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danceable) ritualized invo-
cation of the Crowleyesque
dark-lords, lef loose after
God has turned his/her/its
back. A frightening piece of
vinyl (why are they laugh-
ing?). but paradoxically dis-
joinfed and unsuccessful.
(theyve since dissolved and
reformed with @ new bassist
and overtly occult orienta-
tion,)

-

Less . and

DOWNERS

M.ch media noise has
emanated recently from
California congressional
clown wolf-crying the pres-
ence of Safanic subliminal
messages in rock '’ roll. The
revelations include whis-
pered sweet-nothings to

= L

chilling fo the point of psy-
chosis, is Sydney, Australia’s
SPK (stands for Surgical
Penis Klink, if you must know)
—possibly the sickest band
in existence (makes Throb-
bing Gristle look like Debby
Boone). Their first American
release (fourth overall) is

The Man on
back-tracked Led Zeppelin
records (what, no “Bonzo is
dead?). and similar horrors,
all exhorting the sheeplike
youth of America fo detour
down the inferno-bound
exitramp.

But hell (wrong word?),
sort of neo-red-baiting
ain't exactly new on the
pop-culture battlefront, es-
pecially from the knee-jerk
paranoids on the Christian
no-fun-damentalist right
flank. And while such whin-
ing does have its nuisance
value (a further reminder of
America’s dangerous swing
rightward—as if we needed
another), its also welcome
evidence that rock sfill has
the power to offend some-
one. somewhere—between
institutionalized arena rock
and sanitized dance music,
things have gotten pretty in-
offensive.

The irony, though, is that
these guys needn’t have
gone o far as o play stuff
backwards—I woulda
pointed ‘em towards plenty
where the subversive con-
tent is as plain as the guilt-
twists in their libicos. Killing
Joke, whose third LP, Reve-
lations  (Edifions EG, dist. by
Jem), bunts this jolly English
quartet right through their
Jerry Cornelius stage of
dance-banding the apoca
lypse (hollow and uncon-
vincing, | thought) info a far
more credible (and less

Leic (Thermidor),
which, a press release help-
fully informs me, translates
as “corpse shrieks.” Charm-
ing bunch. If the album’s
positively demonic blend of
Luciferian hammering, over-
excited noise generators
and Stygian doom-mutter-
ing is 100 much for you, just
be thankful you missed SPK's
brief American four this past
spring. These seriously twist.
ed Aussies filed NYC's nor-
mally well-behaved Dance-
teria with viciously colliding
metal, hoarse screeching,
and a subterranean bass
rumble—cll_accompanied
by a slide show so hellishly
deranged it would've sent
Adolf Eichmann running for
the vomitorium. Whew.

For the more faint of
heart, there's Bauhaus, a
sort of gothic-psychedelic
heavy metal band feetering
on the brink of obnoxious-
ness. Their two import LPs, in
the Flat Field (4 Ap) and
Mask (Beggars Banquet),
have some clever moments
of dark-atmosphere man-
agement, but live, their
overindulgent, narcissistic
image-mongering strangles
everything (prime offender
singer Peter Murphy,
trapped in an identity crisis
between Dr. Bowie and Mr.
Hyde). Seeing them recently
at the Ritz—smoke ma-
chines spewing—I found it
easy fo accept them as an
opening act for Black Sab-

bath within a year (evidently
A&M Records agrees with
me—theyve just picked up
Bauhaus for American re-
lease).

Since Chrome don't per-
form live, they avoid some
of the traps Bauhaus fall
info, but they foo seem en-
mired in a heavy metal
thud-rumble tar pit. Their Iat-
est LP, 3rd from the Sun
(Siren, dist. by Faulty Prod-
ucts)—something like their
sixth or seventh—only briefly
equals the briliance of their
1977 Alien Soundtracks
(confined to “Off the Line")
The rest is just ex-Pearl Har-
bor rhythm section John &
Hilary Stench thrashing
dazedly behind a droning,
treated guitar and from
beyond-the-grave vocals of
asf-apocalyptic nature.

These sourpusses could
fake a lesson or two from
Nash the Slash, the Cana-
dian one-man banditeer,
who fempers his horror-film
imagery with Vincent Price-y
camp humor. His latest re-
lease. the all-instrumental
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Decomposing (Cut Throat),
is an EP that can be played
either at 33 or 45 (my pref-
erence s the latter)—run-
ning times for both are help-
fully provided. Good, evoc-
ative stuft,

Weary of all this opti-
mism? Ready fo take the
Cure? Over the course of
four increasingly depressing
albums, this British frio have
tracked the death-beat
from every possible angle,
I'm beginning to worry
about them. Pornography
(A8M) only elaborates fur-
ther on their obsession, fil-
ing In with florid sonic flour-
ishes what used fo be
sparse and airy. Its a chok-
ing, near-claustrophobic

feeling that | have only o
limited appetite for (their
second, 17 Seconds, includ-
ed on the double American
issue . . .happily ever after,
remains a contender for
Lou's All-Time Top Ten).

Likewise, | find the latest
New Order release—the
single “Temptatior Hurt”
(Factory, through Rough
Trade)—to be something of
a disappointment. Where
the Cure have embroi-
dered, New Order have
refined, and by machining
off the blurred edges | think
they've lost something es-
sential (producer Martin
Hannett perhaps?). Their
1981 Movement is another
member of Lou’s Hall of
Fame.

Import of the Month

Second only to a top-tied
Residents and Yello, You've
Got Foetus on Your
Breath (nifty name, eh?)
are my current favorite
band. The music imprinted

on their LP Deaf!! (Self-m-
molation import) is alter-
nately ugly, hilarious, ironi-
cally coy, intensely biting,
and brazenly tuneful. | know
absolutely nothing about
them. | think they're great.
—Lou Stathis

Addresses:

Thermidor: 912 Bancroft
Way, Berkeley, CA 94710

Faulty Products: 633 N,
LaBreq, Hollywood, CA

Cut-Throat Productions: Box
279, Station J, Toronto, Ont.
Canada M4J 4y1

Rough Trade: 326 6th Street,
San Francisco, CA 94103

Self-immolation: 35 Brack-
enbury Road, London

12 UK



Vampira in Plan 9 from Outer Space

Films

Dracula’s Great Love
(1973) A Spanish opus fea-
turing ex-wrestler Paul
Naschy as the bloodthirsty
Count. Two minutes info the
movie, a grave robber es-
capes one of Draculd’s in-
famous half nelsons and
flees up a staircase, only fo
have a cleaver slammed
into his profile as he reaches
the top. Opening credits roll
as he tumbles down the
stairs. When his body hits the
bottom—prestol—he reap-
pears on the top stair and
falls again, this time slightly
slower. By the fime Javier
Aguirre's direction credit
reaches the screen, this
man’s death loop has
evolved, over eight or nine
progressively slower presen-
tations, into a fascinatingly
entropic death dance
Death has never been so
inevitable. (aka Cemetery
Girls)
The Manster (1959) One of
the weirdest films ever,
opening with a bluntly styi-
ized pre-credits sequence,
beginning with the silhou-
ette of a nude woman
preening behind a Japan-
ese paper screen. Then, a
hairy monster with a long
dagger in its paw ambles
up behind her, throws the
woman offscreen, pounces
on her, and a buckettul of
blood |s dashed across the
cen from the left.
£ fim's fiflo emarges turid
ly, unforgettably, from the
drippings. The fifle is sug-
gestive of the hero's predic-
ament, namely, he finds
himself sprouting a second
(monster’s) body. The
moment he removes his shirt
to ‘massage a niggling
shoulder-ache, only to find
a blinking eyeball impacted
there, is equally indelible.
The rest of the film? Made in

Jopan,
The Devil’s Nightmare

(1974) A Belgian-italian ex-
port, now in re-release as
Vompire Playgirls. The film's
earliest minutes contain
every horror movie cliché
you'd ever need (i.e, fourists
caught in storm turn to om-
inous castle for shelter, the
phones are dead, ex-Nazi
butler plays the organ), but
the rest of the film escalates
in ambition. This is one of the
few seriously theological
horror films ever made in
Europe. The seven trapped
tourists represent the Seven
Deadly Sins, and they are all
led fo destruction by a love-
ly succubus, who tempts
them with excessive mir-
ages mirroring their desires.
The best trap Is staged for
Gluttony, who in cinema’s
greatest eating scene out-
side of Tom Jones, is treated
to a vast, erotically charged
banquet. He survives the
meal, but his “last glass of
wine* friggers a sudsy, em-
erald regurgitation that
chokes him under the now
gaum appmmon of the
succub

lllanﬂ ol the Doomed
(1966) Mel Welles, o Little
Shoppe of Horrors alumnus,
took a somewhat more seri-
ous stab at man-eating
plants in this, yet another,
Spanish effort. Cameron
Mitchell stars as a mad sci-
entist who's developed a
vampire tree with blood-
sucking branches. Stylistical-
ly, it's an extremely haunting
piece of trash, especially its
grand finale, in which Mifch-
ell hacks his prize plant to
pieces during a thunder-
storm as the skies rain blood.
Can be seen on 1V as The
Maneater of Hydra.

Kill, Baby! Kill! (1966) A
slight exception: this is in-
cluded not because it's a
forgettable horror film, but
because it sounds like one.
Director Mario Bava, trained
as a painter and cinema-
tographer, could take any
bad script and translate it
into @ hypnotic visual expe-
rience. This is, in some ways,
his best film, because its
script is almost totally transi-
ent, shifty like an atmo-
sphere. Its best scene de-
picts the hero pursuing a
faceless stranger through
the rooms of a castle; Bava
ultimately isolates the chase
to repeated, looping circuits
of the same room, and
when the hero catches the



stranger and turns him
around, he finds his own
face grinning dementedly
back at him. Now that's
chilling enough, but fthe
film's best idea is ifs monster,
alitie blonde girl in @ white
dress with a bouncing, lum-
inous ball. Sound familiar?
Fellini was so captivated by
that image he hired Bava fo
reproduce her as the true
Satan in his Toby Dommit
(1969) which, like this film, is
horror at its most perfect
and ambiguous.

~Timothy R Lucas
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Friday the 13th Part Il In
3-0

Director Steve Miner's
mock st-influenced F13 Pl
3-D overkills itself with fifty
fabulous, three-dimensional
ways fo impale your victim
—pitchfork, knitting needle,
poker, meat cleaver, ma-
chete, plumber's wrench,
butcher knife, axe, spear
gun, efc. Up fo bat for the
second time in the F-13
series, Miner uses the pop-
out and illusionary holo-
graphic sensations of the
new 3-D Mark system o en-
tice horror fans. “Audi-
ences,” he swears fo HM,
“dictate the ambiguous
endings and ninety-minute
attention-span running fime
of horror sequels. For me,
the hardest part is finding
new weapons for victims fo
fall on That should give you

an idea of the state of this
cinematic arts-and-crafts
form. Besides the plush,
high-quality 3-D, F-13 P-Ill
has a vivid horror-comics
story and a stylish cartoon
look. College coed Chris
(Dana Kimmel) deliberately
returns for a weekend party
fo a house on a lake where,
a few years before, she was
brutalized by an unrecog-
nizable formentor—6&3" tra-
peze arfist Richard Brooker,
your average avenging
murderer. Please dont ask
why or what he is avenging
because action, not motiva-
tion, is the soul of 1980s hor-
ror flickeramas. In-the muti-
lation finale, Brooker slip-
slides away info the lake as
escaping air bubbles hint
he'll rise again for 13 P-Vin
360-degree sensu-surround
and odorama.

Halloween 3

A radical character and
plot departure from the pre-
vious two sagas, H-3 marks
the new reign of techno-
pop ferror in horror films.
Banished are long-in-the-
tooth teen horror queen
Jamie Lee Curtis and the es-
caped knife-wielding
psycho who finally bumt to
a crisp In H:2. As part of a
trick-or-treat doomsday
machine, screenwriter Nigel
Kneale (author of BBC-TV's
famed Quatermass series)
has fiendish toymaker Dan
O'Herlihy (the improbable
FDR. in the movie Mac
Arthur) program millions of
kids to buy his “replicants go
berserk” pumpkin, skull, and
witch masks via TV com-
mercials. For a truly Aftered
States Halloween, trillions of
microchips blast off inside
the mind-control fright
masks. While lacking the silly
humor that made its prede-
cessors bearable, H-3 con-
tains the demon seeds of
future horror-movie orgies
between humans and ma-
chines—the scariest and
most ferrifying predicament
ofall

—Daphne Davis
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Books which start with

dead heroes just don't sell—
not enough conflict. It's best,
market researchers say, to
start with a believable, lik-
able, living character, and
then set loose some trouble.
In the horror/terror genre
there’s no tradition that
Clem Goodguy will ever see
another sunset, much less
ride off into one. That does
much to heighten suspense.

In Masques: A Novel of
Terror (Arbor House), BIll
Pronzini tackles this idea
beautifully. Despite protag-
onist Steven Giraux's dis-
claimer that he's @ “square,”
we identify: he’s down on his
relational luck, and most
importantly, he’s a good
reactive. Giraux draws us
into Masques’  spooky ac-
fion by taking it on with just @
little more presence of mind
than we could muster. The
New Orleans Mardi Gras is
both backdrop and villain;
Pronzini knows his subject
and jams on it. Unlike many
pulpist/populist writers,
Pronzini lubes corniness with
humor. But there are holes in
this who-or-what-dunnit.
Why does Giraux, queasy at
the thought of voodoo,
know some of ifs lingo and
traditions? We never find
out, but there’s no time to
care, from the cinematic
drunken-sex/voodoo-
murder scene to the final
brutal twist.

