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IF YOU DO NOT LOVE WORDS"
THE PLEASURE OF READING R. A. LAFFERTY

by Elaine Cochrane

(Author’s note: The following was written for presentation
to the Nova Mob (Melbourne’s SF discussion group), 2
October 1996, and was not intended for publication. | don’t
even get around to listing my favourite Lafferty stories.)

Because | make no attempt to keep up with what’s new, my
subject for this talk had to be someone who has been
around for long enough for me to have read some of his or
her work, and to know that he or she was someone I liked
reading and wouldn’t mind reading in quantity. It also had
to be someone who was well represented on our shelves
(because | wasn’t going to go book-hunting if | could help
it), and who was not so prolific that | could not read a
reasonable fraction of his or her output in the time avail-
able.

And so | picked on R. A. Lafferty.

Raphael Aloysius Lafferty was born in lowa in 1914, and
moved to Oklahoma at the age of four. Apart from four and
a half years army service he has lived there ever since. He
worked as an electrical engineer. In his biog. at the start of
Past Master (Ace, 1968), he writes ‘I was a heavy drinker till
about eight years ago at which time | cut down on it,
beginning my writing attempts at the same time to fill up a
certain void.’

Most of his some 150 short stories and 20-odd novels
(including several non-SF) were published in the 1960s and
1970s; the Hugo-winning short story ‘Eurema’s Dam’
appeared in 1972, and the most recent short story I've
tracked down was published in 1995. Most references I've
come across say he stopped writing in the 1980s because of
ill health, which implies that the trickle of short stories
appearing since then is mainly desk-drawer stuff. Perhaps;

but many of the early short stories appeared in the Orbit
collections and Galaxy, If and F&SF; the anthology Nine
Hundred Grandmothers was published by Ace and Strange
Doings and Does Anyone Else Have Something Further to Add? by
Scribners, and the novels were published by Avon, Ace,
Scribners and Berkley. The anthologies and novels since




love words, how will you love the communication? How will
you forgive me my tropes, communicate the love?

and the entire novel is a joyful celebration of language.
He delights in the sounds of words. In ‘Ginny Wrapped
in the Sun’ (1967, in Nine Hundred Grandmothers, Ace, 1970)

‘I’'m going to read my paper tonight, Dismas’ Dr Minden
said, ‘and they’ll hoot me out of the hall. [. . .] Hauser
honks like a gander! That clattering laugh of Goldbeater!
Snodden sniggers so loud that it echoes! Cooper’s boom is
like barrels rolling downstairs, and your own — it’ll shrivel
me, Dismas.’

and in jokes: ‘Itis no ignorant man who tells you this. | have
read the booklets in your orderly tents: Physics without Mathe-
matics, Cosmology without Chaos, Psychology without Brains’
(‘The Cliffs That Laughed’, 1968, in Strange Doings, Scrib-
ners, 1972).

Rhyme is used frequently, just for the fun of it and as a
structural device (e.g. the chapter openings in Space Chan-
tey, all dreadful doggerel and deliberately painful rhymes),
but more importantly as a story element. For example, the
Pucas, the visiting aliens in Reefs of Earth (Berkley, 1968), use
‘Bagarthach verses’ to curse hostile humans: ‘Old Crocker
man, be belled and banged!/You hound-dog hunk, we’ll
have you hounded!/On else than gallows be you hanged!
In else than water be you drownd-ed!” and in the delightful
‘The Transcendent Tigers’ (1964, in Strange Doings), the
children shout rhymes as they jab a needle into a map:

‘Peas and Beans—/New Orleans!” She jabbed the needle
into New Orleans on the map, and the great shaftahundred
thousand miles long came down into the middle of the
Crescent City. [then, several cities later]

‘l know one,’ said Eustace, and he clapped the red cap
on his own head:

‘Eggs and Batter —

Cincinnater.’

He rhymed and jabbed, manfully but badly.

‘That didn’t rhyme very good,” said Carnadine. ‘I bet
you botched it.’

He did. It wasn’t a clean-cut holocaust at all. It was a
clumsy, bloody, grinding job — not what you’d like. [more
good rhymes and destruction, then]

‘Let me do one,’ pleaded Peewee, and he snatched the
red cap:

‘Hopping Froggo —

Chicago.’

‘l do wish that you people would let me handle this,” said
Carnadine. ‘That was awful.’

