

















cry that, "i've missed a page out ! " Not that anybody noticed the
omission - because by then no-one knew what Moorcock was +alking about. After
the first page of what was essentially a serious and critical paper, the
author began to parallel that scene from Amis' "lucky Jim", in which the
protagonist finally passes out, drunk to the world. Needless to say, the
audience was probably far better entertained by Mike Moorcock's hamming than
by a formal and reasoned talk about science fiction, Perhaps Mike was as

far gone as he seemed — or perhaps he preferred to have a bit of fun.
Certainly he became remarkably lucid when the session began to discuss the
future of NEW WORLDS, :

St Fanthony prowled Bristol once more, when in the evening this "knightly
order" of fandom inducted new members into its ranks. Although sadly lacking
its Grand Master Eric Jones, who passed away in January, the St Fanthony
ceremony was performed with much ceremony. Phil Rogers conducted proceedings
superbly as new members Charles Partington, Wendy Freeman and Jill Adams
took the initiation. Afterwards, as demanded by tradition, the rest of the
audience packed into Norman Shorrocks room for a punch-up. The Shorrock
home-brewed punch was as potent as every; and the rest of the night will hence
forever remain a mystery.

In conclusion I will mention that Mike Moorcock received a special pres—
entation of the British Fantasy Award for his part in saving NEW WORLDS.
Tom Disch carried away the official Award, for delivery to winner Philip K.
Dick in the USA. And Doreen Parker won a well-deserved Doc Weir Award for
services to fandom. The next convention is to be organised by the Manchester
group, and will take place on Easter weekend. R

Details and memberships for the 1968 convention are

now avallable from Charles Partington, 2 Matlock Avenue, Lower Kersal,
Salford 7, Lancs, Preliminary registration fee is 7/6d.

Explanations and excuses,:

NEVER HAS SO MUCH TIME gone into an editorial ! Originally those 3 pages
didn't take very long to write, back in early May, although it was a lot of
trouble to bring them up to date in July. And the August re-stencilling took
even more time, only to be scrapved in September. Three editorials written withow
seeing print !

I finally discarded the whole thing because I thought it would be far more
interesting to tell you briefly what has been happening during the past six
months. A lot can happen in that time. For a start, as you know, very little
progress was made in publishing Speculation. This issue, originally intended to
be a hot-from-the-presses Special Report on the Easter Convention has become
instead a peculiarly dated post mortem,

But life has been very interesting in the meantime, There was a hoctic two-
day industrial conference to arrange ("Just like a convention !") at London's
swank Royal Lancaster Hotel, for instance, at which we entertained over 250
guests and 40 Centlemen of the Press., A rather noisy little MG Midget has taken
a while to tame, and finally, the loosl branch of the Young Conservatives has
this monthly magazine, andesscscss

(More explanations on Page 34)
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They fell that the old instruments are rusty and that the rust comes off
on what they make. New, clean instruments must be created, Others feel
that the old instruments are good enough if polished and, if necessary,
modified.

These concerns are not, I must emphasise, just the concerns of a
group of science fiction writers tired of the o0ld schoole They are the
concerns of many writers and artists who believe that they must learn to
live in the future and produce work for the increasing numbers of other
people who are living in the future. The concern is an intellectual one,
some might say it is even an abstract one. But since abstractions of one
kind or another are affecting us every day in this changing society, (as
has been pointed out by, among others, Hannah Arendt in 'The Human
Condition), I believe this is not an important criticism.

On the whole our method of warfare is becoming more abstract, our
popular entertainment is becoming more abstract, and our relationships’
with one another are becoming more abstract. Every issue, in this
future—oriented world, is of necessity becoming more abstract, including
the games people play. It could be argues that this is a dangerous thing,
and that we are losing touch with reality, but it seems inevitable, It
seems that we must come to grips with a new reality, we must learn to
live with the inevitable, Our arts can help us to learn, can help produce
an understanding of this world of the future in which we are living
already in many of our mental attitudes. :

Above all, the new fiction - speculative fiction — ocan be the chief
aid to this understanding. It is this new fiction, particularly that
which concerns itself with the ssiences, that we intend to publish,
whenever possible, in New Worlds.

copyright 1967 by Michael Moorcock

FOR SALE 80 British and American SF paperbacks. 15 Hardcover
books. oend stamp for lists.
Fortean magazine 'Doubt" , No.s 19, 20, 23-36 and
38-54. Slant Nos 2,3,5, & 6. Fantasy Review
Volume II Nos 8-113 Volume III Nos 13~16 and Vol IV
Nos 17-18, Offers to; Ron Deacon, 19 Ruthin Road,
Blackheath, LONDON S.E. 3.

WANTED "JOHN RUSSELL FEARN — THE ULTIMATE ANALYSIS" - a mimeoed
bibliography by Philip Harbottle., Details toj
Derek Thomson, 2 Bruce Street, Edinburgh 10, Scotland.
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"fho is talking ?" 3Brian Aldiss would then put his hand up and
be dragged off and beaten. This was my first form of payment.
Anal erotic literature.

I was just reading something yesterday, about the whole
question of starting to write at an early age. I do not think
anyone has experience of any crucial sort at 20, In any case,
whe:l you are writing your first novel you are imitating novels
you have road.

Very few hack writers do start off thinking of themselves
as hack writers. I think very few people say "Well here I am.
I want to be a writer., I shall write 7 hack novels in the first
7 weeks of my career and then for the next 7 years I will live "
What happens is that people with a natural flair for writing who
begin early, as I did, without a great deal of experience, find
themselves producing hack novels, They cannot really do anything
else. As John says, they can capitalise on this by learning the
craft of novel writing, because a good hack novel should be as
well constructed, if simpler, as any other novel, I think it is
dangerous to begin by conceiving of oneself as a hack. I think
one should rather come to the realisation that one is a hack.
There are odd writers of talent who have got into the habit of
thinking of themselves as hacks, and have rather spoiled them-
selves, as has one good friend of mine who has made a very con-—
siderable amount of money writing hack books and novels for about
10 years and is now finding it extremely difficult to write a
serious book because all the bad habits of hacking are there.

Speaking as someone who has written a great many hack novels
ond has just written one before I came here, I used to be able
to do it in three days. It is now taking me much longere. There
is greater strain now, I get more depressed. These days, after
I have finished a hack novel, I feel that my brain has just gone
deades Every time I begin a new, more serious, novel, it means
a new re~learning and re-thinking. Too much hacking is a dangerous
th :Lng .

I cannot think of anything more difficult than making money
by writing hack science fictione It is one of the worst paid
fieldse Anybody who wants to make money out of good SF must
have a high exnough opinion of his own imagination, literary
ability and general knowledge of the world. All these are
required in high order in SF.

What got me started writing novels of any description was
that I was dissatisfied with what I was reading. If anyone feels
they want to write a novel, it is good to start to write a story
which you would like to read yourself. You find that if you are
enthusiastic about an idea, you will write a good noval,
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I would be terrified if I could not write. If I were blind
I would commit suicide, but not to write would be an even worse
deprivation as far as I am concerned. I am terrified of jobs.
Working at a job was servitude and I wanted to escape, Now I have
escaped and I am terribly grateful for that. Not that I would
not like certain kinds of jobs, but those have not been the ones

. open to me.

If you can possibly make it as a writer, you do it because
you do not have to work regularly. Man does not work naturally
from 9 to 5. : -

Coming back to a point that Judy made, "SF is an underpaid
field." I do not think it is a particularly underpaid field, ex-
cept in thz terms of markets like the slick magazines where you
can get paid much more. In the mainstream you are lucky if you
get paid at all when you start writing. Quarterly reviews, and
little magazines are your markets. _I do pot_think detective. story... ..
writers get paid any more than SF writers, and most non-SF writers
that I know, who have not got a best=seller behind them are far
less well-paid. The only thing is that in science fiction there
is only a veryy very slim chance of getting & best-seller, whereas
in the detective field and in the middle-brow novel there is a
much better chance of the film rights being sold for a large sum,
and advances being paid before you start your next novel., As a
regular, reliable source of.income, I do not think there is a
better field than science fiction; particularly if one is living
in this country and selling in the States. It is a myth that SF
writers are underpaid.

The general outloock of science fiction seems to be ch2nging.
How does the panel feel about the relatlve ‘merits of hard and
soft SF 7

.Could I ask a questlon ? - What do you mean by "hard and
soft" 7 ’ ) _ .

"Hard" as in Hal Clement, "soft" as in Ra$‘Bradbury.

Did you say relative merits or words to that effect-?

Relative popularity.

Well I suppose I hadlﬁetter declare my interest. I cannot write
hard science fiction., I do aot know any science to write about.
This does not prevent me from faking it some times. By far the
best SF novels are those which do not limit themselves to one

section of the field or another. Look at tha most successful novels.
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ALDISS: At the present moment, it seems as though if anything is
actually happening at all in the science fiction field (which I
rather doubt), then what I suppose James would call the softer
fringe is getting a better hearing than it once did. I do not
think you can talk of science fiction as though it were an entity
in itself. A lot of argument that we hear at a convention, for
instance, works on the wrong premise. It is not like this. There
are writers who are writing material which falls into a category
called SF. But the concentration must not be on the material
but on what the people are doing. What I am trying to say is
that you cannot define the writing itself. The important thing
is the author's attitude. How mtid what you yourcelf are doing.
You can get this feedback, but it is not necessarily a good thing.
Really, as a writer you should be a man in a high castle and shut
yourself off from your audience.