The Calling by Bob Ran-
dall (Simon & Schuster) is a
what-dunnit, not a who-
dunnit—so it's horror, not
terror. Unlike Pronzini, who
takes cues from the colorful
pulp-action tradition, Ran-
dall enters metaphysics via
the slow, character-orient-
ed ethic of the mainstream,
Plucky heroine Susan Good-
man comes complete with
husband, kid, hound, career,
Mom, and pals; all would be
well if Badness Itself stopped
telephoning her. It also kills
mysteriously and turns a
man info a sexual sixty-sec-
ond wonder . . all while the
reader awaits the monster's
description. Sorry, you'll
have to picture it yourself;
badness to Mr. Randall is
naught but—gaspl—rough
trade. Near the end Evil
rasps, “You have an eternity
of eating shit ahead of
you ...you'll rim me un-
til Armageddon on your
knees ...” Am | getting
jaded? Although monster-

rimming sounds more point-
less and less pleasant than
changing a diaper, the
threat of nasty sex just
doesn't make it as the ulti-
mate horror. Randall can
give good line: a girl
describes her young boy-
friend as “a body like silk, a
mind like rayon.” Here's hop-
ing Bob Randall's next book
is mainstream or historical.

Odd. Andrew Neld
man’s Brainchild (Pocket
Books) opens with an un-
believable, unlikable
heroine. That would be orig-
inal if it worked. Spotlighted
is Lois Wilson, a cold, brilliant
teen with a flair for cruel,
behaviorist experiments.
Enter the good-hearted
bores: Mom, a thwarted
cheerleader; Dad, a sickly
pharmacist; and wide-eyed
little Billy. While they do have
the makings of jolly victims,
the reader identifies only
with a sidewalk ghoul rivet-
ed to the sight of a hit-and-
run. Brainchild wants to be a
fable wherein behavior-
mod is bad and humanist
compassion is good. But it
coughs up another mean-
ing—the smart heroine is
the monster. We may be un-
easy about high-powered
young ladies, but having this
worked on feels like laugh-
ing at a racist joke: it's
embarrassing. Neiderman
has done his homework on
behaviorism, scene-build-
ing, and being generally
appalling. Despite its offen-
siveness, or because of it,
Brainchild is chilling.

Sick of horror novels
peopled with normative sit-
com-level families? Try
Richard Loriz's Lovers
Living, Lovers Dead (Sec-
ond Chance Press). Our gor-
geous, freaky leading lady
prowls the garden, padded
and made-up fo resemble
a pregnant Egyptian queen.
Her dear little twins cage
giant cockroaches “to
teach them tricks.” This is
horror? No, this is the sweet
domestic backdrop against
which the horror contrasts,
And it works. Lortz's tale
comes complete with weird
rites, unheard-of drugs, and
the grotesque sexual over-
tures of birds. Playfully, we
are let in to a beautiful ob-
session, an obsession wither-
ing and blackening at the
edges.

—Jay Rothbell



No, rm sory. There
must be some mistake. The
smiling, mild-mannered guy
sitting behind the desk
across from me cannot be
the same David Lynch who
wrote/directed Eraserhead
and The Elephant Man. No
way. That David Lynch un-
doubtedly resembles Eras-
erhead’s Henry—short, dark,
stoop-shouldered, tense,
scared, and furtive. This
alleged David Lynch is any-
thing but those things. He's
fairly fall, around six feetish,
with pale. doughy skin,
blond/brown/red_hair, and
an innocently transparent
air of guileless sincerity. No
chance this well-adjusted,
relaxed, and articulate indi-
vidual couldve conceived
1wo such dark, brooding bits
of nightmare. But he insists.
Would this guy lie?

David Lynch was born in
1946 in Missoula, Montana,
and spent the first eighteen
years of his life in a succes-
sion of five different, small-
fo-medium-sized American
cities. He attended art

David Lynch

end (seven people did ev-
erything short of developing
the emulsion), and is prob-
ably the premier under-

Currently he is at work on his
fourth screenplay draft for
the Dino De Laurentiis pro-
duction of Dune at Universal
Studios, which he is also
slated to direct (Alexandro

school in gt 4
Boston, and Philadelphia,
studying painting, and be-
gan making short films while
at the Pennsylvania Acad-
emy of the Fine Arts. His third,
a thirty-four-minute ani-
mated/live action featur-
efte calied “The Grand-

mother.“ won him a frio of
i rasvataRzand
paved the way for the
American Film Institute-
supported Eraserhead,
inspired by his unpleasant
stay in decaying Philadel-
phia, but filmed entirely in
Los Angeles. Toking six years
from conception fo release,
Eroserheod was Lynch’s
movie from beginning fo

Vutoe-
Ruock

Is casy enougn 1o ve-
come blasé about instant
obliteration when you've
grown up in the shadow of

grour Amer-
ican film of the seventies. It
still plays the college and
midnight circults incessantly
(Lynch notes proudly that all
investors have been repaid,
and he still receives regular
royatty checks). Not bad for
a strange, scarcely narra-
tive, profoundly disturbing

Within two years, Lynch
found himself directing a
major, studio-financed fea-
ture film. The Elephant Man,
amarvelously realized study
in compassion and human
cruelty, gamnered Lynch two
Academy Award nomina-
tions, for best director and
best screenplay adaptation.

a mushroom cloud. But the
Big Bang remains the most
compelling horror scenario
simply because it really
could happen. And now, an
innovative documentary
called The Atomic Cafe
serves up some rather un
appetizing reminders of
what nuclear technology
hath wrought.

A complex collage of

and Ridley Scoft
have both been there be-
fore him). He is excited and
optimistic about the project.

I'meet him in his office on
the Universal lot. To my leff,
arranged on a brown leath-
eroid couch, are five stuffed
Woody Woodpecker dolls

My boys” he calls them,
and reels off their names by
way of introduction). Shapes
cut from red construction
paper are pinned in various
locations on the walls. Op-
posite his desk is a waist-
high row of colored push-
pins, to which are attachsd
strings tralling down to ihe
fioor, their ends tied around
fist-sized rocks. There is

newsreel, TV, and govern-
ment film footage, the film
fraces an age of paranoia
and indoctrination from Hir-
oshima through the cold
war fo the insanely com-
mercialized era of atomic
cocktails and shelter-
equipped suburban homes.
Using propaganda against
itself, directors Jayne Loader
and Kevin and Pierce Raf-

something of a self-con-
scious idiosyncrasy about
the decor, but also a dead-
pan humor of enforced

|

DL: Yes. it's more of a
reproductive fear, | think. A
responsibility fear—Mel
Brooks told me he saw 1n

time thinking about these
ideas, capturing them, be-
cause they'l swim so deep
you won't see them. They!ll

find echoed in Lynch's wry
speech. | have absolutely
no idea what fo make of all
this.

—Lou Stathis

HM: Judging from Eraser-

head, you mustve had a

pcnlculoﬂy anxlety-ridden
ildhood.

Dl.' | had a very happy
childhood. These things in
Eraserhead come from
somewhere unseen; it's not
asurface kind of thing.

HM: Meaning it's not drawn
from your own life?

DL: if Its from my own life, |
don't see it. Ifs from so far
inside, hidden, that it can
only come out in an idea,
which kind of bolloons out. |
don't re it comes
from. My childhood was
picket fences, blue skies, red
flowers, and cherry trees—
but then | would see millions
of little ants swarming on the
cherry tree, which had pitch
oozing out of it. | noticed
these little things, but mostly
what | saw was very happy.
It was good times on our
street—that's my life. When |
first saw New York and Phila-
delphia, they made a huge
impression on me because
the contrast was so great. It
hit me harder. | really saw it,
and | really felt it—the fear
was 50 great it was unbe-
lievable. The things | saw
were so foreign, it was like
being on another world,

HM: There's a great deal of
sexual fear and anxiety in
Eroserhead: spermlike
things falling from the sky
and getting stepped on,
Mary's mother grilling Henry
about whether he had “sex-
ual intercourse” with her
daughter and then pawing
him

ferty juxtapose the gro-
fesque and the merely ludi-
crous, offering a short
course in media manipula-
tion while redefining the
concept of documentary
filmmaking

Forgoing a portentious
narrator fo tie things togeth-
er with grave 20/20 hind-
sight, the filmmakers let the
newscasters, government

PoBYIBSDIF Ul AlusH

Vec:r of responslbllw
Afear of adulthood.

DL: Ves, | would agree with
that. | never really analyze
too many things; | just go
with feelings and moods. If's
like an unspoken kind of
logic.
HM: So do you think that
being in a place like Phila-
delphia when you were in
the process of becoming an
adult—going to college,
getting married, etc.—
made Eraserhead into what
it is, your “Philadelphia”

ovie?
DL: I'm sure. Everything
around you goes in and
swims around, and how it
comes out is determined by
your filter. Your filter is
shaped through so many
things in your being, in your
head; that's why so much of
the same material can go
through different people
and come out so differently
in the end.
HM: What sort of process do
you go through to pull this
sort of stuff up?
DL: There's an original idea
somewhere that's sort of a
magnet, and it attracts
ideas that will join up with
it—sort of like a little solar
system. They all swim about
around this sun, which is the
original idea, and pretty
soon you've got a system
going. And maybe some-
thing will swim through, but it
won' really be part of it, so
itl keep on going and go
away, because it didn't fit.
And that's why | think Eraser-
head is an honest picture—
even though it isn't “normal”
or explained, it goes by
rules, and those rules were
adhered to. You can feel an
honesty and a logic fo it. This
takes a lot of concentration
—you have to spend lots of

officials, and pop singers of
the era speak for, and fre-
quently indict, themselves,
Gallows humor abounds
you can't help but laugh
when Civil Defense Daddy
herds his brood info the
backyard fallout shelter say-
ing, "if there’s an explosion,
we'll wait about @ minute af-
ter if's over and go upstairs
to see if ifs all right for us fo

y—you've got to
dlve down there and catch
them, and once you catch
them you've got to look at
them very carefully, be-
cause the way you see
them the first time you'l for-
get about later on. You've
got to make sure you pre-
serve the way you originally
saw them—that's where the
power of the idea is. Now |
know that its good to have
rules of thought, but | don't
think it's too good to analyze
too much while you're flow-
ing, because sometimes
you can think too much.
Later on, when you look
back at what you've done, it
seems almost magical—
there’s so much power
there, and so many things
that were right on, but there
was no thinking.
HM: Did you write an actual
script for Eraserhead?
DL: Yes, it was twenty-one
pages long. It wasn't a
lar script at all, though; it
was more a diagram kind of
thing, to remind myself to do
certain things. Even If | had
scripted it out, it never
would've been made in that
.So many things in a film
like Eraserhead can't really
be written down, and when
you're forced fo write things
down, you end up making a
different kind of film.
HM: How did you go about
assembling the film?
DL: | went around finding
people to work on the
movie, to be in it. We started
building sets and finding
props, getting Henry
dressed up, the whole thing.
HM: Was any of it impro-
vised?

DL: No. | don't hate improvi-
sation, but it sort of implies
that you don't know what
you want and you're going
fo fiddle around until you

clean up.” But the hilarity is
tempered with the grue-
some, like shots of patients
at the Nagasaki Infectious
Hospital, and the chilling
knowledge that people
actually took these training
precautions seriously—as if
ducking under a picnic
cloth could protect you
from an atomic biast. Then
there's the bomb itself, al

like something.
HM: Too uncontrolled?

DL: Yes, way too uncon-
frollsd because then that
scene would influence
everything that came after
it. You'd never know where a
movie was going If you did
that. The only thing that
changed was the Lady in
the Radiator—she wasn't in
it at allin the original.

HM: Where'd she come
from?

DL: | don't know, but she's
the light in Henry's life. We'd
already shot the radiator,
and when | got this idea, |
ran back in ... and there it
was, a liftle hole, perfect for
her to live in. The idea came:
in its entirety, and it fit per-
fecny with what we had

HM. Do you think visually or
verbally?
DL: Yes, way more visual
than verbal. Ifs very hard for
me fo write a script—Ive
written several, but fm not a
writer. Ifs kind of a shame
that we have to write things
down—film s so much more
than just words. It's sound
and picture and sequences.
| wish there was some other
way fo represent film, some
better form of visual short-
hand.

HM: Do you think now that
you're working within the
studio structure you can still
make films that satisfy you?
DL: Oh, yeah. In the future
Id like to do abstract, ab-
surd films, because | still get
the ideas like that. But | have
to kind of, like, hold them
now, and wait for the time fo
do them. Even on The Ele-
phant Man, there were
things in it that were ab-
sfract, that had feelings and
a mood that | could really
get into, and now on Dune
there are some incredible
things, cinema things that
I'm getting fo do.

