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Surprise, surprise - the Crystal Ship sails again ! After being
beached for such an unconscionably long time, I must admit that even
I am astonished that the vessel still floats. It's been nearly three
years since the last issue and the 'zine really had gone aground on
reefs of iniquitous indolence. Well, that's not entirely true as I
did get to the point of having the mag about ready to go several times
during that period, but was re-directed each time by the mundanities
of life, like buying houses, overwork, and not having enough ready
cash to pay the inflated print bill - little things in themselves you
might think, but en masse they represented formidable obstacles.

It was the print costs which almost led me to a decision to stop
publishing altogether, as I could not really justify the amount I
would have had to spend to maintain CS3 standards, let alone trying
to improve on them. But a short time ago a decision was made deep
within the bowels of the vast institution known as the Open University
(where I occupy my time between issues as a minion of over-whelming
unimportance) that the OU's reprographics department could actually
accept private work from staff (provided they had a fistful of money
to pay for it) and at cost price too - a vast saving over outside
printers.

So the immediate future of the zine looks reasonably secure, (pro-
vided the quality of the printing is ok - you hold the proof of that
in your hand)unless the infamous Government Axe happens to fall heavily
on our beloved institution and the OU emerges either Owen-less or
Repro. dept. less - a fate too awful to contemplate without recourse
to a bar. God, the thought of having to return to ‘normality',(or what
laughingly passes for 'normality' in the grey and depressing industrial
slagheap out there), gives me the horrors.

this issue is not quite what it should have been as a result of the
long delay since number three. It would be pretty pointless following
up a number of the subjects raised in CS3 because half of the readers
would have forgotten them, and the other half probably wouldn't give a
damn anyway. So, for example, there is no follow-up to Joseph Nicholas'
savage attack on the Silmarillion, apart from a few remarks in the
letter column (which I decided to retain despite obvious difficulties
after all this time). There are two outside contributors in this issue,
both of whom have waited patiently for several years for their articles
to be published - I trust they will not hold my inability to get into
print as promised against me in future.

And so I leave you to get on with the fourth edition of the Crystal
Ship, and I hope you enjoy the contents. I am going to start work on
number five almost immediately, and would be very glad to hear from
any potential contributors, both for articles and for artwork - lMartin
Helsdon has already promised a folio of illustrations for CS5, so it is
off to a damned good start. Oh, and don't forget my new address!

Editorial Address: J.D.Owen, 4,Highfield Close, Newport Pagnell, Bucks
MK16 OAZ England.



SPINRADDING A TALE!

Like most other literary genre, SF reflects the interests and pre-
occupations of society as a whole, and as such SF changes as society's
interests alter or develop. Somethings remain staples of the genre;
the role of technology in society and the way in which a community is
influenced by science and the application of scientific ideas is an
example of a staple SF subject, one that even Verne or Wells would
recognise.

At certain times particular advances in technology or contemporary
thinking in science leads to a vogue for a more specific form of
speculation - a favourite currently is the role that the media plays
in society and the possible effects of the 'electronic media' (computer
datanetworks, video storage systems,communications satellites etc.)
that are steadily growing in use nowadays. This particular idea couples
with the growing realisation of the effect that the current types of
media have on the population as a whole, and how the media forms public
opinion and attitudes by its manipulation of outpuv - accentuating
certain features, down-grading others etc. - a tendency viewed with
alarm in many quarters of society. SF reflects these worries and
the future possibilities of the media field in general, (a good example
being Brunner's 'The Shock-wave Rider', as well as some of Joan Vinge's
'Heaven Belt' stories).

SF also reflects specifically social changes, and the growth of
feminism over the last twenty has led to an increasing amount of SF
that examines sex roles in society; how sex effects both society and
individuals, and how it governs events by its presence, absence or
whatever, There has already been an extensive number of SF books on
the subject, like Le Guin's 'The Left Hand of Darkness' or Joanna
Russ' 'The Female Man', and it has become an area much favoured by the
many excellent woman writers who have come into SF in the past decade.

