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And another 'Crystal Ship'
slides down the slipway and out
into the world. As -always, it has
taken me longer than I expected to
get the thing together. Considering
the fact that my job at the Open
University consists (in part, at
least) of running round and thump-
ing academics and editors who fail
to meet their deadlines, it is
rather poetic justice that I can
never get CS together quite when I
plan it. Oh well, no doubt the
experience is a salutary one for me
- I may even mellow into tolerance
and understanding of those poor,
hard-done-by academics who fail in
their attempts to give birth to a
new masterpiece of education every
year or so. But I hope not - other-
wise I'1ll be the one falling down
on the job!

As promised last issue, this CS
is a thematic one, being 'Oriental
flavoured'. In some cases, the
'oriéntal flavour' will be quite
strong, as in Martyn Taylor's
article on Kurosawa; in other places
it will be more like the addition
of a soupgon of sweet'n'sour to
spice up a traditional Western dish.
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It's been a lot of fun doing this
one, even if it did mean even more
work in getting it together ( and
work that was nearly doubled when
the first layout I tried didn't
work out, and I had to junk it
and re-start all over again - one
lives and learns!) Just by way of
relief (for me!), the next issue
is going to be much more convent-
ional.

One of the most frequently-
asked questions that all faneds
are faced with at some time or
another, is "Why do you do it?
Why spend so much money, time,
and effort on producing fanzines?"

It's a good question, one every
faned must ask himself at some
time or other, especially when
things aren't going too well, and
the oft-promised issue sits there
looking like a pile of garbage on
your worktable. When the question
is asked by a non-fan, unaware of
the long tradition in fannish
circles of 'zine publishing, then
it is doubly difficult to answer.
And, of course, there are as many
reasons for publishing a fanzine



as there are faneds. My own reasoas
for publishing the 'Crystal Ship'
have become much clearer to me

over the last year or so; indeed,

I restarted CS after a long layoff
precisely because I had worked out
why I wanted to publish a fanzine,
rather than simply doing it
because it was a 'fun' thing, (it
is that too, naturally).

I produce the 'Crystal Ship'
for one main purpose, above all
others - to stimulate me and keep
my own aspirations alive and kick-

ing. I am, not to put too fine a
point on it, too damned lazy for
mv own good. It is far too easy
for me to slip back into my arm-
chair, escape into a good book
(and there are more good books
around in the world than I will
ever have a chance to read!), or
vegetate in front of the TV screen,
or to while away the hours listen-
ing to my record collection. That
is a very nice, comfortable
existence that makes the years
flow by with frightening rapidity.
But, locked into the back of what
passes for a brain in the Owen
clan, is a set of aspirations. Not
big, world-shaking ones (they're
stored further down, amongst the
garbage instilled by various
schools, churches, media indoctri-
nation, etec.), just little personal
ones, which I've harboured for as
many years as I've had the ability
to read. I'd like to transfer onto
the blank page words that convey
some of the things that go on in
my imagination, rather than
existing on the words that come
out of other people's brains.

So, following the oldest adage
in the book about writing ('to
write , you must first write'),
the 'Crystal Ship' emerges as the
first stage in a process of educa-
ting and disciplining me, that I
hope will continue for a few years
at least. The zine may wither away
and die once I reach a certain
level of competence as a writer;
such is the way of things. One
should never become entrenched in

any one position for tecc long,
otherwise the ability to move on
to fresher pastures atrophies, and
inspiration dies.

On the other hand, I do find
that CS is an outlet for other
interests too, which may mean it
will hang around long after I've

(perhaps) achieved my primary pur-

pose. I enjoy the contact CS brings
with other people (receiving mail
every day becomes addictive - the
disappointment of coming home to
an empty doormat is tremendous!)

I enjoy tussling with the design
problems that a zine of CS's
complexity brings (though I feel
in dire need of more help from the
more artistic members of the reader-
ship - come on folks, I've got to
keep the standards up somehow!) I
enjoy publishing other people's
work, thus enabling other readers
to get to know other writers' work.
In short, producing CS is also
becoming addictive! Increasing
amounts of my own spending money
go into the 'zine at the expense
of the record collection, or the
library (who can find time to

read any way?), and I can honestly
say that it's money well spent as
far as I'm concerned.

Having said all of that, the
obvious thing to be said is that I
need a certain 'return' on my in-
vestment of time, energy and money.
That, as far as I'm concerned,
means that while the print figure
of CS will remain about the 250
mark, it will not be being sent to
the same people all the time, un-
less those people respond in some
positive fashion, be it loc, zine
trade, contribution, whatever (any
thing but money - that's a waste
of a copy for me). If there's no
response, I may just assume you've
died and strike you off the mailing
list. So if you want to continue
to receive the 'Crystal Ship', you
know what ycu have to do - if you
don't like the 'zine, maybe you
could just sit on your hands for
a while and it will go away (I'd
prefer it if you told me why though).
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The appreciation of any work of
art is an essentially personal
endeavour, it being a truism that
'there is no accounting for taste'.
Nevertheless, there are certain
works that, by common consent, are
are deemed to be masterpieces; for
instance, Michaelangelo's 'David',
Shakespeare's 'Shall I compare thee

..', Mozart's 'Moonlight Sonata'.
In the cinema there are few such,
but among that number is Akira
Kurosawa's THE SEVEN SAMURAI. What
I hope to do in this discussion is
point out a few of the factors that
have led to this film becoming both
a touchstone and a landmark in
popular and critical acclaim.

THE SEVEN SAMURAI was, for
Kurosawa, a labour of love and a
long painful birth, at that. He had
long wished to make a serious
‘jidai geki' (historical epic), one
that would strive for realism, even
naturalism, in contrast to the
heavily stylised manner adopted by
most Japanese directors. During the
year it took to shoot the film
(following on a protracted period
of preparation) Kurosawa was be-
devilled by problems akin to those
Coppolla met in the making of
APOCALYPSE NOW. In the end, even
the weather seemed to have joined
forces in conspiring against him,
and all the while the Japanese
press hounded him for his ambition
and daring in so openly flaunting
the traditional forms.

That rejection of tradition is

significant, given the dominant

)“ role of tradition and precedent in
Japanese society, and an example of

n cinematic tradition may serve to
illustrate the extent of that
significance. The 'Jjidai geki' is

\J to Japanese filmgoers what the
Western is to American filmgoers
and, to paraphrase Randolph Hearst,

K both print the legend rather than

.

AKIRA the truth. Both genres have as one
KUROSAWA'S of their principal concerns violent
'THE death, and the manner in which the
SEVEN act of death is depicted is central
SAMURATI' : to their style. Before THE SEVEN
AN SAMURAI, death in a 'jidai geki'
APPRAISAL was clean, honourable and relative-
BY ly painless - for the hero, at
MARTYN least - much as in old time West--
TAYLOR. erns a man was shot once in the
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chest, staggered, groaned and died.