HM: You're not finding these
impulses conflicting?

ways cascading majestical-
Iy heavenward—as a brief-
ing officer says, "Watched
from a distance, this explo
sion is one of the most
beautiful sights ever seen by
man*”

The Afomic Cafe’s delec-
table layer cake of irony
and ridicule may taste more
like crow to flag-waving
Americans. So if it doesn't

DL: No, then | couldn't do if.
There's a way fo do a com-
mercial picture that is really
powerful and has got all the
ingredients that | really like.
Its hard, and you've got to
look high and low, but Dune
has got all those things.
There are restrictions be-
cause things cost a lot of
money—this is a super-ex-
pensive picture to do. No
one is really restricting me in
my thinking, except for
money, and that would
happen on any picture.
HM: What's with your fasci-
nation for machinery?
DL: | love factories. Industry,
railroads, diners, anything
industrial, | go for. This world,
unfortunately, really only
exists in our minds—if we
could go into this world, it
would be unbelievable. |
love going in there.
HM: Both Eraserhead and
Flephant Man have a fright-
ened view of machinery—
its malevolent, threatening.
Yet when you talk of i, you
say you like if.
DL: You see, | like Bob's Big
Boy—you don't know Bob’s
Big Boy, do you
HM: We don't have it in New
York, I'm afraid.
DL: Bob's is a coffee shop,
and it's very clean. It's very
normal, good food. And
they’'ve got a chocolate
shake that's, like, the most.
This is what | like, where I'd
like to go—I'd like to go to
Bob's, but in my mind I'd
rather go into a factory
world. Ifs too frightening to
go there really, so we can
only go there in the movies. |
like clean, well-lit places in
my life, but when | sit down
and start thinking | can go
to Philadelphia. If's like look-
ing in, but if things get
,then you can leave. It
makes you feel comfortable
and happy, so you can think
of other things and concen-
trate on ideas. If you're mis-
erable, you can't create.

make it to your Main Street,
check out the book version
(Bantam), or the soundfrack
LP (Rounder), a campy col-
lection of “radioactive rock
'n' roll, blues, country, and
gospel" featuring cold-war
classics like "When Jesus Hits
Like an Atom Bomb,” and
the sublimely schmaltzy
“Atomic Love.”
—DavidKeeps



Choke-a-Rat Week B Via
those wonderful people
who draw conclusions
about human behavior
from the study of rodents
comes the latest results of
undoubtedly thorough and
extremely costly research.
Are you ready for this? Fe-
male rats with neck collars
which prevented them from
licking their genitals were
found fo eat their young:
rats either without collars or
wearing collars which still
left them free to lick their
genitals didnt eat their
young. So, folks, the mes-
sage seems o be: beware
of fight collars and continue
to Iubricate your genitals
with saliva. And watch out if
rats ever start experiment-
ing on people.

As Above, So Below B
Sinister news from the front
line in Man’s eternal war
with fermites—those wood-
munching armies whose
appetite continues to un-
dermine civilization as we

CRYPTICA

know it. Experiments with the
chemical Methoprane are
showing success in control-
ling the termite battalions
by causing workers to mu-
tate into soldiers. It seems
soldier termites’ sword-
shaped mouth-parts make
them incapable of feeding,
and they become depen-
dent on the dwindling num-
ber of workers o assist them
This new refinement in eco-
logical warfare sounds like
Reaganomics in micro-
cosm, as more and more
human resources seem to
get channeled into support-
ing our own war machines.
So if any readers happen fo
see exhausted worker ter-
mites carrying tiny anti-
military placards, please in-
form this column immedi-

ately.

Nuke Notes B However
hard you try to have faith,
somehow Big Brother al-
ways confirms your worst
fears. The bureaucrats who
dreamed up the method of

burying low-level nuke
waste in shallow graves
have uncovered sabotage
by moles. Gophers, to be ex-
act, have been detected
tunneling in and around
waste and burial sites,
threatening to expose ra-
dioactive matter. Even if the
rodents don’t penetrate
through to the actual
graves, researchers are
worried about water seep-
age, displacement of con-
taminated soil, etc. M Still, it
should comfort you fo know
that when it comes fo a nu-
clear holocaust everything’s
been taken care of ahead
of time. The Federal Emer-
gency Management Agen-
cy has stockpiled large
amounts of essential mate-
rials for the eventuality:
130,000 pounds of opium,
150,000 pounds of goose
feathers, and 22,000,000
fluid ounces of castor oil.

War Games B So you
thought germ warfare was
all about test tubes full of
lethal brew which could
instantly dispatch millions

with some exotic new
plague? Think again. Military
strategists, figuring that they
would be in equal jeopardy
as their farges if these old-
style substances were de-
ployed in battle, have now
changed fack. New-style
biological weapons will fea-

forms of existing "
diseases—like the good,
old-fashioned flu—to tem-
porarily debilitate defend-
ers while aftacking armies
wheeze through. M Still, ac-
cording to ofher sources,
future wars won't be nuclear
or biochemical, but fought
by computers on a grand
scale—wreaking their own
brand of socioeconomic
catastrophe by manipulat-
ing global weather fore-
casts, sabotaging commod-
ifies markets, secretly screw-
ing up computer programs
which control energy distri-
bution, and subverting the
World Banking System’s
Electronic Transfer Network
Pleasant dreams .

—Melik Kaylan

I BANG!

SWATS THE  SOUND OF TWE VIPES
GAME. E\'PL

€ SOUND GF FAST-BUCH
CASH M ON VT UDE
GAMES MDA SIS ARASITE
uuwsm NG
MAGRZINES, AND MOVIE
e Pt SoNG |
AT GAMES m smz wmn nv w
Tewoes FRST LR A
e abcs b GAES
FONKY TUNE THAT
€

%
msms S

fouRs. Levs ws S

oUT i 14
urce. wm-m muwgs preo o
VOED GHNES UNIE COHE 01T S5 ke

e e S0t A

TR e Pec ALLY oo HoME. GAME

G50 GRMES LooKs Goob, TASTES Rk

'AND CoVERS ALL ASPECTS OF VIO GAMES

vn.m‘g.uw i 55T S5 OFNDESANNG

ATED o SOME EXCECLENT
e SEr oA, a0t SERALL THE
Mt sits 'ARE WEAK,
oF Book:

meu;;ww mm n; xlmoMMES
MOROVE L 8uT
" CORE o o GERY T 68 W

0 Gves.
(SGNET) $1 KN USToM. oo wmc €5,

EASH o READ.THE BEST * W

0 wrii?

VIDEO MEDIA MANIA!

© 1982, 87 JOHN HOLMSTROM

Mo BEAT HE ko GAMES (fatsnt) exceay s e e s Kol

10 IiCHAEL BLANCHET. USELESS, ABSoL
S iR Mo b AT AL COSTS,

THE. WiNY
(WABMER) BY CRAGG KUBEY.GoOD.

WRITING STYLE

(oM B LN ALBIN, HE INTERVEWS S

INNER'S 800K OF WIDEO GAMES
STRATEGY
ok RS TERoDg RIS FORGET T oy

WATES GAKIAN
SECRETS oF fut Ao GONE. SULTARS

WEAE TALKING ABOUT, 5o i FAKES 1T,

INEORIATION.

ow T MASTER THE VioED GAMES (s
51 Tou HESCHFELD, SERI0US TEXT800R THAT
BFFERS LoTS OF GENERAL T1PS, EN

b DRAUNGS

WoW To MASTER L HOME VIDEO GAMES.
(@ATAR) B oW, HIRSCHFELD. COVERS |

Yae GAVES 1 DANSTAXING RETALL ¥ S

Ao vt il of it T8 il
T Co e G 3

P ek ot Lo R s

(3F GAMES, COVERS e HOME VERSIONS WELL
s AREADE GAMES

TEGY QUPE )

(8306 GUDE To

m WA HELD Naneds i oac N O
OVERS PACPHENOMENON - THE
Btinic, MaHMD S, RECORDS, comc
STRIPS, GARD GAMES, EYC. BEAUTIFUL CoLoR
PICURES.THIS 15 ONE OF
MASTERNG PACAN (SIGUET) 81 en
USTol TE MoST EXHASIE WD 5T b

o ot P, oA
NG SGAT PN (mn)ercing

KIBEN, STILL ANOTAGR BooK oF PATTER)

HOW Te e el b 81
CoNSUMER GUDE. PKTTERNS W COLOR.

How To WIN AT N (T Baoks)

s a. s  Couo

5, STUPD WRTING, THE
ALTOGETHER, ku(l READING. Vn‘lzus Of
A ko G,
T s e
o BRI e
Pl Ao TECH AL MANGRL
LAl ;Su.ﬂamﬂlnn




PHOTOGRARHY BY BOB SA17TH

N! ANDROIDS !
-HUMANS !

ON
AY WORLDZ

2
gt

OURABLE COT’

T-SH/

ON THE DARK S|

7-SHIRT... IN BLACK OR
REO?

H ERieHT DeseR

NOT TO MENTION
THE BACKZ
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DO YOU LAUGH AT THE
COLD AND FIERCE DESE!
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S JOUR BROMZE. (EAVY
WINDS FROZEN PLANETODS 5
WHEN YOLI'RE WEARING
YOUR SILVER HEAYY METAL
JACKET<
- THE UNNERSEZ

WELL, IF NOT, WRAP

TENTACLES AROUND QXoaz oF

5CISSORS AND CLIP THIS

COUPON.” ORDER YOUR

HEAVY METAL APPAREL
TODAY!...

HEAVY METAL, DECT 1082
MADISON AVENLE

NEW YORK, NY 10022

PLEASE SEND ME THE FOLLOWING ITEMS:

— CAPTAIN STERAN T-SHIRTS __SMALL __ MEDILM |
AT 46.°° EACH PLLS $1.50 FOR POSTAGE AND HANOLING.

HEAYY METAL T-SHIRTS __ SMALL _ MEDUM
$7.50 EACH (POSTAGE AND HANDLING ARE INCLUDED 1N PRI':E)

LARGE.

—HEAVY METAL JACKETS __ SMALL __ MEDUM __ LARGE AT
$36.°0 EACH. (POSTAGE AND HANDLING ARE INCLUDED IN PRICE.)

——— HEAVYMETAL BELT BLICKLES AT 410,95 EACH.
(POSTAGE AND HANDLING ARE. INCLUDED N PRICE)

NEW YORK. STATE RESIPENTS ADD APPLICABLE SALES TAX.
TOTAL ENCLOSED.
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| wRiTen oY GRUCE Jones A
(LLUSTRATED BY BERN! WRIGHTSON Mw NAMED Vi k HE' » NITH
COLIRED By CHeL L RGN 0G-GIRL A B THE IR BOY
D POSIE THE PINHEAD AN WILHELA THE
D GEORGE AND ZIGAMUND Al
HER MISSHAPEN FREA

SHOW THE DOWNCAS
N GATHFEN(-z THE
pras SRR




AND WHEN THE LAUGHING, HOOTING CROWDS GATHERED EROM

TOWNS AND HAMLE REN DO THEIS, COMS AND ANAITED

THE "ENTERTANMENT Vo AL2ce DRew THE CLRTARS AND LITTERED The
ME CRYPTIC WORDS EACH DAY..

ET
THESE WRETCHES

REMNG 0L OF
YOUR GOOD
=

THE CURTAIN WAS
DRAWN

THE CROWD
GASPED.

THE HORRORS WERE
REVEALED.
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BUT AT NIGHT, WHEN THE CROWDS HAD DBPERSED, GONE SNICKERING TO THEIR WARM HOMES
AND THEIR NORMAL, HEALTHY LOVED ONES, A DIM LIGHT GLOWED SOFTLY FROM THE SILENT
SHOW WAGON WINDOW... A DEER, eI (L WIONES ACROSS THE HUSHED WOODS..

il U

‘Ux Ll

./‘

THERE WAS A GREAT, BEARDK THERE WAS SERENITY.
MAN AND Hl‘.‘, LOvELY, O, THERE WAS AFFECYION
MR AND THE WARM, ETERNAL THERE WAS PEA

BOND BETweeN! THE@ Mis-

SHAPEN “CHILDREN.

14 HEAVY METAL




PRI . 7%

£ BECOME PRECIANT T WAS AN EVENT MET WITH MUCH
CELEETATION AND HABPY ANTICIPATION Y BOT

vALﬁEs? AND IS, Jofous gr N & CAMp EiLLED
SMILING R C)NL\I |NCREA$E THEIR HAPPINESSZ...

BUTT WAS A PAINELL LABOR, ERAIGHT WITH (L
NESS AND MISERY. LILA BECAME DEATHLY PALE,
FHCKERING LIKE 4 CANDLE IN AWIND BETWEEN
CONSC\OUSNE-@S R - Oy HER LOVELY
E AN ASHEN MASK Of NY.

BESIOR HIMSELE WITH ANXIETY, VALKER PACED
OUTSIDE THE WA

SILENT VIGIL OF FREAKS, U%TEN\NG 8 e

BDESPERATE WHIMPERS Wi
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VALKER SLINKED - AND WIHDREW THAT WHICH HAD BEEN

QUIETLY TO THE REAR THE BANE OF HIS EN THAT

OF THE WAGON, LiETED WREHNE SVome & 901 Emu BATH O

ANEATHERWORN 8OX HS NOTHER'S GRAVE TO NEVER TOUCH L PROMIKED
LID, DUG BENEATH A 2

TATTERED OIL CLOTH

THAT WHICH L THINGS T THE WHIMPERING
DROVE ME TO WOULD SPEND OM THE WAGON
MAT THE REST OF e

€ OF
THAT WMCH NEAEL\, THINGS, JERRIBLE MY LiIFE
THHES TO MAKING UP
FOR.

LIFE

YE5; JUST ONE. .. BUT THE WHIMPERING WITHIN GREW
N AND THE LOUDE

ES OF PA
€ TMES THE SLoes WAS F mL:D
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l  TOWARDS DAWN A MISSH
| TOWAEDb T-&: TQ(:E WHEFZE \/ALKE!Z LAy SNOE!NG IN
RUNI IMBE!
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TO BE CONTINUED.
18 HEAVY METAL



Last issue, Den continued searching for
his friend Tam. He came upon a Dramite
hive of colossal size and entered the
seemingly abandoned structure.
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Den. at ast. You know I've really gone toa Bt
of frouble 1o find you.

occasionally buy cloth fabrics and jewelry
from the LorungG. Zeg's guara Dort was ther

did you know
returned and
that | would be here?

1beat you here on my airship

ing for two cays n you. After all,he was once my b

Though | don't love him. 5 | believe he will
thought of him destroying himself on ac- 3 head for my estate,
Muutaron.

count of me

can travel
together on my airship.

i sty

No, the ship is 100 cramped for sieepin
We'll camp on the ground and start in fhe
moming
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Den,
Im lonesome
I need you.

| think you need me too. Close your eves,
and Il be Kath for you ... for now,
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DRAMITES!