With these three veins of thought running through SF, it is inte-
resting to examine a book by an author who attempts to use all three
areas at once. The author under examination is Norman Spinrad and his
book 'A World Between'.

'A World Between' is set on the planet Pacifica which, when the story
opens, is a peaceful civilisation of humans, living in a benign en-
vironment with a very sophisticated society, which is both democratic,
(in a very true sense of the word - the extensive use of advanced
communications establishes the possibility of 'electronic democracy"')
sexually equal,(with no clear 'role' for each sex - no stereo-typing
into 'mothers' or 'wage-earners' etc.) and peaceful.

Into this paradise intrudes two other human societies from off-
planet.From the remnants of Earth come the Femocrats, a civilisation
dominated totally by women, with the males in the population reduced
to servitude as 'breeders'. And opposing the Femocrats, there is the
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arrival of the Transcendental Scientists, a male-dominated group of
people with advanced technology which Pacifica needs to ensure its own
survival in the future.

It should be mentioned here that Pacifica is the 'media centre of the
human universe', producing vast amounts of material for the inter-plan-
etary tachyon communications network. Pacifica's whole economy relies
on the continuance of this network, which is endangered by both Femo-
crats (on the basis of the reduction of the network's use to a propa-
ganda instrument) and by the Transcendental Scientists (who threaten
the very existence of the network itself by their superior technology).

Now the whole concept of Pacifica's problem is set up extremely well-
the planet becomes the piece of metal 'twixt hammer and anvil, being
forced by propeganda from the two antagonists to change its society
first this way, then that, as the propogandists struggle with each other
for the support of the Pacificans. The two forces begin to pull apart
the carefully balanced social structure of Pacifica, dividing the
Pacificans into opposing camps of men and women , and the government
cannot deny the off-worlders access to the media channels without
causing grievous damage to the very roots of their society, based as
it is in free media access.

The three corners of this gigantic 'eternal triangle' are represented
in the book by three couples, two Pacificans (the head of the govern-
ment and her consort, who is the minister for the media), two scientists
(the leader of the expedition and his wife) and two Femocrats (the
nominal head of the group, with her controlling force, the political
officer). ''he whole story is reflected in the inter-relations between
these people and the effect that the struggle has on each one of the six
is closely documented.

Spinrad handles the basic plotting and changes of direction in the
story very well, while his general conception of the forces at work
are sound if a little over-emphasised; he brings in some very pertinent
secondary issues such as the rights of any culture to interfere with
another in the name of its own concepts of 'a higher good', and works
in a great deal of pithy comment and worthy thought. On this level the
book is very good and well worth reading.

On other levels, all is not well with 'A World Between'. One of the
main flaws is the poor characterisation -~ with few major personnel and
a large area to work in ( the book is 350+ pages long) it should have
been possible to bring out a good deal of the character of each of the
main protagonists. Instead Spinrad resorts to simple structures, stereo-
typed men and women who, despite their supposed intelligence and acumen,
do the most extra-ordinary things. One of the best examples of this
is the early meeting between the Pacificans and the Transcendental
Scientists - the Pacifican Head of Government is seemingly devoid of
statesmanship of any kind during the interview, yet she is said to be
an ace politician, superb at handling people, and she had figured out
what the likely course of events would be before the meeting ~ so why
the ineptitude in the face of expected reactions ? A main character
falls apart in order that Spinrad might carry on his plot without
recourse to a little subtlety of thought.

Generally throughout the book Spinrad uses the characters in wooden
mindless ways to carry out the plot changes required by his 'master
plan'. All too often the reaction is that the reader feels that Spinrad
is changing gear without using the clutch; and the grinding teeth in the
gearbox are matched by the readers own!