MERRIL: Most of the best hard SF has been written by non-scientists.
It is very easy to research science.

(Audience) Surely hard SF is a very rare thing to find ?

MERRIL: Hard and soft SF refers presumably to hard and soft science,
of which there is no longer such a distinction to be made in the
scientific world. Ordinarily, when we talk about hard SF we are
talking about technological and engineering SF as distinct from
the purely speculative SF,

WHITE: Could I please re-phrase my original question 7 By hard and
soft, I meant on the one hand the engineering SF which Judy has
been talking about, and on the other the psychological, socio-
logical type. :

MERRIL: All right then, would you consider to be "hard" or "soft'" the
type of material which contains up-to—date, seriously thought-out
speculation about the metaphysics of time ?

WHITE: You're horrible!
MERRIL: I contend that the terms 'hard" & "soft" SF no longer mean
anything.

At this point the discussion was brought to a close and the question about
"hard" and "seft" science fiction will therefore never be fully answered !

WOULD ANYONE who possesses any fanzines containing CHECKLISTS, BIBLI/BI/
OGRAPHIES, or similar data, who would be willing either to make Xerox copies
of them or loan thew for Xeroxing, please write giving details to ;-

Tim Scott, - White Place, River Road, Taplow, Bucks. (All postage réfunded)






The man re-enters in double exposure and we are treated to an amusing
stylisation of relations between the sexes (matriarchal, of course).

The film is progressing logically;(a rather naive Rousseauesque logic,
but it's an adequate schema); society is now introduced, Delimiting words,
- personal pronouns, tenses of the verb "to be'", dimensions, etc, are recited
by separate voices simultanecusly, while the man and the photographer coll-
aborate in an abstract representation of them. A claustrophobic effect is
achieved by some very crowded crowd scenes, Society is the theme for a
little whiley; Man at work, the noise and dirt and power of industry. A huge
piece of machinery, which I take to be a symbol similar to E.M.Forster's
"telegrams and anger" is followed by a quiet grocer's shop; the point is
like that of the earlier pig-killing.

To a maddeningly banal tune (which must be the mind-block in THE DEMOLISH=-

ED MAN), the man soft-dances his way through, in and out of society, and
finishes up in a night-club. Emshwiller mskes his relativist point again by
showing tit-jouncing dancers in startlingly ugly slow-motion. I must reject
his argument, but this doesn't diminish the emotional impact of the sight
of those jelly-like breasts squelching in and out, back and forth. The point
is effectively made, but in the last part of the film, where the relativity

of the title is presented in its full form, Emshwiller defeats his own case.

The narrator recites dimensional facts about the natural universe - the
size of a man's sperm, the lifetime of the universe, the radius of the proton,
the age of the earth, and relates them to the extent and age of a man's body
and of human civilisation. Presumably these are meant to make us realise the
insignificance of humanity, but their actual effect is to make one switch off
and stop hearing anything. We are led to a full realisation of the old saying
that numbers on their own are meaningless, for the camerawork too is uninter—
esting here - computers or something — so that when the film switches to a
long still shot of a serene wise old face with the implied question, "In the
light of all this, what is he worth ?", we can only answer, "Everything!"

Or perhaps the sage's face represents specie aeternitas, sub which we are to
see the humanity which is now shown behind him in double exposure.
Or perhaps he is not a sage but an idiot,

If it is Emshwiller's intention to argue in this way for the insignificance
of humanity, there would be plenty with which to quarrel, even if he had argued
plausibly, This attitude surely, was exploded long ago by Susan Stebbing's
PHILOSOPHY & THE PHYSICISTS. The size of the universe, the vast number of
stars and galaxies, do not diminish in the slightest the importance or signif-
icance of human life. Importance and significance are not absolute concepts,
they cannot live in a vacuum. © ¢« Ve must know; important to whom 7
significant for what ? The fact that there are billions of women in the
world does not affect my wife's importance to me.

I thought that what Emshwiller tried to do with Relativity was banal,
boring and mistaken, and indeed, that he failed, but nevertheless I think that
the film is a good one because of its organisation, its irony, the rhythm and
interest of its photography — all the things that are ignored in an abstract
discussion of its "theme",
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Well, I'd Jjust coupleted and wailed a novel over 200,000 words long into
which I'd packed cverything but tho spaceship galley sink, and the prospect
of having to drecuw up a nuuber of prouising but neglected 5F thewecs filled
ite with disway. uy iwsgination wag by then feeling souewh.t tattered
around the cdges.

However, Iwas sure that 1f I'd been fool cnough to tell Archie I was
going to tulk on this wubject there wust be souething I could say about it,
and after chewing it over for a while I discovered that yes, there wag souc-
thing to be caid -what's uore, socwcthing that badly needs to be soaid over
and over, o I warn you: this is going to be one oI wy long ones.

bet we begin by rciterating a thesis which I've uade before, but Lostly
at out-groups like university societies rather tnan at ueetings of pcople
concerned vith HF. This thesis states the preuaise that if science fiction
doesn't go where the speculation is fiercest it's woribund.

One wight think on the face of it that that was a platitude taken for
granted by cveryone who knows what SF is &cbout. Curiously, this is not
the case, I spent the wvhole of wy allotted tiue at the Cleveland Vorldcon
last ycar talking about reasons why there's so wuch half-good F, and on

reflection afterv.rds realised that I'd overlooked worc rcasons than 1'd
Lientioned. It'u one of thosc owitted reasons I propose to talk about this
afternoon: the fact that thero's often sowething vaguely archaic about SP,

sefore procecding, however, I'd like to append a footnote to wy Cleve-
land talk. You see, onc of tne reusgons I did wention for therc being so
wuch hatf-good F, Which doesn't get talked about nearly as wuch as it
descrvey, 1is edltorlal interferunce (to use a polite terw for it) of the
kind where sowe arrognnt nit takes a hatchet to the author's text for sowe
unpardonable reason like his being too thickhe..ded to see tue point the
author's driving at. .

This has happened to we again, this tiue with knobs and bells on. The
publisher is onc who ought to know better - Signet ~ and the book is THY
PRODUCTIONS OF TIul, whicn wus good cnough when it appearecd as a maga%ine
serial to be nowinated for the Hebula aw.rd. How Charlie Ignorc.us over
there has finished kicking it in tae balls I recoumend ypu to use it ase
toilct paper until the Penguin cdition cowes outy that one will be printed
frou wy original text. Frankly, I'u diswayed to thing wy nawe is on the
covery, it's such a travesty,.

Unwarrented Changes

You'll hardly credit this, but I swvear it's tne truth. How wany unwar-
ranted, unnccessury - actively detriuental - changes do you think Charlic
Ignoraius can craw into an opening chapter vhen he's firing on all cight?
Ten? Twenty? (Bearing in wind that tanis isn't o flrst subuission frow aia
awbitious adolescent but a good novel frow a coupctent working writer with
wore than forty books behind hi.)

Never wind westiag tile on guesscs. I'1L tell you. Fifty five. I got
the .8 down and countecd thew. I anadn't the heart to go any furtacr, but
there are certainly hundreds of changes in the book they've put out -
nundrcds plursl - und there only 132 pages of tomt.
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And it's not just weddling for the snko of weddling, vibdhow. aving
really vworked hiself up, he wustered the courage to steart putting in crrors
that weren't therc to start with, ¢liwezing v ith crrors of story detail, I
will give you one cza.ple. To dcceive the villeins the hero protends to be
in bed witu a girl after laying hcr - slli very virtuous,; but to fool theu
he's chucksed his ghirt und trousors over a casir, keeping on hio vest and
pants. Charlie Ignora.aus is prudishs he chunged 1t to koop tue guy's chirt
on. But he's also bloody stupid - siuultencously hoe uan.ged to leave that
shirt where I'd put it, on the back of a chair,

To a heive thisg kind of .uck-up calls for a degrec of idiccy that ap-
proachecs genius,.

If you haven't decided that I've gone over frou talking seriously to
claborating o persecution fantesy - which I .duit it boging to rescuble
when you go into detail - you way be wondering how this can happen. “.ell,
there arce two cluuses in the contract which have a bearing on it. First,
there's one which says they can publish the book in the fori and wanner bost
calculated to prowote it® sales, or words to that cifect. Wwhich is fair
cnough, becausce a reputablce swmcrican publisher liwits his cditors to making
such changes in a Jritish &5 as you'd expect anyhow: 'petrol" to "gas",
"spanner" to "wrerch" and so fcecrth. This is fine provided they stop short
at altering the dialoguc betwecn British characters: "I nust stop off at the
service station and have a lube job for the jolly sl1d autowobile, what?"

Charlic Ignoruuus, tnough, uses thig clausc to excuse his traupling
across authors' work with big wet wuddy boots.

And the sccond relevant clause says the publisher shal send proofs of
the book to thc author, The way they got around that onszns so siuple you
uight ncver think of it., I.dida't gel any proofs.