To be continued..
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The Academy §f Scienc
fFantasy and Horror Films
is plea to announce e winners of their
Ninth Annual A ards Ceremony:
Actor Costume
Harrison fFord Bob Ringwo0
Raiders of the Lost Ark fxcalibur
Actress gcience Fiction Film
Karen Allen Superman
Raiders of the Lost Ark Warner Bros.
Support'mg Actress Fantasy Film
Frances gternhagen Raiders of the Lost Ark
Outland paramount Pictures
Support'\ng Actor Horror Film
Burgess Meredith American Werewolf in London
Clash of the Titans Un'\versa\ Pictures
Direction \nternat'\ona\ Film
Steven spielbers Quest for Fire
Raiders of the Lost Ark Twentieth Century-FOx
gcreenplay Low-Budget Film
Lawrence Kasdan Butcher, Baker, Nightmaré Maker
Raiders of the Lost Ark IFM
Soundtrack Life Career Award
john Wwilliams Ray Harryhausen
Raiders of the Lost Ark
Outstanding Ach'\evement
Spec'\a\ Effects yest for Fire
Richard gdlund Twentieth Century-FOX
Raiders of the Lost Ark
president’s Award
Make-up Time Bandits
Rick Baker AvVCO
in London
Executive Ach’\evement
Hans Salter

rican V\/erewolf

Heavy M
tal wi
to thank etal wishes to
the extend
presented to us/t)cna;iuemy for thecgr:)glzjatmaﬁons to all of th
ne 30th, 198 en Scroll e winne
, 1982, by Dr. D Award fo rs. We would
' Donald Reed, Outstandin also like
ent,

w
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(ZGEND WA T THAT NOT LoNG |
RGO IN A FPLACE NOT FAR \
| AwaY, A Youna Woman ‘
P19 RPPEARED.
i == ONE NIGHT ZHE WENT

ALONE INTO THE FOREST
TO TRAP A MAN

BUT IN THE
| MORNING SHE
WAS GONE.

NoW, NO ONE GoES
TO THE FOREST ALONE
FOR FERR OF THE

AND STORIES OF | NorTwWESTERN

|
h GreEAT BEAST | l BleHEAD
PREVAILEP IN 11 N
THE LAND, H TN
|
|
L
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SAW, THE YOUNG APE, CONSCIOUS OF EMPTINESS, MET WITH THE MASTER,
I HE APE 'NTENT ON LEARNING THE eec ET OF IMMORTALITY. HE HAS NOW LEARNED
ALL THERE 1570 K

AMUSINGZ HES
EMARKABLE ' HE
ALREADY KNOWS

D S~
TANEOUSLY
W THE GROTTO

ous
OF THE Emwwess LeT me
OsLiQuE Mmoo Uiy m see THE
anp ire meee W R FOSIRS T

FAVE TAUGHT
SO S e | oL
SACRED TERRACE.. z B

WTH SUCH
A SHORT
REPERTORE!




OF THE
CLOUDS, AND (T WILL
PERMIT YOU TO FLY

THE
NABNGLE
oAY.
WHAT

oy
LUCK THAT MONKEY
HAS! IF HE LEARNS TO

BE
BUSINESS Y

FOR LIFE/
‘ Y
= PL




CONSCIOUs OF N
EMPTINESS T DION'T
EACH HoSE |\ ZERELY,

0L FORMULAS | T
N ORCER EOR ™ |
YoU O OPEN S <
ASOE /s
SHOW/

SN
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I'LL GO NORTH AND &7 AFTER A ORECT LLIGHT TOWARDS. ]

FENGE ATER SN 7 N 1 THE POLAR STAR... ]
| 7 Tl

HE LEFT THAT WAY...
NORTHEAST, T 8E-
BETTER

WITH THUNDER
AND LIGHTNING /




B ONT
et mATf
T'LL TAKE A LOOK.

GOAND TELL YOUR BOSS
THAT A MASTER FROM THe
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e h - e
YOUNG APE . :
i

|
PECULATION...
SPee You

THE
HANGING
WATERZ

TUET. OF HAIR... CHEWED
QUICKLY, AN

70 88 conTmUED..



“YOU'RE ALL CRAZY"

That's what the publishers of comic books in the late Sixties were saying. “You can't sell comic books where one artist does his
own writing, inking and lettering,” they said. “The public wants assembly-line art. You guys are crazy.

They were right — but after over 1,000,000 underground comix have been sold, it seems ke they wers only dght abaii the ast
part. These artists were crazy,
well after over a decade of breaking the old rules of cartooning. And they are available, (mougn this offer, in their ongmal omm

You must be 18 to order these cutstanding collections of adult comic art

R
New, Improved Sex Package. 5 unbeliovably Dynamite Dope Package. 5 of the best collections about

unrestrained comix that wil set fire to your libido — and dope and dopers. Light up and read. $7.00
ticle your funnybone. §7.50

Comix Funnles Package. These 5 comix will stimulate
your laugh nodules Iike they've never been tickled Current Crumb Package. 5 comix from the master of the
before. $6.7: underground featuring his more recent work — including

a magazine he wrote and edited $6.75

O Yes! Send me some of the most amazing adult cartooning
available. | certify that | am 18 years of age or older.
—___Dynamite Dope Package @ $7.00 (KGDOPE2)
—New, Improved Sex Package @ $7.50 (KGSEX3)
Current Crumb Package @ $6.75 (KGCRUMB2)
——Comix Funnies Package @ $6.75 (KGFUNNY)
—Fantasy Comix Package @ $6.25 (KGFANT1)

Please add $1.00 for postage and handling. All checks must be
payable within the continental US. (New York State residents,
please add 8% sales tax)

NAME. —
ADDRESS
cITY ___STATE_______zIP__
Fantasy Comix Package. Artists like Richard Corben and
Send to: Heavy Metal Comix Jack Katz do their thing in unrestrained medium
Dept. HM-1082 Wow! 5 ltles. $6.25

635 Madison Avenue
New York, NY 10022







THE HORROR! THE HORROR!
Phobias

from the Dawn of Time
to the Space Age

The patient was a tall, burly man of thirty-three. His general
practitioner referred him with “a type of agoraphobia,” from which
¢ had suftered on and off for four years. He felt unsafe because

he earth is a ball spinning avound and I am on it.” He became
completely incapacitated and had to be admitted to @ hospital with

going to disappear into outer space.” Because of depres
sion e had a short course of electro-connlive therapy whih I
which commonly occurred included.
the curvature of the globe makes
" and he would talk of “taking cover from all
the space around.” If he went outside and saw other people, he
would sav. “Do thes olher people realse what danger thesve n on
this spinning ball we call a globe” His fear was summed up by
himself as follows: “Primitive man had a fear of the sun and the
moon and the stars, and 1 am the same.
— from Phobia of Outer Space

It's space that's L'l'lluu: me
evervthing insecure,

In the winter of 1958, Dr. R. . Kerry, a psvehiatrist at the
United Sheffield Hospital in London, was treating no less than
four patients with severe cases of outer-space phobia. According
10 his notes. three of them started o experience strange panic
attacks shortly after the first Russian sputnik went into orbit: the
terror of the fourth was triggered by newspaper accounts of the
Sir Vivian Fuchs expedition across Antarctica in H
never got over the fact,” Dr. Kerry reported, “that people were
walking around upside down. "

All four phobics were afraid that their gravity would slip som
how, and off they’d go. floating into space. A starry moonlit night
overwhelmed them with fear and trembling—as it had, perhaps.
overwhelmed their primitive ancestors—but with a decidedly
twentieth-century twist. For the patient described above, the
notion that just a few miles above his head loomed the cold vac-
uum of space was enough to tie his stomach in knots for days.
Winter was especially hard on him: he fretted that the weight of
the freshly fallen snow would unbalance the earth, tilting it off its
axis

Space phobic number two used to get “tied up” on eastbound
trolleys, when he'd imagine the earth spinning in the opposite
direction, and couldn't figure out which way he was going. The
third feared that “the earth might collide with another planet.”
and the fourth paled at the thought of “all the collisions there
might be up in outer space because of al this indiscriminate send
ing up of satellites.

When Kerry described his patients the following vear in a
British psychiatric journal. outer space entered medical annals as
the newest addition to the ever growing array of bizarre and

by Jetff G

dreadful phobias which have plagued mankind from the dawn of
time to the space age. More recent additions have included pho-
bias of credit cards and computers. As man’s knowledge of the
universe has expanded. o it seems has his abject horror of it

Still. the fear of open spaces. n T space, is far and away
the most popular phobia. Fully half of all phobics suffer from
agoraphobia (or Platzangst. “place terror,” as German doctors
call it), and are horrified to leave their houses. A large proportion
of the remaining 50 percent are claustrophobics. people afraid of
staving in. After that come the other everyday horrors: illness
phobias: animal phobias: social phobias (fears of eating. drinking,
blushing, or vomiting in public); obsessive phobias of harming
people or babies. swearing, or making obscene gestures: and the
other miscellancous phobia demons of every shape and form.

People are horrified of hair, beds, and frogs (trichophobia, clin
ophobia. and batrachophobia, respectively). Thev're afraid of
sleeping (hypnophobia), of opening their eves (optophobia), and of
their fellow human beings (anthrophobia). Current psychology
texts list some 150 flavors of phobias. (See the sidebar for our
favorites.) Some have the ring of ominous wisdom— ballistopho.
bia, the fear of missiles, or nucleomitiphobia, the fear of atom
bombs. But most range from the ridiculous—botanophobia
of plants—to the very ridiculous—arachibutyrophobia, the mor
bid fear of peanut butter sticking to the roof of the mouth. Arachi
butyrophobics not only can't eat peanut butter, but they can't
watch others eat it. walk down the peanut-butter aisle of the
supermarket. or so much as think thoughts of peanut butter. The
mere mental image of a jar of Skippy will send them into gagging
fits.

The sickness is real, make no mistake about it. However
strange the reasons for it. the sickness most assuredly exists.
with real physical symptoms that are so aversive that phobics,
after a time, quite naturally start doing things— sometimes very
odd things. like washing their hands seventy or eighty times
day—to keep them from happening again. But the effort is hope-
less. The phobic monsters live inside their heads. There’s rarely
ape route. People’s lives—as a result of their phobias—are
filled with a nightmare horror fully equal to the most grotesque
imaginings of the souls who inked the current issue of this
magazine.

Take someone with a phobia of mice. for instance. A shadow
glimpsed out of the corner of the eve, or a barely audible crackle
in the woodwork, is enough to trigger an onslaught of gruesome
symptoms. Clammy shivers undulate from the base of the spine
to the nape of the neck. The heart races, the breath comes in
short gasps. pains shoot through the arms and shoulders: and

oldberg

stration by Kenneth Smith







from the darkest. dankest pits of the imagination, the pictures
loom up of bristling musty-smelling animal fur, cold nasty unblink-
ing black eves, pointy vellow carnivorous teeth, and naked pink
wormlike tails. First one, then two, then a pack of them. Little
sharp nails of ten thousand scaly paws crackle thunderously in the
brain. as the belly contorts in chilling waves of nausea.

Which, when vou stop to think about it, is a pretty ridiculous
reaction 1o a cute little cuddly-furry creature with big ears and
eves. But hundreds of thousands of people can't stop thinking
about mice without coming unstrung in precisely this way. And
millions more experience similar uncanny attacks if they contem-
plate any of the objects or situations which push their particular
panic buttons.

That's right. millions. According to medical records, phobias
are the most common form of madness. and judging from the
historical record. they have been so for quite some time.

Phobias are named after the ancient Greek god Phobus, lord
and slaughter. His fearsome bearded visage alone was
enough, Greek warriors believed, to send enemies into parox-
vsms of fear, and so they artfully depicted old Phobus on their
shields and weapons. Yet, the real avatar of phobias in Greek
mythology wasn't Phobus but another god, Pan. Pan was so ugly
that when he was born his own mother ran away in horror. leaving
Greek storytellers at a loss to say who spawned the sacred mon-
strosity. He had little horns, a little beard, and the legs, hooves,
and tail of a goat (the very devil himself, in later legends).

Pan would sleep in forests and caves, and if by chance a stran-
ger should wake him, he'd let out such a horrible vell that the

2 stle. in what today we call panic-fear.
ch antics, the goat-god was adored by the Greeks, who
held drunken revels in his honor. a custom echoed in the present
day by the thousands of fans who honor their favorite monsters in
movie houses throughout the land. Pan is supposed to have died
in April of A.. 1, but panic-fear most certainly fived on.

Ine durst not walk alone from home for fear he should
swoon or die. A second fears every man he meets will rob

him, or quarrel with him: another dares not go over a

bridge, come ncar a pool, rock, steep hill or Iye in a

chamber where cross beams are, for fear he be tempted to

hang. drown, or precipitate himself. If he be at a sermon.

he is afraid he shall speak aloud, at unawares, something

indecent. If he be in a locked room, he is afraid of being

stifled

aphobia, . gephydrophobia,
claustrophobia, senseless panic-fears didn't rise full blown out of
the strains and stresses of the Industrial Age. as this chronicle of
seventeenth-century phobias, compiled by the venerable English
cleric Robert Burton, amply illustrates. Such demons were so
prevalent in 1621, the year Burton published The Anatomy of
Melancholy. his famous treatise on psychosomatic illnesses, that
countless nervous men and women, he claimed, never ventured
out of their houses without a flask of vinegar to sniff at, lest they
he overcome by some phobia or other and faint.