Spinrad resorts far too often to a kind of lowest-common denominator
gut-reaction in his detailing of the story, rather than going for a
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degree of subtlety and wit which would smootin over the more obvious
cracks in the characters. Spinrad resorts to 'soft porn' to give an
impression of human warmth and love, and 'hard porn' to pusn the
message of both Femocrat and Transcendental Scientist, with often
ridiculous results. If the Pacificans were anywhere near to being as
sophisticated as Spinrad would nave us believe then they would have
had the maturity to laugh the two factors off the planet after their
first few broadcasts,( bearing in mind the fact that a staple part of
the Pacificans own media output seems to be Japanese-style 'monster'
movies, it could be that they're not so bright after all!)

Often Spinrad's use of language grates too; his constant use of
jargon and invented slang words like 'bucko' infuriate after a few
applications and are generally indicative of a fairly low estimate of
the reader's capabilities, which would seem to say more about Spinrad's
inability to communicate than anything else.

Many of the faults enshrined within 'A World Between' are equally
true of some of Spinrad's earlier works,'The Men in the Jungle' and
'The Iron Dream' for example. But, whereas 'The Iron Dream' was ob-
viously drawn from a set of conditions governed by the supposition
that Adolf Hitler was the actual author of the story, 'A World Bet-
ween' uses much the same style of presentation to an altogether
different end - and as a result loses much of its ability to communi-
cate its intentions . The emotive, gut-reaction writing style gets in
the way of the reader who is trying to see just how a society like
Pacifica works, and ultimately it leaves the whole validity of the
book in serious doubt.

'A World Between' is a good example of the way that an apparently
well-intentioned SF author can be let down badly by his own pre-
conceived ideas about how SF should be written. Spinrad seems to
assume that he is writing for relatively unsubtle people who need the
facts put across in a loud brassy way to be able to pick them up -
and that does a great disservice to the ideas he is propounding and
to SF as a whole. With a good deal more subtlety, with good character-
isation and wittier dialogue 'A World Between' could have been an
excellent book; as it stands now it is too steeped in Spinrad's own
prejudices (he presents the Scientists' case far better than the
Femocrats and his male characters generally are more workable than the
females) and the story is too hampered by a simple-minded writing
style to get across the real messages that the book could have carried.
'A World Between' must be caid to be a failure, although it is an
interesting book nonetheless.




At The Watershed

Your article on the rise of Rock music's
"New Wave" in CS3%, took me instantly back to
those heady, golden days of the mid-sixties,
when I too was experiencing for the first time
the not altogether pleasant realisation that a
generation had mysteriously appeared from no-
lwhere to whom the beloved music of my formative
years meant little and counted for less. True,
I had the added frustration (for a while at
least) of knowing that the "new wave" music of
those days was, in fact, Just my old wave music
disinterred, until that sad and world-weary
phrase, 'Ah yes,; but the original is a damned
";sight better", hovered around my lips like a
id lizard's tongue, ready to zap out at a moment's
notice. Inevitably, of course, I was missing
the point.

The appearance of a new wave every ten years
or so is as natural as the sunrise, and it's
useless to look for sophisticated answers to
the bewildering conundrum of how anyone can
possibly exist who is blind to the dazzling
brilliance of your own generation, and prefers
instead the absurdbleatings of the new one.

There is a difference, of course. My own mob
(class of the fifties) were nurtured on a
music which was as basic and raw as an unripe
banana, and which was treated as such. This is
not a criticism. Simplicity was always the
essential strength of rock and roll - was, in
fact, precisely that which made it great music.
It was also unsociable music, (as opposed to
anti-social), in the sense that society wanted
no part of it. Rock and roll was never respect-
able. Certainly Presley became one of the show
business establishment's colossi, but he was
virtually unique, and long before he died he
had severed his connections with the music.
The other "stars" of the time who went on to
become established "all-round entertainers”
were never more than marginally rock and roll
artists in the first place. I'm thinking of
the likes of Paul Anka and Neil Sedaka.