It would appcar that authors arc expected to lie down under this sort of
treatiuents they're oxpected %o pocket their cheque for the advance, wipe
the blood of their swilcs and say, "Protiy please,i:r.Publisher sir boss,
hit we again only in ths bolly this tinel"™ And let's face its thore are tiwce
whon a writer, especially one with a hungry fawily who's not becon getting
the breaks lately, does have to swallow hils pride and shut up., I knuckliei
under a.few tiues wyself when I was trying to get started, but I kept shoving,
and the last tiuec one of iy books was wrecked like this I did so.iething
siuple and fairly obviouss I wrotec to cvery SI rovicwer I could thaink of,
carbonsg to the publisher, disowning thec ncss. On ny file a2t houc I have a
letter frow that publisher stating that the cditor in chief will wake him-
sclf personally responsible frow now on for sccing that what I write goes
into print, or at lecast if they want o change they will ask we to do it my-
sclf. That's fair; I can always rcfusc and go clscuhere.

Better Establiéhed

Since the last tiwe I've got ayself a bit better established. There's
no financial reason why I should lie down. and shut up and there's every
professional reason why I should shout at the top of my voice. I have of
course forbidden my agent to submit any more of wy work to that fimm. I‘'ve
written, as before, to the reviewers, with carbons not just to the publish-
ers but for the personal attention of the president of the coupany. This
time though I don't want to stop at the reviewers.
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Because it doesn't only affect me if someone else foists off his bastardly
incompetance under my name. It affects you, too - as readers. It diminishes
Your reading enjoyment. People who read SF aren't slobs like Charlie Ignor-
amus. They're likely to know iinglish - English person would say, "I told them
to send all the fire companies in the neighbourhood!" - even if it didn't
strike them as they saw it, it'd be likely to cowe to wind when they found,

a few pages later, that Charlie Ignoruwuus with that devotion to inconsistency
which marks every step of his career has owitted to alter (in text, not dia-
logue } a reference to fire brigades. ‘

Of course, they'll assume it wasg the fault of the author. iy naue's on
the cover isn't it? I wmust be responsible!

So I'd like to enlist your co-operation in spreading three basic f.cts as
far as wide as possible, through fanzines, through correspondence, through
any channel that can be founds: first that the text of this edition has been
mutilated to the point where people would be better advised to get hold of
the magazine version, which is much shorter but at least I did the abridge-
ment myself and can vouch for its; second,that I was not informed of the changes
let alone given the opportunity to &pmove them ~ not that T would have; amd
third, that I never saw the proofs which the contract assured me of.

Come to think of it, I'il add a fourth. Buy the Penguin edition.

Overdone & Underdone Themes

Well, thats enough of that wholly inexcusable commercial break. Let me
get back to the main thread of my argument. Instead of reviewing, as I orig-
inally intended, overdone and underdeveloped themes in SF, I'm going to take
a look at some of the accepted but outmoded attitudes of the field, and try
to suggest ways in which this paradoxical contrast between the fantastic
quality of our subject matter and the mundane gquality of our treatment of it
can be modified until matter and manner are wore appropriately matched.

When I said there's something '"vaguely archaic" about SF,; I was referming
to a great extent to the writer's approdch, but you must realise that when
one discusses a department of fiction one can't separate the writer from his
audience. The two are so interdependent that we must assume continual feed-
back between them.

I'1l specify with a couple of exauples., Firstly, one culled from the pre-
ferred subject matter of many leading magazines in the field today. Way back
in the days of Jules Verne, people adhered to what I've often before called
the naive belief in man's ability to transform the world by the power of
stem, This believe me is no exaggeration., Check up sowetime on the minor
Victorian poets who literally wrote odes to the steam engine! And passages
of Tennyson's "Locksley Hall'" are virtually Victorian sciencefiction in
heroic couplets!

Alas for us, whereas in the field of general fiction this kind of naivetb
went out of style with the first World Var, it still manages to find its way
into the pages of our favourite magauzines. Consider, for instance, practically
all stories by Rick Raphael., These are fiction controlled, and obsessed,
and dominated by machines., The machines way be ingeniously envisaged, but...
well, let's face it. There's something, by current standards, which one can
only call neurotic about an obsession with machines,

JOHN BRUNNER 23



We don't regard someone as perfectly stable and well-adjusted who prefers
his car to his girl-friend, do we? No more do we look with approval on people
who withdraw into semi-hibernation in front of a TV set to the exclusion of
real contacts and real conversation with other peOple.' We think of Lovecraft,
whose life was similarly lived at long distance. (though in his case it was
through the post) and point to his unsucessful marriage as evidence that we're
right in thinking of him as a bit of a crank. (For all its faults in con-
struction, Forster's The iachine Stops was a power;ul parable along exactly
these lines.)

Yet stories like the ones I've cited and a great many others exhibit in
fictional terms a parallel fault. The interest in rick naphael's ultra-
superhighway stories lies not in the puppets he has set posturing but in the
imagaginary devices against tae background of which they utter their uncon-
vincing dialogue and conduct their juvenile flirtation with the pretty red-
haired nurse. (I feel that if they did manage to get into her bed they
wouldn't know what to do with her -~ they'd just be playing "Hospitals".

A Real Story

Contrast a story like FitzPatrick's The Circuit Riders. Now there you
have a real story, for all that it's built on Grand Hotel lines, or Stage-
coach lines, or Bridge of San Luis Rey lines, according to your generations
taking a cross-section of people affected by a central key event., I say it's
a contrast because the interest is in the people and not in the machine that
detects their emotions. No attempt is made to describe or analyse its work-
ings, and that's a perfectly right approach. We havenit the slightest idea
how such a machine could be made to worky all we can do is wonder about the
effect of it, assuming it sprang full-blown into existence, on those objects
in our environment which we do know a 1ittle about - most iuportantly, human
beings.

The hardware can be left to research scientists. An author's business,
the business of all fiction, is concerned with people. Hot machiness penvle.

And a second example of what I mean when I say SF exhibits archaic tra. ts.

This is a good deal more difficult to pin down, because there's a common
mistaken assumption that equates realism in fiction with a cynical and down-
beat approach. All right: to a great extent this is unavoidable, because we
live in an age which has a good many depressing aspects - it doesn't matter
what you pick, there's a dark side to it. Shallowness of personal relation-
ships, lack of commercial ethics, the risk of blowing our civilisation to helly
and so forth.

Nonetheless, this is not and cannot be the whole story of human existence,
and to pass off pessimism as honesty is rather a cheap trick.

Pass Off Assumptions

Conversely - and here's where we get back to SF - to try and pass off the
unspoken assumptions of the romance aud the pulp thriller as though they were
the foreseeable actualities of future huwan behaviour is downright stupidity!

Under the general heading "romance", by the way, I should say I intend to
subsume such gimmnicks as the shrinking heroine introduced purely to have a
happy ending, or the noble and misunderstood general who saves the public
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from its own cowardice, and all the other familiar arbitrary tricks which
doubtless you've noticed but possibly without realising just how meretricious
they are as a means of evading the responsibility of the writer. I've done
this sort of thing myself, I confess, but I......Well, I was younger then,
and I hope not to do it again.

I think it is absolutely incumbent on the writer of fiction, no matter in
what field he happens to be operating, to take advantage of whatever has been
discovered about his prime source material, which I reiterate is human beings.
And in SF this duty is particularly inescapable, because as I started off by
saying SF goes where the speculation is fiercest or it dies the death, and
currently the best material for speculation is inside our own heads.

Tamed and Domesticated

What makes us fallible? What prevents us from doing as the Victorians

hoped, and bending the universe to our will in accordance with strict rules
of logic? We know that we in fact can't. Yet; as I once said at another
c~nvention, the chief attribute of the typical SF hero is that he knows what
he's doing - he's got the universe tamed and domesticated. This may be fine
as wish-fulfilment fantasy, but it's not the stuff of which high quality
fiction is made. We get where we want to go by struggling. Someone like
Father Huiz-Sanchez in A Case of Conscience does win out, but he manages it
only at the cost of a tremendous battle with his conscience, and at one stage
he does the unthinkable for a Jesuit and trespasses on the verge of heresy.
Do Poul Anderson's heroes undergo this kind of personal crisis - do Gordon
Dickson's? Wwith due respect to them both as capable writers, I'd say they
don't, and for that reason if no other fail the prime test of any fiction:
are the people acting out the story recognisable as real?

And this failure implies,; in a sense, an archaic attitude. Just the other
day my wife sarjorie bought a so-called thriller reprinted from a first edition
in 1907, I think, though this was not stated in arabic nuuwerals but in Roman
letters, which is full of remarks like, "Gud! The gel has spirit!' You might
just conceivably get away with that in a historical novel, because people tend
to reflect in their actual doings the attitudes publicised by influential
members of their society, so that writers, especially those appealing to a mass
audience, do have some effect on how people really behave. (I recall once
reading in a survey of sexual habits about a girl who had taken to closing her
eyes When she was kissed purely because that was what she'd seen on the pict-
ures}) But to transfer it, as indeed it gets transferred, to the year 2000-
odd, is siuple nonsense,

Many too many SF writers, to be blunt,; enshrine in their work not a know-
ledge of how people are and act in the real world, but a knowledge of how pulp
characters were supposed to act in stories from the twenties or even earlier.
This is what I mean when I cite exauple two of an archaic attitude: the gel
having spirit,; by Gad, when the story concerns a landing on Venus and an en-
counter with ten-legged polylollipops.