There have been as many fads in phobias as there have been in
fashions, and this was as true in Robert Burton’s day as it was in
the first days of the space race. The phobia of the moment, in
1621, was syphilophobia. Syphilis had just appeared in Europe for
the first time, and thousands of perfectly healthy men though
they had it. or were doomed to get it. “If but a pimple appears
one physician complained, “they distract themselves with terribl

e
apprehensions. And so strongly are they possessed with this
notion that an honest practitioner generally finds it more difficult

to cure the imaginary evil than the real one.” (A similar phenom-
enon occurred when germs were discovered in the nineteenth
century: a veritable epidemic of microphobia swept Europe and
America.)

Curing phobics was, until Freud came along, a frustrating and
thankless task for doctors, which is why, perhaps, their methods
have often been quite as horrible as their patients’ worst phobic
fears,
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A Frankish physician examined the woman and

is a woman in whose head there is a devil which has

ossessed her, shave off her hair.” Accordin
shaved it off. but her imbecility took a turn for the worse.

The physician then said. “The devil has penetrated through

her head.” He therefore took a razor. made a decp cruc

form incision until the bone of her skull was exposed.
rubbed it with salt
The patient. according to this account by the twelfth-century
was never again tormented by her phobias; “she
expired instantly.” Rubbing the brain with salt. bleeding. blister
ing. leeching. and cupping were common treatments for phobias
and mental linesses of all descriptions in medieval Europe

Such wonder cares for phobias didn' originate in the Middle
Ages. though. Back in the first century. the Roman doctor Celsus

as he thought—sensible cure for hydrophobia

m r of waten): “There is but one remedy, to throw the patient

wares into a water tank. If he cannot swim, let him sink

iindor, then it him outs if-he can swim: push him under at
intervals.”

Shock treatment and lobotomy are the modern equivalents,
and they've worked with about the same lack of success. claims
of their proponents to the contrary. As recently as 1966, a sur-
geon named 1. M. Marks boasted that his “modified” prefrontal
lohotomies were a dynamite cure for phobias. Eleven agorapho
bics lobotomized by Marks were compared with a group of un
lohotomized phobics over a six-month period. Marks was pleased
to report that phobias “improved significantly” in the lobotomized
group. His patients apparently developed other interests. sum-
marized by Marks as follows: “Drug addiction (1): alcoholism (1:
poorer memory or concentraion (4 ability (8): apathetic and
lazy (6)." Drug addiction, tanger. laziness. and struggling to
remember where they lived constituted—by 1. M. Marks's
lights—*“a more_active existence” than the patients had pre
viously known. The control group. on the other hand. kept their
frontal lobes and their dull, phobia-ridden lives.

Doubtless such well-meaning but woefully clumsy medical in-
terventions down through the ages have been responsible for
more than one case of iatrophobia. a morbid fear of dactors,

aid. “This

hey

nd

H\\lﬂr\‘ i chock full of famous phobics. The Roman Emperor

ugustus Caesar couldn't sit alone in the dark: King James I of
Fnj{land \\&ll(mr‘ll at the sight of an unsheathed sword: the poets
Emily Dickenson and Elizabeth Barrett Browning, and the
French mathemaican Pascal were all asoraphobics: Charks
Darwin even became frantic at the sight of caged s
American fcier Howard s was S0 oo it e
wore—and insisted his visitors wear—white gloves, to prevent
contamination by germs while they were shaking hands;: and Sig-
mund Freud, the father of psychotherapy, suffered severe
attacks of thanatophobia and siderodromaphobia (fears of death
and trains) for ten years, while formulating his revolutionary
theories.

‘Throughout the 1890s, when Freud was in his thirties (a par-
ticularly phobia-prone age. later researchers scovered),
and getting precious little of anything except ridicule for his
pioneering work, he was absolutely terrified of train travel. Days
before a journey—according to a biographer. Ernest Jones—
Freud's mood would plummet from “elation and self-confdence to
depression and doubt.”

And then there were the heart attacks to conte
times several a day, for days on end. “They came suddenly,
Freud wrote in an 1896 letter, “the maddest racing and irregu
larity. constant cardiac tension, oppression, burning, hot pain
down'the left arm—all that in two or three attacks a day and
continuing. And with it an oppression of mood in which images of
dying and farewell scenes replaced the more usual fantasies about
one's occupation. ™

ere was nothing at all wrong with Freud's heart, mind vou,
and as a doctor he certainly knew it. But that was lttle comfort
when the death fear hit. Such grim illusions haunted Freud until
he discovered that they were mere figments of his id. Phobias,
like virtually every common household neurosis, he said, resulted

d with, some




from “the accumulation of sexual tension, produced by abstinence
or by sexual frustration.” Freud never told what else he did to
cure himself, besides analyzing his dreams, but after this realiza-
tion he was never again troubled with phantom heart attacks or
any other phobias.

efore Freud came along, the most popular explanation for
phobias was that they were engendered in offspring in utero when
their mothers were frightened by a mouse, cat, dog, or whatever
fearful object. Even the great seventeenth-century French phil-
osopher Descartes subscribed to this simple bit of folklore. “For
it is certain,” he reasoned, “there is an affinity between the
emotions of the mother and the child in her womb, so that what-
soever is displeasing to one offends the other.”

The same explanation was offered by the French surgeon Le-
Camus 1o partially excuse the strange behavior of King James I of
England. The King, who became terror-stricken at the sight of an
unsheathed sword, LeCamus claimed, inherited the condition
from his mother, who while pregnant witnessed the assassination
of one of her close friends.

This fancy was scoffed at as ridiculous by latter-day wise men,
except for the Freudians. They came up with something nearly as
wild when they tried to figure out why fantasies about life in the
womb often accompanied the panic attacks of claustrophobics and
people who feared being buried alive. One of Freud's disciples. an
American psychiatrist named Bernard Lewin, came up with a
wonderful solution to this riddle in 1936.

Contrary to what they.

flight, fear and defense, fear and rage.”

The grand rush of fear that phobics experience is strictly “dop-
amenurgic,” scientists feel, and they speculate that dopamine
abnormalities may also be implicated in everything else from
sleep disturbances to schizophrenia. Until they come up with a
dopamine antidote, however, doctors are likely to continue pre-
scribing Valium for their phobic patients.

O course, some folks get off on dopamine rushes. Why else
would peaple pay real money to be scared shitless by giant phobic
fantasies acted out on the big screen in living blood. Almost every
spine-chilling variety of terror tale and monster movie is based on
some common phobia. Think about i. Trifids and other man-cat-
ing plants. simple zombies, pur
Killet becs, just apiphobist preat whie' shacks, meta. Rty

hobia: and buckets of blood, all hematophobia

Not that there’s anything new in this. A century ago. Edgar
Allan Poc understood full well the depths of horror contained in
“everyday events which torture and destroy,” and he worked
claustrophobia. animal phobias. and the terror of being buried
alive into some of his most famous stories.

Victims bound or buried alive in hoary old houses and rat-
infested basements. with the walls closing in. and a pack of
zombies waiting outside—dopamine freaks love this sort of thing.
The fine hairs bristle on the napes of their necks, chills run down
their spines. and queasiness grips their stomachs. It's very
nearly what 2 full-fledged phobic feels while facing down a mouse

said. ics.
Lewin concluded, actually liked small, enclosed places. They
reminded them of floating in the womb. What they feared was
something Descartes and LeCamus would never have guessed.
And what was this fearful object? Dad's ding-a-ling, of course.
“The anxiety appears to be linked,” avowed Lewin, “to fear of
being dislodged from the womb by parental Cmtus‘ by the father’s
penis, or by his pressure on the mother's bod
Black bile was another favorite scientific explamlum for pho-
bias for about 2500 vears. Hippocrates himself first introduced
the concept back in 450 B.C. in a discourse on men “who feared
that which need not be feared.” In it he described “the morbid
condition of Nicanor. When he used to begin drinking, the girl
flute player would frighten him: as soon as he heard the first note
of the flute at a banquet, he would be beset by terror.” What
Freud would have made of girl flute-player phobia isn’t hard to
imagine. but Hippocrates was quite sure that Nicanor merely
suffered from an “overheated” brain and a surfeit of black bile,
the body’s “melancholic” humor. The black stuff, explained Hip-
pocrates, was released to cool the overwrought brain, but in
doing so caused chills and tremblings.

Today's medical scientists would most likely blame phobic
symptoms on an excess of dopamine. One of about forty neuro-
humors in the body, dopamine is produced deep inside the brain,
in a cluster of glands and nerve cells called the limbic system.
Researchers have been able to artificially stimulate dopamine
production—in dogs. anyway—by shocking parts of the brain
with surgically implanted electrodes. The results: “fear and

orc going outside.

Why some people enjoy these sensations and others are sick-
ened almost to death by them are mysteries even the geniuses of
modern brain chemistry may not be able to solve. Yet, perhaps
the strangest and most paradoxical fact about phobias is that
these monsters of awesome dread seem to submit rather docilely
to twentieth-century therapies. Not just psychoanalysis, under-
stand. but occupational therapy, group therapy, LSD therapy,
hypnosis. and even acupuncture have been used over the last few
decades, with an amazing two-thirds success rate to treat pho-
bics of every make and model. The greatest number of successful
cures have been accomplished with behavior modification tech-
niques in which pleasurable rewards are combined with phobic
situations to “desensitize” patients to their fears.

Any kind of gentle intervention seems to work, which is where
the physicians of old went so miserably wrong. All that people
seem to need to conquer their fears is a little encouragement and
gentle counsel.

This isn't to say that phobic fears will soon be banished for-
ever. More likely, even now, a whole new crop of terrors is
blossoming like weeds in the fertile soil of the human imagination.

s Dr. Kerry of London discovered, you never know what folks
will be terrified of next. But, with a little help, a lot of people are
finally waking up from their nightmare terrors and discovering
that these phobic monsters, ancient and varied though they may
be. are really just shadowy nothings, made of air and a few nano-
grams of dopamine: mere bubbles which can be burst readily
enough.

Favorite Phobias
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1 THOUGHT 1T WAS TRYING To Kict ME

BT THEN | REALIZED MY SENSORY INPUTS AND
VITAL FUNCTIONS WEAE BEING MODIFIED. M
FUTORE SHOCK WAS MIRACULOUSLY CURED. MY
ALIENATION WAS EASIER TO COPE WITH.

2

DEVICE. WHO NEEDS A SONY WALKMAN
Bruno Martvee!
Flushung Y.

Dear Julie:

I've just finished reading the letters in the
July HM. and T am so disgusted with all this
whining from readers about a supposed
“lack" of plot and great art that I had to write,
1. too. like stories that have a plot and are
well drawn, but. unfortunately, great plots
and art are easy to come by. Too easy. Just
2010 any bookstore or comic rack and see for
vourself. I'm attracted to HM because it
gives you one thing the others don't: enlight-
enment!’ Any comic book can give you a nice
story, and if that’s all these people want, let
them read those kiddy-heroes in long under-
wear saving New York for the umpteenth
time. This type of mindless, mass-produced
shit I'm tired of. Give me Rod Kierkegaard,
Ir..any day (Hear, hear.—15)

1 was introduced to speculative fiction,
European comics, and Neuwave/Techno-pop
through this magazine. 1t gives me visual as
well as visionary entertainment. This is why |
love it and why Il keep supporting it. Don'
get discouraged: there are thousands more
just like me out there. We'll keep this outfit
going no matter what these fucking Heavy
Marvel babies cry to you about. Vive la
différence!

Glenn Dressler
Kankakee, IIl.

Dear Editors:

1'am getting sick and tired of people bitch-
ing about certain s s “The
Mercenary.” saying that the quality of the
magazine has deproved over the years. First,
being a relative newcomer to HM. this began

trips, such

giving me a complex because I kept wonder-
ing what I had missed. Next. I have been able
to obtain quite a few of the older issues, and
from what I saw, while some of the stories
were better than the newer ones. for the
most part they were only confusing. I found it
extremely difficult to discern any plot or
meaning in many of them.
cond, the artwork. While some of it
could be better, the vast majority is nothing
less than awesome. This is especially true of
Druillet’s work. All together HM is the best
magazine I've come across in many vears,
The overall quality of the artwork is excel
lent. and the plots of the stories can make a
person stop and think—something that has
been seriously lacking in other illustrated
magazines. Basically. what I'm saying is. be
ve. stay original. and keep up the good
worl

Oliver Seay
Hendersonville, N.C.
Thanks for the encouraging words. I recently
did much the same as you did— sat down with
my back issues of HM to see if we had indeed
devolved—and came to the same conclusion.
No way. I firmly believe that the last four issues
of this magazine are the best ever. I think
Prople whining about the good old days are
confusing the freshness of HM's arrival on the
scene with the quality of the issues. Now that
the novelty has worn off, they think the quality
has come down. I disagree.—Is

Dear Editor:
Oh! How quickly we forget. Don't vou fry-
brains remember what developed the last

time you tried to sneak verbalistic. nonsen-
sical, overdone “literary” bullshit_into the
otherwise charming pages of HM? Tl tell
You—you were deluged with letters from
vour concerned readership. We expressed
our dislike for the extracurricular, semi-intel
lectual, unrelated and opinionated. narrow
minded essay crap.

Lionel de Bernard. Jr.

Dover, Del
Time to trash another myth. No. we weren't
“deluged” with mail the last time we injected
text into HM—uwe just printed some of the let-
ters in the letter column. It was our then
editor's policy (as it 1s mune) to non a lively
letter page, full of as much criticism as prai
full of as many assholes as himans (onlike
most other magazines, who use letters for
cheap ego-wank). Our mail was and is about
equally divided. End of discussion. —

Heavy Mentals:

'm just dving 10 see Vaughn Bodé and
Wally Wood collaborate on a story for vour
magazine.