Since THE SEVEN SAMURAI Japanese
films have become something of a
byword for the sickening, porno-
graphic, nature of their screen
violence. Deaths have become a
bloody spectacle, with limbs flying
and stage blood spouting like an
unattended gusher. At the same time
however, there seems to have been

a parallel development towards
still greater stylisation (perhaps
best exemplified by the stately un-
reality of, say, SHOGUN ASSASSIN).
It is interesting that there have
been similar developments in Holly-
wood (and other) Westerns, until
there now seems to be a dichotomy
between the gore-soaked likes of
THE LAWMAN and SOLDIER BLUE, and
the almost balletic strip cartoon
action of the spaghetti Westerns.
The reality, in contrast to both,
is that the human animal with an
intact will to live does not die

at all easily. Bits of our bodies
may strew the soil, and most of

our blood may soak into it, but
still we can survive. By modern
standards, the weaponry of the

Wild West was ludicrously inaccur-
ate and low powered (even if
samurai blades are still unsurpas-
sed for murderous shezrpness). The
expression 'I'1l fill you full of
lead' doubtless grew out of the
necessity to do precisely that to
be reasonably certain of killing

a man. Of course, the trauma of
being struck by the heavy slug from
a Sharp's rifle might disable a
man, and subsequent bloodloss kill
him - the weapon was, after all,
designed to down buffalo - but only
a lucky shot to the head would
certainly kill him instantly.
History gives us numerous examples
of men continuing to function in
battle with the most atrocious of
injuries, and the reality of West-
ern shootouts is probably better
and more accurately shown in, say,
Walter Hill's THE LONG RIDERS -

in which the James/Clanton gang are
literally shot to pieces in an
ambush and still ride away - than
in other, more cinematically
effective, films. I shall return

to Kurosawa's nature as a film-
maker, but for the moment it will
suffice to remark that the conflict
between Kurosawa the cinematograp-
her and Kurosawa the seeker

after naturalistic realism is not
fully resolved in IHE SEVEN SAMURAL,
with the film entertainer's instinct
winning out.

Another departure from Japanese
attitudes was Kurosawa's mainten-
ance of the proposition that a
'jidai geki' ought to hold up a
mirror to contemporary circumstance,
a point of view he took from his
hero, Mizoguchi. "...of...importance
is Mizoguchi's almost continual
insistence that history be regarded
as contemporary in that its prob-
lems were no less unique, no less
personal, than ours, and further -
given the perspective of history -
we are more likely to appreciate
something of ourselves when it is
given to us out of our own histori-
cal context." (Donald Richie) What
Kurosawa does is to show that
historical characters can be, were,
and are motivated by other concerns
than the sterile, deadening, and
anyway historically inaccurate,
rigid honour code depicted in con-
ventional films. In doing this, he
populates his films with recogniz-
able human beings, people not too
much unlike us. Given the spell-
binding influence of the Kabuki and
Noh traditions in Japanese films
(no less significant than the in-
fluence of stage-bound, word orien-
ted character drama on Western
cinema) this was a radical depart-
ure that opened up his film more
easily to Western comprehension -
most of us know less than nothing
about Kabuki and Noh, and not much
more about Japan in general.

The storyline of THE SEVEN
SAMURAIL is unashamedly a romance,
but a muscular romance neverthe-
less. It is reasonably well known
in the West because of John Sturges'
barefaced rip-off, THE MAGNIFICENT
SEVEN. A peasant village has been
terrorised for years by a gang of
bandits who take crops and women,
and kill a few men. At the begin-
ning of the film, the villagers'
patience is exhausted and they
determine to search out samurai
(essentially clans of mercenary
warriors) who will protect them.
Given the abject poverty of the
village, and the fact that all
they can offer the samurai in
return for risking their lives is



the rice from their own mouths and
the uncertain adventure of it all,
they need to find some rather
exceptional men. At first they fail,
until stumbling upon Kambei, an
older samurai who seems to be the
embodiment of their dreams. A bowl
of rice, an adventure, and the
conviction that he will be doing
good are all he needs to decide to
accompany the villagers. Four other
samurai accrete about the pole of
his example - the novice Katsushiro,
Kambei's old friend Gorobei, the
crafty Heihachi, the stalwart

Shichiroji.

The gathering of the sixth of
the seven involves one of the most
influential sequences in the entire
film, echoes of which can be seen
in countless martial arts films and
spaghetti westerns. That this
sequence should be so influential
is heavily ironic, because it is
the least typical of the film's
overall style. We meet Kyusho, a
master swordsman whose only aim in
life is the perfection of his
bloody art. Another samurai refuses

to accept defeat in a practice
bout. While Xyusho does not wish
to fight he is unwilling to deny
his opponent his suicidal impulse,
and accepts. The two spar and pose
in traditional style. Then his
opponent charges at the motionless
Kyusho. It seems as though he must
die, until his sword moves faster
than the eye can follow and the
man comes to a very abrupt halt.
The tableau is held for what seems
like hours, then the man slowly
topples over cold dead. I shall
return later to the reasons why
Kurosawa adopted this, for him,
anachronistic style, but it is
marvellously effective.

Kyusho joins Kambei and the
others, leaving them one short.
Desperate as he is, Kambei will
not accept the drunken braggart
Kikuchiyo. By the time they reach
the village, though, Kikuchiyo has
ingratiated himself, and the seven
set about training and equipping
the villagers for the battle. Once
that battle is done, only three of
the samurai survive, but all the
bandits are dead and the village
freed. In other hands the film
could have ended in melodramatic
triumph, but any triumph is muted
as the villagers go about the
everlasting business of planting
the fields. Kurosawa portrays the
victory of the villagers side by
side with the tragedy of the
samurai, who have fought and seen
their friends die for something
from which they are excluded.

That final sequence alone stamps
THE SEVEN SAMURAI as the work of a
great artist who can combine the
general with the particular, the
mundane with the sublime, tragedy
with comedy, success with failure,
in a seamless whole that so closely
mirrors life.

If there is any single element
that characterises THE SEVEN SAMU-
RAT, it is the fact that it is a
motion picture. The screen is

constantly filled with movement,

and when the characters are still
then the camera moves. Given that
the bulk of the film was shot on
location during 1953, when the
Japanese film industry was equipped
with cameras best described as



archaic, this is a considerable
technical achievement, but the
significance lies in the mood
engendered, which is one of pre-
cariousness, of fragility, of a
sea change looming. Even the most
placid, still characters, Gizaku
the village elder,and Rikichi's
kidnapped wife, are seen against
a background of constant motion
that at once enhances and subverts
their stillness. Kurosawa is at
once praising their serenity and
pointing out that it is out of
keeping with their social circum-
stances.

As well as physical motion on
the screen Kurosawa shows himself
to be a master of that most abused
trick in the director's repertoire
- the pace of cutting between
camera angles to heighten the
desired impression. Few have com-
bined the change of image, musical
soundtrack and plot action to
generate a required emotional
impact to quite the extent that
Kurosawa achieves. Take the final
two sequences, those of the
climactic battle and the leave-
taking of the samurai. Both occupy
roughly the same amount of screen
time, although the battle scene
has ninety different camera shots
to the thirty of the departure.

Of course there are more events
to be depicted in the battle but
the departure conveys as much, if
not more, information necessary
to a full understanding of the
whole story. It is a rare film
maker who can combine really good
action sequences with genuine
emotional evocation in the same
film, which is what Kurosawa
does.

Even within the context of a
muddy, bloody, confused battle
Kurosawa contrives to use the
techniques of differing pace to a
specific, coherent purpose and
not simple, generalised effect;
in this case to create and direct
emotional reaction to a revelation
of central motivation. During the
film the two novices, Katsushiro
and Kikuchiyo, have closely ob-
served the actions of Kyusho, each
in their own way. Katsushiro holds
him as an ideal, and treats him
with reverence, whereas Kikuchiyo

hides his real feelings. When
Kyusho is killed, it is Kikuchiyo
who thrusts aside Katsushiro in
his eagerness to avenge the man.
There follows a frantic crescendo
as he dashes, maddened, through
the pouring rain, and then a
diminuendo - literally a dying
fall - as he is shot and, dying,
inexorably pursues and kills the
bandit chief even as he himself is
dying. Stillness follows his coll-
apse to the ground, a long held
image of the rain beating down
remorselessly on the pathetically

exposed corpse. Kurosawa almost
orders the audience to savour
their horror at the death of the
most recognizably human of the
samurai in a typically quixotic
act, his message summed up in a
single image - that of a farmer's
boy who dared lying dead in the
rain.