From the mid-sixties onwards, the establish-
ment began to take what was now termed "rock"
music seriously. Portentous and stupid articles
began to appear, written by silly people who,
perhaps from a sense of shame at enjoying some-
thing so markedly unworthy of their intellect,
were apparently driven by a need to invest it
with a kind of intellectual sophistication
which it never really possessed. This, if you
like, represented the reaction of the sixties'
own "new wave" against the simplicity of the
fifties. (I'm using the terms "sixties" and
"fifties" in a stylistic, rather than a temporal
sense). Eventually the music, and the terms in
which it was criticised became so pretentious
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by Dave Wood

that it rivalled in its absurdity the long established antics of the
classics brigade, so that it becameinevitable vhat the next new wave
when it appeared would offer a return to the basic simplicity of the
pre-sixties. Obviously, 1978 was not 1958, so that in form and content
the music is very different, but in essence it has a very great deal

in common.

Back in the sixties we old-timers , weaned as we were on such simple
fare, greeted the appearance of the new wave in a correspondingly
simple manner. We contented ourselves with the inner satisfaction of
knowing that, for all its posturing, this uppity new generation was
really only ourselves in disguise. They might be stunned by the Beatles
singing 'Money' or 'Twist and Shout', or the Rolling Stones belting out
'It's All Over Now', or any of a thousand others, but we knew that the
originals by Barrett Strong, the Isley Brothers, the Valentinos etc.,
were infinitely superior. We knew that the Rolling Stones had named
themselves after a Muddy Waters blues, even if their fans didn't know
who Muddy Waters was. It was all, in a way, very reassuring. The rise
of pretension which coincided with a move towards original material,
of course, left us rather stranded.

Your own generation's approach to the same situation is, predictably,
different. You have grown up with pretension as an integral part of
your music, and it is hardly surprising that you look at things in a
far more cerebral way. You look for sociological explanations, and try
to cloak your insecurity in a flow of clever sounding words which are,
in fact, demonstratable absurdities. "The infant who was only a toddler
in the Beatle era has to make up ten years of musical development before
he can hope to fully appreciate the best of present day rock", you say,
the implication being that popular musical development began in 1962,
(or by your reckoning 1968), and that all future generations must take
that as a starting point. That is as sensible as saying that we all
have to make up eighty years of musical development to attain the same
end(if we restrict ourselves to the era of recorded sound), or thousands
of years if we do not. I do not know anything about you, but I suspect
that your own awareness of popular musical culture was awakened around
that time (19627). We all tend to imagine that nothing particularly
important happened before we became aware of it. To your generation
the Animals' 'House of the Rising Sun' is a classic. To mine it is a
diabolical hatchet job on a great blues standard. The point is that we
are both right. (What it certainly did not do was drag Bob Dylan into
rock - the undercurrents of popular culture are far more subtle than
that, and the setting up of such rigid marker flags is, to put it
plainly, silly.)

Of course the new wave has many influences from the previous gene-
ration - nothing emerges fully formed out of the air, but in order to
really understand what is happening, it is necessary to break out of
the restriction of dating everything from the emergence of your own
generation, or even the last two. To that extent, we do have to make
up all those years of musical development, if only to the point of
accepting that there was good music around before we were born, and
that good music is continuing to be made. Louis Armstrong was an
infinitely greater musician than Johnny Rotten, but what of Rudy
Vallee? Ten years (or thereabouts) from now, there will be people in
their mid-twenties contrasting the new new wave unfavourably with the
present one, and referring with total sincerity to 'Anarchy in the UK!'
as a "classic", and they would be right too. Regardless of the ultimate
breadth of our musical taste, we never shake off the absolute con-
viction that music reached its finest flowering in the days of our

7



formative youth, and we're all absolutely correct. We cannot allow that
conviction to blind us to the very best of what other generations have
produced. To select as worthy of attention only those bands which 'owe
allegiance to older forms of rock' or, in other words, that are not
much different from what has gone before, is a deadly mistake. “hat way
lies the Syd Lawrence Appreciation Society.