It was. It was horrible. That giant needle didn’t go in
clean at all. It buckled great chunks of land and tore a
ragged gap. Nothing pretty, nothing round about it. It was
plain brutal destruction. [interlude and aside: get out quick!
and then the story ends:]

Carnadine plunged ahead:

‘What the hecktady —

Schenectady.’

That was one of the roundest and cleanest holes of all.

‘Flour and Crisco —

San Francisco.’

That was a good one. It got all the people at once, and
then set up tidal waves and earthquakes all over everywhere.

‘Knife and Fork —

The delight in language extends to mythological and
literary puns and allusions. I’'ve probably missed most of

them; here are a few I’ve spotted.

The demon:-like aliens in The Reefs of Earth are called
Pucas; ‘pwca’ is the Welsh version of Puck, and | suspect
that the Irish name is much the same: in Flann O’Brien’s
At Swim Two Birds the demon is called ‘the Pooka’.
(Although in The Devil is Dead we are told that the Irish for
Devil is Ifreann.)

In Not to Mention Camels (Bobbs-Merrill, 1976), a charac-
ter aspires to archetype status; and among the already
existing archetypes listed there is Gyne Peri-bebleene-ton-
Helion (Woman-Wrapped-in-the-Sun) (p. 155) — com-
pare the short-story title ‘Ginny Wrapped in the Sun’.

The author of ‘a series of nineteen interlocked equa-
tions of cosmic shapeliness and simplicity’, of which ‘it was
almost as though nothing else could ever be added on any
subject whatsoever’ is one Professor Aloys Foucault-Oeg.
(‘Aloys’, Strange Doings.)

In ‘“Thus We Frustrate Charlemagne’ (1967, in Nine
Hundred Grandmothers) members of the Institute of Impure
Science have built a high-tech device they call an Avatar in
order to tamper with the past:

‘l hope the Avatar isn’t expensive,” Willy McGilly said.
‘When | was a boy we got by with a dart whittled out of
slippery elm wood.’

‘This is no place for humor,” Glasser protested. ‘Who
did you, as a boy, ever kill in time, Willy?’

‘Lots of them. King Wu of the Manchu, Pope Adrian VII,
President Hardy of our own country, King Marcel of Au-
vergne, the philosopher Gabriel Toeplitz. It’s a good thing
we got them. They were a bad lot.’

‘But | never heard of any of them, Willy,” Glasser in-
sisted.

‘Of course not. We killed them when they were kids.’

Glasser may not have heard of any of them, but Hadrian
VIl is the biography of a fictitious pope written by Baron
Corvo, the equally fictitious persona of the writer Frederick
Rolfe. I wouldn’t mind betting that the others have similar
references that | haven’t identified.

The short stories are very varied. They tend to be con-
ventionally structured developments of an idea, often en-
livened and sometimes burdened by expository lumps. For
example, ‘Narrow Valley’ (1966, in Nine Hundred Grand-
mothers):

‘It is a psychic nexus in the form of an elongated dome,’
said the eminent scientist Dr Velikof Vonk. ‘It is maintained
subconsciously by the concatenation of at least two minds,
the stronger of them belonging to a man dead for many
years. It has apparently existed for a little less than a hun-
dred years. [. . .] There is nothing meteorological about it.
It is strictly psychological. I'm glad | was able to give a
scientific explanation to it or it would have worried me.’

‘It is a continental fault coinciding with a noospheric
fault,” said the eminent scientist Arpad Arkabaranan. ‘The
valley really is half a mile wide, and at the same time it is
really only five feet wide. If we measured correctly we would
get these dual measurements. Of course it is meteorologi-
cal! Everything including dreams is meteorological [. . .]
I’'m glad | was able to give a scientific explanation to this or
it would have worried me.’

‘l just don’t understand how he worked it,’ said the
eminent scientist Willy McGilly. ‘Cedar bark, jack-oak
leaves, and the word ‘Petahauerat’. The thing’s impossible!
When | was a boy and we wanted to make a hide-out, we
used bark from the skunk-spruce tree, the leaves of a box
elder, and the word was ‘Boadicea’. All three elements are




wrong here. | cannot find a scientific explanation for it, and
it does worry me.’

Often the expository lump is given in the form of a
quotation from some reference, such as ‘The Back Door of
History’ by Arpad Arutinov, or the writings of Diogenes
Pontifex or Audifax O’Hanlon, two worthies excluded from
the Institute of Impure Science by the minimum decency
rule.