How People Behave

Yet we have a vast fund of information - greater than any previously avail-
able through-out history - on how people do really behave, and what's more we
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are forutnate in that the climate of ide28 is more tolerant than it used to
be, so that certain subjects, wmost notably those concerned with sex, are dis-
cussed more freely than they have been for two or three centuries. The mat-
erial for speculation that is provided by advances in engineering is not exa-—
ctly played out but wearing pretty thin - we'wve had TV pictures of the moon
and ilars, putting men into orbit is not yet but on the way to becomming a
commonplace, and a lot of traditional 3F hardware is in the newspapers. What
isn't in the papers, and ought by the same token to be in SF, is a whole slew
of stuff about the human mind: not the random speculation of the psi story
(though psi powers offer a convenient shorthand device for saying some extr—
emely relevant things about human relationships) but speculation disciplined
in the unigue SF manner by what's known or may reasonably be assuned zbout the
way we interact with each other. . o

Let me make it absolutely clear that I am not begging for the adoption in
SP of that facile false assumption which I referred to ecarlier: the idea that
pessimism equates with honesty, that all human beings are unqualified bastards
and life is nothing but a slow descent into the shitpile. SF's primary con-
cern is where we go from here forwards and preferably upwardsy it follows that
to maintain its appeal it must reflect at least some of our aspirations. Some
people's lives are enviably satisfying, and fiction cluiuing to deal with the
human condition musc¢ cover all bands of the spectruw of our lives. Indeed, I
might cite myself as an example in support of that assertation: I'm doing the
job I1've wanted to do since I was nine years old, without being exactly rich
I'm comparatively prosperous, I'm happily married, I have a comfortable home
and so on.

But let ire add a counterweight to that. Liy father knew Glen Xidston, the
celebrated American racing-driver of the twenties, who was the son of a mill-
ionaire., Vwhen he came of age he inherited a fortune, and he once coumplained
to my father that there was nothing in his life to make it worth living - uno
challenge he could test himself on. ie'd always had everything he could ina-
gines when he was a kid, they siuwply went out and bought it for hiw.

30 my father said, "Why don't you set a flying record - say, Cairo t the
Cape?" Which Glen Kidston proceeded to do;, got into his private plane and
went and broke the record. And they threw a party for hiwm in Capetown on his
arrival, and he walked out in the middle, got back in the plane und flew into
the side of Table lountain. This is what you might call the "dust and ashes"
side of human existence, and that too has been with us since we emerged from
the caves, so no fiction worth the reading can afford to neglect it,

Some Suggestions

With that as back ground for the c¢limax of my arguuent, let me now try
and set out, as I promised, some suggestions about rectifying this rather de-
pressing state of affairs where 3F, dealing with the fascinating prospect of
what may be coming, falls down on the Job by - among other flaws - retaining
what one is justified in calling an obsession with hardware, and similerly
avoiding the depiction of convincing people in favour of a set of two-dimen-
sional marionettes.
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I'm going to approach this from three separate but closely interlinked
angles (can you link angles? I wouldn't know - I was never much cop at
geometry)s first, I'm going to look at the proper -~ by which of course I mean
what seews right to me, but the whole of this talk is very personalised - the
proper way, then, to relate the hardware aspect of SF to its function as fic-
tion per ses then I want to turn briefly to what no doubt everyone has been
expecting to hear mentioned, the question of the adoption of literary techn-
iques suited to fulfilment of the task; and finally I want to do what I pro-
mised Archie I'd do when I accepted the invitation to talk here - outline a
few promising avenues not yet exploited by 3F writers to anything like the
degree they deserve, because they offer the combinition of speculation with
self-discipline which is one of science fiction's prime attributes.

50, to commcnce withs the hardware aspect. It remains true what Love-
cruft said way back when, that the true hero of a '"marvel tale" is not a
person but an event. This is one of SF's underlying constituents, and you
throw it away at your peril. Wait, though. Who's going to be affected by
your "event't - a bunch of handy stock types who would serve equally in a
story about being trapped by Indians, or adrift in a storm at sea? Better
not, I think - don't you? If the catastrophe or the new invention or what-
ever the "event" (in Lovecraft's use of the term) that gives the impetus to
the action is going to be definable as a science fiction event, then surely
the people on whom it's visited must be a little more - shall we say? - ex-
clusive than those who would serve equally for some more mundene plot.

You see, although it's certainly true what Lovecraft said, this is not
uniquely true of SF. Indeed, I'm going to cite example frou outside the
field to show how one can handle a plot similarly constructed on a conven-
tional basis and do it superbly. A while back I reffered to '"hornton Wilder's
The Bridge of San Luis Heys in case you don't know it, I'll just say that it's
a brilliant short novel which fits Lovecraft's dictuw to a T - a flimsy bridge
in iexico under the Spanish occupation gives wuy,; killing a coachload of
people who are crogssing it, and the book is the story of how a curious priest
investigates them to sec - perhaps - whether there's a clue to the theological
justice of the fate visited on them. But there's nothing routine or ordinary
about the rosult, Indeed, there's even an element of fantasy in the shape of
identical twins with para-normal powers of comaunication.

Plot - Shaped Puppets

Closer still to unovecraft's definition are novels by George R. Stewart,

Fire and Storm. I cordially recommend both these, thougn you may have to
hunt secondhand stalls or pester your library to get them out of the back
stacks. In both you can see Stewart struggling to free himself from exactly
the trap thut too many SF writers are content to stay in: the habit of depict-~
ing not people but plot-shaped puppets. I don't think he guite achieved his
aimg nonetheless, I recommend both novels not despite but because of the fact
that you can see Stewart struggling to develop his characters in depth. And
for the most part he manages 1it.

I'w further going to commend a couple of writers who have handled the other
aspect of vhat you might c¢all the hardware problem in masterly fashion.
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The essential question deriving from the fraditional 3F approach, "ihat
would happen if....7", 1s what happens to people in their social conitext. I
usually cite the car, aircraft and television as recent examples. On the
novel scale at least it's necessary for a writer of ST to deal with the chan-
ging society as well as the individuals within it, if he adopts the 'event-
generated plot.

Who have we in SF - with the borderline exception of Phnilip K. Dick - who
can dramatise a changing society as vividly as did, say, Vance Bourjaily in
The Violated? Similarly, for intensity of detail und clarity of argument, we
have nobody to iwatch what dos Passos did first in the trilogy, 1919, The Big
uwoney, «nd 42nd Parallel, more recently in iidcentury. As it happens, in that
last big novel of mine I helped uysclf shumelbsuly to some of dos Passos's
techniques, and Towm Disch, having glanced at the uS, said very perceptively,
nijiarvellous! Why hasn't someone adapted dos Passos to »F before?!

Frankly, I don't know! Because he's been handling, astoanishingly well,
one crucial aspect of what SP is all about.

ilanner of Presentation

Now this bridges me conveniently into the second line of approach to what
can be done to get SF caught up with its owvn ostensible subject matters the
highly controversial question of the manner of presentation. There's one hell
of a lot of sumoke (and other things) been gencrated around the idea of so-
called experimental techniques in 3F,; which generally hides the unfortunate
truth that there's nothing much radical wbout what anyone in SI' has been doing
lately. For way-out stuff you have to look at writers likc Anthony Burgess
who respect SF enough to want to handle SF thewmes occaisionally and do so with-
out kowtowing to the aspects of 1t that I've called archaic for the purposcs of
this talke

Wiere you puzzled by Jimmy Ballard's You Coma ilarilyn lionroe or the others
in the series like %he Assa331ﬁatlon Weapon? I think this ig - not to be too
mealy-mouthed - ridiculous. Here we are talking about a supposedly fuiure-
oriented branch of literature,; and one of the most fruitful lines of dev lopuent
is a closed book to a lot of its readers. People . who don't bother with | but
keep up with what's going on in other fields, might well recognise Ballard's
shorts as a valuable exploitation of lines foreshuidowed in things like George
MacBeth's "encyclopudi._po.m'" The Ski liurders, perhaps tending to lead it back
toward the main line of traditionzl narrative technique. (Ballard confuses you?
You should try that piece of iacBeth's, from which - as far as I can see - he
deliberately excluded any possibility of o rational analysis!)

From the writer's point of view, the frustration which is gencrated by
the archi.icisuw of SF readers is incredibly galling - with due respect to you
lot out there. I've written fifty-plus books and sold over forty of them, and
as I've gone on I've learned more about what words can and connot do. There's
no point in reworking the same old bunch of assumptionsy 1t mnkes the writer
feel tired and the reader senses this lack of freshness, thus cventually red-
ucing the re..ders pleasure too, After selling forty books you'd expect, wo-
uldn't you, a writer would grow discontented with what he'd lezrned to do by
the time he wrote the tenth?
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But I've no wish to get cubroiled in a discussion concerned soley with the
sucwss or failure of ne. techniques which watch or wigm tch with 31''s thematic
material, Let wme therefore confine wyself to s.ying that it's puzzling to
writers who have done more thon repeat themselves - who have in fact developed
as they went .long - that so high o proportion of the audience for SFP, which
one mignht a priori assume to be open-winded and enterprising, gets hung up
when they explore secuingly appropriate variant narrative techniques to develop
fully the asswuptions they've made in their plots. You'd not for heaven's sake
expect a novel about - say - .. new psychedelic to be couched in lucid, ornate,
wid-Victorian proses 1t simply woulan't work!

taterial for Speculation

And now,finally, let me dip into what I regcrd as the less than fully ex-
ploited areas awalting the attention of SF writers and - hopefully - :sheir
readers. I1'11l re-euwphasise my point about choosing the wost prowising and fru-
itful material for speculation,; just s0 you don't forget it.