1 remain

Sid Vicious

That's not funny, that's sick. —Vie Morro
Dear H)

As a subscriber 1 was pleascd when vou
introduced regular columns in January ‘80,
displeased when they were terminated one
vear later, and re-pleased when they snuck
back into my favorite magazine. | feel the
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by.. John Srevens

Dossier section should be expanded (though
not at the expense of pages belonging to the
artwork). No other publication I know of
covers the mix of new and not-so-new com-
munication technologies in a manner which
points to the increasing interconnectedness
of same. Strip or “comic” art is one way to
give form to the power of human imagination,
but certainly not the only way. A segment of
the HM readership forgets this point and
adopts a purist attitude, demanding the ex-
clusion of ideas not rendered in the expected
panel-art form. So for my money, HM, stay
on top of Ralph Records, J. G. Ballard, Don-
key Kong, Possible Musics, Colette, the De-
stroyer, Road Warrior, the Urban Verbs,
ind. of course, Eno. Give me more ‘cuz [
't get eno-ugh. Publish a whole new mag-

azine, if necessary. Il buy it. Take chances.
Somebody has to.

John McNaughton

Chicago, Il

Dear HM Geniuses and Idiots Alike:

1 realize that not everyone can expect to
be pleased by what they read in a magazine
(especially one as diversified as HM), but [
have come to expect a certain level of enter-
tainment. from the pages of this particular
magazine. I'm writing to say that, while |
have been reading HM for some time, it has
not been till now that I have felt compelled to
write and comment. David Black, author of

“The Third Sexual Revolution,” has many
thoughtful points to make in his essays (May
and July). T will be the first to say that he
does so brilliantly and persuasively. My com-
plaint is that while Mr. Black appears to

know all about the legends surrounding the
sexuality of women (and he isn’t afraid to use
them to his advantage, whether true or not,
when it comes time to make an interesting
point), Mr. Black seems to me either un-

represented in the sexual appetites of
women

My suggestion is that Mr. Black develop
some of the character he writes so eamnestly
about, and get on with the job at hand: and
that is, according to the title of his article,
material on the sexual revolution and real
causes for it, and not a lot of historical drivel
which might impress but doesn't educate or
inform. T would be happy to help Mr. Blac
perception of women, but it seems that he
really isn't interested. If he should wonder
about the criticism, tell him to chalk it up to a
wide and varied audience that he receives
when writing for an upper-class magazine like
HM (Eh>—15),

Lana L. Johnson
Melbourne, Fla.

If what you're saying is “David Black is a man
and therefore can't/shouldn't write about fe-
male sexuality,” then I think you've full of it.
But I don't kenow if that's what you're saying
because you coyly refuse to tell us. 't in-
tevested,” indeed. Does this month’s inslall-
ment of David's piece change your mind at
all?>—Is

Creative Mutants:

Following is food for your gaping maw: or a
general critique of the July '82 issue. The
Dossier was interesting, as usual. Stathis
fries me. The cretin (1 beg your pardon.—1s)

used to expose some music (Residents, Ul-
travox) and really be an aid to the continually
crying wants of my tastes. Now he's playing
it safe and just spewing forth columns of drib-
ble. “Den’” can't be ignored. Chain Mail con-
taied the usual whining malcontents. “Tm

ins nothing but anything. Too bad
s done. “Life at the Circus” kept
my attention. Hamill did a good job with his
taste-whetting intro for R.C.'s Flights into
Fantasy. “At the Middle of Cymbiola” and

“Zora” were and are good. Black's essay is
and promises to be thought provoking, for a
limited time anyway. “The Voyage of Those
Turxolle continues to detain my eves.
“Yragael” is pretty pics and words, but very
hard to follow. Rock Opera” is like a
dream—you can wake and get back to it with
the same pleasure. Don't lose “The Bus:"

too good

w. [!7n-mve-m
Schenectady, N,

Dear Heavily Metallic:

For months [ have had the habit of buying a
great big bar of chocolate when HM arrives
and eating about half of it while devouring the
mag late at night. Now I find out that choco-
late contains phenylethylamine. “an ampheta-
minelike, mood-altering compound found in
the brain.. .. the cause of a love-high: the gid-
diness and happiness associated with ro-
mance.” Oh, my! Then what's the magazine
gotin

Andrew K. Rindsberg
Golden, Colo.
Heh, heh. ... you wouldn't belicve me if I told

you.—ls
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principles and facts are taken to the ultimate limits of the human imagination—a splendid

menu of articles, short stories and novelettes that enable you to tangle with some of the
most ingenious, original thinkers in the world today:

Isaac Asimov, Frank Herbert, Ben Bova, Robert Heinlein, Barry Longyear, G. Harry Stine,

Dr. Robert Forward and Jerry Pournelle...as well as the elite in the small fraternity of artists
who set the standard in visualizing futuristic ideas: Wayne Barlowe, Jack Gaughan and
Vincent Di Fate.
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abuses...An ancient insect is found perfectly intact
encased in amber, so that modern scientists can take
the DNA and create a 40 million year old life.
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£Science Fact, a discussion of current
scienttific and technological break-
throughs...The “Analog” Calendar of
upcoming science fiction events...The
Alternate View, a spirited debate on
scientific subjects...Brass Tacks, strong
opinions and critiques from readers...
and more...much more!
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The Third Sexual Revelution
Part Three:

The Secret Tradition:
The Histery of
Transcendent Ercticism

by David Black

Every night, the initiation ceremonies go on,” a poet once told
me. She is now well-known, but ten years ago when we had this
conversation she was not yet famous. And she was obsessed by the
fantasy that art was a witches’ coven. One was literally chosen,
inducted, and given the gift of creation. “They take you to a grove,
the Sacred Grove, and there you meet the Muse.”

We were at a writers’ conference. We were both young. And we
were both ambitious. For her, ambition was the struggle for, not
money, not fame, but glory. Meeting the Muse would connect her to
a glorious tradition, a club that existed outside of time. She talked
like someone in The Invasion of the Body Snatchers, someone who
wanted to be a pod but had been passed over. Or, more poignantly,
like the crippled child who, at the end of The Pied Piper, is left behind
when all the other children vanish with the piper through the moun-




tain and into some wonderful land. She was desperate to meet her
Vuse.

(ou can tell when she’s near," she said. “Your hands get cold, the
hair on the back of vour neck stands up

According to the poet, Ihe presence ¢ of the Muse creates a sense
of awe. a hust and she was
not unique in this belief. P4>Hs have clalmed all sorts of heightened
perceptions for their art. Poetry is a meteor. Poetry raises the
stubble of your beard. Poetry blows the top of your head off. Poetry
begins with homesickness for a home you never had.

It's all true. Most people have had the experience. You read some-
thing—and it can be almost anything; poetry, a virulent germ, can
infect everything: prose, movies, even an advertisement that unwit-
tingly reveals the fever of its creation—and inadvertently you shiver.
Your hair does stand on end.

And this reaction can come not just from reading or looking at art
or listening to music or watching a play or a dance program. all
inspirations of the Muse: it can also come from encountering that
which inspires in a purer or more raw form.

When the poet talked about wanting to meet her Muse, I remem-
bered a moment when [ was twelve vears old. | was paddling a canoe
one summer day and saw across a lake a woman sitting on a mossy
bank. Although I have a vivid mental picture of her, I can't say
whether she was old or young. All the signs that the poet claimed
were heralds of the Muse were there: the unnatural hush. the cold-
ness in my extremities, a breathlessness, heightened senses, and
the raising of the hair on the back of my neck.

I have no idea what caused this state—whether it was some
stirring of puberty or an encounter with something uncanny. But, as
in most situations like this. the question of whether the event had an
external or internal, objective or subjective reality is not the most
relevant issue. These states, like dreams, are real in their own way
and. like dreams, can affect our moods and behavior. Giving the
state a name only makes it easier to refer to it, so call it what you
will. If the poet wanted to call it the Muse, her description reveals
more about herself than it does about the remarkable state she was
trving to describe. The state she was trving to describe is the same
no matter what it is called.

Years after my encounter with the Nameless. [ found a word to
describe the experience, one frequently used by C. G. Jung to des-
cribe moments of exalted spirituality: numinous. And. after taking
various drugs, I've sometimes approximated the sensation: but that
summer day in the canoe was an unadulterated dose of what seemed
and ~n1l in retrospect seems reality. a reality that—like Robert
Frost’s description of poetry —left me with a feeling of homesickn
fora |31'uel ve never been.

I've often suspected that this response is atavistic, a throwback
1o some more primitive state, a message our genes have carried
from humankind's early ancestors to today. Because humans are
relatively hairless now, the tendency for hair to stand on end
probably developed when humans were a lot hairier. It's an animal
response. You can still see it when a cat bristles at an enemy, real or
imagined. The unknown is threatening. Early humans probably
bristled at the unknown the way cats bristle at shadows. And, long
'lflrr we began calling the unknown God—or the Muse or ghosts or
UFOs—we still bristle. Our hair still stands on end. It's our way of
~hnv«\nu awe at the Mysteries,
v the hairs stand on end, the eves water. the
constricted. the skin crawls. and a shiver runs down the
spine when one writes or reads a true poem is that a true poem is
sarily an invocation of the White Goddess. or Muse, the
Mother of All Living, the ancient power of fright and lust—the fe-
male spider or queen bee whose embrace is death.” Robert Graves
wrote in The White Goddess (Vintage Books, 1958). He also said. 1
cannot \hmk of any poet from Homer onwards who has
dently recorded his experience of her.”

Aunrdm;z to Graves, all poems—true poems—have a single
theme. The theme is perhaps the most ancient story: “the birth, lfe.
death, and resurrection of the God of the Waxing Year"—from the
first of the vear to midsummer. The story centers around the love of
this god for the Great Goddess and his conflict with his rival for her
love, the God of the Waning Year—from midsummer to the vear's

not indepen-

end—who is also his brother and shadow self. These “three main
characters are so much a part of our racial inheritance.” Graves
wrote, “that they not only assert themselves in poetry but recur on
occasions of emotional stress in the form of dreams. paranoiac
visions. and delusions.
The story erupts in family dynamics (the Oedipal struggle of father
against son for the mother’s love) and contemporary religion (the
sacrificial death and resurrection of Christ). This does not necessar-
ily invalidate Christianity or prove the objective reality of the Mus
It does mean that some eternal truths have historically been manifest
in different forms.

And the connection between poetry (or all art) and religion sug-
gests that the first poets were shamans, high priestesses. and later
priests. of a primitive Great Goddess religion. who were guardians of
the Mysteries. Poetry—with its hair-bristling power—is the rem-
nant of those early rituals.

For a long time this explanation satisfied me. Admittedly. it de-
pended to some degree on speculation. imagination, and empathy
bridging gaps between facts. But it seemed a reasonable way of
describing something that otherwise defied my reason. And it had
the virtue of being able to dress up the uncanny in a costume of my
own device, a comforting solipsism that manifests itself every Hal-
loween when kids give their fears forms that are less frightening than
the formless terrors haunting them the rest of the year. A sheet with
cut-out eveholes tames a ghost by making it familiar. It's only per-
cale, not the Unknown.

When 1 started the research that led to the first article in this
series on eroticism, | assumed I'd be investigating pornography. But
1 found myself backing into the old questions about art and religion
and the uncanny. The Muse.

My first hint that sex was somehow connected to rel hmrm was the
rapt expressions that fixed the faces of men staring at dirty pictures.
That unwavering attention is not needed to get information from an
image. They looked like they were waiting for the photographs to
reveal at any moment something that was hidden behind the sexual

re. People look like that when they're gazing at a mandala or a
e meditating or praying.

1f they were worshiping. what was the object of their veneration?
The answer was as obvious as the pictures. They were worshiping
what was between a woman'’s legs: the source of life.

“The purpose of pornography and of all the erotic tools and to
which had first roused my curiosity, fit with this view of sex as
religion. The common denominator linking sex toys and sex clubs,
garter belts and X-rated videotapes was extended arousal time.
Erotic paraphernalia all seemed designed to lengthen the heightened
sensations associated with sex.

Historically. extended arousal time has nearly always been a
means of inducing transcendental states of consciousness. states
similar enough to those created by art, drugs. or encounters with the
numinous to connect porno models to the Muse. Eroticism apparent-
v was a debased form of Great Goddess worship, one more manifes
tation of that universal theme Graves wrote about. In this case, the
three principal characters of the story have become transformed into
the reader as God of the Waxing Year. the model as the Goddess.
and the sometimes-implied-and-sometimes-shown Other, the man
making love to the model, the shadowy other self and double who is
the God of the Waning Year.

After identifying ponography as a debased remnant of Great God-

less worship that has enough of the elements of true poetry, of the
theme, to compel rapt attention (part one of this series, May '82), |
began examining the attributes of the Goddess or Muse, who in
culture and tradition has a triune nature: Mother,

Whore. and Warrior (part two of this series
igation could have ended there—except for the frequent hints
Thegan discovering that this tradition (a tradition of Goddess worship
that uses extended arousal time to achieve transcendent states)
exists and has existed not only as an unconscious. repressed ele-
ment throughout history but also as a conscious, secret cult. Or
rather as a series of loosely connected cults.

This is not as it sounds. In the East, Tantric Bud-
dhism, which pmhabl\' has the same roots as Western transcendental
eroticism, has survived as one of many spiritual practices. The




reason why this practice has been passed down from generation to
generation in secret in the West is simply that Christianity has
repeatedly tried to stamp it out because it believes it to be a threat.
[tis oceult only because it is hidden. not because it is sinister.

Or rather: Not because it is necessarily sinister.