The novels also tend to be idea-driven rather than plot-
driven, and this is not always enough to tie them together.
In the first edition of The Encyclopedia of Science Fiction (ed.
Nicholls, Granada, 1979), John Clute describes the novels
The Devil is Dead and Arrive at Easterwine as tangled; in the
new edition (ed. Clute and Nicholls, Orbit, 1993) he says of
Arrive at Easterwine that ‘it begins to evince a tangledness
that comes, at times, close to incoherence’. Miesel says of
the same novels that Lafferty ‘mistakes the accumulation of
vignettes for the construction of a novel.’

I’ve enjoyed Arrive at Easterwine both times I've read it,
as I’'ve been carried along by the exuberance of the writing.
Of the others I've read, Past Master comes closest to a
conventional plot, although | was disappointed when | first
read itsome 15 years ago because | was looking for the same
mad inventiveness that characterises the short stories. On
re-reading it a couple of weeks ago | did find wonderful
flashes of pure Lafferty humour, but like most of the novels
it is essentially serious in intent and dark in mood. Space
Chantey (Ace, 1968), which purports to be a retelling of the
Odyssey, and Annals of Klepsis (Ace, 1983) are exceptions to
this, and they do fit the description ‘a series of vignettes’.
There is the wonderful Lafferty humour in them, but not
much else. At the other extreme, Not to Mention Camels
(1976) and Where Have You Been, Sandaliotis (one of the two
novels published in Apocalypses, Pinnacle, 1977), are typi-
cally quirky but are short on redeeming humour. Not to
Mention Camels is almost embarrassingly gruesome.

Miesel says ‘So closely do Lafferty’s novels resemble each
other, they might as well be alternate drafts of the same
story.” A recurrent theme, particularly in the novels, is the
battle between Good and Evil, but Lafferty has his own ideas
of what these words mean. In ‘Horns on their Heads’
(Pendragon Press, 1976, collected in Iron Tears, Edgewood
Press, 1992), he writes:

The ‘odor of sanctity” is notall lilacs and roses, nor is sanctity
(the sacred, the sacer) a thing that stays within straited limits.
Itistoo stark and rank for those limits. It pertains to holiness
and sacredness; but also to awfulness; and further, to cursed-
ness, to wickedness, execrability; to devotion; and again, to
seizure and epilepsy.

Now the ‘odor of sanctity’, the smell of the thing (stay
with us; strong smells and stenches are the vitality itself), is
compounded of the deepest and most eroding of sweating,
the sweating of blood and blood-serum; of nervous and
speaking [a typo? | think it should be sweating] muck of
adrenal rivers; of the excited fever of bodies and the quak-
ing deliriums of minds; of the sharp sanity of igneous; and
the bruised rankness of desert bush. Oh, it is a strong and
lively stench. It’s the smell of adoration, of passion seized in
rigid aestivation.

Clute refers to Lafferty’s conservative Catholicism. |
don’t know enough about Catholicism to pick up any ref-
erences, but Lafferty is strenuously life-affirming. Those
fighting on the side of ‘good’ are fallible and sinners, and
the battles are bloody and often joyful; Lafferty rejects

sterility and austerity and compromise and ‘moderation in
all things.” Equally he rejects the attempts to popularise and
modernise the Church.

In Past Master, Sir Thomas More, being shown around
the planet Astrobe, asks his guide to find him a church
because he wants to hear Mass:

‘... While the mass itself cannot be found in any of them
here, the replica can be played on demand.’

‘Let us go to one of them.’

After groping about in some rather obscure streets that
Paul knew imperfectly, they found one. It was quite small
and tucked away in a corner. They entered. There was the
sense of total emptiness. There was no Presence.

‘I wonder what time is the next mass.” Thomas said. ‘Or
the mass that is not quite a mass. I’'m not sure that |
understand you on it.’

‘Oh, put in a stoimenof d’or in the slot, and push the
button. Then the mass will begin.’

Thomas did. And it did.

The priest came up out of the floor. He was not human,
unless he was a zombie human. He was probably not even
a programmed person. He may have been a mechanical
device. He wore a pearl-gray derby hat, swish-boy sideburns,
and common green shorts or breechcloth. His depilated
torso was hermaphroditic. He or it smoked a long weedjy-
weed cigarette in a period holder. He began to jerk and to
intone with dreadful dissonance.