A statement like 'once rock was a vehicle for increasing the listen-
er's awareness' begs the question, "awareness of what?" With the
excepbion of the short-lived 'protest' movement, the answer, (confining
ourselves to the last ten years, at least), must be no more or less
than awareness of its own pretensiens. Rock music has certainly had no
relevance to anything else in a long time. If you imply by 'awareness'
an awareness of social injustice, of the world in which those of us who
are not ludicprously over-paid Rock stars have to live, or indeed any-
thing which might conceivably invest the word with any sensible meaning
at all, then the new wave wins hands down. The 'someday' to which you
refer is now.

The appearance of your first new wave is a water-shed in life. It
signals the end of your own personal immortality. Some people never
recover from it, and slide gradually downhill ever after, bemoaning the
mindless destruction of their own standards. If you can avoid that,
however, you come to the blissfull awareness that it's only music after
all and that even if you don't like him, Johnny Rotten does have the
right to be mentioned in the same breath as Chuck Berry, or Robert
Johnson, or (write in a selected name of your choice). It's
just a matter of accepting that you're not really part of it any more.




( This article is an expansion of certain ideas expressed in a
letter that appeared in MAYA 15. I have no recollection of actually
writing that letter, but from internal evidence I would say that it
is at least two years old as I write this (January 1979). During
that time it is inevitable that my views have changed to some
degree, though they remain substantially similar to those expressed
in that letter. This note is addressed to anyone with a long

enough memory to recall that MAYA, and sufficient stamina to

plough through that letter; in case they start screaming, "Foul,
that's not what he said!" upon reading this article.)

It comes to all of us who try to write. Sometime or other you tear
open the envelope that brings your story bouncing back to you, and
hurriedly read the form letter that falls out with the manuscript in the
vain hope that they want a re-write. And a well-meaning editor has taken
the trouble to scribble across the bottom: "Write about what you know
about". I remember when it came to me - my fourth story, I think it was.
I do know I was in Ireland at the time, and reacted to the letter by
dashing every which way in a blind panic as I tried to concoct some story
about the laundrette at the corner. Finally we would-be writers either
give up writing, cr ignore the advic

A couple of decades ago there was a rash of downbeat domestic
drama called "kitchen sink". I often wonder if the playwrights received
this age-o0ld editorial advice and actually came up with a story about
their local laundrette. Most of us don't, though.

S0 you persevere, hoping imagination will carry you through. And
lo and behold, you make the breakthrough. A short-sighted moron of an
editor in the throes of a drunken binge actually pays you money for a
story. Ya boo sucks to all that guff about experience.

Then you re-read the masterpiece and begin to get vague nigglings
of familiarity. You see, that editorial advice is wise,sage, true and
misleading. No writer can write well about something he knows nothing
about. He may not be aware he's doing it, but his experience forms the
basis for all his best writing. The more he relies merely upon
imagination, in general, the poorer the result. Yet, as I shall argue
later, imagination depends also upon experience. The difference lies
in the degree of control the author exercises. Pure imagination tends to
seem at a remove from experience; even to the author himself the charac-
ters are made up, he knows they're not real, so he is afraid to, or
doesn't feel the need to, encumber them with elements of reality. He
has read too much hack work, he's seen too many old action adventure
films. If they can get away with it, why need he bother messing about




with emotions and stuff like that? Anyway, the hero is a hero, so he's
not going to be bothered by little things like a bullet in the gut. So
it goes - hardly a guarantor of verisimilitude.