Just as THE SEVEN SAMURAI is a
picture of movement it tells its
story through images, not words.
The film is 160 minutes long,
during which time there are 1250
camera shots and all of 685 lines



of dialogue, not one of which
rises above the banal. No charac-
ter says anything clever, or witty
or even profound. What price the
conventional image of Japanese
wisdom? In this film,Confucius he
not say... All the most telling
points are portrayed in visual,
not verbal, terms. What words
there are add an extra layer of
cerebral comprehension but the
viewer who sees only the images
and hears only the music would
have a full emotional awareness of
the story. This is a universal
film. It transcends national,
linguistic and cultural bounda-
ries. It is an illustration of
human capacity. It is also a
demonstration of the huge poten-
tial of film for the telling of
stories conceived and portrayed
in images rather than chimerical
words. Kurosawa has regularly
bemoaned the fact that he is
forced to translate his visual
conceptions into words in order
to sell them to his financial
backers. His younger friend and
disciple, Francis Ford Coppolla,
has also been known to remark -
at some length - upon the practi-
cal problems faced by artists who
conceive pictorial dramatic works
in a culture that remains essenti-
ally stage, and therefore word,
oriented in dramatic terms. It is
in this respect that THE SEVEN
SAMURAI is a landmark, an example
of what can be achieved.

As remarked upon earlier,
Kurosawa followed Mizoguchi in
believing that the 'jidai geki'
ought to hold up a mirror to
contemporary life. The institution
of the samurai holds a unique
place in Japanese history. A
search for Western parallels is
interesting but ultimately futile.
The institution, like all institu-
tions, arose in response to
certain social pressures, and once
those pressures died it too died.
Many in Japan would like a resto-
ration of what they imagine is
the samurai ethic. - Kurosawa,
while plainly fascinated, is by
no means uncritical. Katsushiro
is a traditional samurai, born to
it. He accepts without question
the privileges of his calling,

and, to be fair, its duties. He
falls in love with a village girl,
Shino, and they consummate that
love before the final battle. Both
survive, yet, when it is time for
him to leave, Shino does not even
acknowledge his unspoken invita-
tion to accompany him, merely
bowing her head to go on planting
rice. Doubtless a Japanese tradi-
tionalist would applaud, viewing
their sacrifice as the noble and
virtuous triumph of duty over love.
Kurosawa portrays it as simple,
ignorant waste.

That even the institution of
the samurai has become an anachron-
iism is shown pointedly in Kyusho.
A small, mild looking man, he
walks without fear through a
violent land because of his con-
fidence in his skill. He is aware
he will probably be killed, but
believes that the man with the
skill to kill him must, by defini-
tion, be a better human being -
q.e.d.. Kyusho is killed by a
bullet from a rifle, fired from
hiding by the bandit chief. Just
as a single shot sounded Kyusho's
personal death knell, so the
report of firearms was the death
knell for all samurai. Their code
of honourable combat could not
survive the advent of a weapon
that dealt silent, unseen extinc-
tion from safe distances. Profess-
ionals in an esoteric art, they
were overtaken by a technological
revolution that made the meanest
criminal the death dealing equal
of the most skilled samurai.
Kurosawa looked back with a 20th
Century perspective, of course,
but that does not invalidate his
judgement.

The gun, of course, was the
chosen weapon of the protagonists
in THE MAGNIFICENT SEVEN and it is
illuminating from the aspect of
Judging the two films to compare
the characterisations of the
respective outsiders. Kurosawa
has Toshiro Mifune (a leading
member of Kurosawa's repertory
and , along with Ramaz Chkhivadze
of the Rustavelli Company of
Georgia, a member of the company
of truly great actors) play
Kikuchiyo as a bragging, bumptious
cockatoo of a man who is,



nevertheless, the bravest of all
the samurai. He is prepared to
characterise the peasants as
cunning, treacherous and worthless
(by samurai standards at least)
and yet he takes insane risks, and
eventually dies on their behalf
because he is one of them and
cannot avoid his love for them.
The largest by far of the charact-
ers on screen, with his heart
never too far from his sleeve,
Kikuchiyo is determined to be
twice as large as life, and five
times as loud. He adopts the

role of hero and eventually it
fits him. In THE MAGNIFICENT
SEVEN, by contrast, Horst Bucholz
is little more than darkly roman-
tic decoration, a moral and hu-
man cipher, by far the smallest
character,who has the burden of
the Kikuchiyo role divided bet-
ween himself and Charles Bronson.
In this difference is encapsulated
the difference between the films.
Sturges'film is by no means bad.
It is well made, looks good, and
as an 'oater' is a leading example
- and good entertainment to boot!
Nevertheless, it lacks the passion-
ate conviction that burns through
Kurosawa's film, and it is that
conviction which is a necessary
ingredient of any work that aspires
to being art, never mind great art.

During the course of this dis-
cussion, I have referred to
problems Kurosawa encountered in
making what many consider to be a
genuinely great film. Those prob-
lems did not cease with the final
printing of his film. The fact of
the matter is that THE SEVEN
SAMURAI as made by Akira Kurosawa
has never been seen outside Japan.
That film was 200 minutes long,
and while there have been various
shorter versions cut from it -
one Japanese, two American, one
German at the least - the appalling
fact is that we shall never have
the opportunity to see this film
as Kurosawa made it. No prints of
his 200 minute film exist, and not
even the negatives of the excised
portions survive. The principal
architects of this emasculation
were RKO Radio Pictures, and while
one can hope that the executives
responsible are aware of their

crime there cannot be much founda-
tion to that hope. That, even in
its shortened, mangled form, THE
SEVEN SAMURAI is accepted as one

of the greatest motion pictures

yet made is testimony to Kurosawa's
achievement.

Art Credits

Art Credits this issue are
few y since they have been all
done by either Steve Lines or
myself. Steve's contributions are
unnistakable (well, they're the
good ones!), but for completeness
sake, I'1l list them anyway.

Steve Lines - pp#4,6,7,10,30, 31,34,

All the rest are the work of
your 'umble servant, with apologies
to messrs Hokusai and Utamaro - you
can stop spinning in your graves
now,lads! (Plagiarism Rools, OK?S

I'm hoping to get a bit more
artwork of differing sorts into
the next issue, so if the fanartists
would please step forward and be
counted, I'd be delighted to give
you space in the -ine!



THE FIRST FANZINE

by John D. Owen

It has always been assumed that
the first fanzines were established
in America in response to the 'pulp’
magazines - and all the history
books tell us this is so. ( The
Encyclopedia Of SF, for example,
gives the first identifiable
fanzine as being THE COMET, produ-
ced in 1930.) But recent research
in the Chinese rooms of the British
Museum and Library has revealed
that the first real fanzine was
published way back in the little-
known F'aan Dynasty of Ancient
China, in about »000 BC.