Let's perform two parallel mental exercises, which in fact I had to perforn
resently when I was working on SPAWD O ZAMZIBAA in orcder to give myself .. pro-
per noticn of what does not change in our eaviromnments first, lct's consider
vihat in a given room - like uy own study - weuld secm strange or curious to &
visitor from a previous century, and then what about me, subjectively, would be
veculiar to hiw.

Ohjects are pretty easy aren't they? You look around on entering ths room,
you see walls, floor, ceiling, a chair, & desk, shelves of books -~ gll Tamiliar
except in detall to our time-traveller. 'Then you put on the light, and this is
definitely new., ''he tyvewrite mightnot be , even though it's electricy the
Iirst patent for a typewriter was, I believe, taken out ia i#ngluend in Queen
Anne's reign. ‘'he centrol heating is a toss-up, bul the Duke of “jellington
brought the idea back from St Petersburg and instolled it in apsley llouse, so
the chances are that an educated person from 18667 would recognise its funciion
if not its shavpe.

But of course elsewherce in the house there's a TV set and a coulpe of radio:
.nd a telephone and a record-player und none of these would be understood at
first glance by your imaginary coller frou the past. You'd huve to overset
scores of mista%en assuaptions avout the nature of the physical world before
you conveyed their purpose. o take & siriking iustance: the ide.. os sound
equating to a vattern of vibrotions should be fawiliur to him, but the idea of
turning a physically detectable pittern {the groove -round « record) first
into electirical currents and then into sound would requirs hours oI explun.t-
ion chasing probably clear buck to irrlevancies like the interchangeability
of metter and energy and ultimately I think you'd get boreu and refer him to
a good library instead,

However, for all that thatl bit of expl.ining would take souwe doing, I
think you'd find it a lot easier than wsking ac, or my wifec, or ay friends,
perfectly clear vo our vigitor! COkay,; certain thiags go without sayings I'n
a mele nember of the species homo sapiens ond so is hey 1wy c¢lothes, the glas-
ses I wear for workiang, and sﬁﬁﬁi@'cﬁﬁﬁﬁrbzternals are sellf-explanctory. 3ut
we Live in s four roow flat plus il attic which in our visitors doy wes in
single familt occupation. This would puzzle aly, because he would know about
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writers, and I'm a moderately sucessful one and I perform the egquivalent of
"keeping my carriage" -~ in other words, there's a car in the garage - so he'd
be amazed to learn that we have no servants., But what drive him out of his
skull would be the fact thut I actively dislike the idea of having servants.
To explain Just why, I'd have to review the entire recent history of Hurcpe
and America, taking in things like the vacuuuw cleaner and the invention of ny-
lon,; and probably he still wouldn't catch on becwuuse the reasons ar-un't cleur
enough to me for we to verbalise theu.

Let's take it a 1little further., I'm not a Christian, He'd cowe from an
age where — for instance — to hold a lectureship at university, or sit in the
.iouse of Comuons, you were expected to be at least a practising member of the
Church of England if not actually in noly Urders. Of course, he'd know about
militant atheists and rationalists. 3ut I'm not wilitant. The question of
religion just seews an irrelevance to my daily life. And furtner still:; he'd
probably have certain definite political views reclated to the major parties of
his day - he might well be a Liberul. f'ry explaining to hiwm why the Liberals
have becouwe a gadfly-type ginger-group and the Labour Party is in oifice, and
you'd confuse him beyond hope until you changed the subject.

Aspects of Life

¢
And couuwing closer yet to homes what would our visitor from the past make

of certaln aspects of our private 4ives, not just wine but people's in genersl?
Just recently I had over from the States a copy of that extraordinary Victorian
sexual autoblogruphy, iy Secret Life., The anonymous autnor of tais book, who
gpent his whole life and two fortunes in a contiaual chase afler sex, could yet
do something like warrying a woman - presumebly for her money ~ who physically
disgusted hiwm. He subscribed to the view that sex was all right witn the serv-
ants but one oughtn't to do it witn a lady of one's own class. The marriage
between uarjorie wad we, I'm glad to say, operates as a partnersaip, on that
level as well as all the rest. He, on the other hand, probably gave credit 1-»
that astonishing view of Uilliaw Acton's (the leading theorist and writer on
sexual subjects of the lasv century, whose work I've also lately been readlng
up on in ldarcus's The Other V;gﬁor;ans) ~ the view that a properly brought up,
normal young lady ought not to be troubled by sexual iwpulses.

We've reverted — don't fall into the coumon error, by the way, of thinking
of modern sexual permissivity as brand-newy; it's more a revervion to the habits
the huwan race has preffered taroughout history in ite most sucessful societies
~ we've reverted, as I say, to an open and frank attitude about sei whicu was
out of fashion in our visitor's tiuwe. ie came frows a society where thev were
getting ready to drape piano-legs and define "stomach™ in a popular dictionary
by the single word "receptucle",.

Because, of course, their prudery extended to virtually u.il orguans of the
body. We like to swim and sunbathe with nothning on, and if we happen to have
friends along this dossn't stop us., Well, tnis happened in our visitor's tiue
too, but his soclety was far more schizophrenic than ours. A Prench dairist
whose name I recall as Wagraw (but I way be wrong) reported how he went for a
swim at - I think - “eyaouth, in tihe custouwary gurd of nothing .nd when he came
out he found a lady ana her two daughiers parked on the beach ostentutiously
ignoring hiw because they refused to recognise the existence of the bare hwaan
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body... e not oanly know about it, we rather approve of it and think it ought
to be shown off for what it is.

Tour upper-crust Victoriwn lady would show off in the ballroom with an
ammount of cleavage tnat would wake tue rays Office wince, but tuat was onlr
Tor after darks during tne day, she would cover up to tne neck .nd feel raire-
exposed witnout slecves on her dress. In the city she would feel naked oI tae
Jind lifted uer skirt above her anklesy contrariwise, on the beach she would
wear a costune that stopped at tne knee. Stranded on a country railway z*+ -~
l.cking any iorw of conveunilence, she would discreetly ewploy her all-envelo
akirt to hide tane fact that she wus answeriag a call of nature, but on being
Qosteuw to FParis und discovering o bidet in the pathroow of the JSritisn hwbar sy
she would call a pluwber to take "that disgustia. thing" aw.y! (True...)

Now herc in suw, is where I think SF ought to go looking for its unexpl-
oited waterial, Are we not ourselves a paradoxicul society, offering -n ui .
precedented standard of living to about one-tihird of the huien ruce while tre
other two-tinirds exist on the edge of starvation? Is not the ricunest count
in the world, America, coapelled to adiait that twenty per cent of its own pop-
ulation is effectively poverty-stricken? Do not we, who can orbit uwen in sp.c~
and send TV cameras to the moon, run tne daily risk of annihilating our ach-
ievements in war? ias not the traditionally staid country; 3ritain, becowme so
far-out that america, once the itrend-setfer and radical awong nations, has
begun to appear couservative by contrast? And are not paradox and lwprobability
the very stuff of whicn science fiction is made.

Stiuvulate the Readers

I'1ll take your agreeument to that statement for granted because if 1 don't
T snoot wy line of arguement to hell, and I'll further suggest that any SF
writer worth uis salt ought constantly to be periorming tnig 1little exercise
obout having a visitor from the past, but in reverse, and if he does it cou -
¢tentl; he'll never be short of plots and background wateri.l which will cont .
inue to stiuwulate the reader.

Suppose, taen, we envisage the inverted situation: you frow 1967 are mir-
aculously transferred to the next century. Are we going to get bogged down in
hardware? I don't see why, nor wh.t profit there will be in it. Plenty of
people - as was instanced by the recent Jeekend Telegruph feature on the Brit-
ain of 1990 - are thinking about what we'll live in, wear, ride around in and
g0 on., They're researchers. OF writers «re speculators, which is not the
same thing.

vonsider the relutive irrelevance of the hardwarc aspect as exewplified b--
your own home and thut of a young Chalcugo executive recently described in Pla~
boy. The latter has a - .turfall pouring down frow tae open-plan living-roou
to the lower floor where he keeps a4 sauna batihy, nhe has both an electronic wall,
as they call it - ni-fi, 2V, and God knows wiut in tue way of electronic ged-
gets - and an open log-fire, indic.ting now wide a span frow present to past
can be covered under u single roof. Yet you, living I imagine as I do in &
convention.l house or Zlat with fixed walls and doors on hinges and no water-
falls and pernaps even no log-rire unless you live in tne country away from &
suokeless zwone - you and I, I say, are citizens of the azume era as thai young
wan in Chicago and even of the same western culture.
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Tlds im uot Lv say that you don't need to think abent what will directly
affect the lives of your 1megiwed fyuture oharseters. You couldn't possibly
vrite a book that accurately reflected 20tia century sSritain without refer-
Ting to phomes, ocars, TV and so forth. But what affeots your thinking is
the use you put these things to, especially the inforuation you get frow
thew, not their mode of operation. It wouldn't make a substantial amount
of differonce if the luws of nature nad turned out marginally differently
and your phone could be acoustically powered, or if your radio were gas-—
operated - speaking of which, I wonder if Yalt Willis still maintains his
monopoly of gas-operated radios in Northern Ireland...