Because of the opposition of the Church, the tradition of sexual
transcendence has frequently been linked to beliefs hostile to Chris-
tianity—heresies benign and malign. gnostic and Satanic. Evil has
attached itself to transcendent sex like dust to a raindrop. And cer-
tainly one thread leading back through the history of sexual tran-
scendence is Devil-red. Even in our secular age. much of the icon-
ography of pornography is drawn from Hellish images: from the cute
imp's tail that is the trademark of one sex-toy company to The Devil
in Miss Jones. Half a century ago. Aleister Crowley. nicknamed The
Great Beast. was using transcendent sexuality or sex magic along
with diabolism to achieve non-ordinary states of consciousness. But
this sinister tradition, while often intertwined with the tradition of
transcendent sexuality. is separate.

There are in fact many related threads that can be followed in such
a study. Like the fine wires that make up telephone cables. they all
o from here—the present—to there—the past: and as with tele-
phone wires sometimes, through induction. the information being
carried along one wire jumps over into another.

But roughly the line goes from Plato’s Retreat (as the most
famous example of the third post-World War 11 sexual revolution)
hack through a system of sex without orgasm called Karezza (de-
veloped by a Chicago doctor named Alice Stockham around the turn
of the century). through Sir Francis Dashwood. the founder of the
eighteenth-century British orgiastic society called the Hellfire Club
(who like Aleister Crowley confused evil with eroticism), through
some seventeenth-century followers of the mystic Jacob Boehme,
through some sixteenth-century followers of the alchemist Paracel-
sus, back to fifteenth-century Neoplatonists like Marsilio Ficino,
who wrote that the passions of Heaven can be guessed at by experi-
encing the passions of earth and that the problem with sensual
pleasures is not that they are pleasurable but that they don't last
The Renaissance Neoplatonists believed that God could be ap-
proached only through love, and they resurrected elements
ical pagan mysteries to feed their philosophy. Botticelli's and
Michelangelo's works are elaborate codes. revealing and hiding
these mysteries at the same time. And Petrarch’s sonnets to Laura
de Sade (an ancestor of the infamous Marquis). the first modern love
poems in the West, are songs of worship—Laura being the mani-
festation of Women. and finally of Divine Woman. the Great God-
dess

To love the Great Goddess meant to die—to die and be reborn
into eternal life. a formula that fit pagan and Christian theology
equally well. The Orphic mysteries that were resurrected during the
Renaissance. particularly in the circle around the Medicis. had as
their climax teros gamos or. as Edgar Wind describes it in Pagan
Musteries in the Renaissance (Faber and Faber. 1958). “an ecstatic
union with the god which was experienced by the neophyte as an
initiation into death.” And in Christianity. a believer could. like Paul,
wish to die und hr dv»\nl\ul into Christ. “This kind of death was
named the ind said. The kiss that Graves's spider-Muse
gives, the falzl embrace of Graves's queen bee.

From the Renaissance the trail leads to the twelfth century. to
the troubadours. the source of all European poetry, who sang of
perpetually unsatisfied love and who may have been bards of the
Catharist Church. The troubadours practiced L'Assag. the trial. a
form of woman worship in which a man would contemplate the
beauty of his beloved—sometimes when she was naked. sometimes
when they both were naked. But they would not make love.

Itis ea: see how modern pornography—in which a man gazes
on the image of a naked woman who is for him physically unattain-
able—is a debased form of courtly love. Courtly love refined the
spirits of those who practiced it. Resisting the lures of the flesh
enabled men to free their souls from the confines of matter and
escape into the world of pure light, which in earthly terms is death
but in spiritual terms is eternal life. The greater the arousal. the
greater the temptation. The greater the temptation, the greater the
resistance. The greater the resistance, the greater the spiritual

transformation. The souls of the believers, freed of the prison of
their bodies. returned to God. The Cathars. oo, had a kiss: the kiss
of peace. And. although women were the bait Satan used to snare
souls. the Cathars believed—according to Denis de Rougement in
Love in the Western World (Anchor, 1957)—in “a
held to have pre-existed material creation.
was instrumental in the perdition of souls there corresponded Maria,
symbol of the pure saving light ... The Great Goddess as whore
and mother. Women represented both temptation (and potential
damnation) and salvation (if temptation was resisted),

De Rougemont connects the troubadours and the Cathars and
traces the Catharist heresy to three roots: Neoplatonism, Mani-
chaeism. and Celtic (druidical) beliefs. Graves traces the Celtic
strand back to an invading tribe of Great Goddess worshipers from
Greece. the Danaans—who civilized not only the Celts but. through
other migrations. heir wanderings from Greece
started in the middle of the second millenium 5.C. And they were
most likely originally a Bronze Age culture that came to Greece from
Liby

Manichacism. founded by Mani in the third century A1, w
rooted in Christianity. Gnosticism, and Zoroastrianism. Christianity
leads back through Judaism to Ashtoreth, the Great Goddess who
presided over the Hebrews from about 1150 to 586 B.C. and who
may have preceded Jehovah and had been displaced by Him. In
Zoroastrianism (founded by Zoroaster. who lived around 628 to 551
B.C.). two forces. Light and Dark. fight for pover in creation. The
spirit of light that ultimately triumphs, Ahura Mazdah or Ormazd.
was a threefold god that married and displaced the threefold Great
Goddess. And Gnosticism leads back to. among other sources. the
Hellenic Mystery Cults. that find their roots in worship of Danae, the
Great Goddess of the Danaans (who civilized the Greeks, Hebrews,
and ‘The web is woven in a complex pattern, but all strands
lead back to the spider-Goddess in the center. Graves's Muse
“whose embrace is death.”

The Great Goddess is the principle of life: the eternal female who
bore children—apparently miraculously in the days before humans
understood the relationship between sex and procreation. Her em-
brace is death because she is also Mother Earth who takes back the
dead—which then decompose to produce new life: the cycle of death
and rebirth that the eternal theme plays out over and over again.
Fragments of her worship and of the sacrificial rituals used magically
to keep the cycle of death and rebirth spinning have filtered down to
the present in debased forms. many pathological: bestiality. sadism
and masochism. snuff sex. These vicious urges, like gears on a
machine. which no longer connect to anything, whirl madly, useles
Iv. Other impulses. from the poet's encounter with his or her Mu;
to the orgiast’s attempt to use eroticism to break through some
psvchic membrane, to pass out of this material world into a world of
sensation so pure it is only spirit. are also debased forms of Great
Goddess worship—but these impulses are not vicious. They are
simply racial memories. promises that can never be more than half
kept. Those who consciously try to keep the tradition of transcen
dent sexuality alive—modern Tantrists and their Western equiva-
lents—are doomed to do so out of context, which distorts their
intent.

But the secret tradition of sexual transcendence has been sup-
pressed many times in the past and subsequently has erupted in an
orthodox form. Courtly love became manners. Great Goddess wor-
ship became the cult of the Virgin Marv. The tradition now
apparently seeking new expression. The third post-World War 11
sexual revolution, described in the first part of this series. is one of
the most common manifestations.

Although it is secular. it offers some of the consolations of the
transcendent. Depending on point of view, this revolution may be
£200d or bad—but. good or bad. if it is viewed merely as a sexual and
not a religious phenomenon, it will be misperceived. It is not entirely
coincidence that the double booths in peep shows that have glass
walls separating the women (who wait on duty) and the men (who
slip in and out) look like confessionals. Or that Larry Levinson,
presumably innocent of the roots of modem sexual transcendence
that go back to Neoplatonism. called his swingers’ club Plato’s
Retreat.
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Morgelt
loof ey
are dead
iike the

nose of times past, who
eak of e invitad one, the
ir t0 the vision...4arther

nis messengers have
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Vaur, Orilann, and Lsfann
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A third v

“Latann...mg younger beotner”

Nargorne comes out of the
shade. In his paim he Shows
3 little black jewel,

strange and tormented.

‘A¢ the others had done, ne
had accepted this present
+rom Saber. Before
striking Spharain, we should
have chastised them. Who
knows what magic can

make cut of his madness
who pretends he's from
LrismondeZ”

Morgett:

“Five lords of the vortex
have died this evening. May
the survivors once more
see the eye. T€ the prince has
returned..”

Darbgoon turned round and
brandished his spegr at the

7

shede
“The sentineis no longer call
o one @nother, and the tide
no longer has the 3ame sound”
Morgelt krieels before the
bird
“The mezgerger hes no doubt
Struck them dumb. The songs
tell of ‘Feathers of Silence!”
Nargorne, sagressively:
"5 i for this, then that you
pray for the bird's death?”
frorgett.
‘Ido f'ot pray, I look,
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Prince of Cemeroon,
you are oo late.
Before three nights
our army..

)

Urageel takes a step forward and
smiles sadly,

*Before three nights your army will
smell the bellies of the crestures
which resemble my slands”

Morgelt tosses his head

"We gre quite aware of the tricks of
wour mad brother and the spells
which protect the city of the ege.
There were traitors among ua. We
thank you for having struck them.”
Uragael
"Not traitors, but victims.”

He steps forward, takes the biack
Jewel from the hand of Nargorne

o one can resist Such 8 present

An intense expression of suffering
shows on his face, then on that of
€dch of the lords, Uragsel keeps the
biack jewel for & long time in hig
clenched fist. When he shows it again,
The lords behold a8 minute skull

rageel

“Thank you for having shared my
suffering. Tt was necessary, See what
he makes out of my dragora young.
Guess the power of Such an impious
witcheraft!”

The lords, drew back, struck with
horror. Skull of young ard living
dragon. \oice of Uragael:

'Long, ag0, on this very spot, on the
shore of the sea of circles..”
Ancther dragon

There were ports surrounded by,
forests there where there gre now
only dunes and empty shels.

T heard from the other horizon the
sourd of your 0ars, of your machines,
and T saw the eye...open onthe guifs
of basatt. And my brother dead.

And T woke up. And T came.”
Morgelt

"Why then, prince of vision?

Gemeroon dies 8nd you are 85 old as ahe.
Our Final combat will provide For us
the vortex on which our vas3819
reigned. But gou.

Would you know how to find again the
Spharain who was?

There is nothing left.”

Uragael turns to Darbaoon.

“Wrenit: & exactly midday, abandon
our tarbarian's darts for the fight.
You know that they can avail nothing
against the inal priests or 83ainst
the young girls who are made by my
brother o sing in suffering.”

He looks gt Morgett again:

*and you, lord, you have always had
this ladylike manner but you have
lowed up many races

Uou will lead the ghips right to the
vortex but only, when the road will
e open. Come...”







Look, theg have been
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day will o ke
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Prince of treason,

To spare our lives, in order that the city should be wholly
dismembered... protect your ships, Morgelt. They may
have to spend the winter and another summer...but when
midday comes, the living islands will be motionless, the
seaweed as peaceful a5 3 prairie, and the spells
extinguished...for all these things I shall have paid
very dear.
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SLOWLY
TO STRETCH IN TWIE WITH THE
NUSIC AND RINTHAA IN HER
MEAMORY.

™S 16
71 THEYRE
TOTALLY ENTRANCED!
MOVE SOUR HANDS
EROM YOUR BOOY,
BRONCO. T OON'T
WANT TO BURN
You!

HURRY
THAT

MURDEROLS

PRIEST 15

MOVNG
CLOSER TO
20RA!
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THE SIGNAL!
50 MUCH FOR MY
FASBVITY...

BLINDING EXPLOSIONS,

DTS e

yoyye SR S Con
ION, NCAPABLE OF ANY
2 teacon

T WASN'T HARD TO BEGIN
CLlMBNG THE THCK veGeT:
w.meoev THE SHIP
H OF AN EXTERIOR

NEVE
FOUND [T 4TEP
CLeAR oF res

T Wege CLig!
Wi FuRY THElR VICTING HAD
PROFAY

AELE:
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QuickLY,
NILEA, WE
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ANCIENT EARTH.
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#1/APRIL '77: SORRY—SOLD
out!

#2/MAY '77: Russian astronauts,

“Roger" the paranoid puppet, “Con-
quering Armies,” the ultimate rock
festival, and more.

#3/JUNE '77: Macedo’s “Rock-
Bite,” highly praised Shells.” be-
ginning of Davis's “World Apart,
Moebius, Corben, Bodé, more.

#4/JULY "77: Lots of Moebius: “Ar-
zach," part 1 of “The Long Tomor-
row'"; conclusion of “Sunpot.”

#5/AUGUST '77: The saga of

olonius” begins, “The Long To-
morrow’ concludes, and “World
Apart” and “Den” continue.

#6/SEPTEMBER '77: Roger Zelaz-
ny has a short story, and Moebius, a
space opera; plus more “World
Apart,” “Den," and “Polonius.”

#7/0OCTOBER '77: Fiction by Theo-
dore Sturgeon, Moebius's “Airtight
Garage,” “Den" and “Polonius’
back again, yet more.

#8/NOVEMBER '77: New Harlan
Ellison fiction, 9 color pages by Moe-
bius and Rimbaud, conclusions for
“Polonius” and “World Apart.”

#9/DECEMBER '77: Extra_pages
for the complete “Vuzz,” by Druillet,

g by Chaykin and
Wein, plus full-color Corben, Mace-
do, Claveloux, and Moebius.

#10/JANUARY 78: Morrow illus-
trates Zelazny, Lob and Pichard up-
date Ulysses. “Conquering Armies”
concludes, “Den" continues

#11/FEBRUARY '78: New adven-
tures of “Barbarella,” wraparound
cover and center spread by Nino.
plus Moebius. Corben, et al.

#12/MARCH '78: Swashbuckling
“Orion" debuts courtesy of Gray
Morrow: more “Barbarella,” “Urm,"
and “Den.

#13/APRIL '78: Our 1st anniver-
sary issue! A 30-page insert from
“Paradise 9. and “Barbarella
gives birth, while “Den" wraps it up.

