memory added, so it’s actually running a 
little faster now.

Maladies dealt with during the creation of this fanzine
Trapped ulnar nerve in left forearm (ongoing); possible hairline fracture in right tibia; increased cartilage damage in 
right knee; frequent gout in toes of both feet; head-cold I couldn’t shake for three months; fever; inflammation to right 
ankle and arch; bunion on right big toe, gallstones.

Soundtrack to the creation of this fanzine
~ albums ~
Ry Cooder, Paris, Texas  Thomas Dolby, Aliens Ate My Buick Bill Frisell, Lookout for Hope
Grace Jones, Island Life  Charles Lloyd, The Call    Bob Marley, Kaya
~ tracks ~
Rapoon, ‘Wadhi Jah‘  Brian Transeau, ‘See You on the Other Side’  Abyssal Plains, ‘The Hidden People‘

Addictions during the creation of this fanzine
Tong Garden seaweed-flavoured popcorn, Puriku goji berry white tea; Angry Birds ‘Space’ and ‘Go’, Control Tower.

Dedicated to the memory of Iain M. Banks (1954–2013).

Typographically dedicated to Erik Spiekermann (1947– ). Stop Stealing Sheep & Find Out How Type Works.

E-zine editions of all issues of Big Sky can be downloaded from eFanzines.com at www.efanzines.com/bigsky.
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“The human heart, as of course we all know, is essentially good.

But between governments, false gods, striving for survival,

the heart gets mixed up with the head and the feet and the elbows and the intestine.

And the peace and the madness.

And the heart gets strangled out a bit.

It’s a good organ and there is complete hope for humanity if it ever gets a little bit straight.

It’s all there, it’s totally there, there is total hope of goodness forever.

But we got lost somewhere. How we can ever straighten that out, I don’t know.”

Charles Bukowski

big sky

2
january 2557 / 2o14

Charles Ardai       Caleb Daniloff       William Lampkin      Gary Lovisi      Brian Ritt       Peter Young


