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whomped out by such tried and

| trusted hard rock organizations as

' Black Sabbath, Blue Oyster Cult,

! and even a regrouping of a chunk of |
| the old Grand Funk Railroad; the

g stories have been carefully culled
from strips in the back files and
include a couple I remember looking
pretty good in the original, and the
whole business is tied up within a

I very serious and highly moral

| connecting story whose essential
| | point is that good does triumph over
! evil, in splte of what thls or that
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agonies from completely silly stimuli.
Those little horns—the ones
drummers with bad senses of humor
used to go whoop whoop with—
would send chills through me.
Clowns appalled me, especially ones
dressed in white, and a certain kind
of dark, foxy girl entering a room
made me instantly check all exits
and plan reasonable sounding
excuses for a quick departure. I did
not know the underlying reason for
these and other distressful
symptoms until I attended a
retrospective of ancient cartoon
films at some intellectuals’ haven
and, for the first time since I had
been a fat, simple child, I saw her
again. Betty Boop!

There it was, all of it—the white
clown, the whoop whoop, and, worst
of all, the absolute epitome of the
morbid masculine mind’s confuration
of the tricky bitch—Betty Boop!
There she was, scuttling about
lightly in her elastic flapper’s body,
everything Max Fleischer dreaded in
the female sex, an awful vision of
merciless, unremitting castration. I
realized at once, grinding my teeth
in the darkness, that she was the
creature personally responsible for
my not having all sorts of fun with
a certain kind of dark, foxy girl.
Thanks a lot, Max Fleisher!

With Snow White, Disney,
always the bearer of Mosaic tablets
of law for lesser animators, hit on
the idea of noodging away
somewhat from the blob-and-
spaghetti people by mixing them in
with two or three more human-
seeming creatures. True, the
“humans’ were only marginally
such—the wobblings of their legs
and faces indicated that they were
at least part jellyfish—but next to
Dopey and Sleepy and Grouchy,
Prince Charming almost looked like
a flesh-and-blood movie star.
Almost. Snow White also introduced
Disney’s decision not only to
continue the grand old tradition of
scary scenes in animation, but to
take the gloves off the horror
effects and scare the shit out of the
little nippers who formed the bulk
of his clientele by pulverizing their
innocent minds with witches and
vultures and skeletons chained in
dungeons. Needless to say, they
loved it.

I wish I could say that things

have gotten better since then, but
they have not. Disney has gotten
better, or at least his enterprises
have, and if his Land and World
projects are viable hints, as I think
they are, in the early 2000s our
entire planet and all its satellites,
both natural and artificial, will be
© Walt Disney Productions. But not
his animated features. Not they.
First he gave us Fantasia,
which proved that the bulk of the
critical establishment and all but a
tiny fraction of the art-fancying
public were buffoons, since they
considered the thing an esthetic
milestone, but which was
intrinsically a disaster. Dumbo was
kind of cute, I liked the fresh birds
and the storm, but a steady
downhill trend was in sight. The
unions misunderstood and insisted
animators needed to be paid a living
wage, and from then on it was a
matter of shortcuts and dodges to

_ save cash whenever possible. We

were introduced to the sudden
freezing of a character when
movement was not absolutely
essential, the dead face with the
moving lips, the shadow puppet
technique of shoving fixed figures
back and forth across the screen,
and other such penny-pinching
devices—devices which were,
unhappily, brought to a fine art by
the producers of the Saturday
morning animated series shows
primarily designed to sell expensive
battery-operated toys. These dismal
productions are little more than
slide shows.

The mood of these Saturday
morning specials is very much
reflected by Heavy Metal, and I
more than suspect that, in selling
the movie to potential backers, its
producers cited the steady weekly
exposure of kids to the slam-bang
superhero sagas as a great little
audience-builder. And I suspect,
moreover, judging from the quality
of the animation, that they may
have hired some of these Saturday
morning artists.

The magazine Heavy Metal is an
interesting publishing venture. It’s a
spin-off of the recent European
vogue of producing elaborately got-
up comic books, which, in turn, may
have been inspired by the great
success of Tin-Tin and, later,
Asterir, the latter enjoying a

THE
8IC LITYLE
BOOK

“... the absolute epitome of the
morbid mascuiine mind’s conjuration
of the tricky bitch.” The cartoon world’s
own Boop-Oop-a-Doop Girl, Max
Fleischer's Betty Boop, from the man
who created Popeye.

general adoration little short of
incredible. However, unlike these
earlier ventures, most of which are
fairly jolly adventure romps, the
new books tend strongly to the dark
and bizarre, and stress grotesque
scenes, violent action, and kinky
sex. The influence of the American
underground comics is obvious.