The F'aan Dynasty is an unbeliev-
ably obscure area of history, which
lasted a mere five generations, a
totally insignificant era in the
huge span of Chinese history. The
F'aans were a homely breed, and
their main pleasure in life was
listening to stories. Each noble-
man's house in China at the time
nad a resident storyteller, who's
job obviously depended entirely
on his ability to spin a good
yarn, and who's imagination was
forced to work overtime to keep
pace with the voracious appetite
that the F'aans had for new tales.
Naturally enough, many of the story-
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tellers were regularly dismissed
when they dried up, and had to
find new posts, which made the
profession rather a precarious one.

The storytellers tried many
different ways to improve their lot
in life. They formed unions (which
failed because the F'aan nobles
simply beheaded anyone who went on
strike - that caused a temporary
shortage of tale-spinners in a few
places, but persuaded the others
that unions were not a healthy
idea ). They tried hiring travellers
to bring back tales from far dis-
tant lands (which fell out of
favour when the travellers returned
and decided that storytelling was
a nice, sedentary occupation to
retire to after a life of travel,
and replaced their employers).

They organised conventions to swap
stories (which failed because, in
the nature of all conventions, the
attendees spent so much time swill-
ing back the rice wine, that the
only thing they could remember
about the cons afterwards was the
colour of the kimono the hostess
was (maybe) wearing when they
finally slid under the table). All
to no avail. The problem really
had them foxed, and the turn-over
in storytellers was becoming very
rapid as the F'aan Dynasty's
appetite for stories grew. Many
storytellers were thinking of
banding together in groups and
acting as travelling libraries,
just to be sure of making enough
for a crust or two.

Then along came a storyteller's
apprentice who solved the problem
for them. B'din was a typical
apprentice, sold to a storyteller
by his parents at an early age.
Since the storyteller's one aim in
life was to find a way to live that
didn't involve work, naturally,
B'din was rushed off his feet doing
all the things that the master
storyteller couldn't be bothered
with, like telling bedtime stories
to the F'aan children. One day,
however, B'din managed to get a
day off (it was a special feast
day, when appremtices were allowed
to run wild), and he got together
with other apprentices in the little
town where he lived, and generally
chewed the fat about how bad their



bosses all were, and how wonderful
they'd be when they became masters.

The apprentices gathered in the
Chinese equivalent of the local
tavern. After many applications of
rice wine ( it was like a mini-
convention, in some ways), the
tanner's apprentice began to be-
moan the fact that his master
specialised in dragonskin leather.
The other apprentices laughed, as
this speciality had made the
tanner a wealthy man, such was the
beauty and soft suppleness of the
finished product.

"You don't know the half of it,"
the tanner complained. "Dragonskin
is murder to work with. You have
to be so careful. One scratch on
the skin and the thing is ruined.
It lets water seep through the
scratch, you see. Then the cobblers
have shoes that leak from new."

B'din laughed. "You've got few
problems, my friend. At least you
are in a stable profession. My
master's drying up at the moment,
gettinga block on new storylines,
so we will be seeking new employ-
ment before very long. A story-
teller's lot is not a happy one.”

A scribe's apprentice chipped
in. "Why doesn't your master keep
up a correspondence with other
storytellers? That way, you'd be
able to exchange plots and story-
lines and keep the same job."

B'din snorted. "It's been tried.
Trouble is, you scribes monopolise
the letter-writing market, as our
skills are strictly verbal; few of
us can write coherently, though
most can read." (This is true, as
one of the awkwardnesses of the
Chinese language has always been
its need for very precise calli-
graphics for the writing to be
readable exactly as intended. That
took skill to achieve and only the
scribes and the very wealthy ever
had the time to perfect their
craft to that extent.) B'din went
on, "Your prices are too high for
us, scribe - and keeping a corres-
pondence going with a number of
different contacts (which is what
you would need) would bankrupt the
most successful storyteller."

"What about this new-fangled
1

idea that the scutherners have cone
up with - using wooden blocks to
put characters on paper. You could
turn out lots of copies then, and
distribute them cheaply." The
scribe grimaced at the tanner's
remarks; it was obviously a painful
topic, since it threatened to
remove a section of his more lucra-
tive work, the hand copying of
books.

"If there is a tradesman more
costly than a scribe, it's a wood
carver, especially a specialist
one." B'din looked down into his
empty cup and wondered whose round
it was. "Mind you," he mused. "If
you had a really cheap way of
printing, that would solve the
problem - you could circulate
round the whole profession sheets
of stories and tips and how to
brighten old themes up."

"Wishful thinking, I'm glad to
say." Said the scribe, and B'din
grunted his agreement, realising
that it was his round, and that
his money was nearly all gone.

By now, the rice wine was turn-
ing the apprentices into sleepy,
morose individuals who were only
too ready to bemoan their fate all
night. Conversation swung back to
the tanner's dragonskins.

"How do you get that burnished
look to dragonskin, tanner?"said
the scribe.

"Well, it takes a long while
because of the scratch problem.
You mount the dragonskin on a
special wide drum of perforated
bronze covered in felt. Then you
bring it into contact with another
drum, which is mirror bright. You
increase the pressure and revolve
the first drum against the second,
spraying them with oil. Do it long
enough and the skin polishes comp-
letely. You then test it for
scratches by putting more oil into
the drum itself and seeing whether
it seeps out - if it does, it's
bad news. It means the skin is
worthless for anything other than
cleaning rickshaws!"

B'din's head was fogged with
rice wine - but there was some-
thing there in the tanner's story
that he couldn t quite grasp. He



shook his head and did the most
natural thing that came to mind -
"Who's round is it now?" Groans
came from the scribe. "Mine again,
I suppose." The evening ended with
the apprentices rolling drunk and
noisy, as is the way of things.

A few days later, however,
B'din's work took him-past the
work-shop of the tanner. He wande-
red in to see his friend, and
found him preparing to test a
piece of dragonskin. He watched
as the apprentice cleaned the skin
and rollers of the aromatic oil
they used for polishing, and then
the youth filled the drum with
more oil. The apprentice then took
a piece of paper, inserted it bet-
ween the roller and the skin, and
revolved the drum. The paper pop-
ped out the other side, the youth
grabbed it, took one look at the
markings on the surface, and
groaned. "Another one ruined!"
B'din took the paper from the
tanner and looked at it closely -
the marks almost resembled
writing. An idea suddenly burst
into fruition in his mind. "Would
that work if you deliberately
scratched the skin?" He asked.

"Of course, though why anyone
would want to is beyond me!"

"What if the oil were ink?
Would it still seep through?"

"Yes, naturally - it'd make a
right mess of the skins, though."

B'din grinned. "You've solved
our problem for us. If I can get
hold of an old burnishing machine
and some dragonskins, I can get
the scribe to scratch the writing
on the skins, put ink into the
machine and run paper copies off,
which we can send to the other
storytellers. End of problem."

And so it came about that B'din
and his friend saved the story-
tellers of F'aan a lot of heart-
ache and worry by circulating the
first "F'aanzine", full of useful
tips about storytelling. Rival
sheets sprang up like wildfire,
and soon there were hundreds in
circulation, and the F'aan dynasty
nobility were treated to a new
renaissance in the storytelling
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art. Unfortunately, it came in the
fifth generation of the dynasty -
which was overthrown by a disgrunt-
led lesser clan from the South.
These were stolid, practical folk
who saw no particular benefit in
storytelling. They were known as
the R'aat-F'aans, whose rule saw
the end of both storytellers and
fanzines, since they ruthlessly
leapt on any slight deviation from
their own views with such abandon
that the whole trade was regarded
as being too risky - 'when reality
is a bad dream, who needs stories?'
A pity really - think where we
could be if the most populous race
in the world were still a nation
of fans!