Then a number of other contrivances arrived from
somewhere, intoning in mock chorus to the priest, and
twanging instruments. [. . . ]

Well, the replica mass ran its short course to the jerking
and bawling of the ancient ritual guitar. At sermon time was
given a straight news-broadcast, so that one should not be
out of contact with the world for the entire fifteen minutes.

At the Consecration, a sign lit up:

‘Brought to you Courtesy of Grailo Grape-Ape, the Finest of the
Bogus Wines.’

The bread was ancient-style hot-dog rolls. The puppets
or mechanisms danced up orgasmically and used the old
vein-needle before taking the rolls.

‘How do you stop the dirty little thing?’ Thomas asked.

‘Push the Stop button,” Paul said. ‘Here, I’'ll do it.” And
he stopped it. (p. 68)

Unusually for Lafferty, in Past Master the evil itself is
given aname and avoice: itis Ouden, which means nothing-
ness:

But the Paul-Thomas host knew who Ouden was. They
shriveled together in his presence, and their bones grew
hollow.

‘You are like ghosts,” said the Paul-Thomas. ‘Are you
here only because we see you here? Which was first, you, or
the belief in you?’

‘l was always, and the belief in me comes and goes,’
Ouden said. ‘Ask the ansel: was | not of the Ocean from the
beginning?’

‘What have you done to Rimrock?’ the Paul-Thomas
asked. ‘He diminishes.’

‘Yes, he turns back into an animal in my presence,’ said
Ouden. ‘So will you, and all your kind. You will turn further
back, and further. | will annihilate you.’

‘I deny you completely,’ said the Paul-Thomas. ‘You are
nothing at all.’

‘Yes, | am that. But all who encounter me make the
mistake of misunderstanding my nothingness. It is a vortex.
There isno quiet or static aspect to it. Consider me topologi-
cally. Do I not envelop all the universes? Consider them as




turned inside out. Now everything is on the inside of my
nothingness. Many consider the Nothing a mere negative,
and they consider it so to their death and obliteration.’

‘We laugh you off the scene,” said Paul-Thomas. ‘You
lose.’

‘No. lamwinning easily on Astrobe,” Ouden said. ‘| have
my own creatures going for me. Your own mind and its
imagery weakens; it is myself putting out the flame. Every
dull thing you do, every cliché you utter, you come closer to
me. Every lie you tell, | win. But it is in the tired lies you tell
that | win most toweringly.’

‘Old nothingness who sucks out the flames, | have
known flames to be lighted again,’ said the Paul-Thomas.

‘Itwill not kindle,” said the Ouden. ‘I eat you up. | devour
your substance. There was only one kindling. | was over-
whelmed only once. But | gain on it. | have put it out almost
everywhere. It will be put out forever here.” [ ...]

‘Never will | leave. Not ever in your life will you sit down
that | do not sit down with you. And finally it will happen
that only one of us is left to get up, and that will be myself.
I suck you dry.’

‘l have one juice left that you do not know,” said the
Paul-Thomas.

‘You have it less than you believe.” (pp. 44-6)

Usually, however, Lafferty’s evil is not some dis-
embodied essence, but is manifest through the actions of
people who have chosen to commit evil. Their acts are
typically cruel, brutal and degraded, and recounted in gory
detail. They are also often unconvincing. More convincing
is Lafferty’s depiction of the desire of those who have
chosen evil to destroy the good:

‘We’ll hound him, we’ll rend him, we’ll tear him to pieces,’
Pilgrim cried out with real excitement. ‘We’ll ruin him, we’ll
destroy him, we’ll kill him and dismember him, and then
we’ll befoul his nest and his ashes.’

‘Why, Mr Dusmano, why?’ the curator asked in shocked
puzzlement. ‘I could never understand the avidity of awhole
nation for the destruction of a Consul. The Consul does fill
the highest and most worrisome of jobs, without pay, with-
out thanks, and in total anonymity. And he must be a good
person and be certified as such. Why should a populace
want to murder and destroy him?’