#14/MAY '78:“Urm the Mad
waves bye-bye, but “Orion” and
‘Barbarella” continue. and Alex
Nino tips his hat

#15/JUNE '78: Corben introduces
Shahrazad. Sturgeon's classic
‘More Than Human" is illustrated,
more “Barbarella,” and the origins
of “Heilman."

#16/JULY '78: A happy ending for
Barbarella,” a sad ending for
11996, resumption of Druillet's
“Gail,"_more “Heilman," “Orion,’
‘More Than Human," and Corben’s
‘Arabian Nights

#17/AUGUST '78: SORRY —
SOLD OUT!

#18/SEPTEMBER '78: SORRY —
SOLD OUT!

#19/0CTOBER '78: “Exterminator
17." Ellison’s illustrated “Glass
Goblin," debut of McKie's “So Beau-
tiful and So Dangerous, " plus usual.

COLLECTOR'S ITEMS

#20/NOVEMBER '78: Twenty
pages of the Delany/Chaykin “Em-
* more “Sindbad,” “Extermin-
Major Grubert, “Heilman"
finairebirth, more.

#21/DECEMBER '78: The stock-
ing's full with “Orion," Kirchner's
“Tarot.” and 12 beautiful pages of
Moebius

#22/JANUARY '79: Trina debuts
here, and Druillet concludes “Gail,
plus McKie and Corben. How much
can you take?

#23/FEBRUARY '79: “Galactic
Geographic,” “Starcrown,” Cor-
ben’s “Sindbad,” McKie's “'So
Beautiful and So Dangerous,” plus
Moebius, Bilal. and Macedo

#24/MARCH '79: Twenty pages of
Chaykin illustrating Bester's “The
Stars My Destination," “Starcrown”
11, and Ellison’s late show.

#25/APRIL '79: SORRY — SOLD
out!

#26/MAY '79: It's all-American (ex-
cept for Druillet's “Dancin " and a
Proust joke): 15 entries including
Corben, Morrow, the illustrated
“Alien.”

#27/JUNE 79: SORRY — SOLD
ouT!

#28/JULY '79: Bodé's "Zooks’
premieres, Corben's “Sindbad" con-
cludes. Morrow and Moebius con-
tinue, Mike Hinge debuts

#29/AUGUST '79: Caza steals
show with “New Ark City," plus
Mayerik, Suydam, “Galactic Geo-
graphic.” Bodé. more

#30/SEPTEMBER '79: “Elric,”
Buck Rogers,” a lizard named
“Elvis,” and "Little Red V-3," along-
side Montellier and Moebius.

#31/0OCTOBER '79: A Halloween
tribute to H. P. Lovecraft, with
Mceb\us Breccia, Druillet, Suydam,
others

#32/NOVEMBER '79: Let's give
thanks for Corben’s * Bodé's
“Zooks,” Brunner's * * Chay-

kin's “The Stars My Destination,"
Moebius, and more.

#33/DECEMBER °79: A Christmas
package from Caza, Corben, Ko-
foed, Suydam, Stiles, Trina, Moe-
bius, and Ellison, plus “Gnomes"
and “Giants."

#34/JANUARY '80: A new year/
new decade begins with new look for
HM with debut of 4 new columnists,
new artists Neal McPheeters and
Dan Steffan, conclusion of Corben's
“Rowlf." and much more!

#35/FEBRUARY '80: An eerie
Couratin cover adorns this winter is-
sue. Corben’s “The Beast of Wolf-
ton” begins, McKie experiments with
the Air Pump, and we join Matt How-
arth on a crazed acid trip

#36/MARCH '80: Why did “The

Crevasse” take Jeannette? Read

the Schuiten Bros. strip! Plus: Cor-

ben, Matena, Moebius, and Lee
arrs's “Good Vibrations.”

#37/APRIL '80: Our 3rd anniver-
sary issue — 32 pages of “Champa-
kou' in living color, final installment
of Moebius's “Airtight Garage.” plus
Caza, Bilal, Howarth, Corben
Bodé — and more!

#38/MAY '80: Does the Supreme
Alchemist exist? Will Axle ever find
out? Will “Champakou” reach the
Doll of Jade? Will Joe strike out with
the alien Marilyn, too? We'll never
tell

#39/JUNE '80: “Champakou’
meets his fate, while "'Captain
Sternn” saves the day. And in their
revenge, the Flying Wallendas vs.
Earth!

#40/JULY "80: “The Alchemist Su-
preme’ continues; Axle learns truth
about sidekick Musky. Bilal's “Prog-
" begins, and Moebius returns
with “Shore Leave.”

#41/AUGUST '80: Druillet returns
with the 1st installment of “Salamm
bo" while Moebius concludes
“Shore Leave" (and is interviewed)
Bilal continues “Progress!

#42/SEPTEMBER '80: “The Al-
chemist Supreme" concludes while
Bilal's “Progress!” picks up steam
Ernie Colon, Paul Kirchner, Leo Dur-
anona contribute nifty shorts, while
“Rock Opera’" gets stranger yet

#43/0CTOBER '80: Our Special
Rock Issue, packed with goodies by
McKie, Moebius, Voss, Spain, Druil-
let, Veates, Hé, Howarth, Kierke-
gaard, Jr., Colon, and Matena, and
not to be missed!

#44/NOVEMBER '80: With the
Shogun spirit ablaze, this issue's
cover. by Hajime Sorayama, is def-
initely in its element. Inside we give
you some lovely Claveloux. Moebi-
us. Kaluta, Springett, and Bilal

#45/DECEMBER '80: Premiering
Corben's illustrated “Bloodstar,
Crepax's “Valentina,” and Godard
and Ribera's “What Is Reality,
Papa?” Plus “The Cutter of the
Fog." “Rock Opera," and Moebius!

#46/JANUARY '81: Jeronaton re-
turns with “Woman." Don Wood
makes his HM debut with “Bang.
Hah." Plus more Corben, Godard
and Ribera, Meziéres, and “Rock
Opera.” Moebius tells us “There Is a
Prince Charming on Phenixon!’

#47/FEBRUARY '81: William S
Burroughs discusses “Civilian De-
fense." while “The Horny Goof,” an
inimitable Moebius character, gets
himself in and outa trouble. Special
added attraction! Pages from Jeff
Jones's Yesterday's Lily and an in-
terview with the man himself.

#48/MARCH '81: “Tex Arcana,
John Findley's epic Western, be-



qins. “What Is Reality. Papa?” and
"The Ambassador of the Shadows
continue: Druillet's interpretation of
Flaubert's classic Salammbo ends

Plus. Harlan Ellison’s ever timely es-
say on violence in America

#49/APRIL "81: “Art and the
Corben’s “Bloodstar.” Gi
ménez's “Good-bye, Soldier!." Har-

Din't think we could do it in one
shot. did ya?

#50/MAY "81: Premiers of Cha

lus: Suy-
dam’s “The Toll Bridge" and William
S. Burroughs on immortality.

#51/JUNE '81: The 1st part of the

up. Plus
and our own John Workman!

#521ULY 51: Stephen King ter
fies with e Air Compres:
sor.” Steranko's anaplalmn of Out
Iand continues. while Chris Moore's
oamzsncpmuugmwydpsuauup

#53/AUGUST '81: Spinrad on the
immoral Majority- the 3rd part of the
Corben interview. plus a 16-page
pullout section on making the Heavy
Metal movie.

#54/SEPTEMBER '81: Corben's
Den II." Jeff Jones's “Im Age.
Juan Gimenez's
fantrymen' and Tim Lucas'’s inter-
view with the masters of horror

#55/0CTOBER '81: “Shakespeare
for Americans " 1st episode of Se
grelles’s “Mercenary " a gallery sec-
tion devoted to Druillet. plus Jeff
Jones. Bilal, and Steranko

FSSINOVEMBER ' Jeronalr's
of the World,
segreues and Bilal all frame the art
of Leo and Diane Dillon beautifully

#57/DECEMBER '81: Strange en
counters with Debbie Harry, Jeffrey
Jones. Segrelles. and Corben. Plus
odd ending to “The Immortals

#58/JANUARY '82: Our “Happy
Future” issue. Includes Arno
Loustal, Voss, He, and Gillon: and
The Autonomous Man.

Chaykin and Simonson,
Segrelles. Steranko, etal.

#59/FEBRUARY '82: Begins with a

furier adventure of John Dioolin
The y
s “Sdoor Faust: gets going—

again. Plus Fernandez. Jones
Schuiten. et al

#60/MARCH '82: Our 2nd Special
Rock Issue featuring Dick Matena’s
A Lie in the Day." a sureaiistic
ook at the life of John Lenn
Garcia's “Nova 2" begins. "iion
Murphy brings us the Elvis Cult. Plus.
our regulars, “Mercenary.” “Den.
Rock Opera,” etc. Enjoy.

#61/APRIL '82: Our 5th anniver.

Ballard. you'll be busy until our 6th!

#62/MAY '82: In this issue, we give
you the 1st part of David Black's
‘Third Sexual Revolution” and let
you look at “The Art of De Es
Schwertberger * Plus: Sixteen and
Vanilla® by Ted White and Val Lakey.

#63/JUNE '82: We proudly bring
you our Fantastic Cities issue. With
artists Voss, Caza, Scibelli, and R.
Crumb. Al surrounded by regulars:
Druillet. Moebius. Schuiten, and
Fernandez. Enjoy.

#64/JULY '82: Marcele and La
come’s strange “Life at the Circus’
and pages from Corben's Flights in-
to Fantasy. Plus Jones. Garcia
Druillet, etc

#65/AUGUST '82: We proudly
present Jones and Wrightson's
Freak Show" and Pisu and Man-
ara's “The Ape.” Plus the finale of
The Incal Light," by Moebius and
Jodorowsky.

#66/SEPTEMBER '82: We give you
Hecht's “Music-Video Interface,
Lupoff's “Barsoom!” and Hinge's
“Object.” Plus our regulars: Bilal,
Fernandez, Kierkegaard, etc.

HEAVY METAL

Dept. HM 10-82
635 Madison Avenue
New York, N.Y. 10022

Ive enciosed atotalols

Beautiful binders
For just $5.50 you get our old

standby—a white vinyl binder with

a picture of a naked girl and a
ghoulish monster. Or, our new,
more black "Nauga-

1980, 1681 7o $26.00 edch), o
‘empty, which doubles real nicely as
aSunday dress-up hat!
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Condemned by circumstance to wan-

der among the st Marty and I
olen aboard ien luxury
“The Love Craft

It looks like
feeding time
at Flipper's
S choo!

Thank you very mucl
ladies and gennulmen--
Hey! What an audience.

Just kidding folks--Say, e with
you know how you can tell | § d the braided
the bride at an ~ tentacles!
Arcturian wedding? =

[l While Marty warmed to
J| his act, I slunk quietly
l off toward the door.




--even though his

ALL of his 1ife, Marty had been a fallure as a comedian—
on Earth, But here, out in the farthest reaches of the
universe, he was a big hit--

Yes, the comedian
is charming--I
wonder what it's
doing after

the show..?

You know, Miss McToy, when ) Anything that
you first became the Cruise E | moves, huh, Doc?
. L P\ Well, T saw it

entertainment is magnifi-
cent tonig)

passageways,

] desperate” to
find her
bvefore it
was too late,

s
Somewhere aboard the
ship, Adeline was being
tricked into making an
extrasensory pornflick
for the Deva-- and it

was up to me to rescue
her...




SVd FHL
DY

*ISIT HEDN;
O'TVH GHL 40 dIL V ONV XNVHL '¥P ‘QNVV!

Each cabin door I
flung open yielded
a new and incompre-
hensibly disgusting
scenario,

Inexplicable,
horrifying,
sometimes quite
interesting
things.

with the lurid
details I had
witnessed.

geous sort of rubbery
thing in its cabin—-

SLOW DOWN!
SLOW DOWN!




the hall

Oh, thank goodness you're
here--you've got to help
me out

Why should I help
you? You-you drugged
Adeline and tricked
her into--

I had no idea
be impossible
to work with. She's
such a prima donna--

Look, I'm desperate
Would you congider co
starring? We could rename
$t Gidget Goes

or something.

It yag unbelievable--he vas

trying to pay me to commit

unspeakable acts with the

girl I loved! There could be

only one answer to a sleazy

proposition like that--and T0 BE CONTINUED
I gave it.




the bus PAUL KIRCHNER ©

COMING
NEXT
ISSUE...




As man
evolves,
sodo
his
reading
habits

|n his newest form, man is a class-act mammal. (Note the two-hatted, four-

legged, eyes-bulging creature before you.) At his present state of intelligence,
ordinary magazines are just not good enough for him. That’s where we come in.

Heavy Metal, the world's foremost adult illustrated fantasy magazine, hits the spot. With
1,200 pages a year, the quality of beauty and imagination of Heavy Metal is unsurpassed by
other publications.

So, order today. Who knows? In another 100,000 years or so, Heavy Metal could be
obsolete!

Heavy Metal, Dept. 282 [] Payment enclosed:
635 Madison Avenue
New York, NY 10022 Charge to my

Three years (36 issues), regular price $39.00. COMasterCard# ____ MasterCard Interbank #

Now only $29.00 (80¢ per issue)
[ Visa # Exp. Date

Two years (24 issues), regular price $32.00.
Now only $22.00 (92¢ per issue) Signature

One year (12 issues), regular price $19.00. Name
Now only $14.00 ($1.16 per issue).

Mailing Address
Please enter my Heavy Metal subscription for
—_3years,___2years, 1 year. City

Checks must be payable within U.S. or Canada. Add $5.00 per year for
Canada, Mexico, and other foreign countries.



Special Scary Dreams section-
featuring Goldberg's essay on phobias-true-to-life
horrors.
Plus
Edgar Allan Poe's “Mr. Valdemar"
and Caza's fear of neighbors.