Shifted Viewpoint

What does make a substantial amount of difference, on the other hand,
is the sort of thing William Bade envisaged in his rather fine story
Ambition, in an early issue of Galaxy. A man from the fifties gets sna-
tohed into the future; excited, he demands how things are at the lunar
base, whether man has yet colonised .ars, and so on - to discover that
even the educated people around hiw barely know what lars is because the
foous of interest has shifted coupletely and no one gives z hoot any long-
er about space travel. He realises ultiuwately that he's in the sawme pos-—
ition as a crusader in the ¢0th century arguing that the atow—bomb is the
perfect weapon to exterminate the infidel.

Just to rub in a little further the irrelevence of hardware: suppose
you imagine a soaiety living in mobile howes wmass-produced like cars and
delivered on-site anywhere you chooss - the Australian outback, the Can-~
adain northwoods, anywnere ~ by airlitfting thew in, Does it sound origin-
al? Probably, but if you'd written that sort of story you'd be chagrined
to learn that Buckuminster PMuller designed and costed tne project in 1927
assuwing that the houses were to be delivered by then available drigible
airships!

Far more interesting aand prowising, to wmy mind, is the question waether
this sort of facility would change our social behaviour, waking us wore
akin spiritually to the nowmads of today like the Bedouin, perhaps, or
waking us rootless despite the pressure of national governuwents so that
sventually nationalism becgue an obsolete attitude,

Another few similar questions,; picked at randou. Are we likely to see
the apotheosis of current trends towards sexual permissivity in ftne gen-
eral acceptance of homosexuality becguse it doesn't make for children to
rurthe over-crowd our crowded world? Burgess touched on tuis in The Want-
ing Seed, but didn't exploit it. I believe Anne ..cCafrfrey is workings on
a novel lnvestigating this approzch, and I look forward to it with great
interest.

What about the turnover that's taking place in our conception of what's
"real"? It used to be that the great events which found thelr way into tine
history books took place souwe tiue ago and at a distanceg in other words,

you'd read about Lincoln's assination or the victory «t Waterloo days or
weeks afterwards. Now, the gruund events which will forw history are inst-
antly available via TV and radio. Our ideua of "real reality" is turning
over towards the notion that what we perceive for ourseslves is less iup-

32 SPECULATION



ortant - henoce, less "real"- than what we learn through long-distance cou-
munication channels. Unless, of course, we get caught up in sowe newsworthy
event like Aberfzn, and that's not souwething to be hoped for, is it? Some-
one who's experienced the full impact of this shift in attitude is going to
think differently from us, just as the characters in kary Renault's "The~
seus'" novels thought differently. + would be one hell of o task for an

ST writer - but a very rewarding one - 1o construct a convincing character
who had undergone this change

sighty Year uitch
e R A e L)

Something else which has Dbeen bugging me for years (in fact I sold an
article about it, "A 21st Century View of Sex', to Bob Lowndes's sezology
magazine neal Life Guide) what happens to marriage when getting hitched
at twenty 1mp11eq the daunting prospeot of eighty years together? Tor that
you need only assuue that in advanced sountries the life eXpectancy goes up
to a century, and more than that is implied in certain currant programucs
of medical research. umarriage in the conteupory sense - "according to the
law of this country marriage is the union of one man with one woman to the
exclusion of all others' ~ will siuply be untoenable. 7Yet for the sake of
bringing up children against « stable background it's got to be kept going.
4 lot of my friends seem to huve svolved a technigue for solving this prob-
lem, without apparently realising that that's what they're doing, but it'll
be a while before soucthing happens which I ineluded in my last novel:s the
stute of Wevada recognises the legaul status of group marriage up to a max-
imum of ten purtners!

Pritz Leiber touched on thut in Nice Girl with Five iusbands, you'll re-

call - but that still stands on its « own, years after it was first printed,
whercas I think SF writers could well preoccupy themselves with such subjects.

‘Played Out

To sum up them: what I'm saying in essence is tnat the single source of
much 19th century S¥ - the iuplications of advances in engineering or other
technology -~ is vitrually played out as a suituble source for 20th century
SF. oOn the other hand, developucnts in fields which the last century
largely steered clear of offer and for the for the forsecable future will
continue to offer a supply of endlessly absorbing speculation. Verne, and
even Wells (though nis obsession with social change makes hi. a border-
line case), could hardly have exploited the waterial we are now being
offered by such suggestions as the existence of tne territorial instinct
in mwan, which I've Jjust got that 200,000-word novel out of, because in the
last century Darwiniwn evolution was still to touchy a subject for tiae
zeneral public. So too was Freudian investigation of huuan sexuality.
Things have turned over§ we're legs prudish about sex now.

But we're still horribly prudish about violence, in the sense that we
feel - thanks, presumably, to conditioning in our society - one should not
question bravery, glory and patriotisu as an excuse for wurder, any wmore
tnan in the Victorian agze one was supposed to guestion a proper adherence
to chastity even if tae result was a domineering olu bag who proceeded to
ruin her sons' lives and turn them into queers and masochists. It's not
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for notaing thut flogellation was referred to in Parisian brotucls of the
duy as "the Bnglisih vice', I stroagly suspect that obsession with the
apility to annihilate citiesful of otiner netionulitics will be condemne:l
in comparable terws a few hundred yeurs frow now, if ve'ro still ~round.

Sc I would counscl any and every vwriter wno's wondeving aovout tiuc
paucity of good fresh wmaterial he can gencrate by foliowing the - ah -
traditional S approach, to catch up on tue present day cnd discover wast
is new in our kaowledge of ourselves. #de know a hell of a lot zbout our-
selves aow — the trouble is finding out just how wuch we xnow,

Purtner, I'd request - even beg -~ you the wost vocifercus znd iaflu-
ential scction of the BF readersaly to let writers kunovw whother thney got
it right or vwrong when taey tried taoeir new ideas. Fundow anas elected
itself into the position of a very strong influcnce on what vriters prod-
uce., Like it or not, certain responsiovilities derive frow tnat position,
including o sense of dependence soue (not all out .any) vicriters feel on
you a3 a representative - if skewed - crogs—~section of tiheir audience who
are williag to talk back.

What we dou't necu,o0f course, is.e. well, a question like,"Why don't
you do it thae way Kuttner did it?" - or .einlin , or L. Hon .ubvard!

As I keep insisting, like all fiction P is ultiwately concerned with
people, and I'd siuply likc you to rewcwuer that, after a.l, the huuan
being is still tno wost couplex mecaanism wiich can be producad by un-
skilled labour. Vive la différence wnd thunk you for your attention.

Copyright vonn Brunner, 1967

More Explanations (contirued from Page 6)

A word or two about this issue might be in order. Although containing full
coverage of the Easter convention, it is far from vhat was originally planned.
Purely in the interests of economy, and in a sudden, savage desire to get the
thing off my back, I've left out a nmumber of regular features. These include

the Melting Pot of readers' letters, and at least one Buz
Busty column (the one on stencil now is entitled "The Plow is a Harsh Mistress")
Along with some fresh material, and more letters if you write them, this will
all be published in the near future as a separate and complete issue of Spec.

I may even be able to salvage that editorial,

In the meantime, there are a few other changes to report. First, Speculation
must become "irregular'" in schedule. Second, Al Lewis writes from California to
resign as U.S. Agent (pressure of other activities). In the light of all this,
I don't think I can accept any further subscriptions to the magazine.

Not all is black., Joining me as a co—editor is Bob Rick ard, a local man
from Birmingham who produced the cover for this issue and also the stencils of
John Brunner's long article. A Good Man, Bob, student at B'ham College of
Industrial Design by day, S—f artist by night, writer of letters and buyer of
drinks, the man who will, one day, revive the Birmingham SF GIrouPeeceo

Pinally, I'd like to make a few apologies. These are to John Brummer, Mike
Moorceck and Tony Sudbury for holding on to their material for so long. To Ivor
Latto, Bob, and Pam Yates for not using their artwork sooner , and to all you
subscribers and readers. Thank you, faneditors, for continuing to send your
magazirss, and also publishers for still sending review copies. All is not lost,

- but thank you for your patience. Peter Weston . e




REVIEW SECTION

OFF-PLANET ADVENTURES

NON-STOP, Wy Brian W Aldiss, Faber & Faber 1967 (reissue) 18s.
SENSE OF OBLIGATION by Harry Harrison, Dobson 1967, 16s.
THE KILLING MACHINE, by Jack Vance, Dobson 1967, 1l6s.

NON-STOP was just about the first full-length novel »y Brian Aldiss in the
science fiction field, and in some ways might seem on a simpler sort of
level than his later works. As a 'lost-starship' story it is well-paced
and introduces many imaginative embellishments to the theme. Various
peculiar events happen during the story, at first glossed over but later
becoming more and more important. We gradually realise that Something

Is Going On - and receive a major explanation in the last chapter. It

is here that, as the Man from the Observer said, "when you discover what
it was all about, you start again at the beginning.'" Generally a lively
and ingenious story.