‘It’s the devil-revel, curator,” Pilgrim howled. ‘It’s the
pleasure that comes hardly twice in a generation. It’s the
murder that a whole nation can take part in and enjoy and
remember. It becomes a main part of our national heritage,
of our world heritage. Curator, we kill him because he is
Consul. And because he is a known man now and is vulner-
able to be destroyed. And because it is almost the most
burning pleasure of them all to destroy a marked person
utterly. The ritual hounds must be set to howling and
baying. And it is particularly a pleasure to destroy a high
person if he isgood. ‘It is more pleasure to destroy one good
man than a hundred indifferent men’ — is that not what
the Loudon Devil said? This is folk-knitting to form red
history.” (Not to Mention Camels, pp. 66-7)

This leads to assassination by tabloid journalism:

‘What, old Transcendent Muscles Himself is one of the
masked men? Old Strength-in-Serenity? Oh, the public will
rend him! There has to be something to get him for.
Something, many things.’

And the young Lords swarmed out like a crowd of gnats.
Somewhere they would find or fake or manufacture the gnat
of evidence against the great strong man, Strength-in-
Serenity, Strength-in-Purity, Satterfield, who was now re-

vealed as the man behind the code-mask, Mut. Always the
Lords could find a gnat’s-weight of evidence against any
man, and always that gnat’s-weight would be enough to
declare ruination.

Were they Lords of the Gnats for nothing? Many of these
young Lords Spiritual had already scattered to hunt down
and hamstring this great strong man.

For a people, even a good people, do not pass gnats
easily, once they have gotten inside them. They will huffand
puff and strain and turn purple, all over one adolescent
gnat. And the gnat must be dissected, minutely dissected
before it can be passed. It would never go out all in one
piece. This selective passing is an oddity about even good
people. They can pass out easily many very large objects, not
to mention camels. (Not to Mention Camels, pp. 74-5)

A couple of short stories (such as ‘Or Little Ducks Each
Day’, in Iron Tears) feature patches or territories that belong
to neither God nor the Devil, and in many ways this sums
up Lafferty’s universe. Typically neither good nor evil
triumphs; instead a sort of balance is restored with heavy
casualties on both sides.

Lafferty’s characters also have recurring types and
themes. Children as the agents of gleeful chaos feature in
a number of short stories. For example, seven-year-old
Carnadine Thompson in ‘“The Transcendent Tigers’ is
given her powers because ‘on that whole world | found only
one person with perfect assurance — one impervious to
doubt of any kind and totally impervious to self-doubt.” In
‘All the People’ (Nine Hundred Grandmothers), we read
‘Anthony had always had a healthy hatred for children and
dogs, those twin harassers of the unfortunate and the mal-
adjusted.” In “Through Other Eyes’ (Nine Hundred Grand-
mothers) ‘He learned . . . the untarnished evil of small
children, the diabolic possession of adolescents.” In ‘Pri-
mary Education of the Camiroi’, ‘small children are not yet
entirely human’. Arrive at Easterwine has: ‘Now then, tell me
whether you have ever known an innocent child? Innocent,
innocens, not-nocens, not noxious, not harming or threaten-
ing, not weaponed. Older persons may sometimes fall into
a state of innocence (after they have lost their teeth and
their claws), but children are never innocent if they are real.
These four were real and not at all innocent.” (p. 188)

His stories often feature outsiders — Gypsies, Native
Americans, drunken Irish — who see the world in non-
standard ways. There are often not-quite-humans living on
the edges of or hidden within normal society.

‘There used to be a bunch of them on the edge of my home
town,” Willy McGilly said. ‘Come to think of it, there used
to be a bunch of them on the edge of every hometown. Now
they’re more likely to be found right in the middle of every
town. They’re the scrubs, you know, for the bottoming of
the breed.” (‘Boomer Flats’, Does Anyone Else Have Something
Further to Add, Scribners, 1974)

There are other remnants of older races, such as the
predatory six-fingered pre-Babylonians in “The Six Fingers
of Time’ (Nine Hundred Grandmothers). I like the variant in
‘Adam Had Three Brothers’ (Does Anyone Else Have Some-
thing Further to Add?):

Adam had three brothers: Etienne, Yancy, and Rreq.
Etienne and Yancy were bachelors. Rreq had a small family
and all his issue have had small families; until now there are
about two hundred of them in all, the most who have ever
beenin theworld at one time. They have never intermarried




with the children of Adam except once. And not being of
the same recension they are not under the same curse to
work for a living.

So they do not.

Instead they batten on the children of Adam by clever
devices that are known in police court as swindles.