The Forgotten Planet, or
an Ecologist’s Dream

The place was dead,
so they said;
A dried-up turd,
was the word;
We came to gloat,
clear the throat,

And sneer at bones that lay
unstirred.

Crippled and maimed.
so they claimed;
Immp in the sky,
was the cry;
We wished to see
how it would be
And curse the fools who let it

die.
But we found it green

in the sheen
Of Sol's old glow -

Complete re-birth
for old Earth
But who knew how?

Judith Buffery
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STRANGE
MARY GENTLE

'East is East and West is West'
(said Kipling, who after all did
not live in the global village),
'and never the twain shall meet.'
In science fiction, of course,
they have met: often. There was
Cordwalner Smith. There is, to
take a similar current example,
Somtow Sucharitkul.

Cordwainer Smith, aka Dr Paul
Myron Linebarger, was a political
scientist and a soldier; he was
also (as J.J.Pierce notes in his
introduction to the Ballantine
collection THE BEST OF CORDWAINER
SMITH) multilingual, and intimate
with several cultures, both Orient-
al and Occidental. Somtow Sucha-
ritkal is an avant-garde Thai
musician as well as SF writer;
IAsfm quotes him as 'commuting bet-
ween Washington DC and Bangkok'.

It does not do, however, to deal
too much with personalities - for
one thing, because Smith is dead
and can't answer back, and Suchar-
itkul is alive and very well might.
Consider them then from the read-
er's point of view: as names
attached to a handful of books and
short stories.

Short stories are as good a
place as any to begin, if only
because it answers the question:
why these particular writers?
Cordwainer Smith because he was
the first to transfer Oriental
styles and influences into science
fiction (I exclude fantasy), and
Sucharitkul because he is travel-
ling in the opposite direction,
uniting with the West; and because
he shows in his early work strong
evidence of being directly in-
fluenced by Cordwainer Smith.

One of the many things that
makes Smith a brilliant writer is
his capacity to surprise. Style,
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images, nomenclature: all are
uncommon. Take the opening of
"The Dead Lady of Clown Town":

'You already know the end - the
immense drama of the Lord
Jestocost, seventh of his line,
and how the cat-girl C'mell
initiated the wvast conspiracy.
But you do not know the begin-
ning, how the first Lord Jesto-
cost got his name, because of
the terror and inspiration which
his mother, Lady Goroke, obtain-
ed from the famous real-life
drama of the dog-girl D'joan.

It is even less likely that you
know the other story - the one
behind D' joan.'

Here is the auctorial voice
addressing the reader directly,
talking of fictitious events as if
they were history too well known
t0 need explanation; the use of
unfamiliar terms, the references
to unknown events which, together
with the hint of a 'real' story
behind the story, create an effect
of great suspense.

One of his strengths is that he
rarely explained the terms on
which his universe operated. In
"Under Old Earth", for example, we
have: the Gebiet, the Bezirk, the
Douglas-Ouyang planets and the
gentleman-suicides; manikins,
triple-think, and congohelium. To
balance, he has also the gift of
taking himself seriously but not
solemnly: witness in the same
story, a conversation between one
of the Lords of the Instrumental-
ity and a robot Centurion guard:

'‘"They are having babies!" said
Flavius excitedly.

"I know that."

"They have hooked in two illegal
instant-message machines, "



shouted Flavius.

Sto Odin was calm. "So that's why the Earth's
credit structure has appeared to be leaking
in its balance of trade."

"They have a piece of the congohelium!" shouted
Flavius.

"The congohelium!" shouted the Lord Sto Odin.
"impossible! It's unstable. They could kill
themselves. They could hurt Earth! What are
they doing with it?"

"Making music...."!

A touch of strange, and a certain dry humour.
But there is more to his work than this. All his
stories are fragments of a greater whole - he
may well also have been the writer who initiated
the concept of a future history. Unlike many
that followed, his is a true unity: a progression
from the Instrumentality's rule of a happy mind-
less utopia on and through the Rediscovery of
Man, and the apotheosis of the animal-derived
Underpeople.

Smith's is the overview of history -~ his
narrator speaks to us from a time as far beyond
the Rediscovery of Man as we are before it;
sorting through legends, music, art, and video-
tapes in an attempt to uncover the ‘historical
truth'. The emotional power comes from his
creation of the characters who make history, and
their own personal lives.

The contrast between the individual and
history is all the more touching because, through
all the best of his stories, there runs a feel-
ing of immense sadness. His victories are born
out of tragedy: the Lord Sto Odin dying so as
to preserve the Earth, the martyrdom of D'joan,
the hidden love of the cat-girl C'mell for the
Lord Jestocost. The influences here are Christ-
ian, references to the '0ld Strong Religion' are
often linked with the Underpeople; their theme is
of redemption, and hatred for racist oppression.

What could be more Western? The Oriental
influences are more subtly present - in style,
in the use of casual violence to body and mind,
in transposed quotes ('...the wise man Laodz
declared, "Water does nothing but it penetrates
everything. Inaction finds the road"'). His Lords
and Ladies of the Instrumentality have all much
of the Mandarin about them: Chinese warlords,
autocrats, at once tyrannical and benevolent,
exercising unrestrained power over many worlds:

'Watch but do not govern; stop war but do
not wage it; protect, but do not control;
and first, survive!' ('Drunkboat')

'The Lords of the Instrumentality were the
corrupt rulers of a corrupt world, but they
learned to make corruption serve their civil
and military ends... With the launching of
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the attack, Earth itself changed. Corrupt
rascals became what they were in title: the
leaders and the defenders of mankind'

(Golden The Ship Was - On!Oh!Oh!)

In short, they govern as though they meant
it. I suspect this has little to do with
culture, more to do with Paul Linebarger's
experience of the genuine exercise of political
power. In the end it is impossible to say what
in these stories is 'Eastern' or 'Western',
only what is unigue to Cordwainer Smith.

Somtow Sucharitkul's career begins in 1979
with two stories, 'The Thirteenth Utopia’
(ANALOG) and 'The Web Dancer'(IAsfm). They are
set in the universe of 'the Dispersal of Man'
and feature a galactic theocracy of 'Inquestors',
borrowing also the religious overtones of the
Instrumentality. These early stories feature'
one Lord Davaryush, an Inquestor who 'loses
faith' after a spiritual experience in 'The
Thirteenth Utopia' and goes on to plot rebel-
lion in 'The Web Dancer'. The heroine of this
latter story is a girl cloned for her biological
abilities of balance, created as the Instrumen-
tality created the Underpeople.

The Inquestor stories include such hardware
as optical lasers, shimmercloaks, tachyon
bubbles, and delphinoid ship minds. (The
difference being, I think, that these are
instantly familiar to the Sf reader, whereas
Smith's vocabulary ic not.) Two further stories
in IAsfm - 'Darktouch',Jan 80;'Light on the
Sound',Aug 80 - develop this further: the
apostate Lord Davaryush and the woman Darktouch
set out to free the delphinoid ship-minds from
the agony of being used as starships. There are
echoes here of another source, Robert F. Young's
'Starfinder' stories (appearing in F&SF 1977-80)
feature 'space whales' as living starships to
very similar effect.

The differences, then, between Smith and
Sucharitkul? Moral ambiguity, for one. The
Instrumentality never quite manages to be any-
thing as simplistic as good or evil; the Inquest
is evil from the beginning, and the Lord Davary-
ush far too willing to be drawn from his hier-
archical power-games into subversion with
ordinary people. Sucharitkul's characters are
ill-defined, prone to shallow emotional
responses and hearts-and-flowers sentimentality,
tending to be ‘redeemed by love' in saccharine
endings. Smith's Lords and Underpeople reach
out to each other, misunderstand each other,
without ever ceasing to be themselves: servant
and lord. The Instrumentality is nine-tenths
under the surface; the Inquest is all surface,
and a slick surface at that.