The problem with that editorial advice, the reason why it is mis-
leading, is that it is wrongly interpreted. What do I know? It's the
obvious question. A philosopher might well answer "nothing", since that
deceptively simple question is precisely what the mainstream of Anglo-
Saxon philosophers have been arguing about in Britain, Germany and
America since the time of Descartes. But we're not philosophers, so we
can side step that problem. Let us say that knowledge implies certainty,
and the truth of what is known. (Would you say you "knew" something if
you doubted the fact? Would you say you "knew" something if you saw for
yourself that it wasn't so?) Truth is a problem, no-one has yet arrived
at an acceptable definition of the term. But we might as well be prag-
matic and accept Popperian standards - something is "true", we shall
say, if we can test it and it has not been disproved. "There is a God"
is a statement that cannot be tested, so it cannot be disproved, so we
must remain agnostic about that. "The earth is round", on the other hand
is a statement that has been tested many times in many ways and has not
been disproved. Hence we can accept "The earth is round" as true, at
least in our provisional terms. No absolute truth allows no absolute
certainty, so for that part of the definition we might as well accept =a
similar pragmatic value and say we are "certain" of something if we
believe it,and it is "true" in our limited sense. Knowledge, therefore,
virtually equates wikh belief; except there is a little more surety
underpinning it.

Anyone who has been bored to death during the last paragraph may
now breathe a sigh of relief. My philosophical ramblings, at least in
that technical sense, are over. But the exegesis is not pointless. By
bringing the conclusion - that knowledge equals belief plus a measure
of surety - to bear upon the earlier question - what do I know? - I
hope to indicate that the answer can be very broad indeed.

) That's the problem, you see. When the would-be writer gets that
rejection, and begins to ask himself what he knows, he tends to use the
word "know" in a very restricted sense. He asks: "What do I have direct
experience of?" And even then, when he comes to answer the guestion, he
is even more restrictive. He thinks, maybe, of Hemingway living in Paris
and visiting the bull running at Pamplona; then going away and writing
THE SUN ALSO RISES about living in Paris and visiting the bull running
at Pamplona. Hemingway is a bad example for any writer to follow. Here
was a man who, apparently, felt the compulsion to live out his novels
and stories before he wrote them. And how many fictional writers do the
same? A better example might be Borges, writing so much about his home
town Buenos Aires, yet filling his stories,with so much more than his
own life. But Hemingway's life is so much better knmown.

So, our bewildered would-be Hemingway gazes around his dingy bed-
sit and thinks that the editor wants him to write about this dingy bed-
sit. No, that is journalism; and despite Hemingway and others, good
fiction is not journalism. Or perhaps the editor means the people he
knows? Better, if you know nothing about how people talk and behave you
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cannot write. Even so, this is only a small part of the writer's arsenal.
Observing people is far more an actor's skill than a writer's. Actors
tend to worm their way into a part, externals giving them the clue to-the
inner make-up. For writers the process is the other way round. Superficial
appearances play their part, a vital part, in any work of fiction. The
writer must have some conception of how old his character is, what he
looks like, what his background is, and so on. Without that simple cata-
logue he cannot make his character act in a believable, consistent manner;
because all these factors make up the man, define the way he acts. But
more than that, the writer has got to see from inside his character. He
has to know how the character perceives the world, feels emotions and
pain, how he thinks and believes. In other words, the writer has to know
his character from the inside out.

But wait a minute, says the would-be writer who, by now, must be
thoroughly confused. Isn't this a retrograde step? Aren't you now going
to say that the writer must turn to himself, rely on his own resources?
Yes, I am. But be careful how you use the word "experience". We are hamper-
ed here by the language that is normally the greatest boon to a writer.
Because the very flexibility of the language, the ability to use words in
so many different senses, really does trip up anyone trying to make a
precise statement.

Let us backtrack a little in this argument. The young writer says:
"But I am young, I haven't had the time, the opportunity, to build up the
necessary experiences," Possibly, I concede, just about; if we assume
that the writer in question is an infant still, or has led a totally
sheltered life. But for the normal run of humanity - and infants and
those totally sheltered from the outside world are not, in the normal
way of things, people who want to be writers - anyone who has reached
the age of, say, his early twenties, has a wealth of experience to draw
on. .