Harry Harrison began writing about a unique and fascinating culture
on his world of Anvhar, and then after the fifteenth page of SENSE OF
OBLIGATION he went on to tell a story about something else, not nearly so
interesting. That is not an original observation, by the way. Harrison's
hero is dropped head first into a hostile situation about which he knows
very little, and rather as DEATHWORLD, he finds a solution through luck,
determination, and the author's plotting. 4 sort of Man of Destiny with
a rigged deck.

Nevertheless, the world of Dis, with its unpleasant inhabitants, does
provide opportunity for a good deal of excitement and some cerebral
activity on the whichness of whyfore. As in some of Harry Harrison's
other books, I find there is an elusive quality here which gives the story
a much greater degree of conviction and authority than it ought really to
have any right to. Harry Harrison in his Heinlein-vein, perhaps ?

In contrast, Jack Vance remains a stylist, individual enough to be
completely beyond any of the current New Wave/Old School arguments. For
fifteen years or more he has ¥een turning out fictioq which has by-and-—
large remained remarkably the same in content. You know what you're getting
with any Vance story - a blend of colourful background, unique prose style,
fairly simple plotting but a wry sense of humour.

In every case, (apart from a few related stories, such as the Magnus
Ridolph series), the author has created a new setting for each tale. Per—
haps tiring of this, he began with STAR KING to use the same props twice
over — creating not a chronologically-linked Future History, but rather a
Future Canvas, wide enough to take a whole set of novels against a common
hackground. Connoisseurs love this sort of thing, and they usually draw
maps of write 'histories' of an author's imaginary worlds.

THE KILLING MACHINE is the second in this series, stronger than the
first in several ways. All reference to the peewliar origin of the'Star
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Kings' themselves has been dropped with benefit ~ they are now bandits,
0dd but completely human. The story-line is identical in motivation but
much stronger and more active in execution, while the author seems to
have more confidence in his settings even while brlnblng in a lot more of
his extranecus chapter heading "quotations™, =

Trom an excellent beginning the hook slows down by dogrees,suntil the
last few chapters have lost most of their momentum. Worse, as far as I
can see, a substantial part of the plot falls apart at this stage. I
A1l Happened- because the Villain wanted the girl — but from what it says
here, he already has her !} But in spite of these faults, - in spite of the
not-~very-human protagonist, there remains sx unusual charm in this novcl.

. - :
SOME NEW BOOKS FROM BALLANTINE
CHTHON »y Pier Anthony; 75¢ : : .

"W busy and ingenious combination of the elemnts of myth, poetry, folk song,
symbolism, suspense story -~ a tursting package, almost too much for one
bock," That is one comment on Chthon, a very apt one. The word itself
relates to a cave prison for incorrigibles, who are forced to mine garnets
in the steamy interior of a planet. One of the prisoncrs does not accept
his fate, and starts a trek to the surface — a journey beset by many dan-
gors, such as many-headed monsters; giant jellyfish, hot gale-force winds,
and putrefying disease. The story is fascinating and full of .suspense.

DOLPHIN BOY by Roy Meyers; 75¢

This is a new Tarzan Yook under ancther coat — the story of a boy raiscd
among the dolphins, through a series of remarkable coincidences. There
is some good descriptive writing in what is really the flrst of a series
which may go on for ever, just like Big Brother Tarzan.

THORNS by Robert Silverberg; 754

Another of these 'big' paperbacks from Ballantine, this one the story of

Superman and Ultra-Woman. "Sadists will enjoy the story,' says a trade

press review," as will people who like lengthy descriptions of surgery'.

But this is not altogether fair - there is a lot of feeling behind this

story, let down only by a somewhat deus ex machina ending of happinsss. -
. .

THE ESKIMO INVASION by Haydéh Howard s 75# *% Recommended highly

The novelettes upon which this novel is based have ween appearing in Galaxy
during the past year or so. Together they combine to meke a gripping and
very, very good whole. There is sustense and drama here, and a very vivid
description of some of the probiems of tomorrow. Of course, we hope that
our tomorrow will not be complicated by multitudes of ‘Esks', but I'm

sure that Mr Howard must have a long familiarity of Iife in Baffin Land.
No-one <o6uld describe these scenes so well from merely a travel book '}

MISTRESS OF MISTRESSES by E.R. Eddisonj 95¢ "Worm Ouroboros".series.
RESTOREE by Ann McCaffreys 75¢ A novel from an author new to SF.
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AN ALFRED BESTER OMNIBUS, from Sidgwick & Jackson 30s

Quite the most rewarding boock on sale today in Gt. Britain. This
volume contains the two novels TIGER, TIGER, and DEMOLISHED MAN,
plus all the stories from the US PB DARK SIDE OF EARTH. These
seven brilliant stories are not available in other editions in
the UK, at least to my knowledge. Excellent reading.

A VANVOGT OMNIBUS, from Sidgwick & Jackson, 30s.

Another in this series of "Classics" of SF, among which are omni-
bus editions of Robert A Heinlein, Arthur C Clarke, & Isaac Asimov,
This fifth book contains the novels THE BEAST and THE BOOK OF PTATH,
and PLANETS FOR SALE (in colloboration with E. Mayne Hull, the
author's wife, Again, stories not otherwise available. 496 pages.

AUTHORS COLLECTIONS THREE NOVELS
~ TURNING ON
THE TROUBLE TWISTERS
PLEASANT DREAMS/NIGHTMARES

"The hell with them", says the protagonist of Semper Fi, the first
story (story ? no, just an episode!) in Damon Knight's TURNING ON.
And I wonder whether that might well be the author's attitude to his
readers ?

That's unjust, I know, but here, where there is no story, merely a
situation, I'm sure that another authot could have contrived a better
framework upon which to hang the message. Not Knight - he throws the
mess at the reader - "Here, it's yours, you work something out !"

And the same with The Big Pat Boom, (although there are clues aplenty)
and with The Handler... and...

I must confess that even so, I enjoyed these fragments. They seem not
as closely linked to reality, but still akin to some of Budrys' work.
However, I don't think a book of nothing but this sort of thing would he
well appreciated, and neither did the editor. He has mixed some of Knight's
earlier works in among do-it-yourself episodes, plus a couple of Frederic
Brown-style vignettes, an in-group spoof on the Hyrda Club, and the oddly
warm Mary. Conclusions from this book are that Damon Knight has a sense of
humour, a way of writing around off-track ideas, and a multi-purpose style
which can do (nearly) anything if he wants it to. Good collection.

THREE NOVELS is a further Damon Kaight collection from Gollancz, and a
more successful one., Knight doss not work well in the novel-~length story,
is unpredictable in the very short-form, But novelettes are his meat. Look
at Natural State, reprinted so many times it is already a classics Look at
"The Dying Man", a beautiful Utopian story of the man who is doomed to the
ridiculously short span of a normal lifetimej; Look at Rule Golden, the
least of the three, about what happens when the Golden Rule is an actuality.
Excellent book,

* TURNING ON, by Damon Knight, Gollancz 1967, 18s.
* THREE NOVELS by Damon Knight, Gollancz 1967, 21s.
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AUTHORS COLLECTIONS (contd)

Although each story in THE TROUBLE TWISTERS has its own high level of
technical gimmickry and situation-handling, I found them uninspiring as a
bunch. The acid test is that I could remember none of them from their
appearance in Analog, which wasn't very long ago. Perhaps Poul Anderson
has become just a little too good at ringing the changes on what arc really
a limited number of ideas (in this case, concerning van Rjinn & the Poles-
otechnic League). Perhaps the author has written so much that a quality
of sameness remains in each story, his characters, descriptions, plots,
have all appeared before. But then again, a2 newcomer to the field might
find these among the most satisfying stories being written today,

I think that it would be well for science fiction and for Poul Anderson
if he could forget the SF field and went away and wrote about something
else for five years, Then when he came back he could write that master—
piece which he has been promising but not delivering for twenty years. In
any case, 3-cornered Wheel, A Sun Invisible, and Trader Tcam are good stories
of the Analog kind.

I have in the past made numerous enemies by declaring that I don't
like horror or supernatural films and stories. This dislike arises not
through distate, but simply kecause I consider such material to be absol-
utely pointless and absurd. It could be said that I have no empathy with
anybody who can take such things seriously.

This being the case, 1t follows that I greatly enjoy the sort of fantasy
found in the old Unknown and Beyond and rarely in F&SF, where inexplicable
things are treated matter—of-factly and often with some humour. Away with
those Things which go Slurp in the Night !

One further exception I will make, This is to the type of ma*.-ial
being written by Robert Bloch and a few others. This to my wag of thinking
is not so much written to horrify as it is to coldly play with vagurly
unpleasant ideas to see what will happen. Technically I think this is
akin to the 'sick' joke, both sometimes enjoyable in moderate doses,

After that long build-up, there is not a great deal else to be said
about PLEASANT DREAMS/NIGHTMARES. Here are fifteen short stories, each
written around a different idea “ut all to a similar patten. The first one
is not too original, andis about a voodoo doll, whereas the last in the book
is about a weird kind of demoniac possessicn. The Hell-Bound Train won a
Hugo in 1959, although it is by no means the best story here.

* THE TROUBLE TWISTERS, by Poul Anderson. Gollancz 1967 2ls.
* PLEASANT DREAMS/NIGHTMARES, by Robest Bloch, Whiting & Wheaton, 1967,21s

Some ACE TITLES, 1967

CITY, Clifford D. Simak, 6@¢;  BORN UNDER MARS, John Brunner 50¢

SOS FROM / WORLDS, Murray Leinster 50¢ ; STARWOLF I, Ed. Hamilton, 50¢
THE GANYMEDE TAKEOVER, by Phillip K Dick. 504 (original novel).