Compare, for example, pivotal points. Cord-
wainer Smith has a gift for turning-points, for
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-that Tolkien called the 'eucata-
strophe', for the feeling that
history is made here, this world,
this moment:

'"T do say this happiness is
not real..."
"How can you," she shouted at
him,"in the face of the evid-
ence. OQur evidence, which we of
the Instrumentality decided on
a long time ago. We collect it
ourselves. Can we, the Enstru-
mentality, be wrong?"
"Yes," said the Lord Sto Odin.'
('Under 0ld Earth')

'The revolution lasted six
minutes and covered one hundred
and twelve meters.'

('The Dead Lady of Clown Town')

‘", ..they're animals - under-
people. Destroy! Destroy!" Then
came the answer which has creat-
ed our own time. It came from
the Lady Arabella Underwood,

and all Kalma heard it:

"Perhaps they are people. They
must have a trial."

...The Lady Panc Ashash said
quietly to Elaine, "I thought
I would be dead by now. Really
dead, at last. But I am not. I
have seen the worlds turn,
Elaine, and you-have seen them
turn with me."' _

('The Dead Lady of Clown Town®)

In their context, they move to
tears. The pivotal point in 'Light
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on the Sound', in contrast, passes
almost unnoticed, embedded in the
text:

'"Phe Galaxy is large, Daavye,
and the Inquest only imagines
it controls everything..."
Davaryush waited.

"Now there's only one thing I
want," she said, "I want the
end of the Inquest."

Power of Powers! Davaryush
thought. At last, I've finally
heard the unutterable thing...
uttered. I've had so many doubts,
but I've never conceived of the
destruction of the web that
binds the Dispersal...'

In Smith's stories we are made
aware of the historical importance
of events. It should therefore be
impersonal - but when the Lady
Panc Ashash speaks it is a voice
personal and immediate. Sucharitkul
has no similar historical perspect-
ive, and, to be fair I don't think
he was aiming for it here: his
comes later, in ‘'Darktouch', with
a visitor from the future telling
Davaryush in the 'past' of his
coming victory. But the reader is
less involved with personalities
than with the mechanics of temporal
paradox; the emotional impact is
gone.

It is less than fair to blame
Sucharitkul for not being Cord-
wainer Smith, though it is an
accusation he lays himself open
to by being so slavishly imitative.
But is it the fault of influence,
or even imitation, as such? Smith
himself, in the prologue to SPACE
LORDS, is quite happy to confess
the origins of 'Mother Hitton's
Little Kittons' (in 'Ali Baba and
the Forty Thieves'); 'The Dead
Lady of Clown Town' (Joan of Arc),
'Drunkboat' (Rimbaud), 'The Ballad
of Lost C'mell'(a 14th century
work by Lo Kuan-chung), and ‘A
Planet Named Shayol'(Dante Alig-
hieri). One is left asking if his
power comes from his own writing
or the templates he borrowed. True,
he could produce bad work (many of
the early stories, particularly
'From Gustible's Planet'). Also
true: .some very good stories are
without apparent antecedents -
'The Game of Rat and Dragon',



'Under 0Old Earth', 'Alpha Ralpha
Boulevard'. It's not what you
steal, it's what you do with it;
plagiarism has an ancient and
honourable history - but only when
it works.

So who is Somtow Sucharitkul
when he's not being Cordwainer
Smith or Robert F. Young? It's a
difficult, interesting question.
Regarding early work, there is the
'Mallworld' series (beginning in
JIAsfm with 'A Day In Mallworld',
Oct?79; 'Rabid In Mallworld', June
80; and 'Sing a Song of Mallworld',
July 80).

'"Mallworld! The biggest shop-
ping centre of all time, where
you can buy ANYTHING you could
possibly imagine."'

('A Day In Mallworld')

It is a spacestation shopping
preeinct, the ultimate consumer-
society's wet dream. This first
story introduces slapstick race &
chase on the space station, the
sexy alien Selspridar, and a teen-
age heroine:
'Now: why would a lonely, un-
satisfied, Bible-belt virgin
teenage girl like me ever want
to steal the family car, sneak
off the colony, and teleport to
Mallworld on the sabbath, any-
ways?...

...Apart from my plain saffron
robe, you couldn't tell me from
a Babylonian. I've got normal
black hair, freckles, budding
little breasts, regular periods,
and a perfectly normal, un-out-
landish name: Zoe McOmar.'

The view across the Atlantic
sees the Mallworld stories as
something other than pure slap-
stick. A sombre note underlies
them: the alien Selspridar have
cut Man off physically and visual-
ly from the stars ('"until we're
civilised"'), and the desire to
break free fuels the Mallworld
action. 'Rabid in Mallworld' is
equally slapstick about aliens who
eat their (non-sentient) young;
'Sing a Song of Mallworld' has a
young rich boy musician as hero,
who cannot play anything emotion-
ally mature until he's seen Mall-
world's seamy underside. After
that (and without attempting to

use his wealth to actually help
anyone) he makes beautiful music
- presumably for those who can
afford to listen to it. It's
almost impossible to read Mallworld
as anything but a vicious satire
on American society, if only be-
cause its manic enthuisiasm can't
be for real:

'I'm a good Catholic. Why, I

was remote-confirmed by the

Pope herself at my Bar-Mitzvah.'

('Rabid In Mallworld')

'...teleporting in on the
transmat, floating down the
nothing tubes into a world of
wonders. Tier upon tier, level
upon level, serpentine crowd-
str'eams pouring into demat-
booths, holosigns blaring and

flashing, little pink men
buzzing around yelling slogans
in your ears, corridors crazy-
graving and twisting into
doughnuts and crullers, slide-
walks snailing and snaking
alongside you, autopushers
handing out free Levitol pills,
robots dispensing candy, kinky
sex, encyclopaedias and fluffy
toys...'

('Rabid In Mallworld')

Yet what does Sucharitkul reply
to the accusation in IAsfm of
having created a 'chilling dysto-
pia'?

'All T did was describe a place
I wanted to live in! Mallworld is
often a monument to plastic tacki-



ness, quaint and charming. I sup-
pose it has to do with not having
grown up in America.’

Wanted to live in! What you
read into that depends very much
on where you're looking. Slick
Mallworld in slick magazine, or
social comment disguised for the
eyes of the great American public?

To bring things up to date, the
Inquestor series is still going
strong (' Remembrances', March 82;
*Scarlet Snow', May 82), and in
general more competently written.
In 'Remembrances' Sucharitkul
uses the paradox of time-dilation
to provide a story of twin brother
and sister, parted in the Inquest'
s destruction of their homeworld,
who meet again when a year has
passed for the girl, but sixty
years for the boy - who is now,
himself, an Inquestor. Planets are
destroyed here, as in 'Scarlet
Snow', by whim of the game 'mak-
rugh' that the Inquestors play.

There is also in IAsfm 'Aquila
the God'(April 82); comic advent-
ure set in an alternate-timeline's
Roman province in America circa
100AD:. The humour is that of
anachronism and incongruity,
strongly reminiscent of Avram
Davidson's PEREGRINE PRIMUS and
SECUNDUS. LOCUS, April 82, prom-
ises us the AQUILIAD as well as a
trilogy of Inquestor novels, and
a short story collection.