The publishers of Heavy Metal
decided to see if there was a
market for the stuff over here. It
would be a relatively inexpensive
magazine to launch—definitely a
Heavy Incentive—since it would
start out using mostly European art
and the publishers would have to
pay only reprint rights. They tried
it, and it worked. Not sensationally
—it hasn’t been a dazzling
phenomenon of the periodical world
—but it’s done quite well. I am not
one of its regular readers but I am
by no means unfamiliar with it, and
the art work is consistently
interesting: a wide variety of
techniques ancl approaches are
represented, some of the strips
show an extraordinarily involved
style, and there are loads of graphic
drawings of Amazonian women
doing athletic sex. It’s extremely
naughty, but since it’s also clearly
aimed at those among us suffering
the first onsets of pubescence, the
overall effect is sort of bubble-gum
Pop, a kind of touching period
piece.

Unfortunately, in spite of what
has obviously been an awful lot of
work, this odd charm does not
translate into the Heavy Metal
movie. It’s teuchingly clear that the
producers have put much thought
into the project and are desperately

| eager to please. The sound track is
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1953. He’s also coverad sf for two

editions of the Encyclopaedia
Britannica, which means he’s
probably been quoted (and plagiarized)

in untold thousands of student papers
all over the world.

CONNIE WILLIS is a highly
accomplished writer whose work
you'll be seeing more of in TZ. One of
her stories, ‘‘Daisy ir: the Sun,” was
up for a 1980 Hugo, and she appeared
this past summer in a Berkley
Showcase volume. Ace has just
brought out her novel Water Witch,
written with Cynthia Felice. The
story we print here, Lost and Found,
is one of the best works of religious
fantasy we’ve ever read, and should
garner for her, at the very least,
several more award nominations.

This issue marks VIC JOHNSON’s
first appearance in a national fiction
magazine, but he’s made his living
writing and designing for a number
of industrial and outcloors journals in
the Midwest. We can'’t think of a
more perfect story for Twilight
Zome’s Christmas issue than the
haunting Of Sleds and Forty Winters.

Welcome back to TOM COLLINS,
indefatigable filmgoer, playgoer, and
bibliophile, who allows us to meet one
of the enduring names in American
fantasy, FRANK BEILKNAP LONG;
to PARKE GODWIN, whose
Arthurian novel Firelord was a
World Fantasy Award nominee, and
who’s been hailed by Algis Budrys as
““a major find, a convincing
researcher, and a master novelist”
(““With its superb prcse and sweeping
imagination,” writes Budrys in a
forthcoming review, ‘‘Fiirelord brings
to life a realer King Arthur than we
have ever seen before ”’); and to
ROBERT SHECKLEY, whose
novel The Game of X spawned the
recent Disney movie Condorman,
which in turn has spawned Baskin-
Robbins’s ‘“Condorman Crunch,”
making Sheckley the first science
fiction writer ever to have inspired a
new flavor of ice crezm.

Starting next month, Sheckley
will become TZ’s book reviewer, for
with this issue THEODORE
STURGEON bids farewell to our
magazine in order to devote himself
more fully (and here, at least, is a
matter for rejoicing) to his own
fiction, something the world has seen
far too little of lately. Ted is a
decent, fair-minded soul, a friend to

| good writing and to writers

| everywhere. It was a privilege to
share these pages with him.

1
Better Late Than Never Department:
One occasionally reads about
convicted criminals who, long after
their deaths, are officially cleared of
any wrongdoing, usually through the
efforts of their widows or
descendants. While the revised
verdict comes years too late to
matter to the men themselves,
there’s presumably a certain solace,
for the living, in knowing that at last
the record has been set straight.

Similarly, there’ve been a number

| of factual errors which have found
their way into our pages over the
past few months and which, even at
this late date, should still be
acknowledged and corrected.

For the record, then, let us note
that the dramatic photos of
Halloween II in our November issue
were the work of Kim Gottlieb; that
it was Eoin Sprott (and none other)
who constructed Wolfen’s wolf
puppets; and that the celebrated sf
story “Farewell to the Master” was
written by (and how did this slip past
us?) Harry Bates.

In the wake of our two-part TZ
Interview with him, Richard
Matheson notes that it was Bert
Granet who produced The Twilight
Zone's final year, and he has kindly
supplied some corrections to our
article ‘““Matheson in the Movies.”” He
writes: “The third Kolchak script I
did with William F. Nolan was
entitled The Night Killers. Dying
Room Only was produced by Alan
Epstein for Lorimar, which also did
Trespass. The Strange Possession of
Mrs. Oliver was produced by Stan
Shpetner, not Dan Curtis.”

Finally, let us note that John
Brahm should have been credited as
director of the Twilight Zone episode
“Mr. Dingle, the Strong.” (Thanks to
alert reader Robert Anderson for
pointing this out.)

Occasionally, in future issues, our
Show-by-Show Guide will list credits
that differ slightly from those on
your tv screen. However, before you
take pen in hand, be warned: more
often than not it will be the tv
version that’s in error and the
magazine version that’s correct.
Trust us.

*on material accepted for publication unless otherwise

—TK
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