THE WANDERING TELLURIAN, Schwartz/ KEY TO IRUNIUM, Ken Bulmer. 60%

THE IF READER OF SF, ed. Frederik Pohl, 60¢; EDGE OF TIME, Grinnell, 45¢
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SOME ACE TITLES, 1967

THE WORLD SWAPPERS, by Jchn Brunner, 50¢3 WORLDS OF IMPER1UM, Laumex, 45
THE X FACTOR, Andre Norton, 50¢. BRIGHT NEW UNIVERSE, J. Williamson, 50
THE WEIRWOODS, Thos. Burnett Swann, 50€; COMING OF THE TEKRANS, Brackett 506
THE ARSENAL OUT OF TIME, by David Grinell, 50¢

THE LAST CASTLE éVance)/WORLD OF THE SLEEPER, Tony Russell Waymanj 60£
ROAD TO THE RIM (Chandler)/ THE LOST MILLENIUM, Walt & Leigh Richmond 60
LORD OF THE GREEN PLANET, (Petaja)/ FIVE AGAINST ARLANE, Tom Purdom, 60

THE WANDERER, by Fritz Leiber, Dobson Books, 25s. 350pp

This was the Hugo-winning novel for 1964, published for the first time in
this country. The story is unique in the grandness of concept combined
with vividness of storytelling from a multitude of viewpoints., What might
have been old-style SF space—opera treated in the manner of the 60's. (&
review and comment by the author appeared in ZENITH 7,8,9.)

SEEKERS OF TOMORROW, by Sam Moskowitz, Ballantine Books, 95¢

Evaluations of 21 SF authors of the last 25 years. A full appreciation of
this book will appear in the next issue of SPECULATION,

TIME FOR A CHANGE, by J.T. McIntosh., Michael Joseph Ltd, 25s.

This story appeared as "Snow White and the Giants" in recent issues of

If magazine, It is a most unusual story, told in the first person and
getting more and more complicated before the end is resolved through time~-
travelling wachinations. A good siory, little sex, much humour,.

SPACESHIP TO SATURN y Hugh Walers, Faber & Faber 1lés
SPACE WINNERS, by Gordon R Dickson, Faber & Faber 16s.

Two juvenile space-opecras, the Dickson far superior tut both suited to
the below-16 age groups. Benevolent aliens, suspended animation - what ne s?

NEBULA AWARD STORIES,=2. ed. Brian Aldiss & Harry Harrison, Gollancz 25s.

Here is the second volume of winners of the new Nebula Awards, prizes given
by the Science Fiction Writers of America Association, and hence different
from the purely-amateur Hugo Awards. This volume contairs both the second
year winners and the runners up, and is a fine collection. Not all of these
stories deserve their company, in my opinion; equally well, others are left
out which I wouldlike to have seen included. 3But for better or worsej—

The Secret Place; by Richard McKermnaj Light of Other Days, by Bob Shawj
Who Needs Insurance, by Robin S Scott; Among the Hairy Earthmen, R.A.
Laffertys The Last Castle , by Jack Vance; Day Million, by Frederik Pohlj
When I Was Miss Dow, by Sonya Dorman; Call Him Lord, Gordon R Dicksonj

In the Imagicon, George Henry Smith; We Can Remember it for you Wholesale,
Phillip K Dickj Man in His Time, B.W. Aldiss.,

VICTORY ON JANUS by Andre Norton, Gollancz 16s, 224pp
THE RUNAWAY ROBOT, by Lester del Rey, Gollancz 15s. 176pp

Two more juveniles, both very well done and accompanying both authors'
earlier juveniles for Gollancs. Some of the becst value in Books today.
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EPP, by Axel Jensen. Chatto & Windus, 15s.

The new novel by Axel Jensen, winner in 1966 of an Abraham Woursell 1lit-
erary prize of £7500, It has been translated from the Norwegian, and is
a vision of the future in which progress has dispersed humanity into a
mass of unrclated and paltry humans. Very amusing in places. (A longer
review will appear ir the next issue of SPECULATION).

MASTEKPIECES OF SF. ed Sam Moskowitz. World Publishing Co, $6.50

The stories in this volume are taken from three hundred years of science
fiction writing, and the book is a fictional companion to Moskowitz's
critical volume, EXPLORERS OF THE INFINITE. With one cxception, none of
the stories has previously appeared in a science fiction anthology. (See
SEEKERS OF TOMORROW, Page 39, and in SPECULATION-17)

THE MOON I3 A HARSH MISTRESS by Robert A Heinlein. Dobson 1967, 2ls.

One of the finest novels from this author for many years. A full account
of the novel and some opinions will be presented in THE PLOUGH; SPEC.~17.
THE HOLE IN THE ZERO by M.K.Joseph. Gollancz 1967, 21s.

Not listed as SF, this book nevertheless contains a number of speculative
lines of thought which tend towards metaphysics., It had the honour of
receiving a favourable review in the 'General review section' of the
Daily Telegraph.

SINISTER BARRIER. by Eric Frank Russell. Dobson 1967, 2ls.

Many times has this novel been published overseas, but not in this country;
strange since it is the first novel of English~horn Eric Frank Russell.
Well-known 'Fortean' theme — many virtues despite its 30 ycars' age.

BEST FROM F&SF 15TH SERIES, ed Edward L Ferman., Gollancz 22s.6d.

NEW_NOVELS THE GENOCIDES, Thomas M Disch.
(Whiting & Wheaton 18s. 1967)
BEYOND APOLLO; Jeff Sutton
(Gollancz 21s. 1967)

A number of other reviewers have written about THE GENOCIDES, and when
I approached the book I had heard almest too much about it in advance. Sub-
sequently, many pre~conceived impressions proved incorrect, and I read the
novel with much enjoyment.

Briefly, an unknown agency has seeded the Earth with a giant plant,
that slowly and surely strarngles and chokes every other living thing on
the planet. The story concerns a small group of people, faceless for the
most part, who struggle and fail to come to terms wich the Plant.

Even at crisis-points, the story seems to move slowly, and this is vexry
far from a rugged Man-against~Nature adventure novel, just as it is not a
pure 'novel of ideas'e But from the very first page it is surprisingly
casy to get into, and holds the interest througheoute. //contd.
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There has been some talk of the 'value' of this book, or of its
'message's I don't really think this has any meaning other than 'Did it
spark any lines of thought ?" - And for me, it did. There is, I will
admit, more than some truth in Algis Budrys' comment from Galaxy that the
characters are passive, and sit around brooding rather than actually
doing anything about the situation.

BEYOND APOLLO is very different. As the title suggests, it is very
much a story of the near future. So near, in fact, that (as with the
author's previous novel), it is likely to be dated quite soon after its
appearance, This is by no means a complaint; for it brings to science
fiction a touch of relevance to the world which is more than welcome in
some quarters. Back to Earth with a bump, in other words !

This story takes place in Moon orbit, and on the lunar surface. It
ccncerns a series of problems, a la Clarke, and the writing almost has
that informed attitude of the popular Sunday colour supplements when rep—
orting on progress in space travel. Happy ending, naturally, for this
non—-specialist 'popular science fiction'y, and a bit pedestrian for the
real connoisseur, perhaps. But I liked it.

OTHER BOCKS RECEIVED
FProm Faber & Faber; AN AGE, by Brian W Aldiss, 2ls (to be reviewed in SPEC-
ULATION Issue 17).

HOTHOUSE, by Brian W Aldiss, 2ls. (reprint).
BEST SF STORIES OF CLIFFORD D. SIMAK, 21s. (Some of
the stories from other Faber Simak collections).
THE SEEDLING STARS by James Blish 21s. {The four
novelettes on this theme, including the excellent
'Surface Tension', Blish's best story ever ?)
MISTER da V (& OTHER STORIES) by Kit Reed. 21s.
(13 stories, slight, humourous, but much of a pattan).

A SENSE OF WONDER, edited by Sam Moskowitz. Sidgwick & Jackson 1967, 15s

Three long novelettes by well-known authors; each story having appeared

some 2-3 decades ago. They each explore one particular theme or plot—

twist, and are readable although somewhat dated. Also published in the

USA by Doubleday as "THREE STORIES BY WYNDHAM, LEINSTER & VILLIAMSON",

contents; Exiles on Asperus (Wyndham)j; "The Mole Pirate" (Leinster);
"The Moon Era" (Williamson).

I HAVE NOC MOUTH AND I MUST SCREAM, Harlan Ellison, Pyramid 60&

LEGION OF SPACE/ LEGION OF TIME, Jack Williamson, each 50%, Pyramid.

THE FANTASTIC SWORDSMEN, ed L, Sprague deCamp, Pyramid 60/5.

ANALOG ONEs ANALOG TWO: PROLOGUE TO ANALOG, ed John W Campbell, Panther
Books, 5/", 3/69 5/"-

BEST F&SF 12TH SERIES, Panther 3/6d; TRADER TO THE STARS, Panther, 3/64

BEST SF FROM 'NEW WORLDS', ed. Moorcock, Panther, 3/6d.

TO OPEN THE SKY, by .Robert Silverberg. Ballantine, 75¢ (see SPECULATION-15)
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