It may be that the Inquestors
will do better as a novel. The
chief distinction between Sucharit-
kul and Smith is that one is a
born short story writer, and the
other, I think, a novelist.

Cordwainer Smith's one novel,
NORSTRILIA -~ published previously
with additional material as two
novels, THE PLANET BUYER and THE
UNDERPECPLE - is not his most
successful work. For one thing, it
is set far too much on Norstrilia
itself. The planet, Old North
Australia, home of the immortality
serum stroon, is better as a brief
conceit (as in 'Mother Hittons
Littul Kittons') than as the set-
ting for a novel. What is intrigu-
ing in the short story becomes
merely irritating at length. Parts
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of NORSTRILIA are powerful, but

the pieces somehow refuse to
cohere. Smith was a short story
writer par excellence; his words
are discrete entities. They share
a common universe, a common
history, and a common theme; but
only rarely do they have characters
in common. Rod McBan's oddyssey

in NORSTRILIA follows that form

of legend, of fable rather than
novel. The short length is ideal
for the fantastic kind of fiction,
for the presentation of the truly
strange. Allow it to become famil-
iar at novel-length and it changes.

What it changes into, generally,
is 'realistic' fiction. Realistic,
that is, in the sense of human
psychology and character. Smith
doesn't specifically set out to
create 'real' people. Sucharikul's
stories show continuity of charac-
ter rather than setting, they
attempt to end with the human
rather than the historical. The
novel depends on realistic char-
acter, no matter how odd the set-
ting. It indicates he might do
better in that form - fortunately
his first novel is available:
STARSHIP AND HAIKU.

STARSHIP AND HAIKU is certainly
not'realistic' in any other sense
than character. To come back to
Eastern and Western cultures, it
is the Eastern setting and cul-
tural differences that hold this
novel together. They are a cold
wind of strangeness that dwarfs
the peculiarities of the plot -
and it certainly has its peculia-
rities.

After the Millenial war most
of the Earth is radioactive: Japan
plans to 'add the last line to the
haiku' by making the end of man-
kind beautiful. The book follows
the conflict between Minister
Ishida and Takahashi (self styled
Deathlord), one planning a star-
ship project, the other creating
and encouraging mass suicide. It
also follows Josh, Japanese-born
and Western-raised; his mutant
brother Didi, who is in telepathic
contact with the whales; and
Ishida's daughter Ryoko, who dis-
covers the ancient link between
the whales and the Japanese people.



The novel blenis seppuku,
intelligent whales, the death of
the Earth, and seedling star-
ships: it is the samuri values of
beauty, fantasy, honor and death
that succeed in giving it some
degree of originality. To hold the
mood just this side of the ridicu-
lous is noc mean feat, considering
the absurdities. But the absurd is
also a theme here. Sucharitkul
sets up an ambiguous tension: are
the basic values by which we're
expected to judge this novel
Western or Oriental? Compare the
implicit approval in the descrip-
tion of Ishida's death:-

'It was a beautiful death;
despite his lack of experience,
he had killed himself most
artistically, so that he and
the rocks and the snow were a
tableau of the utmost elegance
and restraint.'

- with the Buddhist Abbot of
the prologue, contemplating
suicide by leaping from a tower
into an empty swimming pool:

'"And what," said the Abbot,

"if I were to jump?"

"It's absurd!" Ishida exclaimed.
"It's beautiful," said Taka-
hashi. "To embrace death, still
flushed with the joy of living".
Ignoring Ishida, the Abbot said
to Takahashi, "And why is it so
beautiful?"

"It is full of truth. It is a
poem, a sumie painting, full of
sadness and regret."

"You were always the glib, skin-
deep one!" cried the Abbot in a
sudden passion. "Have you
learned nothing from me?"'

STARSHIP AND HAIKU shows Suchar-
itkul balancing the influences of
samuri and pulp science fiction.
The danger is of being neither one
thing or the other, falling bet-
ween two stools. The possible
advantage is of being beyond one
or the other, of creating, like
Cordwainer Smith, something unique.
Sucharitkul is, after all, only at
the beginning of his career.

An American writer re-tells
Oriental tales in the ancient
Chinese style. A Thai writer finds
himself at home in the pulp maga-

19

zines. S0 it goes. 'East' and
'West' are a fraud and always
were. Consider the differences
between such broadly 'Western'
writers as the English and the
Americans (never mind the Euro-
peans). Japanese and Chinese
writers of sf also exist - see,
for example, LOCUS March 8 - but,
sf being notoriously chauvinistic
about the English language, we are
sadly in need of good translations.
Doubtless they have their differ-
ences. (I can't claim to be an
expert on the Orient - or, come to
that, the Occident - my viewpoint
is that of the average Western
reader. If there is an average
Eastern reader out there who sees
it different, I hope she'll let us
know.)

The word 'alien' came to me
first through science fiction, so
that it had the primary meaning of
those unhuman (beautiful or dange-
rous) creatures from the stars.
Later, found in its political con-
text, 'aliens' simply as those not
of one's own country, the usage
seemed wrong. The perspective was
too small: what then could you call
the truly strange? Nothing human
could be an alien.

It since appears that nothing
is so alien to mankind as man.
Both parts of the paradox are true:
we are all human, we are all causes
of - in the science fictional
phrase - a sense of wonder. A
touch of strange is that feeling
that comes with simultaneous
recognition and surprise. It is as
likely to come from the human
aliens as from the starborn variety;
as likely to come from ourselves.

Still, something remains to be
said - to the racists, to the
chauvinists, to the merely bigoted
and patriotic (of whom, even in
science fiction, we are not short);
in that if East and West had never
met we should not have the Instru-
mentality, nor the last line of
the haiku; we should all be poorer
by that amount.
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Isaac Asimov's FOUNDATION series is rightly
judged to be a seminal event in SF, the work
which took the genre out of the pure pulp
adventure style that was dominant in the '30s,
and through to the much more scientifically-
based SF of the '50s. The series extends right
through the period of John Campbell's "Golden
Age" at ASTOUNDING magazine, starting in 1942
and being completed in 1950, when competition
for ASTOUNDING from the MAGAZINE OF FANTASY AND
SF and GALAXY initiated the SF boom of the '50s.

Campbell insisted upon his authors applying
a good deal of thought to their stories, often
supplying subject matter out of his own fertile
imagination, and the young Asimov, at Campbell's
suggestion that he do a 'future history' series,
tied together the fall of the Roman Empire as
a model for a Galaxy-wide fall, with the
additional twist of an attempt to forestall the
inevitable 'Dark Ages' by the establishment of
a Foundation to carry over into the new era and
shorten the time spent in chaos.

Modern readers, who come to the Foundation
books in their completed form, often fail to
take into account certain factors when judging
Asimov's series; the major factor being that
the series was produced and published in
ASTOUNDING over an eight year period, between
May 1942 and January 1950, and Asimov's own
view of what should happen in his imagined
universe changed considerably during that time,
as did the society in which he lived. There are
therefore considerable differences between the
first published story, FOUNDATION (in the coll-
ected books, THE ENCYCLOPEDISTS) and the last.

There has been considerable criticism of the
Foundation series in later years, almost all of
it because of a failure to appreciate the simple
fact that it is a series produced over a number
of years and not a novel with all the parts tied
together into a whole. Brian Aldiss, in BILLION
YEAR SPREE, was particularly critical in this
fashion, bemoaning the lack of organic unity
caused by the 'serialisation', and objecting to
too much faith being placed in technology in
the books. Aldiss misses the nature of the
series and the differences between the two
'ends' of the series. To observe the changes in
attitude on the part of Asimov in the course of
writing the series, the stories must first be
read in the order of publication.