Neanderthals recur many times, again sometimes but
not always benign. For two benign examples, in Not to
Mention Camels (pp. 4-5) Doctor Wilcove Funk is described
in terms similar to those used to describe Dr Velikof Vonk
in ‘Boomer Flats’. Given the way Lafferty plays with names
and swaps characters from story to story, the similarity of
names and descriptions would be deliberate, although |
can’t guess to what purpose.

In The Devil is Dead (Avon, 1971), there is a battle taking
place within the ranks of these pre-humans:

‘The thing is biologically and genetically impossible. Was
Mendel wrong? Were Morgan and Galton and Painter? Was
even the great Asimov wrong? How is it possible to throw an
angry primordial after a thousand generations? How is it
possible to do it again and again?

‘Where did we primordial aliens vanish when we were
defeated and harried from the face of the earth? Into deep
caves and swamps, into forests or inaccessible mountains, to
distant sea islands like Tasmania? Some of us did, for a few
thousand years. But many hid cannily in the bloodstream
of the victors. They became the Aliens Within, and they had
vowed a vengeance. And now and again, at intervals of
centuries, they erupt in numbers, establish centers, and
carry on the war to near death. [ .. . ]

Le Marin was with him there, reading a magazine with
a gaudy cover. It was full of stories of monstrous aliens from
the stars, written by Van Vogt and Leinster and such.

‘Le Marin, you read about aliens from the stars who
invade,” Finnegan said. ‘Did you not know that there are
nearer monsters and aliens?’

‘I know it, Monster, and you know it,” said Le Marin, ‘but
we do not want everyone to know it.” (pp. 163-4)

As well as these there are the doubles and fetches, of
planets as well as people, there is the taking over of minds
and bodies, there are parallel universes, and playing around
with the philosophic problems of perception, reality and
illusion. Often simultaneously.

From Annals of Klepsis (1983):

The humanly inhabited universe, according to the best —
or at least the newest — mathematical theory, does have a
tertiary focus, and it is there that it is vulnerable. The
humanly inhabited universe, with its four suns and its
seventeen planets, is an unstable closed system of human
orientation and precarious balance, a kinetic three-dimen-
sional ellipse in form, with its third focus always approach-

ing extinction. As with any similar unstable premise-system,
the entire construct must follow its third focus into extinc-
tion. This is known as the ‘Doomsday Equation’. [. . . ]

The third focus of the humanly inhabited universe has
been determined to be both a point and a person on the
Planet Klepsis, on the surface of the planet, which is extra-
ordinary in itself. Of the person, the human element of the
anthropo-mathematical function, little is known except the
code name the ‘Horseshoe Nail’, and the fact that the
person is more than two hundred years old. This isan added
precarious element. Actuary figures show that only one in
ahundred billion humans will reach the age of two hundred
years, and none will go far beyond it. (Prologue)

The tall tale [ . . . ] was that Christopher Begorra Branna-
gan, one of the earliest explorers of the Trader Planets, had
been acted against because he had a wooden leg (and
explorers are supposed to be physically perfect, how would
it look else?), and because he was Irish (and explorers are
supposed to be of the superior races, how would a person
of an inferior race impress an alien?), and Brannagan
resented his ill-treatment.

Having been treated unfairly, Brannagan swore that, as
soon as he had acquired a billion thalers, he would set up a
fund whereby any one-legged Irishman anywhere in the
universe could receive free transportation to Klepsis and
could also receive any help he needed after arriving at that
blessed place.

‘How will we define “Irish”?” the first administrator of
the fund had asked Brannagan.

‘If they have Irish names they are Irish altogether,’
Brannagan laid it down. ‘Few of the other breeds would be
caught dead with an Irish name.” (p. 3)

Brannagan’s ghost is a major character in the novel and
still a power on Klepsis. It is, of course, peg-legged. But
Brannagan’s body is not.

Does the tiny trickle of Lafferty material still being publish-
ed reflect his output, or is it desk-drawer material, or is he
simply unpublishable these days?

I suspect the answer is yes to all three questions.
Lafferty’s strength is the short story. The magazines that
published much of his early work no longer exist, and the
broad-based original fiction anthologies are largely re-
placed by invitation-only themed anthologies. And
although it is possible to trace common threads and themes
through much of Lafferty’s work, he is difficult to catego-
rise, and | cannot see him writing commissioned pieces for
collections such as Off Limits: Tales of Alien Sex or Lovecraft’s
Legacy, and only just in Fires of the Past: Thirteen Contemporary
Fantasies about Hometowns.

— Elaine Cochrane, October 1996
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