I am going to divide experience into two sorts, experience of the
inner world and experience of the outside world. By experience of the
inner world I am talking about feelings and emotions. Most people have
pretty well run the gamut of these, at least to the extent that they have
some sort of referent to draw upon. I, for instance, have never experienced
any really terrible pain. But I can cheerfully subject my creations to
horrible suffering because I know what pain is, I have undergone a fair
range of pains, I know enough to extrapolate. With a little outside help
that I shall come to shortly.

Experience of the outside world speaks for itself. This, of course,
does vary from person to person; and it is usually what the writer thinks
of when he asks himself what he has experienced. In some respects I have
been quite fortunate, I've visited most parts of Britain, Ireland, and
a fair portion of Western Europe. This has provided a fair stock of
backgrounds against which I can stage my little dramas, and some idea of
the different ways in which the same sort of problem can be approached.
Of course this sort of thing is important to a writer, and without
advocating a Hemingwayesque approach, I do think that a writer should lay
himself open to as many different experiences as he can. But that does
not mean that it is all-important. If you know how to look for them you
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can find as many backcloths and plot ideas on your own home ground. And
there are many good writers who have not felt the need to go off in search
of exotic locations and Yhe like. But, more than all that, experience

does not begin and end with what you see and touch and smell and taste

and hear.What is important is not the sensation, but the comprehension of
that sensation. And there are ways of comprehending someone else's
sensation.

This allows in a whole new order of experience that tends to be
unjustly ignored. Secondary experience is that which is filtered through
someone else, the sort you glean from books, letters, articles, films,
television,photographs,conversation, and so on. Admittedly it is not the
same as the real thing; a camera can lie, there are all sorts of object-
ions. But I am not proposing secondary experience as some sort of surro-
gate for the real thing, but as an adjunct. You see, this is how a writer
,O0r anybody,come to that, assimilates information - from any and every
source that comes to hand.

Everything, to use a metaphor I have used before, is grist to the
mill. It is taken up, the mill grinds. New information is added, that
too is ground up. Everything is broken down into fine sand. The grains
shift perpetually into new and unguessable combinations, until finally
a handful of sand is taken out to be formed into a brick thnat will go to
build a story. That is imagination - the re-assembly of fragments of
experience in new, or at least unexperienced conjunctions. Depending
upon how small the fragments of experience have been ground, we judge
how original the end product is. But imagination cannot build if it has
no bricks to build with.

To give an example of the experiential importance of secondary
experience, I have written stories set in periods of history I have never
had experience of. And I intend to write more. If I were to rely on the
direct experience I have never had, I could do nothing. But by research,
by reading factual books, and by seeing how other creators of fiction
have dealt with the period, I have been able to consruct a skeletal
framework which I clothe with my story and flesh out with what I can
glean from my inner experiences.

Books and the rest provide information, facts and theories. If I
am writing, as I have done, about the overthrow of Edward II in 1327,
then the history books can give me the sequence of events, it can tell
me something of the character of Edward though not of most of the other
main actors, they can give a clue to motivations in some of the speeches
that have survived, and the historians can provide theories to fill in
some of the gaps. But there are an awful lot of gaps. I can fill some
in by looking further afield for details about social conditions,
political make-up, fashions in dress and warfare, and other such back-
ground imformation that helps to build up a picture of what made the
people tick, of how they acted and what sort of straitjacket blinkered
their thoughts. Then I can build up on thiés basic information with
what I can gather from what is still there to see. Castles, museums,
the landscape; there is a lot still available for direct experience to
work upon. Finally I bring my inner experience to play upon the characters;
how would I act there, what would I think in this situation, all bearing
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in mind the background information I have already gathered via secondary
experience. There are