To establish this order, you must first drop
entirely the opening part of the book, FOUNDA-
TION, the story called THE PSYCHOHISTORIANS,
which was not written until 1951, when the
stories were first collected into book form.
THE PYSCHOHISTORTIANS represents after-thoughts
on Asimov's part, and changes the emphasis of
the first four real stories. All four stories,
from THE ENCYCLOPEDISTS to THAE MERCHANT PRINCES,
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have as their main theme, not the unfolding of
the Seldon Plan, but the problem of developing
technology with a scarcity of materials (a very
topical theme thrown into the limelight by the
Second World War, with its own scarcity and
economic problems). The Seldon Plan was second-
ary, giving a background to the events rather
than being an event in it:elf.

The psycho-historical approach gains streng-
th throughout the first four stories, until it
has about equal billing with the main theme by
the time of THE MERCHANT PRINCES, (which was
the third story to be published; the fourth was
THE TRADERS, which has beer moved forward in
the book, and which represented a small 'filler'
story, rather than a major part of the opus).
Much of this expansion of the Seldon Plan was
due to pressure from John Campbell, whose
philosophy it reflected, with its ruthless
ideal of scientific determinism charting the
course of civilisation for a thousand years
ahead.

Asimov was never that fixed upon the concept
of the 'inevitability' of the Seldon Plan, and
it really only gained such an ascendancy in the
overall series as a result of Campbell's
insistance upon it being expanded. The closest
Asimov came to really accepting the Seldon Plan
gracefully was in the fifth story, THE GENERAL,
which he penned after reading Toynbee's STUDY
OF HISTORY, (and which is the only Foundation
story really strongly influenced by Toynbee,
contrary to later critics' opinions.)

The sixth story, THE MULE, represents a vast
U-turn in the whole series and it came about
because Campbell, ever the opportunist even
when it meant overturning his own creations,
insisted that Asimov needed to deal a hard blow
to the Seldon Plan to retain reader interest -
more 'inevitability of history' stories would
have been self-defeating. Campbell's hunch was
correct - the series did need the change of
direction. Asimov did not like it, however, and
he got his own back on Campbell by coming up
with the longest story yet in the series - he
contended that if he was going to do something
that he disliked, then he was going to collect
his biggest cheque ever from Campbell for it.
THE MULE introduces a 'lost' element into the
series: the Second Foundation. Asimov originally
put the reference to a 'Second Fnundation' in
the early stories as a throw-away line. "It
might come in useful", he thought. In THE MULE,
it becomes the hope of the foundation, the last
remaining counter-force to the Mule's domina-
tion, which is a pretty powerful oak to grow
from such a little acorn, and it provided the
impetus for the last two stories in the series.

By now, Asimov had grown rather tired of the
Foundation series. He comments, in his auto-
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biography IN MEMORY YET GREEN,
that the problem of continuing a
magazine series that had been
running sporadically for nearly
seven years meant that each story
was more constrained than the last
by the necessity of encapsulating
the history of what has gone
before. Unlike today, when the
Foundation stories are available
collected together in book form,
at the time of writing the final
stories, the earlier parts of the
series were still only available
in the back issues of ASTOUNDING.
Asimov felt that the constraints
of having to explain the previous
history over and over again were
beginning to be insurmountable, so
he wrote the last two stories

under protest, and then refused
absolutely to have anything more
to do with the Foundation series.
It is only thirty years later that
his resolution has been broken
down.

Asimov changed the whole out-
look of the stories when he intro-
duced the Second Foundation as a
living entity into the series.
Seldon's Plan changes from being
a thing of the past projecting
into the future, to an organisat-
ion of the present manipulating
the human universe to its own
ends, in the cause of a 'higher
good'. Can anyone really read
FOUNDATION today and not believe
that the Second Foundation are
ruthless dictators plotting to
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take over the First Foundation's
Empire?

The final stories have often
been called 'fascist' in their
implications - the Second Founda-
tion are today seen as cruel
dictators, with their responsiblity
for the destruction of a whole
planet (Tarzenda in SEARCH BY THE
MULE) and of the sacrifice of its
own members in SEARCH BY THE
FOUNDATION. Certainly the implica-
tions are chilling, but in condemn-
ing the whole series because of
the last stories, the critics are
wrong. The reason they are wrong
is quite simply that the series
is, as yet, unfinished, and follo-
wing the motif (identified by
James Gunn) of the previous
stories, the next tales in the
series would have to deal with the
Second Foundation as the major
problem remaining to the First
Foundation - as the enemy of the
human race's continuing social
evolution.

Gunn haspostulated that in each
story of the series, the main
problem requires a solution which
then causes a major problem in the
next episode - this is a perceptive
argument, which can be seen to be
valid. The solution to Terminus'
early problems with its neighbours
is the establishment of the 'Reli-
gion of Science'; by the third
story, this religion is stifling
the further expansion of the
Foundation, causing resistance
from other planets unwilling to
allow the 'bridle' of Foundation
science into their lives.

Later, after the 'dead hand'
Seldon's Plan defeats Bel Riose
simply by historical forces, the
belief inthe inevitability of the
plan stifles any chance the Founda-
tion has of defeating the Mule -
the Foundation forces expect the
Mule to be defeated, and want to
be around to share the fruits of
victory, so no-one commits himself
strongly enough, even when the
enemy are at a disadvantage. The
solution to THE GENERAL is the
problem in THE MULE.

Taking this argument a stage
further, beyond the end of the
series as it stands, means that
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the Foundation, believing that
they are free of the influence of
the Second Foundation, would have
to re-discover and combat the real
Second Foundation to achieve a
society that had genuinely evolved
from the different outlook of the
technological-based Foundation,
and not from the imposed solution
of the Second Foundation, with its
'ruling class' of psychologists.
The probable outcome would be a
compromise - the physical sciences
of the first Foundation could
probably bring the Second Founda-
tion to a state of stalemate,
where the Second Foundation would
be forced to abandon its plans of
ruling the Empire and instead
would work openly within the frame-
work established by the first
Foundation.

The alternative, as I see it,
is the establishment of an artific-
ially maintained equilibrium in
which the Second Foundation rules
an Empire that rapidly stagnates
due to the need of the ruling
classes (the Second Foundation are
few in npumbers) to maintain a
tight grip on growth and techno-
logy to ensure no developments
which would lead to the overthrow
of their government. This alter-
native is presaged by the Mule's
‘empire' which crumbles to nothing
at his death, and is very much
against Asimov's own 'liberal' (by
American standards) outlook.

I believe that it was quite
wrong of Asimov not to have comp-
leted the Foundation series before
now, as it has left the whole
meaning of the series open to
misinterpretation. The major prob-
lem that he faced in the early
'50s, of having to recap previous
events before starting a new story,
are taken care of by the ready
availability of all the Foundation
stories in book form, and by their
continuing immense popularity -
the subject matter of FOUNDATION
is well known to all SF readers.
He can produce the final (?) part
of the series secure in the know-
ledge that this one, at least, he
will not start at a disadvantage.

Asimov is now working on that
final volume, tentatively entitled

23

LIGHTNING ROD, and which Doubleday
will be publishing sometime next
year (assuming the Good Doctor's
famed rapidity of composition
still holds good). It's undoubted-
ly a book that is going to sell
millions, simply because it is the
long-awaited continuation of the
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